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. “STOP! YOU MUSTN'T SELL THAT
g CUCKOO CLOCK TO THEM!”

i s Why was Stephen Ross so desperately anxious that Doreen
+ & Co. should not obtain possession of the quaint old clock ?

(See ¢ Their Quest al the Winter Sports.’’)
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TRAPPED BY GERALD

ORMA ROYSTON, living in the
Cormish  village of Clovellvy,

looked  after  a  small  shop,

whoze awner, Ben Tregelhis, had
mysteriously disappeared, leaving his
stadl grandehildeen, Elsie and Martin,
M her care

Norma believed that Grey Gables, a
lagge house near by, coniained 2 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 scarch ai Grey
Gables, Norma had to impersonate the
ghost of Lady Rowena, which was sup-
posed te haunt the place.

Gerald gained pessession of Norma’s
“ phantom ™ cosiume, amd she went to
Grey Gables one night to recover it.

She entercd the house through a
seeret tunnel from the seashore, and
found the costume.

Norma donned it and made her
cscape.  But -Gerald suddenly appeared
and caught her. Grimly he reached out
to snatch off her veil!

WHITE to the lips, Norma stared
through her veil into Gerald's
sternly gecusing eyes.

“So, my fine Phantom,” remarked the-

hoy, *‘the game is up! We'll ind out
now just who you are—and why you
have been doing your best to terrorise
my uncle and cousin.” - .
Frantically, Norma struggled to free
lierself, her heart beating madly.

Gerald mustn’t find her out—he
mustn’t!  How could she hope to ex-
plain—to make him understand the

motives that had prompted her reckless
masquerade ?

Her hand was clenched on Ben Tre-
gellis’ {orn and battered cap—her only
shred of evidencc; yet the touch of- it
lent her desperate courage.

A hollow, mocking lavgh escaped her
lips—almost bloodchilling in its effeet.

Gerald's grip momentarily relaxed—
and Norma, scizing her chance, sprang
backwards to the secret cavity screened
by the effigy of the Black Knight.

She stood there for an instant, her
hand ocutstretehed in accusation.

“Btand back, Gerald Graham!” she
exclaimed. “ Who are vou who dares to
judge another—when tyranny and black
injustice lurk .on your very doorstep?
Back, I say!”

Norma’s acting was superb—and the
pent-up anger n her voice was not
entirely assumed.

The discovery of the old seaman's
battered cip—-emd the thought of the
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two helpless youngsters watting their
grandfather’s return—caused her blood
to boil,

Gerald was obviously taken aback as
he stared at her, his boyish face a trifle
pale.

“*I say, what are you getting at?”-he
demanded.  “You seem to have got
~oule  grudge against ine, but I'm
hanged if 1 know what, it is.”

Norma shook her head, realising that
she was treading on dangerous ground.

" Not against you, young man!” she
replied huskily, “but against those
whom you eall your kith and kin—the
scoundrel, Richard Penhale, and his
daughter.”

Gerald crimsoned, taking a quick step
towards her.

“Just a minute!” he cut in. “You
can’t go abeut calling my uncle names.
You've done him enough harm, as it is.
What harm has he done you?”

Norma backed away till she stood in
the shadow of the secret tunnel; her
voice was magnified by the hollow
echoes.

“He cannet harm a ghost,” she
replicd. “I am but the spirit of the
past—the shadew of retribution. The
harm he has done was directed at
another—an old sailor, who vanished by
night, leaving no word for the two help-
less children, who vainly awaited his
return.”

*“Ben Tregellis!” exclaimed Gerald,

_——-

Norma saw Gerald’s eyes fixed
on her bandaged hand. ,Surely
now he must suspect that she had
been playing the part of the
phantom Lady Rowena!
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starting. * Lock here, whoever you are,
yvou’ve got hold of the wrong end of the
stick.  Tregellis was a bad lot; he set
out on a smuggling expedition when
Clovellyn got 100 hot to hold him.,He
hated my uncle because he is a magis-
irate.”

* Maybe he had cause for his hatygd,”
replied  Norma, her voice ﬁhn[ii]g.
“Have you seen this, Gerald Grahapy?”
She held out the battered cap. “This
was left by the old sailor on the night
he disappeared—and it was left here, in
Grey Gables! Your uncle was the last
man to see Ben Tregellis alive.”

Gerald sprang forward, his
clenched,

“ Look here, what are you hinting
at?” he demanded. “ Are you trying to
suggest that my uncle—that my uncle
was & ;

Norma teok her courage in both
hands as she slowly backed down the
hidden staircase.

“¥ suggest that your unele caused Ben
Tregellis to disappear—because the wld
sailor knew too much of his scoundrglly

hands

plots !  That is the truth—and I shall
haunt Grey Gables until justice. is
done !’

She turned and raced down the
narrow stone staircase, Gerald following
hot on her heels.

Norma half-regretted the rash im-
pulse that had prompted her dramatic
accusation. At first, she had mercly
intended to play for time—and to give
credence to her ghostly role; but the
discovery of the cap had fired her
imagination and her anger.

Gerald was not to blame: but he wWas
a Penhale—and his defence of his
scoundrelly uncle had aroused all the
dormant fighting instinot inherited from
her sailor father.

Her one thought, now, was to escape
with her Phantom costume—and the
vital elue she had discovered at such
hazard.

But, quickly though she ran, she was
conscious that Gerald was overtaking
her.

The dim, yellow glare of the boy's
lantern- alone dispelled the murky
darkness. Norma saw the passage
branch ahead—and for the life of her
she eould not remember which banch
led down to the cave.

There was no time to stop and
decide; Gerald’s footsteps were close
behind. Norma made a dive for the
vight-hand fork, and ran for dear life.

“Come back!” shouted Gerald, and
added something that was drowned by
the echo of their footsteps.

Norina paid no heed ; she raced round
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the corner—to find herself in pitch dark-
ness.

For a moment her heart misgave her
—but it was impossible to turn back
now. She stumbled on, groping her way
through tlie darkness. .

Then suddenly a dull glimmer of light
showed at a bend in the passago, where
another tunnel erossed it. Norma could
sce a pile of fallen masonry—but she
did not stop to think what it might
portend,

Her eyes were strsined lowards the
welcome glimmer of light.  Recklessly,
she quickenzd her pace; and then

A lhorrified cry escaped her lips as her
foot trod on air; she had a momentary
glimpse of a dark, well-like cavity—a
glimmer of brackish water far below,

She flung out her hands. clawing wildly
at the crumbling brickwork. TFor a
moment that seemed an eternity she
hung suspended, her fingers gradually
slipping, a dreadful faintness sweeping
over her.

A shout echoed in her ears—footsteps.
Powerful hands canghl her by the
wrists, dragging her to safety. )

“1 wameg on,” gasped CGerald, his
boyish face pallid in the yellow glare of
the lantern. “1I called to you, hut you
wouldn’t listen.” .

A choking sob escaped Norma’s lips as
she fought against her faintness.

he boy was staring at her strangely
as his eyes attempted to see through her
veil. Norma’s spectral robes were dis-
hevelled and torn; a tendril of dark hair
was revealed beneath her strange head-
dress.

Gerald drew a sharp breath.

“I thought as much!”
“You—you are a girt!”

he cried.

GERALD’S CHIVALRY
GERALD'S word acted on Norma's

dazed senszes like a shower of
icy waler.
er faintness left her; she was
conscions only of a sharp sense of des-
hair.
; It was useless to keep up the imposture
any lenger. In a moment Geruld would
know her identity.

And be would hate her—scorn her for
her masquerade—for her deception.

It would be Lhe end of their friend-
ship; Lhe gay camaraderie that had
helped to lighten her secret quest.

She waited, her eyes closed—waited for
Gerald to snatch aside Llhe veil that con-
cealed her face.
® But she wailed in vain.

When Cerald apoke, his tone had
undergone a cnricus change. The hard
note was absent: his voice shook

slighlly.

" A pirl ¥ he repeated.  “T—I"mn sorry.
If I'd known, 1 wouldn't have been sn
rough with you when I discovered you
in hiding.”

Norma opened her eyes in bewilder-
menl. Gerald’s boyish face was crimson
with frank dizcomfiture.

In-spite of the fact that he belisved
her to he his enemy, his natural ehivalry

revolted at the thousht that he had.

treated her as one of his own sex—had
heen prepaied, if necessary, to trap her
by force.

He made no atlempl to pull aside her
veil,

“1 expect yon've gol rome reason for
acting as you have doue” he went on
gmftfy. “f haven’t the foggiest idea
who you are. and 1 shan't ask questions
-ﬁet You're dead beal. And—T sav ”
—his face grew concerned—*you've cut
your hand—a nasty cut, too.  Here, let
me bandage it.”

e puiled out his own handkerchief,
tying it deftly round her injured hand.
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Norma, her heart thumping, made no
attempt to resist; she was thankful that
she wore no rings-—nr anything by which
he might have identified her,

Yet his chivalry cut her to the heart.

She felt an overwhelming desire to
stiatch off her veil~to throw herself at
kis mercy; but a cautioning instinct re-
strained her,

Her secret task was not yet finished.
She had touched only the fringe of the
strange mystery hinted at in her father's
diary—a mystery that linked her fate
with that of the old vanished sailor and
Bis two adorable grandchildren.

She must sift that mystery to the
bottem before her task was completed.

Gerald had it within his power to
wreck everything, but guixotically, he
his hand.

Why? Just because she was a girl?
Or becanse——

The boy's hand tightened on her arm,
bringing her wandering thoughts back
with a jerk to the present.

“Come,” he said gruffly, “we'd better
get out of here. Teel all right—well
enough to walk with my help ?

Norma nodded unsteadily, not daring
to look wup., Gerald picked up the
lantern, holding it above his head.

“We're quite near the opening,” he
said. “There’s more than one entrance
{o these passages. This one leads out to
a ruined tower on the edge of the eliff.
Mind the stops.”

He assisted her up a flight of erumb-
ling steps, and into the welcome fresh-
ness of the night air.

The yellow gleam of the lantern re-
vealed the ruined walls of an old tower,
the pale moonlight streaming through
wide fissures in the ancient masonry.

Norma had noticed the tower at a
distance, and had wondered vaguely
about its history.

Gerald helped her to a moss-grown
seat just inside the ruined doorway.

“8tay here for a bit,” he said,
“You'll feel better in the fresh air.
There’s a brook near here. I'll get you
some water. I shan't be & minute.”

He left her, thrusting his way througt
the bushes.

Norma watched him go, fighting
against her weakness. For an instant
she felt tempted to call after him, but
she bit her lip, remaining silent,

After all, Cerald was a Penhale: in
spite of his honesty and his chivalry—or
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hecause of it—he was slaunchly loyal te
his unecle and cousin.

She dared not confide in him, much
a3 she longed to.

Her secret compelled her {o repay hia
chivaley with seeming ingratitude.

The keen, salt tang of the air helped
to revive her—io lend her now strength.

Unsteadily she rose to her feet, step-
ping out into the moonlight.

But she could not go without leaving
some little message—somelhing to show
her gratitude.

Picking up a scrap of chalk. she
scratched a message on the grey stone
wall of the tower.

“Thank you! I shall never forget
what you have douc te-night.”

JAfier a
signed it:

moment’s hesitation, she

“ROWENL,”

Then, hearing the sound of tle hoy's
returning footsteps, she slipped silently
away into the shadows.

Divesting herself of her phantom
robes, she made her way back by =
devious reute to the village,

It was not till she was
indoors that, with a sfart,
membered something.

She had left behind her the vital clue
she had discovered at Grey Cahles—PBen
Tregellis’ cap |

actually
shie  re-

THE morning found Norma pale and
tired—but conscious of an almost
feverish excitement.

Her hand still throbbed paiufully
from the gash it had received. She put
on a fresh bandage, and made light of
it when the children questioned her.

“It's nothing,” she said lightly. “ Just
a seratch.” '

Young Martin was still agog with the
party of the previous night.

“Elsic an’ T have decided to write to
gran'dad an’ tell him oll about it,” he
declared. “We'll keep tho letter as a
g'prise for when le comes homo, Do

you expeet he’ll be back in time for .
Lilsie’s birthday—that's next week

Two pairs of trustful young eyes re-
garded hLer anxiously,
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“ Something dreadful’s happened,’” the footman eried.

tom figure has been around here, and it’s broken into Mrs, Merrivale's
room and stolen her jewel box "

* That phan-



Norma_telt a pang at her héart, as
she avoided their guesiioning glances. -
. What could she say?

" 8he thought of a torn and batlered
e#ap, and her hands clenched at  her
sides.

“I don't know, dears,” she said un-
steadily. “I—I'm going {o try lo get
in touch with him. I'm certain that
Le’ll be home very soon, now—perhaps
in time for Elsie's hirthday.”

They seemcd satisfied, but for how
long could she hope to conceal the
truth?

She had long suspecied ihe suave Mr.
Penhale of being a scoundrel—but now
her suspicions hud become o certainty.

He and his daughter had deliberately
deceived the villagers into belicving
that old Ben Tregellis had set off on a
smuggling expedition,

When all the time

Norma shrank f{rom the train of
thoughis opened up by her discovery.
Sho could do nothing—without further
proof, : . . .

And how could she hope to obtain
that proof?f - )

Iler chance came in a strangely un-
expeéted manner.

Norma was busy in the shop that
afternoon; her obsession with the mys-
tery did not prevent her from earrying
out lier wsual duotics and attending to
her eustomers with a show of cheerful-
ress that reflected to her credit.

Money was still a paramount guestion
—a practical issue that must be faced.

The squire’s order had been a big
hélp—enabling her to pay the more
pressing bills; but the everyday nceds
of the two orphaned children—ihe rent
of the little shop, and other expenses,
made an inroad inlo her small profits.

She was busily checking ler accounts
E&'?ﬁm she heard the tinkle of the shop

ell,

She looked up with a slight start—and
dropped her pencil in a rather Hustered
fashion as shg observed {he uncxpected
caller.

- Tt.was Squire Guthrie.

‘A surpriso visit, eh, Miss Royston 7*
he inquired, his eyes twinkling, as he
placed his hat and stick on the counter.
“T've just called in for a litile ehat.”

Norma’s heart was beating quickly,
as she hurried to pull forward a chair.
Why had the squire called on her?
Was it about tho alarming happenings
of last night?

His next words put her at her ease.

“To start with,” he said heartily, I
wanb fo congratulate you on your per-
formanece last night, Miss Royston. In
spite of the wnfortunate hiich in the
matter of the costume, the song went
down splendidly, A number of my
guests have spoken to me ahout it.”

Norma flushed with mingled relief
and pleasure, and managed to murniur
somnething in reply,

“And that brings me to the real pur-
pose of my call,” went on the squire
briskly. “Mrs. Merrivale, one of my
neighbours, was greatly improssed: she
is {he social organiser in this distriet—
and she is arvanging to hold a concert
at I private hguse, in ajd of the local
hospital.  She is parlicularly anxious
that you should take part, and I offered
to  obtain  your = co-operation—and
Gerald’s, of course!”

The squire smiled benevolently, as he
ed Norma's shoulder, mistaking the
n for her nervous siart.

“It won't he a very hiz affair,” he
said.  “Just the neighbours and the
villagers. As an added inducement I’ll
mention that there may be a little busi-
ness transaction in connection with the
‘concert  decorations.  Mrs. Merrivale
asked me to recommend somebody to
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supply ithem—and T took the liberty of
suggesting yoursclf.” .
Norma flushed with gratitude.

“It’s  awfully kind of you, Mr,
Guihrie,” she faltered, ©but—
“But what, my dear? Come! Surely

vou'll aceept 7 .

Norma bit her lip nervously. Tt was
w tempting offer, and she could not
really afford to turn it down; yet the
thenght of having to meet Cerald again,
s0 swon after last night’s encounter,
cansed her heart to thump uncasily.

Almost it was on the tip of her tongue
lo refuse—when the squire, gquite un-
intentionally, helped to elinch ler
decision,

“The honse is not far from the vil-
lage,” he explained. “In fact, its
grounds adjoin the Grey (lables cstate,
There is a rumour that ile lwo houses
were once connected by o subterranean
passage—hut that is pessibly an old-
wife’s tale,” '

Norma caught in her breath sharply,
her pulses quickening,

Was this the chance that she had
hoped for—the chance of probing the
secret of Grey (lables, without the
knowledge of the ever-curicus Gerald or
his scheming uncle?

her

Tt might well be—if she wused
wits and her eyes| .

“Thank you, Mr. Guthrie,” she said
quickly.  “T’ll accept—with pleasure.
Perhaps—perhaps T had botter call on
Mys. Merrivale this evening to make
arrangements,” .

“You're a good husiness woman,
youug lady,” remarked the squire, Lis
eves  twinkling,  “I'll  phone re.
Merrivale—to tell her that you'll be
calling after tea.”

Early that evening, Norma set out for
Highcliffe Towers—an old and imposing
honse, overlooking the bay.

Mrs, Merrivale welcomed her warmly:
repeated her complimenis on Norma’s
singing, and explained that tho concert
was {6 be held in a week’s time,

The date coincided with little Elsie's
birthday.

“OF course,” explained the hostess,
“we shall have several rehearsals; and
I shall want the slage decorvated. Squire

N,
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Cuthrie assured me that you werr the
very person for the job—capable as well
as talented |” '

She smiled charmingly as shq led
Norma to ithe concert hall, in which
was a grand piano parily screened by
curtaine, and a stage complele  with
scenery. ! .

“Now, I'll leave yon to make your
plans, my dear—as I have soue other
business to attend io. Ring for the
servants if you requirve anything.”

The good lady bustled away—and
Norma was left on her own. .

She crossed ie the stage, and looked
round her eagerly—admiring ihe fine
old panelled walls, the carvings, and
the raftered ceiling.

The hall was certainly very old—as
old as the big great hall of Grey Gables.

Into her mind fHashed a recollection
of the rumours connecting the two
honszes,

‘Befare she started work, it would do
no harm to have a quick look round.

Her heart beating quickly, she walked
round the hall, tapping on ihe-panels,
and examining the family portraits in
their gilded frames. E

She had almost reached the recess con-
cealing the grand piano, when her heart
gave a vieolent jump,

From behind the curtain came the solt
tinkle of an old-world tune—and a bari-
lone voice singing the words: -

“\What scek yo, fair maiden, so wan
and so weary— .
What mysteries lie hidden behind
your dark eyes?” .

Norma spun round with a start as
the curtains were jerked back.

Seated astride the piano-steol, a
glimmer of laughler in his grey eyes—
was Gerald! '

————

A NEW SHOCK FOR NORMA
“ ALLO!” vemarked ihe bhoy
H quizzically.  “Fancy meet-

g vou l”?

Normu was  hreathing
quickly, her faee rather flushed, her
khands clenched.

“Qerald !” she gasped. “I—T didn't
know you were here,” '

“Borry,” said Cerald, with an apole-
getie grin. “I wanted to surprize you,
I'm to be accompanist at this concert
affair—and T came along to try out the
piano. One of the =ervants let me in,”

Norma liad slightly recovered from
her first shock, but her face was still
rather pink.

“You—you might have told me——"
she began.

“T offer my humble apologics,” said
CGerald gravely, as lie rose (o his feet.
“Aren’t vou glad to sce me?”

Norma zmiled faintly in spite of her-
self:  Cerald’s good Ihumour wayg
infectious.

“Of conrse T'm pleased to =ce you,”
she remavked lightly, “hut 1'm really
here on businezs, D've got the contract
for decorating the hall.””

“CGood for youl” declared Gerald.
“May I walch—if I promise to be
good 77

" Norma, trying hard in appear com-
‘posed, produced a tape moasure, and
proceeded to take mearurements of the
stage.

» Clerald perched himzelf on the edge of
the grawd piano, and looked on with
assumed gravity—occasionally making
a humorous suggestion,

“Let me help!” he said as Norma
struggled with a pair of steps. *That’s
the 1dea. I'll hold ’em steady. Whoa—
mind how you gol”

JIe grabbed her aym to steady her,
and his glance fell en her bandaged
hand.

(Pleage turn fo the Lack page.)
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THE STOLEN DRAWINGS

door on your right, and up the
stairs,”
Noel Raymond nodded Lo
the grey-haired attendant who sat in his
lass desk at the entrance of the Stanley

Tuseumn.

“Thanks!” replied ihe young detec-
tive, smiling. “Hope I'm not too late.
At what time do you close?”

“In about half an hour, sir—as soon as
it is dusk. That's regulations,”

Noel glanced at his watch.

“Just about time for a quick stroll
round. I suppose I'm the last visitor
here ?"

“There's a party of young ladies up-
slairs now, sir,” said the altendant.
“ From the local art schoal, I belisve.”

Noel noticed how tired the man looked.
No doubt he’d be glad to lock up for the
night,

“I shan't over-stay my time,"” wpro-
mised the young delective. “First on
the right, you sa}r, and up the stairs?
I'll find my way all right!”

Noel had an hour or two to spare
before eatching his train back to town,
and the loeal museum had struck him as
a good place in which to while away ths
Lime.

The young detective was genuinely in-
‘terested in antiques—and he had heard
that this little museum housed the world-
renowned colleetion of ancient relics dis-
covered by Professor Stanley, the great
Egyplologist.

As he mounted the stairs, Noel won.
dered curiously why a party of voung
girls should have taken the trouble to
visit the museum so late in the evening.
He could hear their voices now, and a
hushed ripple of laughler from the direc-
tion of the gallery.

And then, abrupily shallering the
silence, came a girl's piercing scream.

“© EGYPTIAN gallery, sir?  First

The young delective drew in  his
- breath sharply; his face paling, he
leaped up the stairs, racing into the
gallery.

A buzz of startled voices greeted him—
the sound of hurryiug footsteps. Rownd-
ing a massive statue of the cat-goddess,
Bast, Noel came upon the girls, clustered
in an agitated group.

They were surrounding one of iheir
number—a fair-haired, altractive girl,
her face deathly pale.

Beside her {ay an overturned easel
and hoard.
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“My drawing!” she sobbed. * Some-
one—someone snatched it from me, 1
thought I heard a laugh—but when I
looked round there was no one in
sight.”

“That's just what happened to me
vesterday evening!” put in one of her
chums exeitedly. *“You know I found
my sketch, later, torn {o pieces at the
foot of the stairs.”

“But what ecan it mean, girls?
almost uncanny—"'

Noel stepped forward, his eyes alight
with interest.

“Excuse me,” he remarked. “1
wonder if T could be of any help?*

The girls stared at him, a trifla doubt-
fully at first, but his easy manner and
boyish smile helped to reassure them.

“ Are you—are you an official of the
museum ! inquired one of them—a girl
with auburn hair and turbulent grey
eyes.

Noel smilingly denied the fact, hand-
ing them his card.

“ A detective!” exclaimed the last
speaker. in excitement. “Girls—what
luck! This is Mr. Noel Raymond, ihe
famous London detectivel”

A thrilled murmur greeted this in.
formation. A dozen pairs of wondering
eyes were turned towards Noel.

“Let's get this clear,” remarked the
voang delective gravely, as he glanced
at the fair-haired girl. Her pale face
and trembling lips revealed only too
clearly the scare she had received. * You
say your drawing has been 'stolen?”

The girl nodded, struggling to regain
her composure.

I was drawing the image of Bast,”

It's

When Eva Grayland’s drawing
disappeared in the museum, the
other art students thought it was
just an act of spite by one of her
rivals, But Noel Raymond knew
differently. He realised that

someone was determined no sketch
should be made of the figure of
the Egyptian goddess.

Gold
HNGERTHINT

sha whispered. “Il—it was almost
finished, when I heard someone laugh—
a horrid laugh! 1 looked round, and my
easel fell over with a crash: Look!”

She pointed to the overturned easel.
Noel stepped forward, and his eyes nar-
rowed a8 he picked up the fallen draw-
ing-board. The drawing-pins were still
in place, and attached to ane of them
was the torn corner of a sheet of stout
cartridge paper.

“And you saw no one?” he asked. °

“No one,” replied the girl, in a
whisper.  “Only—only a shadow—and
that might have bheen a trick of the
light. Mr. Raymond, there's something
—something weird about this museum.”
Her voice rose sharply, “It's happened
before!”

“Steady, Eva,” put in the auburn-
haired girl, resting a hand on her chum’s
shoulder.

“You tell him, Julie,” whispered the
olher.

Julie Manders raised her grey eyes to
Noel's face.

“We're all students of the Rodwell
Art School,” she explained frankly. -
“Professor Stanley—who endowed this
museum—is a friend of our principal.
He's offered a valuable money prize to
the girl making the best drawing of the
museum exhibits, and the day after to-
morrow is the closing date for entries.
We've all been working very hard, but
things have been going wrong.”

“You mean your drawings have been
tampered with " asked Noel.

Julie nodded quickly.

“Yeos; but not only that. Girls have
been scared—like Eva here. She's one
of our best artists, You've heard what
happened just now, with all us girls in
the gallery—and no one saw anything.”
" The pirls drew more closely together,
throwing uneasy glances into the
shadows,

The young detective lit a cigareile,
staring round him in the fading light.

The girls' strange story had awakened
his keenest interest, and there were
ample witnesses to vouch for its truth.

On the faco of it, the tampering with
the drawings seemed like an act of pelty
spite or jealousy; but Noel felt convinced
that there was more behind the attempls
than that,

He glanced keenly at the group of
youthful students. Some looked frankly
scared—others excited ; the majority were
obviously ill at ease as they held tightly
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to their drawing-boards and sketch-
blocks.

The most myslifying aspect of the
whole affair was the escape of the cul-
prit, without having been seen even by
the unfortunate victim of the attack.

“The attendant assured me that you
girls were the last visitors in the museum
—apart from myself,” explained Noel.
“Ise your party complete ?”

‘There was an exchange of hasly
glances.

“One girl isn't here,” said Julie
Manders, her grey eyes clouding.

“Lucille Carter. She came along with
us this evening, but—well, there was a
hit of a tiff, and she decided to go
liome.”

There was a rather awkward silence,
and Noel tactfully changed the subject.
A girlish quarrel was outside his pro-
vince. Through his magnifying-glass
he examined tne torn paper pinned to
Kva’s drawing-hoard,

There was a faint mark of a finger-
print, but il was unlike any other finger-
print Noel had ever seen before., It was
gt)](ﬂ:ﬂ in colo}flr. , .

*Are any of you girls using paints#”
he asked cgsua]ly. “gGo[d paiigttg”

There was a general shaking of heads.

“ No—only peneil,” explained Julie.
“It's black-and-white work. Would you
like to see?”

She held out lier own drawing—a
clever copy of an. Egyptian urn, with
the bas-relief figures and hieroglyphics
painstakingly introduced. .

Noel murmured some suitably flatter-
ing remark; Julie shook her head.

“It's not a palch on Eva’s wark,” she
declared, as she slipped a hand through
the arm of her fair-haired chum. “You
ought to have seen her drawing of the
cat-goddess, Bast; it's the most difficult
figure to draw, and only one other girl
tried it. Her drawing was destroyed,
too—yesterday evening.” C T

“In the same way?” asked Noel
quickly.. s )

“Exactly the same way,” replied 2
freckle-faced girl, at the rear of the
group.  “I was sitting here, in this
alcove—just where Eva was sitting this
eveéning—when I thought I heard some-
one whisper my name. I looked round
yuickly, - thinking one of the girls was
ragging. " When I turned back again
my drawing had gone. Ugh! T can
tell you it gave me the crceps!”

Noel frowned.

“Will you show me just where you
were sitting when this happened 7* he
asked, turming to the fair-haired Eva.

Rather pale, the girl complied, draw-
ing up her chair and easel in the
shadow of the grotesque stone figure of
the cat-goddess.

Noel observed that, in the position
she had taken up, she was practically
screened from the rest of tﬁe gallery
by the angle of the wall forming the
recess, i

Directly behind her was a shelf con-
taining several gargoyle-like plaster
masks; in a dim corner were ranged
a number of upright mummny-cases,
same of them open to " reveal their
swathed and gilded occupants.

There was a skylight in the roof, but
no sign of a door or other means of
access, excepting the main enirance to
the gallery.

“Strange I"” murmured Noel thought-
fully, and his glance again sought the
gilt finger-print in the torn corner of
tha missing drawing.

‘There came a stifled sob from the
fair-haired young art student.

“It—it’s that hateful statue!” she
breathed, pointing te the inassive
stone figure of the goddess towering
ahaye - her. “It’s il-omened—Lucille
satd so.”
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“Lucille's jealous1” cut in Julie
scornfully.  “She knows you're the best
artist among us, and she’s scared you'll
win the prize. You saw how pale she
went when I snggested it.”

Noel Jooked keenly from one to ihe
other.

Jealousy? Rivalry? Was it possible
that a girl would go to such spiteful
lengths in order to win a prize?

Impatiently he thrust the momentary

suspicion aside; yet he could not
cutirely banish  the thought of the
absent girl.

Had  Lucille Carter really gone
home?

In the fading light he made a hur-
ried tour of the gallery, whila the girls
stood in a whispering group.

There was a curious expression on
the young detective’s face as he rejoined
them; his cyes were troubled. Grasped
in his hand was a girl’s handkerchici.

“Fm afraid there’s nothing much we
can do now. young ladies,” he said
briskly.  “It's getting late, and the
museum closes at dusk. But I promise
you I'll make inguiries. Before you
go, I'd just like to have n look at the
other drawings you have done.”

Nothing loth, the girls 'handed himn
their drawings, Noel glanced through
them swiftly, collecting them in a pile.

Sonie of them showed considerable
talent, while all went paingtakingly
into detail of the subjects they por-
trayed,

“These arc .not the finished work?”
he asked, as he turned to Julfe. .

“0h, -no!” she replied.. They'll
have te be inked in and finished pro-
perly to-morrow—but they've taken us
hours to do. Eva’s was the most nearly
finished—and hers has been stolen,”

Her grey eyes flashed indignantly,

“I'd just like to medt the thief!” she
added, under her breath.

Noel smiled grimly.

“You'd hetter look after the resl,” he
said. “I’H tie them up for you. ¥ou
won't be working on them again to-
night 2% : .

“No—not till to-morrow evening. 1’11
leave them with Mr, Fredley, at the art
school, and he'll-leck them in his sefe,

Noel deftly seeured the bundle with
a length of stout string, and Julie hur-
ried to fetch her portfolie. )

“As she tock the bundle of drawing-
sheets from Noel there came a startling
interruption.

A low, mocking laugh, indescribably
eerie, echoed through the gallery.

A frightened gasp arose from 1the
young students; the portfolio of draw-
mgs slipped {from Julie’s hands.

Noel spun on his heel, his lips tight-
ening; his glance flashed in the direc-
tion of the black stone sarcophagus
raised on a platform in the centre of
the main gallery.

His keen eyes had observed a vague
shadow move swiftly behind it,

In one bound he crossed the hall;
there came a stifled cry as he grahbed
the slim figure crouched in the shadows
behind the sarcophagus.

A girl stumbled out into the dim
light—a tall, strikingly attractive girl,
whose pale, defiant features were
framed in a2 mass of raven-black hair.

“ Lucille I came the accusing cry.

Julie Manders started forward, her
cyes flashing ‘

“Lucille—so it was you! We might
have guessed it. What have you done
with Eva's drawing?”

The girl drew herself u
grasp, her lips trembling

“I—I

in Noel's
cfiantly.
don’t know what you mean !

§

£]

“You're jealous—I've suspected it all
along.  Why did you pretend to go
home—and then hide here in the
museum :

The other girl’s lips tightened,

“Just & minute!” put in Noel quietly,
“ Lucille—1'd like to see your hands.”

The girl stared at him, her dark eyes
2 shade scornful, Ly

“Who are youil”
backing away.

With a swift movement Noel grasped
her hands, staring at the slender fingers.
There was no sign of any gold paint
on them.

“Thank you,” he said gravely. He
turned to Julic and the others. “I'm
afraid, girls, that you're jumping 1o
conclusions,” he said. “Lucille did not
touch Eva’s drawing 1" )

An incredulous murmur grected this
statement. Julie tossed her head.

“Well, 'm certain that it must have
been Lucille,”™ she declared. “All the
rest of us were here—in sight of one
another—and no outsider could possibly
have come in. I think it was a niean,
hateful trick! Come on, girls—let's
go'il
Turning her back on Lucille, rhe
crossed the room ta pick up her port-
folio.

Then 8- choking ery was torn {rom
her lips as it fell open in her hand—
revealing that it was empty.
-*The drawings!” she gasped, while te

the lips. *They—they'vo gone!*
T sprang to Julic’s side, snatching

the empty portfolioc from her
nerveless hands. e

“Do you still accuse me, Julie?
Lucille asked quictly. ~

Julie clenched her hands. .

* You—you know something about it,”
she gasped. * You laughed to distract
our attention !”

Noel crossed to the double-doors and
closed them; torch in hand he made a
swift detour of the gallery, probing into
every dim cormer.

He returned slowly, a thoughtful ex-
pression in his eyes. .

“ Don’t worry about your drawings,
girls,” he said. “I promise you that
you'll have them by to-morrow cvening:
But I want to ask Lucille a question.”
He glanced at the dark-haived girl
* Lucille,” he said, “who is it that you
are shielding?” .

The girl staried violently, her face
{urning a shade paler.

“I—1 don’t know what you mean,”
she hreathed,

*“1 think you do,” said Noel. “For
your own sake, Lucille—will you answer
my question?”

“No!” replied
“ Nu !IJ

Turning, she darted from the room:

“Yon see,” said Julie. “ITer muanner
18 proof of her guile”

she demanded,

B

NOEL’S MIDNIGHT VIGIL

HERE was a moment’s stunned,
incredulous silence s Noel

the girl brokenly.

“Not necessarily,” replied Noel.
“I've a little theory of my own to
account for the stolen drawings. I

suggest that you girls leave this afiair
in my hands; I have decided to post-
pone my return to London till te-
morrow.”

“You will find onr drawings?” asked
the freckled-faced girl anxiously.

“Don’t worry,” said Noel. *With'
the exception of Eva’s drawing of the
cat-goddess, I'm convinced that they"re
perfectly safe.  I'll get in touch with

she stammered. - “I haven't touched your art school in the morning—and I

Eva’s drewing ”
“That's & £bl”

ay have good news.”

m :
exclaimed Ju]ie.i He shook lands with them as they
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trooped out of tho hall. When they
had gone he took.out the handkerchief
he had found—a dainty, lace-edged
handkerchief embroidered with the
initials “L. (.” Luecille’s, without a
doubt—and yet it sinelt unmistakably
of strong tobacco !

It was not Lucille who had dropped
that handkerchief; yet how had it come
into that,other person’s possession?

And who bad becn rezponsible for the
|disappearance of the drawing-shects
from Julie's partfolio?

The young detective’s active mind
was trying to sort out the complex
myslery. Crossing to a show-case in the
corner of the rooin, he took from behind
ir a certain mysterious bundle that he
had deposited there a few minutes
carlier,

With a grim smile he made his way
downstairs. s

The grey-haired watchman was dozing
in his box; he roused himself with a
start as Noel touched his shoulder and
mumbled an apology.

“It's time I locked up, sir,” he mut-
tered, glancing at his watch.

Noel noticed how drawn and pale the
‘man’s face looked.

*“Listen,” said Noel, preducing his
card. “I'm a detective—and I'm in-
vestigating a little mystery here. 'Who's
responsible for the muscum 7

The attendant looked startled.

“ “I hope it's nothing serious, sir,” he
muttered, “I'm actually in charge—
uuder Mr. Lucas, the assistant curator.”

Noel reassured him.

“Wlho's the chief curator?” he asked.

“Professor Stanley, sir—who owns
most of the things here. But he's an
invalid, and not able to leave his house
in Sussex.”

“Clan I get in touch with Mr. Luecas,
the assistant?” asked Noel.

“Well, sir—I don't know. HHe iold
me he was stavimg in  town for the
night, and would be back to-morrow,
1s there anvthing I could do?”

.Noel reflected.

“I merely want permission to remain

in  the museum—for to-night,” he
replied.
t “In the museum, sir? But that's
something no one in these parts would
like to do. Those old Egyptian things
--they’re not good to bo left alone with
after dark. Once I've locked up for the
pight, I stay in my office—with -the
lights full on.”

“I dou't blame you,” said Noel
gravely,  “But I've a reason for my
request. I realise that it's against re-

gulations—but I'll see that you don’t get
tuto trouble.”

After much persuasion, the watchman
gave his consent.

Noel left the museum, promising to
return in half an hour’s time.

He came back promptly to time,
carrying a vacuum flask, a packet of
sandwiches in his pocket, and a roll of
blank drawing-paper.

The watchman had already locked up
downstairs, but he admitted Noel into
lt"hc- Egyptian gallery, handing him the

ey,
“If you should reqnire me, sir—just
ring the bell,” he said, pointing to a
bell-push near the door. “I'll be down-
stairs in my cubby-hole.”

Noel thanked him, and waited till
the attendant had departed.

_Then he closed and locked the mas-
sive entrance doors, and ecommenced his
preparations.

The girls had left several easels and
boards in a corner. Noel erected one
of them in the shadow of the massive
slone statue of the goddess, Bast—in the
position where the unfortunate Eva
Grayland had been sitting. ; i
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Whistling cheerfully, he fastened a
sheet -of drawing-paper to the board,
and produced a case of drawing-
implements,

After a carcful search of the gallery,
he took a tin from his pocket and
sprinkied a quantity of fine powder over
the polished floor. That done, he
switched out the lights,

A pale shaft of moonlight streaming
thiough the skylight in the roof fell
direetly on the massive statue of the
goddess, throwing the rest of the
gallery into deeper gloom.

Pulling up a chair to the eascl, Noel
set to work to make a careful drawing
of the grotesque statue.

His purpose was two-fold. He par-
ticularly wanted a drawing of the ill-
omened statuc—and he was anxious to
discover whether the mysterious terrorist
would intervene.

The time dragpged on, and the draw-
ing progressed rapidly. Noel refreshed
himself with coffee and sandwiches, and
continued his task,

.U}

¢ Lucille,"’ said Noel Iquieﬂy,

Then. as a distant clock chimed mid-
night, he stiffened, a cold chill running
down his spipe.

From somewhere in the darkness
behind him came a soft, diabolical
chuckle !

In spite of his iron nerves, Noel felt
the hair creep on the back of his neck.
Springing to his feet, he whipped out
{155 torch, flashing it on the wall behind
um,

But he could see nothing excepting a
shelf containing a row of plaster urns
and blankly staring masks.

He made a half-move to approach

them, and his sharp ecars detected
another more cminous sound — a
rumbling, scraping noise that came

from the darkness of the alcove.

One glance he flung over his shoulder,
and leaped backwards in the nick of
time. i

With a crash like thunder, {he massive
statue of the goddess toppled from its
pedestal, smashing to sphinters the easel
and the chair on whichk he had been sit-

‘ting a moment before. -

I3 face deathly pale, cold beads of

perspiration on his forehead, the

voung detective bent over the fallen
atatue.

His hand shook slightly as he grasped
the torch, examining the base of the
statue and the pedestal on which it had-
stood. : S

Resting on the pedestal was a small,
jagged piece of stone. Noel's eyes
ghnted sternly as he examined it.
Obviously, it had been placed there
previously so that the statue would
topple over at a push. )

But where was the miscreant who had
done this thing? A swift scrutiny of
the polished floor revealed an astound-
ing fact. The powder he had sprinkled
in the aleove and around ihe base of the
statue was undisturbed.

Yet no one could have entered ar left
the gallery without leaving a trace of
footprints.

At that moment there came a ham-
mering on the outer door of the gallery.
The watchman, surmised Noel ;: no doubt
the man hacd been aroused by the crash
of the falling statue,

He hurried to the desr and unlocked
it. It was not the waichman who stood

“I'd like to look at your hands.”
Carefully he examined them, bn:h there was no sign of gold paint
on them,

there, The newcomer was a stranger to
Noel—a middle-aged, rather flustered-
looking gentleman, wearing an overcoat
over his evening attire.

“Bless my soul, sir! Who are you?”
he demnanded, blinking at Noel. “What
are you doing here?”

“I might ask the same question,”
rejoined the young detective, producing
his card. “T am here by special per-
mission. Are you connected with the
museum, sir #”

“Most certainly !” replied the other
sharply. “My name is Lucas. I am
the assistant curator. I have only just
returned from town., By whose permis-
sion—— Good gracious!” he broke off,
staring at Noel's card. “A detective 7
His face paled. “Then something
serious has happened, as I feared, when
I found the watchman's office deserted.
The watchman—Ferd—has been acling
very strangely of late—"

“Just.a minute ! cut in Noel tersely.
“Isn’t the watehman. at his post ?”

“He is mnot,” replied the curator
agitatedly. “His office is in darkness:
Would you kindly explain?” X

Briefly, without loss of words, Noel'
described the events that had led to his
strange vigil. -Mr. Lucas was palpably
agitaled by the story, though his chicf
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concern was naturally on account of the
fallen statue.

A hurried cxamination, however,
assured him that it was unbroken.

“Thank goodness for that!” he de-
clared, mopping his forehead. “Pro-
fessor Stanley thinks the world of that
image. There would have been serious
trouble if it had been damaged. Where
can Ford have got to?”

Noel was wondering the same thing.

** Has the man been employed here for
long ?” he. asked.

“No, only for a few weeks; but 1
understand {hat he brought first-class
credentials. Professor Stanley engaged
him personally.”

* Where does he live 7” asked Noel.

The assistant curator shrugged.

“He has lodgings in the district, I
believe, Perhaps I had better call at
his address.”

“T think it would he as well,” nodded
the young detective. “ Meanwhile, I'll
soarch the museum. For the time being,
1 think we'll avoid ecalling in the
police,” .

The agitated curator departed on his
errand, and Noel made his way thought-
fully to the watchman'’s little office. The
desk was locked, but Noel quickly
opened the drawers with a master-key.

The contents were disappointing, con-
sisting mostly of official forms and docu-
ments that could have no possible
bearing on the mystery.

Nocl was about (o relinquish his
search when, at the bottom of one of
the drawers, he came across a faded
newspaper cutting.

It bore a piclure of a distinguished-
looking, davk-haired man whose features
were sirangely familiar, With a start,
Noel recognised it.

It was a portrait of the grey-haired
watchman, though appearing  several
years younger !

A&]d the caption beneath the portrait
read:

“James Carler, ex-museum _ official,
wanted in connection with the Lanhurst
Muscum thefts.”

“Carter !” breathed Noel, a catch in
his voice. “I thought as much! 'That’s
Lucille’s second name |*

His mind was working swifily as he
hastily scanncd the report. Here was
a vital link in the chain of evidence,
though for a moment it completely shat-
tereci! his theories.

The watchman’s assumed name and
his mysteriona manner seemed almost
conclusive proof of his guilt.

And Lucille——

“Confound it!” breathed Noel.
“There_must he some other explana-
tion! Wait! I've an idea I

He hurried back to the Egyptian
gallery, switching on the light.

A curious acrid smell grected him.
His eyes narrowing, he stared round
sharply. )

Then, with a startled explanation, he
crossed to the fallen statue.

Beside it lay a heap of smoking
ashes, and as Neel scattered them with
his foot, he saw that they werc the re-
mains of the missing drawing sheets,
burnt beyond recovery |

A strange glitter 1n his cves, Noel
rose to his feet. Someone niust have
entered the gallery since he and the
curator had left if.

He bent to scrutinise the ground, and
his lips tightened. In the light pow-
dered dust on the polished floor was a
clearly marked trail of footprints,
Jeading from the aleove towards tho
black stone sarcophagus!

In a bound, Noel reached the sarco-
phagus, and attempted to raise the mas-
sive lid. It required every ounce of

400

his strength: but at last the heavy lid
fell back with a dull crash,

Noel flashed his torch inside, and a
i:_tm'llcd cjaculation was torn from his
ips.

Lying bound and gagged in the sarco-

phagus was the figure of ihe giey-.

laired watchman }

NOEL SPRINGS A SURPRISE
GIRL’S broken cry rang through
the gallery as Noel lifted the
inert figure of the watchman in
his arms.

Lucille Carter stood in the doorway.

“ Father ! she sobbed

“All right, Lueille,” said Noel
quictly. “I den't think he’s hurt. I'm
afraid he’s been drugged, though,”

“The beasts!” sobbed Lucille, be.
tween her clenched teeth. *Oh, the
beasts 1™

Noel swiftly loosened the watchman’s
gag, and felt his pulse.

“He'll come round very soon; better
phone for a taxi”

Noel carried the unconscious man
down to the office. .Lucille rejoined
him, stark distress in her cyes,

“I was afraid something like ihis
would hai)pen,” she sobbed. “But he
wouldn’t listen to me. He wanted to

prove his innocence—"?

“0Of the Lanhurst Museum thefts?”
asked Noel.  “All right, Lueille, I
know, Your father was curator there,
and left under a clond. He assumed
the name of Ford, I presume, while
he attempted to establish his in-
nocence 7"

Lucille nodded, her lips trembling.

“I've been trying to help him by
selling my drawings,” sha whispered,
“but it's heen very hard these last
months, Father wouldn’t tell me whomn
he suspected, or how he hoped to bring
the scoundrel to book. I haven’t dared
to tell the other girls, How—how did
you suspect?”

“Your father dropped a handkerchicf
—apparently one he had been mind-
ing for you,” explained Noel. *
recoghised the scent of the tobacco that
clung to it. But, tell me, Lucille! Do
you know anything about those missing
drawings "

“I don’t—T swear T don’t!” replied
Lucille brokenly. “It’s dreadful to
think that the other girls suspect nme—
especially Julie, She—she used to be
my chun—-=""

She broke off, with a liitle sob.

Noel rested a hand on her shoulder.

“Don’t worry, Lucille,” he said.
“Get your father home as quickly as
you can, and call in a doctor. You
can leave the rest to me.”

‘‘But—but the girly
whispered Lucille.

Even at that momeni she was think-
ing of her erstwhile chums.

*The drawings were safe,” said Noel,
with a grim smile.  “Most, of them.
The bundle I handed to Julie to slip
into_her portfolio consisted of a pile
of blank sheets| I'm afraid that Eva's
drawing of the statue will have been
destroyed by now; but there's still time
to remedy that.”

“But why should anyone have tried
to destroy their drawings!” demanded
Lucille.

Noel shrugged. 4

“That bafifed me at first; but I've
cvolved a little theory, There can be
only one reason. Scmeone—presumably
the mysterious thief—is anxious that
those drawings shall not he scen by
Professor Stanley. Why? Propose
to visit the professor this evening, and
clear up that very point.”

drawings?”

A few hours later Nocl reccived Pro-

fessor Sianley’s verdiet. The noted
Egyptologist “stared blankly at the

sketches Noel handed him.

“These drawings, Mr, Raywmand 1” he
exclaimed agitatedly.  “They are all
wrongl. The hieroglyphics and figures
portrayed show a strange discrepancy
from the originals.”

* You are certain of that?” demanded
Noel.

" Naturally,” replied the professor,
“I could not possibly be mistaken.”

Noel rose to his feet.

“I'm afraid, Professor Stanley.” he
said gravely, “that I have a shock for
yeu, Many of the objects now in your
museum are fakes—hastily made to re-
place the stolen originals !”?

“Great Scott!” ejaculated the pra-
fessor.  “Have you informed the
police 77 .

“Not yet,” said Noel. “I want to
catch the scoundrel red-handed. If vou
will give me carte-blanche I promise
vou that the mystery will he cleared
up by to-morrow night—and anotlier
little mystery into the bargainl”

I’l‘ was the evening of the following
day when Noel met Julie Manders
and her friend,
appointment.

“Well.” asked Julie anxiously, “liave
you—have you solved the mystery, M.
Raymond? Our drawings—"

* Are quite safe,’” replied Noel, “ with
the exception of Eva’s. And there is
still time to do ariother drawing before
to-morrow. I suggest you try :ome
ather subject this time, Tva. The cat-
goddess, Bast, has been damaged.”

“I'll never dare to go mto that
dreadful museum again,” Eva declared.

“But_you must, Kva,” urged Julie.
“And T'll come with you. Will you
come with-us, Mr, Raymand?”

Noel shook his head regretfully.

“I'm sorry, but I have some urgent
business to see to. I suggest you gu to
the museum in half an hour's time, and
start work.” )

Noel took his departure, and half an
hour later Eva and Julie entered the
deserted Egyptian gallery., They had
observed that the attendant at the desk
was a new man—younger and more
alert—but they thought nothing of the
change.

Thoy found the statue of the gaddess,
Bast, covered with a sheet, looking
rather cininous.

Eva turned pale, but Julie rcassured
her with a laugh.

It was still quite early, and ihe last
rays of the setting sun streamed
through the daylight.

Eva elected to draw one of ihe
Egyptian urns, and Julie arranged her
chair and eascl.

For a time the iwo girls became
engrossed in the work, and the draw-
ing grew apace.

hen, suddenly,
fram Eva's fingers.

“Hark !” she whispered, with a ner-
vous glance over her shoulder.

Julic had heard the scund, {oo,
though she endeavoured to smile un-
concerncdly.

It was a sound resembling a hollow
chuclkle.

“1ll search the gallery,” declared
Julie, “just to see if anyone's hiding.”

She was about to move away, when
there came a terrified scream from her
chum.

Julie turned, and her own blood ran
cold.

Reaching out from one of the open
mununy-cases was a eclaw-like gilded
hand—apparently belonging to tlhe em-
halmed Egyptian king!

{Please turn fo the back page.)
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) TALLY-HO !
P.—’\T LOVELL, sitting in the rear

seat of a taxicab, leaned forward
and chanted to herself :
“Tally-ho — tally-he!”  And
then, for the tenth time at least, she
broke into the refrain of “D’ye Ken
John Peel.”

For Pat was on her way to a hunt
meet. She was not in riding habit, an
she had no horse with her—in fact, Pat
was not intending to follow the hounds
on horseback. Her job was only fo
‘report the meet and to obtain from the
master of foxhounds .his view of the
correspondence  in the  “Midshire
Gazette ¥ declaring that fox-hunting was
a cruel spork.

Pat Lovell was a girl reporter on the
“Gazette,” and as this was the first meet
she had attended she was thrilled with

" excitemnent, There were other reporters
“ present, a number of cars, and a throng
' of people. In the distance, outside fhe
Merry Huntsman Inn, were men in pink
coats, top-hats, and white breeches;
“women in smart hunt clothes; splendid
Lorses, and foxhounds baying excitedly.
~ “Tally-ko!” called Pat. thrilled, get-
ting the exciting atmosphere.
. Then the taxicab was brought to a
" halt by a rearing horse; and the rider—
a red-faced, middle-aged man—slipped
. from the saddle.

His groom, jumping forward, held ihe
liorse; and Pat smiled

“f bet he feels a fool!” she mur-
mured, not without sympathy.
~ The man wheeled and shaok his
riding crop af her taxi-driver.

“Stop '’ he roared,

The taximan stopped.

“ Anyihing wrong ?” asked Fat, look-
ing out,

“Yes, vou've scared my horse; you
caused me io dismount I barked the ill-
tempered man., - You ought not to come
along this road farther than the gate.”

Pat's eyes glimmered.

“You ought to have hung on to your
horse.” the said gently. “I saw you
alipping. _Perhaps T should have
shouted. I do hope that you didn’t hurt
yourself when you fcll off.”

“1 didn't fall off,” said the red-faced
huntsman nastily. “You'd better get
out of the car and walk. It's you
people cluttering up the place sight-
seeing who spoil the hounds’ scent.”

It was an_extremely high-handed
manner, and Pat did not like it.

“I'm sorry. Is this a private road,

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—4/2/39

then ?” she asked meckly, I thought
it waz a public highway.”

“Dou't argue with me!” said the
huntsman, flicking his crop in the air.
“Cars ought o be banned; and you
sightseers ought lo have more sense.’’

He turned away, and Pat rapped on
th: window of the taxicab.

“Drive on, MacDuff I” she said.

But the taximan could not proceed,
because another horse backed across his
path, and the hounds were crossing; so
Pat, not wishing to make trouble,
stepped from the taxicab and paid the
man oft.

She moved forward among ihe throng
and made notes, She knew a good
many of the county people by sight, and
jotted down their names in shorthand.
There was Colone]l Clave, Lovd Tankfel,
and others of aristocratic Norman
blood; a countess, a knight; the local
bank manager, the squire, a few
veoman farmers, and others whose
names and doings made news.

But Pat had to find the M.T.IL,
whom she did not know by sight.

“There he is,” said a villager “in
the know.” “That gent there—Mr.
Carsden.”

“There?” said Pat in dismay, indi-
cating the red-faced man who had so
roundly rebuked her.

“That's him,” nodded the willager.
“ And vou be careful how vou speak to
him, miss. Ile doesn’t half bark, T bet
the foxes are more afraid of him than
they are of the hounds !

Pat gave a soft whistle of dismar,
and then braced herself. It was not
likely that the ML.I.H. would be really
delighted to have another chat with her,
but the editor's orders could not be
disobeyed.

“Hem ! said Pat, drawing near to
the M.I".H. )

But another man in corduroy trousers
and worn sportz coat had sidled up to
the M.ILIL with someihing important
to sayw.

. :Ii's all vight, sir,” he said.

“I got
_.;"”I'ho cub? Good, good! Where is

“In (Le shed just beyond the old oak.
T'll set it free when the hounds are
within seent.”

“Good man!” said the M.F.H.
jovially. “We shan’t have a wasted
day. then.”

Pat, hearing that conversation,
gucssed that the cub was a fox cub,
and indignation filled her; for anything
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more hateful than keeping 2 cub
prisoner, to be freed al o mowment when

- the hounds could harry iv, she could not

imagine.
But  the
delighited.
He turned, and a'most fell against

M.F.H. was obviously

at.

“(reat Scott! In the way againl”
he frowned. )

“Txeuse me one momeni, please. 1
bave an important message for you,
sir,” said Pat in her meckest tone.

“What is it ?"”

“1 want to know il you have read tha
correspondence on fox-hunting in ke
¢ Midshire Gazette,” ” said Pat.

The M.F.H. drew up. Ilis red face
veddened further and his eves secned
almost to bulge: while his dark brows,
knitting, gave him a most ferocious
micn,

“The ~ ‘Gazette '—it ought to ho
stopped 1”7 he  thundered. “The
“Gazetle ' will be publicly burned a$
the hunt ball next week!”

“0Oh!” said Pat, “Um!
vou disagree - with what
written ¥’

-“Disagree? Il's the utmost bwaddla
and rubbish! If T catch any farmers
puiting wire acress my land there'll be
trouble I”

Pat jotted down notes.

“Ave you & reporler?” asked the
M.F.H. sharply.

“Yes; I am interviewing you for tha
CGazette,” ¥ said Pat cagerly. “Is it
your opinion that the fox likes being
hunted 17

“What? Of course!
bheen hunted for wyears. It's fun for
them—a race, excitement. It's natural
for a fox to hunt and be hanted. The
fox doesn’t consider the feelings of
chickens, does it?”

“Nunno!” admitted Pat. *But, then,
the fox is & simple, uncducated, un-
civilised creature, and knows no bebter.”

“Don’t argue with me; TI'm in a
hurry. You can say {lhat I consider
that ‘modern people are namby-pamby,
soft-brained, chicken-livered,  and
squeamish,” said the M.T.IL. “And
that the Press of to-day fills its columns
with twaddling rubbish.”’ .

“Thank youl” said Pat, jotting it
down in shorthand.

The M.I.H. nodded and strode away,
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has Dbeen

The fox has



only to be stopped a yard farther on
by a pale-faced, distressed-looking girl.

“What is it—what is it?’ he asked
in weary petulance,

“My pet fox—it's lost, and I think
one of your men Has stolen it,” said
the giel.

“1 know nothing about your fox,” was
the brusque answer,®

And he strode past the girl to rejoin
his groomn and horse, leaving her with
pale, anxious face, biting her lip.

Pat Lovell scented news at once, and
hurried to the girl's side.

“1 heard you say something about a
fox. Iave you a fox?” she asked
eagerly,

The girl turned to her, glad to find
someone in whom she could confide.

“Qh, it's awful. Poor Nix,” she said.
"1 caught him in a.trap lagt year, with
a broken leg, I mursed him, brought
him vound, and he was such a darling.
A pet, just like a dog. And now——"

“Now he’s gone?” said DIat, with
sympathy, “I am sorry. Do tell me
more about him, I'm a reporter, and
I'm sure my editor would be interested.
Nat many people make pets of foxes,”

The girl was excited when she heard
that Pat was a rcporter, and naturally
the idea ol being given space in the
paper which sle read every night
appealed to her very much.

She told Pat her name, Celia Blake,
deseribed where she lived, how she had

found the fox, how frightened it had

been, how the leg had healed, how it
had fed from a saucer, how good it had
-becn; ihere was no concealing that she
really had grown to love her pet.

“ But. when did it escape 7”7 asked Pat.

“This morning. DBut 1t didn’t escape.
1t was stolen—set freé; and I'm terri-
fied they'll hunt it,” Celia Blake added.
“I'oor Nix—he wan’t understand, He's

heen a pet, and I'm sure -he can’t run as.

fast as other foxes, They'll catch him,
and—and the hounds will {ear him to
ieces,” ;

Tears filled her eves, and Pat herself
felt a lump rising in her throat.

*Oh, they mostn’t do  that!®
protested.

But, even as she spoke, Pat knew that
the hounds would not distinguish be-
tween one fox and another.

“If T don’t find him hefore thoy move
olf,” said Celia wretchedly, “1 shall go
crazy }

Pat, frowning, biting her lips, won-
dered what on earth could be done, and
glanced at the M.F.H. with an idea of
making some appeal to him. As she
did so, she saw the man in the corduroy
trousers approach him again, and then
turn aside to enter a shabby car.

Of a sudden something jumped in
Pat’s mind. She turned to Celia, and
tonk her arm.

“Your fox—it's in the shed bheyond
the old withered oak,” she cried. “ That
man stole it. My golly! I see it now
—I understand what he meant.”

Celia went limp for a moment.

“But that’s miles away,” she cried.
“Three miles——"

“Never mind how far it is,” said Pat,
in determined tones. “We've got to get
to it before the hounds do, before that
man lets your fox free.”

And Pat turned, took Celia’s arm, and
ran her towards where the taxicab still
waited,

she

ROUGH-RIDING FOR PAT!

“ O, miss. T can’t-do it. Can’t
turn till they’ve moved off,”
said the man. “And I know
the ghed you mean, It's a

good way from the road, over the ridge.
1 couldp’t take my taxi there.”
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Pat’s hopes were dashed as soon as
they had risen, for if the taxi could not
take her, she had no other means of
transport, and it was quite obvious that
che could not run three miles before the
hunt caught her.

“A horse?” asked Celia.

“A horsel I'm afraid I'm not much
of a rider,” demurred Pat. “And I'm
not in riding kit, I'd fall at the first
fence. A bike perhaps—"

There were several cyclists standing
near, watching, and Pat weighed up the
possibility of hiring a eycle for the rest
of the afternoon. But even cycling
would not be fast enough.

“ A motor-bike 7 she mused.

There were several youths with motor-
cycles who had come to see the {fun, and
Pat knew then that she had to invoke
their aid.

“ Excuse my butting in,” she said to
a couple of them, smiling as she inter-
rupted their comments on the meet.
“But I am a reporter on the ¢ Gazette,’
I wonder if you could help me.”

The two lads brightened at once.

“Reporter 1 said one, with a ginger
mep of hair. “What-ho! Want to
follow the hounds?”

“1 want to get ahead of them,” said
Pat, thinking it unwise to tell the whole
story. “I want to be first with the
news; and your two bikes look terri-
fically fast.”

She knew that a little flattery would
Lelp just now!

“0Oh, mine will do eighty!* said the
ginger-haired lad.

“ Downhill,” scaffed the other, a short,
wiry chap. “Why, I passed you the
other day at seventy-two

“1 was coasting——*

“Then youw're hoth pretty clever
riders,” said Pat solemnly, **Can you
take me and my friend to the shed near
the old cak?” .

Thete was a slight argument as to
where it was, and how to get there, hut
they agreed instantly to give Pat and
Celia lifts. The idea of taking part in
a news scoop appealed to them, and
more especially the prospect of having
their names and photographs in the
“Gazette,” .

“Hop on,” they said together.

The motor-cycle engines started with
mighty roaring that caused the M.F.H.
to dismount again, and brought a volley
of angry abuse from men and hounds,

But . the motor-eyelists were thick-
skinned, and grinning, they toddled
their way through the throng.

Pat, looking back, made quick mental
notes in case she had missed anything
of the start. Pink jackets, women in
lack—spanking shining horses, the bay-
ing, liver-and-white hounds, the velvet-
capped huntsmen,

It made a grand, colourful picture,
and tho “Gazette ” photographer was
clicking his camera merrily. DBut soon
there would be the thunder of galloping
hoofs, the sound of the horn; the hounds
in full cry—

Away went the motor-cycles, taking
the road, which was inevitably longer
than the cross-country route that the
hunt would follow.

Never had Pat travelled so fast on a
motor-cyele in her life, The wind
screamed past.  She said “slower ” a
dozen times, but had to swallow her own
words, wind and grit,

The exhausts shattered the air, and
the riders, crouching low, were trying
to live up to their names,

“Oh, g-gig-golly I’ gasped Pat, as the
machine leaped a hump aeross the road,
and settled down again a second before
she said it. For a moment she had been
sitting on nothing—and then on a seat
that seemed to kick her like a mule,

3

Which way to lean on the bends she
was not quite sure, but she soon found
out, by nearly coming off at one. Then
grimly she leaned inwards as-the hurt-
ling sports-machino clipped past bends
at sixty-five miles an hour.

A screech of brakes; the slithering of
the rear tyre; a snaky movemecnt that
sent Pat’s heart into her mouth, and the
machine was stoppfcd.

“We're here,” yelled the ginger lad.

“Good, good, good!” said Pat.

“I think so, anyway,” added the
ginger one, yelling because he was half-
deapened by his own exhaust.

“I hope s0,” said Pat fervenily.

The other machine slithered up with
locked wheels, stopping—in accordance
with a point of honour—just alicad of
liis rival

“Beat you to it,” said Ginger, grin-
ning,

Celia  dismounted, looking shaky,
glanced about her, and then pointed
across the field.

“There's the shed!” she exclaimed.

It was a mile away over the field, and
Pat, standing'on the near-by gate, could
see the hounds in the distance, and the
pink jackets of the men,

1 golly—touch and gol? che
gasped. “The gate’s locked.”

Ginger examined the lbek, and found
a long-handled spanner. Using full
leverage, he snapped the chain and
opened the gate.

“Wlore are you making for? That
shed 7 he asked.

“Yes—can the bike
field *” asked Pat.

“Yes—easy.”

Pat remounted, and with Celia in
position, too, the machines moved off,
The ground was rough, and the
machines danced and jumped, but the
two boys, determined to make a race of
it, grimly held their speed.

Pat banged and bumped, tried to yeil
warning as she saw a ridge ahead. But
Ginger saw if, too, and slowed to little
more than walking speed.

The machine leaped the bump; Pat
rose, and sank again just a moment
after the machine moved on. With a
sensation of horvor she knew she was off.

Down she went, over and over on ihe
soft, muddy ground, But Ginger, un-
aware of the mishap, seeing level
ground ahead, shot forward.

When Pat, muddy and braised,
picked herself up, she saw Celin flat on
the ground twenty yards ahead. Run-
ning to her, she heaved a mighty sigh
of relief as the girl rose unhurt, save
for mud and a bruise or two.

“0Oh, the chumps!” said Pat. “And
hark! The hounds—*

The hounds were coming! The horn
could be heard.

“Tally-ho |

But now both Ginger and his friend
had come to grief, too, the motor-cycles
careering on until they collapsed like
their owners,

“Oh, oh—only half a mile, and we
can’t do it !™ eried Celia in distress, as
she ran forward as hard as she could go.

The hunt was coming on, horses
clearing hedges in perfect rhythm, as
fuzl gallop, hounds stretching them-
selves.

And now Pat pointed to an old car
that had stopped 1n the lane half a mile
away across the field. .

“There's the man. He's going to free
Nix.”

A horse grazing in the field was
cantering round, excited by the
hounds’ war-ery, and Pat, seeing him
approach, ran in his patil. stretching
her arms. )

The horse slowed. He was a quiet old
fellow, but he could canter faster than
Pat could run.
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said, unhitching the padlock.

¥Come on, Celial” she eried.

At'the third spring she was across his
back, and swung a leg over; Celia,
helped by Pat, followed, and the horse
was patted to life. :

’ab clung on. She had never ridden
bare-back before, and now she did not
feel that she would be able to do so for
long. Bounced and jolted and bumped
though she was, however, she was
{hrilled by the hope of success.

“Two hundred yards only
called.

But now the man in corduroys was at
the shed door.

The two girls flung themselves from
the horse, rolling over, not caring now
how much more muddy they got; and
Celia sprang at tho man.

“Don’t unlock that door!” she cried
in fury, “That fox in there is mine,
you thief. ¥You stole him!”

I'he man, quite startled, wheeled, his

eves wide.
“What's that? What’s that?”

" she

he

Pat knew that if there were &
struggle he was a match for them both.
And once the fox was out, it was surely
doomed. If the man could hold them,
he could prevent their capturing the
fox; and-as soon as lhe doar was
opened it would run,

Pat, thinking quickly, stepped behind
him as he Faced Clelia, and snatching
the brim of his hat in both hands,
pulled it down over his eycs.

The man’s hands went up instinctively
fo raise his hat, and Pat pulled the
door ajar, hearing the whine of the
imprisoned Nix, whose cold snout
peeped through.

Ifcaring the hounds, he was quaking
and quivering, his instincts stirred.
despite the year he had spent in a
iriendly horme.

“0Oh, Nix,” said Celia shakily, her
eyes glistening. “I've got you.”

Next moment she stumbled, as the
man, pushing aside Pat, hauled the door
wide. Nix, though licking at his
mistress’ hand, suddenly rushed past
her.  For the hounds were very near
now, their ery clear and threatening.

Cut he ran, just as the boys arrived
on their motor-cycles.

* Quick—after him!” screamed Celia.
and flung herself on to the pillion of
the machine she had ridden before.

And as the machine roared off after
N:'ltl, the hounds swept into the next

eld.

HOAXING THE HUNT

AT snatched at Ginger's arm,
P “Stay. Make as much noise
and scent with that fearful
engine as you can,” she shouted.
“What| It'll put the hounds off the
scont,” he protested.

“"Does moving that lever make the
engine imake more noise?” asked Pat,
pointing to a lever on the handlebars.

“That's right, but—"

Ginger's arguments were drowned:
for Pat pushed the lever hard, and the
whole machine shook; the earth shook:
the air was filled with ear-shattering
sounds that drowned even the hounds’
cry, while fumes saturated the sweet
couniry air with the savour of burring

oil. -
The honnds, panting into range,
recoiled; the horses shied, and two
riders dismounted unintentionally. Then
only did Pat mount the pillion.
“Now catch the others if
machine is fast enough,” she said.
“Might have bust my engine,”
grumbled Ginger. “Do you know how
many revs it was doing then?”
“Three million. Jolly good,” said
Pat. “Fine engine. Buck up!”
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¥ About six thousand revolutions per
minute,” yelled Ginger, in an aggrieved

tone, )
“How lovely! Buck upi” said Pat.

The motor-cycle shet away, and
Pat clung on, shutiing her eyes and
gritting her teeth. She only opened her
eves once, to look back at the shed
where the hound: had gathered in
frenziad excitement, while in the midst
of them the man in corduroy trousers
was waving his-arms and shouting at
the M.F.H., and pointing after the
motor-cyelists,

“They'll be after uz in a minute,”
muttered IPat.  “And if Celia hasn’t
canght Nix—if he's gone {o carth—
Oh goliy 17

It would not be long bhefore the

hounds were persuaded to leave the
shed; and espile the mofor-cycle
fumes, they still might pick up the

trail: but Pat, now suffering from some
reaction from her excitement, won-
dered if the M.F.H. had recognised her.
What would her editor say? Would
he approve of this? Suppose she were
reported by the master?
. Pat Lovell began to see that her
impulsive eagerness to help Celia and
Nix might not end guite so well as she

“ Your pet fox !’ Pat gasped.

“ It must be in that shed beyond the

Ginger made it, quile glad io be on
the road again, and he pulléd up at a
line of shops iu the small village.

First of all Pat pui through a tele-
phone call to the “Gazette ¥ oflice, to
eive a hurried resume of her votes for
ithe evening edition, with a list of those
attending, and an account of the
hounds halting at the shed—as though
there were a fox there.

“Get in at the finish if you ean”
said the edifor, over the phone. # This
hunting business has brought a lot of

letters,  Some say we oughtn’l fo re-
port the meet; but we’ll report ib
There’s nothing much ¢lse of local

note, so I want a good story.”

“You shall have it,” said Pat.

Trom the telephone box she went {o
a_butcher's shop, ordering liver and
pieces of the cheapest quality. She
was given a bagfu[l) that was almoss
as much as she could carry.

That dore, she bought an indelible
pencil at the stationery shop, and re-
joined Ginger.

“Finished " he asked, rather coldly.
“Sure you are a reporter, and not just
cadging & lift for the thrill of it?”

“Certain on both counts,” smiled
Pat, and showed him her Press card.

old withered oak, And we’ve got to get it before that man lets it free!"

had thought. For the M.F.H. was a
man of great importance in the district,
and so were the other foilowers of
hounds,

The editor might not appreciate the
fact that his paper was to be publicly
burned, and although he had told Pat
that he personally agreed with those
who had written letters protesting
against the sport of fox-hunting, he was
not sure that it was wise to appear one-
sided.

That was why he had wanted the
ML IP.EL  interviewed.

“Mmm " mused Pat, as she hounced
on the motor-cycle pillion. “Not so
fimny if he recognised me.”

As representative of the * Gazette,”’
anything that she did would be counted
as an official action of the paper; and
she was quite, quite sure that her
editor would not want it stated that
the *“Gazette ¥ had ruined the meet.

“Just & minute!” eaid Pat, as
Ginger, having lost his friend’s trail,
slowed. “Is there a village near
here?” ’

“Half a mile away.”

“Good! Can you mauke iti”

“Report to the ‘ Gazette ' oflice direct]y
you leave me, and a photographer will
take vour picture.”

“Will he? (Gosh!” said Ginger,
smirking. “Tront page?”
“Now, quick as you can, lo that

third field I urged Pat. “And we'd
better stop at that cottage on tho way
{0 borrow a spade. Only mummn's the
word, Ginger, Word of honour, or no
front-page picture !I”

“Honour bright!” said the ginger-
haired one, “But 1y name's not
Ginger; it's Charlie.”

Meanwhile, Celia and the other boy
were trailing Nix. It was no easy
task, for, although they could better
his specd, he weaved in an’ amazing
manner, and went amongst ihe under-
growth and trees,

It was a mile farther on that they
caught him on a straight stretch,
tongue lolling, and Celia called to him
excitedly. Out of sound of the hounds’
cry, he went {o her, and she gathered
him in her armas. .

“Please, please be a brick, and take
me to my home. It's only about a
mile and a half from here,” she begged
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the boy. “This fox is my pet. I've
had him for a ycar.”

“Have you really? Gosh, what do
you feed him on? Daoes he bite?”

And the boy, eager to know what
it was like to have a fox fgr a pet,
gladly gave her a lift home.

But as Celia lived in a cottage that
abutted open fields, her troubles were
not over; for as her father had warned
her, the hounds might scent the fox,
and gather round the louse.

“TI1 lock him  in,”  said
“They’ll never get him now.”

Fwo miles away the hounds were
again in full ery, the hunt well on
tho move. And in the, van rode the
M.F.H., angry and resentful,

“Tt was that girl reporter, was it?"”
he glowered to the man riding beside
him. “T'll go and see her editor.
That girl will he sacked.before she’s
a «day older. It’s monstrous!”

- “Which way?" asked the other, as
tha hounds secmed to hesitate.

The M.I"H. pointed towards the dis-
fant fields, where Celia’s cotlage stood.
For that was the way that the fox
weuld go.

It was not cruelty that urged him
on; for he did not consider fox-hunt-
ing eruel. In his opinion foxes wers
no better than rats, and should be
hunted and destroyed. Ie would have
refused to believe that anyone could
make a pet of a fox. And, odd
though it sounded to many other
people, he sincerely believed thaé a
fox preferred the chance of running
from pursuers to being shot—that, at
least, the hunt gave him a chance of
life, according to lus cunning and
speed.  The gunshot gave him none.

B0, with no scruples, he steered the
fiounds to the right course, and they
presently picked up the scent, filling
the air with their eries,

But a mile farther on the air was
charged with the fumes of the motor-
vveles, and presently the hounds swung
sideways, and, noses to ihe ground,
quickened their pace.

“(one to carth!” came a shout.

And surc enough the exeited hounds,
baying and seratching. with their paws,

Celia,

gathered about a burrow in the
ground.

A cheer rose from the hunt, and
men and women dismounted to cluster
round, while spades were brought
forward.

There were one or two spectators,
farm labourers, mo-orists from the
near-by road, and one reporter, Pat
Laovell.

Notcbook in hand, Pat approached,
and met the M.F.I1.’s eye.

“Hal  Thought you'd
sport, ¢h?” he said grimly.

“0Oh, no! You've had a lovely ride,

spoil  our

surely 1" said Pat.
“Lovely ride! We've yun the fox
1o earth,” said the M.F.H. “And

as a reporter, you can stay and watch.
Squeamish, eh??

“Not at all,” said Pat. “We wish
to give a full report.”

“Qh, you do; then you can stay here
and report!” =aid the M.F.H. grimly.

“T'Il' report everything that hap-
pens,’? said Pat.

“If that's a promise—good !”
said, ’

An excited yell came now.

“The fox!”

A burrowing hound drew out his
head, and with growls the others
rushed to scize the trophy.

But it was not a fox that came out,
but a large bag of meat, and with it
a sheet of plain paper, which a hunts-
man managed to get hold of.

“Meat 1" gasped the M.F.IL . “Liver
—scraps—""
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: ¢ Girls’ Crystal”’ Office,

The Fleetiwvoy House,
Farvingdon Street,
London, E.C.4,

Y DEAR READERS,—Don't :

you just adore circuses?

ur Cditors Corner

: I went to one this year, :
. and saw lots of you there, thoroughly :
: enjoying your young selves. And I :
: couldn’t help wondering which item :
: of the programme you were enjoying :

1 most.
: Yhere were the jugglers, the
: clowns, and the daring barcback

: riders.

But I expeet that, like e,

: you were most excited when you saw :
: the animals come in the ring. .

The sea-lions always make

me

: roar with langhter, and I believe it :
i is true that they like performiny, ]

And 1 think they well deserve the @
fish they each get at the end of their :

aeat.

. match ¥
:trainer for this,

turn, don’t yon?
Then didn't you simpl
laughter at the dog

hoot with :

football &
Full marks to their clever :
I've never seen &

: keener footballers than these dogs— :

. even

at the Cup Finals. And

! though there were quite a few little
: passes that might have been called :

. Yfouls ?

if the players had been :

: human, I dor't think I ever enjoyed :
: a game more. :
) s for the goalkeeper—a sturdy :
! hulldog—I take off my hat to him. !
: I cannot help feeling that he wonld ;
be worth an easy £100 or so in:

t the act.

transfer fee!

. The clephants certainly looked as !
! if they were having a jolly good :
: time, too—especially the baby one ;
: who was clowning about for most of :

But for sheer thrills, I

think :

* there is nothing quite like the high- :
! wire acts, when you have to ecranc :
: your neck to look right to the top of :

. the

ient to watch the

trapeze |

¢ artistes swing and curve with such @

: ease and grace

As a small boy,

I always longed :

‘to swing on a trapeze—but, alas, @

; that ambition was never

girl
 Jusk

A THRILL FOR PAT!

realised ! :

But Pat Laovell, our cheery young :

reporter, finds herself
that in the complete

doing
story

: which features her next Baturday. :
: Don’t miss “ Pat's Trapeze Thrill 1" :

P —yauw'll revel in it

“Mpystery at the

Snowhonnd

: ITouse I is the intriguing title of the *
: complete tale of Noel Raymond, the !

: popular

voung detective—a

: which is full of baffling surprizes, !
Another eomplete story in which @

story :

P Kaye of 1he Kennels and her
{ wonderful dogs play a big part !

: will also appear, as well as instal- ;
! monts of our three splendid serials,
: 8o that makes six grand stories in :

all

Mind

vou order your GIRLS :

{ CrysTaL in advance to make sure of :
¢ reading them alll p

Your sineere friend,
YOUR EDITOR

“ bﬂg »»

n a

“It’'s a hoax I

“May 1 sce what’s written on the
paper, to report it?’  asked Pat
politely.

The M.F.H.,, his face bright red,
crumpled the paper; but all the same
Pat jotted down the message on it:

“The End of the Meat.”

“Is that the right way to spell
meet ! she asked a huntsman; but he
did not reply.

The hounds had their fill. Tt was a
joyful, unexpected meal, and they were
ungry. Naturally, after it, they
would not feel like more hunting; buf
they had had a good run, and were
guite happy.
The hunt had had a good run, too,
but did not seem quite so happy. At

feast, the M.F.II. did not.

‘*A hoax-—a hoax |’ he said, through
his tecth. *“I'll find cut who did this!
I By gosh 17

He looked about him for Pat; but
Pat had slipped away to the road,
where Ginger waited, and in record
time reached the oflice with the news.
IT was a_good siory, fit to be sent

to the London papers. But there
was another story, too—that of Celia
and her pet fox, Nix, which had been
rescued from the hunt with the aid{g
of daring boy motor-cyclists, .

Ginger and his pal, with machines
gleaming and shining, reported at the
“Gazette ”  office with fixed broad
grins that came out well in the photo-
graphs. And gladly they gave o brief
account of their chase.

Both youthful metor-cyclists rushed to
buy a copy of the “(Gazette ” when it
ceme out that evening, They didn’t
bother to lock at the political news that
eplashed the front page, or the story
about the film star who was geing to
marry again, or the news of a big fire
in London.

Ginger and his pal flicked over the
pages until they came across their own
photographs, and the acconnt of the
hunt. Then they clapped each other on
the shoulders in glee as they read about
the part they'd played.

As a protest meeting against fox-
hunting had been organised in the
town hall, and the matter of Nix was -
1aised, the M. T decided to dony
that the tame fox had been chased,
and  exonerated bhimself - from  any
blame in the maiter of the pet being
sef, {ree,

As to the hoax, it brought a bagful
of delighted letters to the paper, and
made the editor himself roar with .
langhter.

“If only it wouldn’t get the per-
petrator iuto a scrape, I'd like to find
out who played that clever little
hoax,” he =aid fo Pat.

“Yes,'” smiled Pat. “But don’t you
think it would Lo better lo let it re-
main a mystery "'

“Yes, yes,” mnodded the editor.
“We don't want to get mixed up in it
too much. In reporting it, we only
did our duty to the public.”

“Quite,”” said Pat solemnly. “Dut
it was a bit of luck, wasn’t it?”

And on the whole, it was best to .
let the eoditor think that it was; but
Cclia, who knew better, overwhelmed
Pat with gratitude, and Nix, although
iz may not have understood, licked
Lher hand. 4

END OF THIS WEEK'S BTORY.

Den’t miss Elizabeth Chester’s grand
story, featuring Pat, the cheery girl re-
porter, that appears in next Friday's
QIRLS’ CRYSTAL. Order your copy
as scon as possible.
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THE CHUMS®* DECISION
OREEN CARSDALE and Jean
Hinton had been having a
wonderful time at St. Lauritz,
in Switzerland, with Dorcen’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
Hylvia’s enemies,

Sylvia’s cousin, Douglas, was hiding
from the police in the lonely Mill
Grimelle. He told SBylvia that_it was
vital for her to win the St. Laurita
skating championships; and Sylvia did
win the first pavt of them, despite the
Rosses’ interfcrence.

Then Mr. Ross reappeared. ITe said
that he knew where Douglas Drake was
hiding—and unless Sylvia withdrew
from the chawmpionships he would in-
form the police!

WITH eyes that had suddenly be-
come wide and agonised, Sylvia
“stared back at Mr. Stephen Ross.

“Well, what is it to be?” he asked
harshly. “You've got your choice—
now make up your mind I”

Sylvia’s lips quivered, and with a
despairing cry she turned to Dorcen.

*'Oh, Doreen, what am I to do?” she

appealed.

“I'm asking you, not her!” Btephen
Ross  snapped. “This is  your
affair—"

““And ours!” Doreen cut in curtly.
“But your bluster doesn’t frighten me,
I know you're only bluffing!”
“Blufling, am I'll soon show
you! Unless Sylvia does as I ask, her
cousin will go to prison!”

“Where 1s he hiding?” Doreen
flashed.

The man’s eyes narrowed.

“] know, right enough, and if
Sylvia isn’t sensible, prove it!
Come on, now, which is it to be? Is
Sylvia going to withdraw from the

skating championship, or is ber cousin
to-be arrested ?”

Again Sylvia turned a haggard face
te Doreen. More and mors sho had
come to rely on this friend of hers, and
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now in this dreadful situation she felt
incapable of coming te a decision.

Doreen alwayvs scemed to know what
to do for the hest. But for once
Doreen was shaking her head; her
shoulders seemed to droop suddenly in
despair, as if she knew M. Ross held
the wliphand.

“Oh, Sylvia,” she groaned, “we're
helpless! If Mr. Ross knows Douglas
is hiding at that chalet in the moun-
tains &

Sylvia stared in amazement at her
friend. Jean gave a gasp. DBut
Dorcen’s gaze was fastened on Mr. Ross
~—sha saw tho look of trinmph that
flamed into his eyes.

“T'm glad you realise you're help-
less,” he said. “Bylvia, I shall keep
my threat. You can save your cousin
from disgrace and prison. You've anly
to come with me now and withdraw
your name from the championship—"

He broke off. For suddcnly Doreen
was laughing—laughing defiantly in
his face.

“Sylvia will do nothing of the sort t”
she oried. “8ylvia will not withdraw
from the skating championship. You've
been cunning, Mr. Ross, but not quite
cunning enocugh. We're taking no
notice of your beastly ultimatum!
You're bluffing, and we know it!”

And she laughed again. Deliberately
she had set the trap, and Stephen Ross
had fallen into it. He didn’t know
where Douglas Drake was hiding—he
couldr’t know, otherwize he would have
given the lio to Doreen’s statement that
{he hunted man had taken refuge in
ihe secrvet chalet in the mountains.

From the moment Mr. Ross had first
made his demand Doreen had suspected

Eagerly the chums set off to the
antique shop. They felt sure that
among ils treasures was a cuckoo
clock which contained an all-

important secret. But—unfor-
tunately, others were after that
secret as well!

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

he was blufing. Now she kuew it for
a certainty.

The maw’s face suffused with rage.

“1 tell you I'm rot bluting—-"

Dorcen turned to Sylvia. '

“Give him your answer!” she cried.

Sylvia, too, was laughing now.
Relief mingled with admiration shene
in her eyes. Only too clearly she had
scen how Doreen had tricked him and
exposed his bluff.

“ Doreen's right,” she said. “1 refusc
to withdraw from ihe championship 1

“You fool!” Mr. Ross shouted furi-
ously. *You're throwing away your
cousin’s freedom. I shall keep my
threat. I give you one more chance.”

“The answer is still no!” Sylvia told
lim grimly.

“Very welll” The words were
ground out. * Sylvia, you refuse my
offer—then your cousin must suffer! I
shall go to the polico mow. He will
he under arrest within an hour—and
vou could have saved him|”

Desperately he was still blufling,
hoping that cven now one of the girls

might inadvertentty play into  his
hands.
“(iood-afternoon1” Doreen said

coolly.  “Come on, Sylvia—lei’s get
back te the lake. Time for you to do
some more practice if you're going to
win the championship1”

Scowling and furicus, Stephon Ross
strode away. Doreen chuckled. But
momentarily Sylvia looked anxiocus.

“Doreen, you're sure he was bluffy’
inc?? ghe asked, ler former fears re-
turning. “Ile won't be able to have
Dounglas arrested 7” .

“Pin  positive,” Dorecn  told her
friend. “It was just a trick on his
part. IHe was loping you'd fall for
it and withdraw fromn the champion-
ship. Or if you didn’t, he thought that
one of us might reveal where your
cousin was hiding, in which case he
could then have cnforced his ulii-
matum.”

“PByut Irma was at the mill—we saw
her there” .

“Perhaps  they  suspected Douglds
might be there, but they obviously
don’t know for certain, And it is
just ‘as obvious that Douglas won't show
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himeclf, Now, stop worrying, Bylvia”

- Doreen added, with o reassuring smile,

‘rejoined him on the lake,

Tony and Jack Huntley

“Hallo, here’s Touny beckoning us, and
Le 190k5 excited about something. Let's
go.’

Tony Semers was exciled when they
Eagerly he
grabbed at Sylvia’s arm.

“You're wanted,” he said cheerfully,
“And put on your preitiest smile.”

“Whai's up?” Doreen inquired.

“Ihotographers!” 1" on ¥y said.
“Ifordes of them fromn all the locul
newspapers,  They want pictures of the
future  skating  champion of St
Lauritz, Come on, Sylvia !

The sparkle returned to Sylvia’s oves
as, a few moments later, sho found her-
self facing a battery of camcras.

“And now I'd like anc taken with
my friends,” Sylvia said when she had
been snapped.

The photographers were delighted to
oblige. 8o with Sylvia in the centre
of the group, and Doreen and Jean, and
ranged on

cither side of her, the picture was
taken. .
“Jolly good I Tony grinnerd,

“We'll have to look out for our picture
in the newspapers te-morrow."” -
“Rather I” Doreen laughed. “And
now 1 think we'll be getting back to
ihe hotel. Sylvia was going to put in
some practice to-day, but she looks a

“little lired.”

“0.KE. 1" Tony said. ““See you later

~in the recreation-room, if you're agree-

wble.”
< *We'll be there,” Doreen promised.
So back to the Crestina the girls
went, and up to their room. They
were all ihree sharing. it now that
Aunt Elizabeth had taken Sylvia under
Lier wing.
“(lose the door,” Doreen said gquictly
as they entered. I just want to have a

little chat.”

“Doreen, what about?” Sylvia asked
in quick anxiety, secing the rather
serious cxpression on her friend’s face.

“QOh, nothing to get worried about.”
Doreen smiled. “But I've been think-

. ing. The Rossés are obviously getling

desperate.  The championship is on
Saturday—the day after to-morrow,
We must warn your eousin to be extra
cautious, If they should find out that
Le's hiding at the mill, then they can
use that as a lever to get you out of the
championships. We were going to secc
Lim. to-night in any case, but now I
suggest we go before dinner. It'll Le
dark then, and no one will sce us.”

- “Yes, wves!” Sylvia was at once
excited.  “Once we do sce him then
he'll be able to tell us everything. And

if we could only help him find the proof

of his innocence—"
“That’s another reason why we should

go carlier,” Doreen nodded. “The
sooner it's found the better, Me says
il's in the mill somewherc What

" was that?” she added, spinning round,

.was deserted.

and in a flash had whipped open the
door. )

No _one was cutside. The corridor
Doreen gave a sigh of
relief,

“False alarm,® she declared.
“Thought I heard something, but I
couldn’t have done. My hat, we've got
to go carefully now, girls. The Rosses
mustn’t suspeet a thing, We'll have to
make sure tley don’t follow us to the

-mill. Right.” She smiled again.
“Well, that’s that. We'll just titivate
ourselves, and then go  downstairs
again,”

Ten minutes later the three girls went
out of the room. Their footsteps died
down the corridor
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And two minutes later there came a
faint scraping sound in the room.

The big wardrobe, ' standing close
against the wall, moved & few inches,
From behind it emcrged the figure of a
woman.

It was Alrs, Ross!

Crossing to the door, she opencd it
and peered out cautiously, A moment
later she was hurrying agitatedly down
the corridor.

HER COUSIN IN DANGER!
1 ANXNON! Good shot, Doreen!”

‘ Tony  Semers applauded.

‘Now pocket the red!”

“But it looks miles away!”
Doreen said, peering down the length
of the Dbilliards table, “Well, here
goes 4

She pushed the cue, and her ball just
touched the red, but that was all.

“Hard luck,” grinned Tonv. “DBut
vou're coming on fine. That’s two more
points. Mark them up, Jack! Your
shot now, Jean!”

The three girls were being initiated
into the mysteries of billiards in tlhe
cosy reereation-room at the Crestina,

Tony was no youthful prodigy at the
game, but he’d had breaks of fwenty to
his credit and he had offered fo (ake
on the three girls single-handed, while
Jack Huntley scored. .

Bo far the scores were fairly level
for while Tony had run up a break of
fifteen soon after the start, Doreen &
Co. had had beginners’ luck, fuking a
number of points and bringing chortles
of delight from Jack.

“It's awfully fascinating,” Daorecn
said, as she watched Jean male & shot.
*“There, what's that count?” '

Tony gave an incredulous gasp, hLis
eyes almost popping from his head.

“My hat, that's five points!”

“Ten!” shrieked Jacl;, and
doubled up with laughter.

For Jean, striking more - or Iesz
blindly at the ball, %ad scored first
what was known as a cannon. That
perhaps had been intended iheoretically,
even if Jean hersclf had not expected
it to work out in practice.

But then all three balls, whizzing
across the table in all directions, lacd
one by one sunk into the pockets, Jearn.
with & phenomenal fluke, had cleared
the table!

“0Oh, bravo!”
triumphantly.

“My hat!” Tony was still staring
Llankly at the table. “ Here, I can't
compete against this 4

“ Mam'selle Drake! Mam’'selle
Drake!” shouted a voice at that
moment, and into the recreation-room
came a diminutive, uniformed page-
boy. “Is Mam'sclle Drake here,
please 7

Sylvia, with a little gasp of surprise,
swung round.

“Yes, here I am,” she called.

The boy came trotting up to her.

“You are wanted on the telephone,
mam’selle,” he said, beaming round at
the group as if he hoped they had
noticed how good his English was,

“(ioodness, I wonder who it can be?”
Byvlvia exclaimed, staring: at Dorcen.

“ A gentleman, mam’selle,” the boy
informed her. “He would give no
name, but said it was urgent!"”

“My hat!” Sylvia looked excited
suddenly. “Surely it can’t be—"

“(Clome on. Answer the phone and
sow’ll soon know,” Doreen cried, and
the same thought had occurred to her.

Could it be Douglas Drake who had
telephioned 7.

Together Dorcen and Sylvia hurried

almost

cried Doreen

al\\'a_t‘, leaving Jean to make ler nesxt
shot.

They reached the telephone cabinet.

“Bquecze in with me, Doreen,” Bylvia
said excitedly, and picked up the re-
ceiver. “ Hallo 1” ,

“Is that you, Sylvia?” rasped a
Larsh voice over the wire.

Sylvia's face fell.

“It's Mr, Ross,” she said, turning.

Dorcen’s eyes gleamed.

“What's he want?”

“Listen,” went on  the voice of
Stephent Ross. “I'm giving you one
last chance. T tell you L know where
vour cousin iz, If you don’t with-
draw—-"

I refuse!”

And slawn | went the receiver as Sylvia
rammed it back on to its hook.

“Good girl!” Doreen approved,
8 teying to bluff you, ehy We'll
just finish our game with the boys, and
then we'll make @ start for the mill.
It's getting dark alceady.”

Svlvia nodded cagerly. They went
back to the recreation-room. Jean lLad
failed to add te bLer score, and now it
was Sylvia’s turn.

The game procecded merrily, with the
girls still fluking and piling up points,
until Tony rucfuily had to admit defrat.

“I've never known such luck!” he
expostulated.  “Stop grinning, Jack!
All right, you can crow, girls! Look
here, I'll take you om at table
tennis—-" )

“Another time,” Dorcen told him.

“Borry, but we've got to go.”

“*Share !

S But we'll see you at the dance to-
nighi.”

“Good cgg!”

Dereen & Co. burried nway., TUp to
their room they raced. Warm though
it was during the day at 8t. Lauritz,
the nights were bitterly cold, and for
their trip to the Mill Grimelle they
would nced their thickest roats.

Doveen switched on the light as she
harzt into the room, was moving across
to the wardrobe, whea suddenly she
stopped aud stooped.

“Hallo! Whose hanky is this?” she
aslked. retrieving the tiny square of

cambric she had scen lying on the
tioor.
But even as she was about to ex-

amine it, Sylvia suddenly snatched it
away.

“Greal Sceolt!”

“Why, is it yours?" Doreen ashked.

Bul Sylvia’s face had gone pale, She
was stating fixedly at the little green
hanky.

“No. BLH’-, look at these initials in

the corner!
g A ’

3 " Doreen began.
“Agnes Ross,” Sylvia said grimly.
“Golly. then what's it doing in

here?”  Doveen’s gaze swept round the

room; came to rest on the wardrobe.

“That's been inoved |” she cried.
“Moved? But why—what—"
“Golly !" Doreen cxclaimed : and now

there was consternation in her voice,

“Mrs. Ross has been in here!”
“But there was nothing shie eonld

take,” Jean said.  “Nothing that

would be any good lo her.”

“Don’t you sce?  She might have
heen  hiding  behind  that wardrobe
when we were falking, She might have
heard everything we said.”

“You mean she heard us talking
ab‘m{t D?uglas, and the mill?”

Y ps

Svlvia felt herself tromble.

“Then she'd know where he's hiding.
She could have told Mr. Ross before
he phoned me. He wasn’t blufing—"

Doreen made a dive for the ward-
robe, opened it, and grabbed feverishly
for her coat.

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—4/2/39




- §ame moment,

"Come on!” she cried. “We've got

to race to the mill.  We must warn
Dounglas—"’

“Oh, 1 shouldn't have refnsed to
withdraw  from ths champicoship 1”7

Sylvia cried, an agonised light in her
cyes. “The Rosses will {ell the police !
Douglas will be arrested1”

“Hurry! We may be in time yet!”

oreen said frantically. “ We've got
to be in time. Perhaps it’s a fajse
alarm. Perhaps we're mistaken.”

But there was a terrible doubt in
ber mind—in all their minds,

Oul of the room they rushed, seram-
bling into their outer clothes as they
flew down the stairs,

Down the snowy drive ihey tore, and,
hailing a passing sleigh, they sped to
the oﬁ! water-mill.  As they nearved
their destination, Dorecn gave a sudden
ory s -

“Look! There’s a sleigh ahead of
us! 1t's pulled up at the side of the
road !”

Her chums stared apprchensively as
" ihey saw that the sleigh had halted by

the path leading to the mill.
o "What's it doing  there?”
- gasped.  'Who—"
. .- Her voice trailed away as she saw
=‘l igures moviug over the SnoOwW—coming

from the dircction of the old water
mill.  One of them was her cousin, and

Sylvia

' on cither side of him marched two men,

vho gripped his armis.  Two men in
the uniform of the Swiss police !

“We're too late!™ Svilvia cried
tragically. “Douglas —he's been
arrested |

THE MYSTERY VERSE
OREEN’S brain recled under the
D shock of this hlow. Suddenly

stricken gilent, she staved acroes
the moon-bathed snow towards
those approaching fgures.

])ougias Drake arvested!

All his efforis—and theip cfforts, too
—to evade capture had leen in vain.

Doreen’s thoughts raced.  She was
still convineed that Mr. Ross had boen
- blufling when first he had delivered
that ultimatum to Sylvia. But very
vvidenily he had known that secand
‘time when he had telephoned to the
Crestina—and they had hung up on
him before he could tell them that he
lield the trump card.

The same thought must have oceurred
to 8ylvia in the same moment. A
- groan broke from her lips. .Her face
was pitifully pale. She was trembling
from head to foot.

“It’s my fault—my fault1” she cried.
“I could ﬁuvc saved him [

* Mine, if it comes tq that,” Doreen
csaid huskily, finding her voice at last.
“I persuaded you, Sylvia. Dut we
waoren’t to lnow. We couldn’t know
that Mrs, Ross had spied on us. The
cunning  rotters ! But—but, Sylvia,
there's still one hope. Perhaps Douglas
“has found that proof of his innecence,”

“Oh, yes! Yes, there's that | Sylvia
- eried. “And if he hasn't, then we'll
find it for him.  Somehow we'll find
it. even if it means searching night
aud day. Buot look; he’s seen us1”

.. Now Douglas and his escort of gen-
darmes had reached tho road. The
girls’ sleigh raced up at almost the
Swiftly they piled out,
and ran towards him,

“ Douglas " Sylvia cried.

They saw him smile. His face was
‘haggard, but there eeemed to be a
.curious hrightness in his eyves as he
stared back at the girls. He opened
his mouth to speak, but instantly one
of the gendarmes rapped out romething
in French,
into the waiting ‘sleigh,
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Then Le was being hustled:

“Douglas,”
“have you founc

But then she found herself eonfronted
by the second gendarme. He held out
his arms, barring the girls’ way as
they would have rushed towards
Douelas.

“ Stand back I’ he commanded, * You
cannot speak to the prisoner,”

Sylvia again,

”

panted

“But I must! IHe's my cousin} Oh,
fet me pass 1"

“Nol

There was a jingle of harness.

Already the sleigh was on the maove,
was swinging round in the road. For a
moment longer the gendarme held back
the girls, and then, as the sleigh
swished past, he took a running leap
and boarded it.

Helplessly Doreen & Co. stood in the
middle of the road, They saw Douglas
turn. He had one arm free now, and
he raised it over the back of the sleigh.

Then suddenly Doreen tensed, her
eyes widening.

For as Douglas waved his hand, she
saw something small and white drop
frem it, and fall to the snow.

b

very neat, and in a different style from

the word above it.

“Mid ‘treasures’ old, ‘treasures’
rare, 3

To be sold, search you there,

Time passes swiftly, night and day,

A feathered friend chirps the hours
away.

Something missin

A little thought decides your fate t”

“But—but—"  8ylvia broke tha
silence that had fallen over the thres
girls after reading that amaring verse.
“Oh goodness, what’s it all mean J"

Doreen’s  brow  puckerad, . Be-
wilderedly she stared at the piece of
paper. Then suddenly her eyes began
to gleam.

- *1 think I've got it!” she cried.

“You mean you can understand it
all 2

“No; I'm not a magician! But jt's
a clue—a clue to the whereabouts of
that proof your cousin is Jeoking for 1

“ But—but how ?*

“It’s just guesswork,

rhymes with late,

of course,”

“ You are wanied on the telephone, inam’selle," said the small page-boy.

Sylvia looked start)

“Golly, what was that?” she ex.
claimed. “No, wait until the sleigh Is
aut of sight!”

Tingling, ~suddenly excited, they
waited. The sleigh vanished round a
bend, and in the same moment all three
girls were racing forward,

“ Here it is |

Doreen had had her eyes riveted on
the spot where she had seen that small
object fall. Now she jerked to a stand-
still, dived a hand downwards. It was
a crmmpled piece of paper she picked

up,

“It must bhe @ message—from
Douglas!” 8ylvia gasped excitedly,
“Wihat's it say?”

With trembling eagerness, Doreen
was_smoothing out the paper.

“Yes, there's some writing——  Oh,
great Scott!” And she gave a gasp,
stared in utter amazement,

Sylvia and Jean, on cither side of
her, blinked incredulously,

The sheet of paper was faded and
yellow, as if it had been lying in a
dark place for some considerable time.
Scru\\'?ed across the top of it, in pencil,
was one worl: “Find,” while helow
that was some more writing, in ink,

+ Could the call be from her fugitive cousin ?

Doreen said excitedly, “But don’t you
think  your cousin might just bhave
found this picce of paper? He knew
it was a clie. Then he was arrested,
But seeing us he saw that there was
still hope. As he was being hustled
into the sleigh, with the gendarmes
more intent on keeping us back, he
managed to write that one word * find’
across the top. He knew we'd see him
drop the papor, and now he's hoping
that we'll be able to decipher it and
find the proof he needs!”

Sylvia gripped her friend’s arm.

“I believe you're right!” she ex-
claimed. “But the verse—it's so mean-
ingless. How can it possibly connect up
with something that will prove Douglas’
innocence 7°*

“That’s what we’ve got to find out 1”
Doreen said grimly, ““And somechow
we'll do it. Here, let’s go along and
see Madame Marie. We must tell her
about Douglas, for one thing, and per-
haps she can help us,”

But on reaching the Frenchwoman's
little cahin near  the mill, they dis-
covered Madame Marie to be out, For
a moment Dorcen was nonplussed,
then :

“Come on, back to the hotel!” she
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cried. “We've got to pgeb

deciphering that message |7 :

They had told the sleigh driver to
wait for them, On the way back to
8t. Lauritz they looked again and
again at the piece of paper, desperately
trying to make sense of that cryptic
verse,

. The more Doreen thought about it the
more she was convinced that in those
words was the key to the whereabouts
of the proof that would clear Douglas
]IJ)ralcc of the charges made against
him,

But what was the key? It bewildered
them, bafled them.

“Great Scott, it’s hopeless I” Doreen
muttered.  “But it must make sense
somehiow—and we've got to find how |7

They vcached the Crestina without
having made the slightest progress in
solving the verse. Awaiting them on the
steps were Tony Semers and Jack
Huntley.

“8ylvia, what do you say to asking
the boys to help us?” Doreen asked
abruptly. “They’'ll have to be told
something of the truth., I'm afraid.”

. “Oh, anything—anything, so long as
we can find out what it means1” Sylvia

said at once.

Tony grinned.

“What's this about wanting help?”
he asked cheerfully. ‘““Just say {he
word, and we're your slaves!”

“Are you any good at deciplering
ceyptic messages?” Doreen asked.

“Crwptic messages?” Tony stared,
then chuckled. “Just my line! I was
the code expert when we ran a secret
society at school.”

“It’s serious, Tony—dreadfully seri-
ous,” Doreen said. “A man's honour
is ot stake! S8ylvia’s cousin, in fact.
1We've got to prove his innocence of—of
‘something, and we belicve we've got a
message which holds the vital clue.
Let’s go along to the lounge and we'll
show you—""

“Yes, of course.” Tony was looking
startled. “Which reminds me, there's
someone waiting to see you in the
Jounge—a gqueer old Frenchwoman who
calls herself Madame Marie.”

“She’s here? Goodness, we went (o
sec her!” :
And Doreen rushed into the hotel and

aleng to the lounge.

It was a very agitated and fearful
Madame Marie who awaited them. She
had been in S8t, Laurltz, she said, and
she had seen Douglas being taken intoe
the police station. Distractedly she
‘]vr;mg bher hands. What could they
do?

In a moment Doreen was ielling her
about the message, was showing it 1o
hier and the boys,

“Surely between us we can decipher
it,” Doreen said. “Let’s sit at that
table over in the corner there behind
those palms.”

They all sat round the table.

“Didn’t you say that this proof was
somewhere in the mill?” Dorcen asked
Madame Marie.

b “Q0ui, mam’selie.”

“Then that’s a start.” Doreen starnd
at the paper. “Now, treasures old.
treasures rarc! What the dickens can
lthat mean? Why should *treasures '
be quoted ? Rather suggests they're not
really valuable,  “To be sold.) Oh
goodness, where ean selling things come
n? ‘' Bearch you there’—that’s more
'definite. Search in freasures old ad
‘rare—is there anything at the mill that
could be called treasure¥”

Madame Marie shook her head.

“Practically everything at the mill
was sold some time ago,” she said.
“One or two pieces of furniture were
left, but the M’'sieur Douglas and [
have alreacdy searched in them.”

“But everything else was sold?”
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busy

Doreen frowned. “Where weie they
sold ?" she asked.

“To an antique dealer here in 3t
Lauritz,”

Doreen gave a violent start,

“My hat! I wonder—"

“Gosh, that's it1” broke in Tony
suddenly. *An antigue ahoF—whete
they sell any old junk, some of it valu-
able, and some of it not|”

“Just what I was thinking !” Doreen
said excitedly. “Yes, it would At
Madame Marie, do you know the
shop 77

“'T'here is only one antique dealer in
St. Lauritz I” the Frenchwoman replied,
her eves gleaming.

“Colly, we're getting on!” Doreen
cried. “If we go therem— But wait a
montent,  What have we got to look
for? If a whole houseful of stuff was
sold——»

“Let’'s work out the next bit!” Jack
said. ““Time passes swiftly—

‘“And something about a *feathered
friend '—

“A bird !” Doreen said swiftly,

“Yes, that's possible. “But what's a
bird got to do with time and something
hidden 1

“A stuffed bird I” Tony exclaimed,
but then shook his head. “No! a
stuffed bird could hardly chirp the
hours away.”

Desperately they racked their brains.
Now the lounge was ‘deserted. Every-
body else had gone in to dinner.
But still the six of them sat there,
staring and staring ut the plece of
praper with its bafling words.

A silence fell over the room, broken
only by the ticking of a clock. Then

suddenly-—
Cuckoo—cuckoo—cuckoo !
“3hut up, you!? inuttered Tony,

glaring round at the elock on the wall.
"My kat, eight o’clock '™

But suddenly Doreen gave a shout.
“Got it!” “she cried. “A cuckoo

“You're
“That's it!" 3

On the wall of the lounge, the clock
was still “euckooing.” But in doing so
it had given Doreen inspiration—had
suddenly hrought home to her what
those words in the message were meant
to convey.

right "  Tony whooped.

How would you like to knit a lovely present
for daddy, mummy or your school-chum?
Well, even a very little girl can makea “pixie’”
hood for herself, a scarf or shawl, a * Dusky
Sue” teacosy, and * Bu nny " bed-room
slippers,  etc., with the help of this book.

BESTWAY kniTTING

BY YOUNG FOLK

KNITTING BOOK No. 51

d o all Newsagents-and Bookstalls, or 7d post
rec ome of Abroad) from BESTWAY,
Bear Alley, Farringdon Street, London, E.C .4

“Madame Marin, were there. ar-
cuckoo clocks at the milli" she askeg
excitedly. ]

Tho woman nodded.

“There were two. Every house in
Switzerland, as perlaps you know,
possesses a cuckoo clogk—"

Y Then we've got it!” Doreen cried.
“We've got to search in a cuckoo clock
at the antique shop [”

“But there's this other bit about miss-
ing rhymes ! Jack put in, staring down
at the paper.

“I don't sce that that matters,”
Doreen poinled out. “We know what
we've got to look for. and where to look
for it Where's the shop, Madame
Maric ¥’ -

“Not far from here.”

“Then come on!”

“But it will be closed. mam’sclle 1"

“Golly, I'd forgotten that! Then
wo will go first thing lo-morrow mesn-
ing.”

“You bot !? )

Excitedly, they looked at cach other.
Bvlvia’s eyes were shining. If they had
solved the message correctly, then on
the marrow the proof of her cousin's
innocence would be in her hands!

. ‘ g g s . e
13 OU'LL be back as soon as you
can?”

Doreen laughed.

“What do you think? We're going to
run all the way, there and back! But
it’s better you should get in some more
practice, Sylvia. You simply must win
the champtonship 1"

“I know.” And Syrlvia swmiled.

It was the following morning—im-
niediately after breakfast. Doreen and
Jean, with Tony and Jack, were just
about to set out for the antique shop.

But Sylvia, desperately though she
would have liked to go with them, had
decided_that she would remain behind
to put in some skating practice.

Douglas had said she must win the
championship—and  Sylvia was deter-
tined, if human efforts counted for any-
thing, that she would win.

A minute later they all set out,
Sylvia making her way to the lake, the
others hurrying towards the shopping
contre of 8t. Laurirz.

“Golly, T hope we're on the right
track !” Doreen said.

“Well, we'll soon know,” Tony said.
“Look, here’s the shop, and it's just
opening !

The proprietress, having just removed
the shutters, stared in surprise as the
five friends rushed in. Then she beamed.

“Bonjour, mam’selles!”

“Bon jour !” Dorveen said hastily, and
then 1‘usi'1r-d on: “Have yon any cuckoo
clocks which vou bought from the Mill
Grimelle 77

“Ah, oui "

“Oh, thank goodness for that! Could
we see them, please?”

“This way, mam’selles1”

The woman led the way into the
depths of the shop. She reached up,
taking a clock down from among an
assortment of other articles that slood
on a shelf. Kagerly, Dorcen & Co, bent
over it. But, even as they did so, the
door of the shop suddenly crashed open.

Doreen turned. Then her face paled.

For hurrying into the shop came—

Mr. Rass!

“Hold on!” he cried. “Don’t let
these youngsters have that clock! I'll

by it fromn you—and Y'll pav you any.-

price you like for it)”

What will happen now ? Will Stephen
Ross prevent Doreen and Co. from obtain-
ing possession of the vital cuckoo clook,
and does it really contain the proofs of
Douglas Drake’s innocence 7 See next
Friday's enthralling instaiment.
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- dogs,

‘loping gait,

“ T4
“Well, well!

THE POACHER’S ACCUSATION
[ ARE, Brutus! Here, Brutus'”
4 ‘}‘/ Kaye Chalmers gave that

warning shout, as she walked
through the woods with her
dog Brutus. Brutus had run
ahead of her, as he usunally did, and as
he was a big dog, he needed all the exer-

St Bernard

cise he could get.  Ordinarily, Kaye
would have lel him forge on: but only a
moment ago she had heard the report of
a gun,

“Poachers, Brutus! Here!” she
ordered, .

Brutus, who was miffing ahead some-
where, came Lrotiin back, looking sur-
prised, wondering why he had been re-
call For he knew nothing about
poachers, and litile about guns.

‘If you, get in the way, or start to
chase rabbits, you're as likely to get shot
as not,” warned Kaye, fondling his greal
head.  “ And you wouldn't kike that !

At times, Kaye spoke to Brutus as
though he were a human bein , 4 young
child;, and he cerlainly had the appear-
ance of knowing what, ‘was said to him,

With a most solemn expression he
walked at her side.

But his selemmity did not. last long. A
rustling amongst tﬂe bushes ahead made
him prick his ears, and with a roaring
bay, he charged forward,

" Steady ! warned Kaye.

Bub Brutus had already paused, , for
through the bushes, wearing a most

uilty Jook, came a beautiful Alsatian

og.  His head was down, his tajl was
tucked between his legs, and he ran with

glancing now and then

“What's

behind him.
“Whoa!”
wrong ?”’
The Alsatian slowed, looked once al
Bratus, and then at Kaye. His eyes
were keen and intelligent, and an instant
light of recognition cameinto them.
It’'s you, is it, Gerry?” said Kaye.
I haven’t” seen you since
from distemper, old

said  Kaye.

you recovered
chap 1

The Alsatian, although he had not seen

aye for many months, fawned upon
her, wagging his tail.

Kaye Chalmers was a friend to all
and many dogs in this district had
reasor to be grateful to her, for Kaye
ran the Chalmers’ Kennels, where sick
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_belter have that

dogs were tended. Gerry, the Alsatian,
was one of them.

“Well, what’s wrong?” asked Kaye,
stooping to him. “Why were you run-
ning? “Where's your mistress? I hope
you haven't taken French leave "

The Alsatian lolled his tongue and
looked back.

Almost as though in answer to that
]?qlkl there came a ecry of pain from a
child.

“Hallo! Help wanted!” Kit
claimed. *“Come on, Brutus!”

There were dangerous places in the
woods, and Kaye instantly thought that
some small child had fallen down some
unguarded steep place, tripped, or per-
haps slipped when climbing a tree.

She ran at top speed, with Brutus
slight]y ahead of her, and it was he who
camae first upon the scene of the accident,

A man in shabby clothes was carrying
a small boy whose hand was bleeding
and wrapped in a handkerchief, The
boy was sobbing bilterly.

In the man’s hand was a large melal
object, which looked to Brutus like the
jaws of gome strange animal. But Brutus
had na’chance to study it, or to draw
near and sniff, for the man, hearing
Kaye's voice, threw the object away,

When Kaye, a second later, came én
lo the scene, that mysterigus object was

out of sight.
“What's  happened ?” Kaye asked
: He was

anxiously. .
ff and angry, and his

ex-

IaThBedma“ tu)%led lo her.
alarmed, yet gri
answel‘%-du%t.

“ A dog’s tten him1” hLe snapped.
+“Oh ¥ murmured Kaye. “T thought
for a moment he had been shot. I heard
a gun fired.”

And, looking ab the man, she decided
that he looked a poacher himself. His
face was vaguely familiar, but she could
not at the mement place it.

“A ghnshot—daes it look i(7” he
asked, showing the boy’s lacerated hand.
“It's a dog bite. I saw him hilten.”

“Poor kid! My goodness, you'd
wound dressed as soon
as you ean,” advised Kuye. “ Where is
the dog?”

“Ran off,” said the man gruffly. “«It
was an Alsatian.”

*“ Alsatian? My
Gerry 7 3

"ls he your dog? ‘ Gerry, eh?” said

goodness — nok

Brutus, Kaye Chalmers’ lovable St,
Bernard dog, plays a large part in

this charming complete story.

By IDA MELBOURNE

the man keenly. “T'l] see I get damages
from you for this.”

“No; he’s not my dog,” said Kaye.
“T just happen to know his nama. 1 saw
him run by.*

“Then you're a witness,” said the
man.

And away he went (hrough the wood,
his heavy steps crackling on the dried
!wigs and rustling the fallen leaves.

aye did not move, In deep thought,
she watched the man move away, aned
tried Lo place him, being sure thal she
had seen him before.

Then, turning aside. she noticed (he
butl of a gun projecting from a bush.
AL once the truth jumped to her mind,
and remeinberirig " the shot she hyil
heard, she knew that he was a poacher.

“Jem Wilking,” she mused. * Yes,
that’s the man.  And just the kind to
make lrouble,”

Calling Brutus, who had been hunting
in the bushes, Kuye hurried back then
to find Gerry. It seemed hard to believe
that he had actually bitten the child, for
he was o gentle, nice-natured dog. But
Kaye remembered his guilty look, and
the way he had run.

If the child had teased him, Gerry, no
less than any dog, might have lost his
temper.  But that would nol excuse him
unless there had been very great provo-
cation indeed.

“Gerry! Here, boy!” said Kaye, and
when the Alsatian approached her, she
took his collar. * What happened ! ghe
asked. “ Were you teased "

Then, a sudden thought striking her,
Kaye opened Uerry’s jaws. He made
no protest, did not turn his head, and
scemed to understand that, as g dog
nurse, she could be permitied to take
these liberties.

“Funny I”  commented Kaye to
Brutus. ““No sign of bload, and yet the
bite certainly did draw blood.*

There was nothing Kaye could do
further in the way of investigating, so
she took Gerry down to her home.
liaving pot him in a spare kennel, she
rang his awner, Laurel Filmoro.

Kaye decided not to mention the
biting incident on the telephone, for
Laurel would only be worried during
her journey to l{le kenuels, and the
whole thing could be far better ex-
plained when she arrived,

Laurel, who had lost Gerry in the
woods, and had retirned home, thinking
that he might have done the same, was
delighted to hear that he had been
found, and sle promised to hurry to the
kennels just as quickly as hor cycle
could take her.

Tt was a glad moment when hrown.
haired, brown-eyed Laurel niel Gerry
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again, and quite amusing to see his
pathetic concern and shame.

“8o that is why he was so worried,”
smiled XKaye. “He knew he shouldn’t
have left you and gone off on his own.
Forgive him, and watch his ears go up,”

Laure! laughed, kissed his nose, and
brought his favourite ball from her

ocket. Up went his ears instantly, and
he knew that all was forgiven.

But the time had come for Kaye to
brealt the news, and she did it by
degrees, explaining how she had seen
Gerry running. cars back and tail
down. Then she wmentioned the boy’s
cry of pain, and, at last, the poacher’s
accusation,

Laurel went as white as a sheet,

“Gerry bit the boy?” she gasped.
“Oh, Gerry 1”

All Gerry’s misery returned. He
crouched down, Lis cars went back, and
his tail twiiched, but did not wag. And
when Laurel reproached him, almost
with tears in her cves, his own seemed
to glisten, and he gave a sad, whimper-
ing ery.

“"He was teared; he must have been,”
said Kaye  “Don’t worry too much,
Laurel. Every dog is allowed one bite,
After this he'll have to be more carcful,
even if he is tcased, because it might
mean his having to be arrested and
taken to eourt.”

8he did not add that it might mean,
too, unless great provocation could be
proved, that a stern magistrate might
sentence him to be destroyed.

*One bite 1" echoed Laurel miserably,
“And the second might mean—might
mean !

“Yes,” said Kaye gently.

Laurel gulped and could not speak for
a minute, and then blurted out in
horror :

“Kaye, this isn’t his first; it’s his
second 1”

KAYE’S DESPERATE RUSE
KAYE CHALMERS slipped her

arms about Laurel’s shoulder
and gave her a consoling hug.
There was no need for words.
Nothing she could say would help, for
both girls knew what this might mean.

Gerry, wretchedly miserable, looked
up at them, licked his lips, looked
down, and then settled at full lengih,
resting his head on his paws.

At that momeat Kave did not know
whether to be sorrier for Laurel or for
Gerry, The dreadful doom hung over
them both. ;

“Why did he bite before?” Kaye
asked, when Laurel had more command
of herself and was able to speak.

“The postman—that awful bad-
tempered man.  He used to sling his
bag at Gerry when Gerry was only a
pup. And then he difl it when Gerry
was bigger.  The postman only got
what he deserved, but, my goodness, the
fuss he made! It was awful! Dad had
a- fearful job to stop his going to the
police then,”

“My goodness! I dou't ecall that
biting 1 said Kaye indignantly.. “ Men
lile that deserve all they get."

“But the polize would call it a bite,”
fretted Laurel. “And now—now thisI*

A heavy tread sounded on the path,
and Brutus leaped up, barking warning,

“Stand back [ snarled an angry
voice. “I've had enough trouble to-day
with dogs." . -

Kaye wheeled, and her heart sank as
she recognised the vojce of the poacher.

ands dived in pockets, scowling, he
stood back from Brutus, who warned
him not to come too near his mistress,

‘Calling Brutus off, Kaye asked the
man to step forward. He did so: then
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he gave a triumphans ery as he saw the
Alsatian that Laurel was fondling.

“Ah1” he cried, pointing to Gerry.
“That's the dog! Who’s his ownerf”

Laurel faced gim challengingly.

“I am,” she said.

“Well, there’ll ba a nice bil! for you
to pay. My poor lad has had a real bad
bite. " It'Il take months to get better.
There’ll be doctor’s bills. And, what's
more, if I don’t get satisfaction I'm
going to the police. Twenty pounds is
the least I'll take.”

“Twenty pounds [” breathed Laurel.

“That's tge figure. And let me tell
you it’s a light let-off,” he added, his
small, cunning eyes roving from Laurel
to Kaye. “Tf I was to tell the cops,
they'd shoot that dog.”

“That’s enough!” said Kaye, as she
saw Laurel’s lip quiver. *“No good can
come of offering threats. First of all
you'll have to prove your boy didn't
tease the dog.”

“Yes? Well, I'll prove it all right,”
sneered the man. “The dog leaped at
him. The kid screamed as the brule's
teeth closed on his poor little hand. I
had to beat the dog off with my stick.”

Laurel could not answer, for Lhat
story, if told in court, would be cnough
to seal Gerry’s fate.

But Kayve answered, and in ringing
indignation,

“That's a lie I” she said hotly. “I
was standing near, The child screamed
a minute or two after I first saw the
dog. And you had no stick: you had a
gutr.  You were poaching.”

“Poaching? Don't try to twist things
on me, my gel,” he said angrily, clench-
ing his fists, his face reddening. “I'm
telling the truth.”

Kaye faced him, and Brutus, with
ominous mien, lumbered his eleven stonc
of brawn to within a foot of the man
and measured him, Something in the
way Brutus worked his jaws and licked
his lips, as though preparing the decks
for action, took the violence from the
poacher's tone.

“No tricks, miss,” he said. ““I'm a
poor man, and I deserve compenzation.”

Kaye's eyes glinted as she tried to
hold his.

“Gerry didn't bite your child,” she
said sharply. “Secme dog did, but not
this one, and you know it. My good-
ness, you trickster, I see it now. The
child sereamed as soon as it was bitten.
A child doesn’t wait ftwo or three
minutes to ery out in pain.” i

Laurel gave a short cry.

“Then Gerry didn't bite him! It's
not his second bite. He can’t be put to
sleep.  Oh, Kaye, Kaye! Is it really
g0 P

The poncher wore o baffled, startled
look; and his brow darkened.

“He knows” said Kave.

The poacher swung round.

“Where are you going?” said Laurel
quickly. s .

“Qoing? Why, to the police, that's
where, to lay information. Your dog
bét.my boy, and you can’t wriggle out
of it.” .

His heavy steps grew fainter; the
gate slammed,

“My goodness !
fied. “He's really going to .do it!
Kaye, did you mean what you said?
You weren’t making it up? Gerry
didn’t bite the boy?”

Kaye looked down at Gerry, who lay
there sad and worried, and patted him.

“No, Gerry did not bite the boy, I
was a fool not to have thought of it
before. But we ean’t prove it—yet.”

“If ever,” said Laurel shakily.
Kaye, the pelice will eome for Gepry !
They'll take him. I may never seoli
again, -except in court,
they mustn't take him, they mustn't!”

gasped Laurel, terri.

“Oh,:

2 i
Kaye, Kave,:

“If you hide him, it may make your
¢ase look worse,” said Kayo sadly. “I'm
dreadfully sorry, Laurel, I know how
you feel, I'm sure that man picked upon
Gerry because he saw him near; it
might as weli have been Brutus, only
Gerry was first on tho scene.”

“Then where is the dog who really.
bit the boy ?”? asked Laurc‘i

Kaye could not answer that yet; but,
if therc was another dog, as certainly
seemed to be the case, she meant to,
find him. )

“Btrike while the iron's Lot,” decided
Kaye. “You take Gerry home, Laurel.
I'm going with Brutus to find if there's
another lurge dog living near there !”

Giving what encouragement she could
to Laurel, Kaye hurried back to the
wood with Brutus.

. . . ¢

THE poacher searched the bushes..
And his search was almost, frantic;
for he heard Brutus' decp bay in the
distance. The thing he sought was the
strange metal object which Brutus had
seen him fling into the bushes.

A moment before Kaye and Brutu
returned to the scene the poacher foun
it; and not waiting to be caught with
if, e ran towards Lis cottage a few!
hundred yards away. i

Brutus, racing ahead, would have:
followed him but for Kaye's alarmed
call; bLut Kaye had no wish to run the
risk of his being shot. "

Kayve searched the spot carefully,
hoping to find the marks of dogs' feet:
but it was a grassy spot, and her task
was almost impossible. Convinced that
some other dog must be to blame, and
that it was an animal the poacher had
some reason 1c shield, she went to the
cottages that stood at the edge of the
wood,

Had there been anoiher dog there,
Brutus' bark would have brought a
reply; but to her surprise, no answering
bark came.

Brutus «id not know what it was
Kaye sought, but he was searching him-
self for that odd object the man had
flung away. He found the spot where~
it had been, realised that it had been
moved, and lost interest. '

Kaye loirered near the cottages, and
then, guessing that the poacher would
be on his guard and take care to keep
his dog silenced—if indeed he had one—
decided to return later when he would
be less prepared,

From his window,
watched her.

“There she goes, son.” he muttered.
“I've diddled her all right; and if you
tell your story properly in court, we'll
have some money, then I'll be able to
buy you that second-hand bike you
want,”

The boy, looking pale and frightened,
tenderly held his newly bandaged hand.

“Yes, dad. That spring trap didn't
half hurt me, though——"

“8ssh! You dare say anything about
a spring trap again. It's against the
law to use them,” snarled his father.
“You weren't bitten by a rabbit trap,
but by a dog. Understand? A dogl
That's what you've got to tell the
magistrates.”

“Yes, dad,” quavered the boy.

Kaye, meanwhile, was telephoning
the doctor. 8he learnt from him that
the bite had been severe, and had been
made by a large dog. Then from Laurel
came an urgent call. The police had
issued a_summons; and Gerry had to
appear in court lo face a charge of-
being a dangerous dog, not under
proper control. :

Kaye, knowing how black the case,
'looked againsi Gerry, nevertheless did
sher_best to cheer up Laurel. Heér own
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evidence that the ery had bheen heard

when she was herself fondling Gerry.

might help.

And then a slartling idea came to
Kaye! The poacher was a rogue, and
ready to lie. By a lie, therefore, he
might ruin his own case. In court, he
would have to identify Gerry. If he
had seen Gerry biting his boy, and had
pulled him away, he wonld know the
look of the dog. If not, then he could
be fooled.

“Laurel, wait. You've =till  pot
Gerry 27 she exclaimed.  “Good. 1've
got a (rick to play on the poacher. I'm
coming a#ong now, quick as T can,”

And Kaye, hurrying into tha kennels,
foteched a tin of special dye used to
touch up the coats of black dogs who
had gone grey too young to please their
owners !

A touch of that dye skillully applied.
and Gerry would lock a different dog!

THANKS TO BRUTUS

N the palice court there was silence

| as Laurel led in her Alsatian.

Very different Gerry looked now,

| for there was a Dlack fringe of

hair on his neck, and black feathers to

his tail and legs. Lauwrel’s tear-brimmed

eyes sought Kaye's, and Kaye nodded.
It might be the way out!

-Now Gerry was in the dock, standing
up, looking across at his young, tearful
mistress, swinging his tail, lolling his
tongue.

* Powerful-looking brute,” muttered &
magistrate.

The witnesses appeaved, TFirst the
poacher, and then his small son, and
almost word for word they told the same
story; and not even ihe solicitor, cross-
examining them, eould alter it. :

But Kaye whispered to the seolicitor,
and he recalled the faiher,

"You are sure that is the dog?
Alsatians Jook much alike,” said the
solicitor,

“Ah| I'd know that one all right by
his black fringe,” said the poacher, with
a cunmng smile.

Laurel looked up, eyes glinting and
nearly called out; Kaye, too, had a
hard job to hold her tongue.

*But, my good man,” said the seolici-
tor, “the dog had that fringe painted
ot only yesterday, as witnesses can
testify.  If the dog that bit your son
had a black fringe, then (his cannot be
the dog.”

Kaye cheered softly, and Gerry, sceing
Laurel wave excitedly, barked.

“Silence in_court!” said the usher
sternly, but Laurel and Kaye were
shaking and quaking, eager to whisper.

The justices frowned at the poacher,

“Well,” asked the chairman, *what
have you to say?”

“Just this,” sneered the poacher,
“That’s ihe same dog  Ack that girl!”
And he pointed to Kave. *“ Ask her if it
is the dog she met in the wood, and the
one she had at the kennel.”

Kaye, horrified, tried o move away:
but a moment later she was in the box
with Gerry’s eyes solemnly fixed upon

er.
If only she conld have said “no ™}
But_Kaye could, not commit perjury.
" Yes,” she admitted, in a low voice.
“That 15 the dog !
His doom was sealed. But
poacher had something moreio say.
“Thewe’s another witness. T'm not
omF to be called a liar,” he said
oudly. “Old Ben Jones, he saw ihe
do]g there; and he Lknows it's
Filmore's,”

Kaye took the solicitor's arm and
whispored. :
“0ld Ben’s honest. If he was really
neat, he'd know if the boy secrcamed out

the
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after Gerry had gone past. He might
have secn Gerry farther away, too, and
not just where they were. I'll get him.
It won't take ten minutes on my bike,
Please make them hold the case up !”

The solicitor nodded; he could keep
the argument and cross-questioning
going for ten minutes without the need
of holding up the case, he said. So off
Kaye went on her cycle. She freed
Brutus from tihe tobacconist’s shop,
where he had waited, and made for the
coitages by the wood.

Old Ben lived not far from
poacher, and he was an honest man.

With Brutus close behind, Kaye
reached the cottages, and knowing
which was Ben's, rapped on the door.
Ilis wife opened it, staring in surprise
at Kaye, not expecting this visit.

“0ld Ben?” she salkd. “Why, he be
gone to market in Drayling, and won't
be back till even, miss.”

“Out! Oh goodness! And he's
wanted as witness at the court ! gasped
Kayve, with sinking heart. T
couldn’t come back ?”

But just where he was in Drayling,
which was fifteen miles away, his wiie
couldn’t say, and Kaye, in despair,
knew that the last hope was gone.

*Oh, Brutus!” she groaned, ' Poor
Corry ! It’s the end.”

But Brutus was not there to sym-
pathise, He was two hundred yards
away, barking excitedly. And for ance.
when Kaye called he did not run o
her, Again she. called; but still e
stood there, barking.

Kaye ran lo him, quite cross beeause
of Iis disobedience, but she suddenly
realised that Brutus was excited about
something. He barked, looked at ler,
and looked down at the ground.

“What is it, boy " she asked,

He tried to explain that it was the
strange thing the poacher had taken
from the boy; but all he could do was
to bark. And Kaye at last went to him.

tha

“A frap! Brufus, you duffer!” she :
gasped, i alarwy, and tugged at his
collar.  “1f that had snapped it would.
have seized you, bitten you 2

She dragged him away and Bruius
sighing, went, But only for a few yards.
Then Kaye stopped, stiffening.

"My polly ! she said, and ran back
to the trap, looking down at it, and
noting the sharp teeth. * Brutus—you
were trying to tell me—— My good-
ness | she ended. “ We've saved Gerry !
We've saved him 1V

. . L3 L4 «

IT was just as the Justices were mut-
teving  and  deciding  that  Gerry,'
having bitten two people, was savage,
that Kaye burst into the court, Indeed,
they were about to pass dreadful sen-'
tence when, carrying the trap, she
rushed in.

Chaos ruled for awhile in the couri.
But the poacher’'s pale, drawn face was
really all the additional evidence Kaye
needed; but, as though it were not
enough, the poacher's son gave a cry of,
fright at sight of the trap, and ihe
doctor who had dressed the wound.i
stepping forward to examine ike sharp
metal teeth, gave a low whistle. !

“Does anyone doubt that this is what
hit the boy?" asked Kaye. “And {hat
that man had some reason for wanting
io keep this hidden and blame an inno-
cent. dog instead? Don't forget, le
wanted damages, tool” o

When the justices had given their,
decision, Laurel {urned gratefully to
Kaye. i

“(ase dismissed I"" she gasped. 0Ol
Kaye, you saved Gerry for me!” ¢

“It's not e you must thank,” smiled|
Kaye. “Ii's Brutus. He deserves alh
the crediy!”

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

Another dellghtful story about Kaye:
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THE MISSING PLAYER

LIVE FRENCH, Tourith Form
captain at St. Kit's School, and
her ¢hum, Letty Johnson, liked

J Jess Grant as soon as they
met her.

Jess was an orphan girl, whom a mys-
terious Miss Dalton had befriended and
sent to St. Kit's. Then Miss Dalton

had disappeared.
. All the Fourth Formers liked Jess,
except Stephanie Warner and her

cronies, who said that she was not to
be trusted. Olive and Letty, however,
believed that an unknown cnemy was
ltrying to blacken Jess’ name.

They discovered that Jess had a
double in the village, who was in
league with this unknown enemy,

Then Jess heard from Miss Dalton,
and went off to meet the mystery woman
in Fenleigh. She was to jJoin the
hockey team, of which she was a
member, later, at Trilton College, where
they were to play an important match.

At Trilten, Qlive and the rest of the
team waited for Jess, but she did not
arrive. TFinally, they had to take the
ficld without her; and the teamn were
furious with Jess, for they were onc
player short.

" Letty suggested to Olive that the un.
known enemy might in sowne way be
responsible for Jess' ahsence,

54 MY hat, Letty, suppose you're

right! Suppose in some way
Jess' unknown enciiy has been respoi-
sible for her mot turning up!”

Olive caught in her breath. Her
chum’s startling suggestion had filled
her with consternation. Could it pos-
sibly be true? She frowned anxiously,
then shook her head,

“No, you must be wrong, Letts,” she
told the fat girl, “Jess went to micet
Miss Dalton, Her secret cnemy couldn’t
have stopped her from getiing here.”

Lelty gave an obstinate shake of the
head.

“T don't know so much,” she declared.
“If you ask me—"

But that was as far as she goi, for
from outside the pavilion came au im-
patient shout:

“Buck up, there
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_GAIL
. WESTERN

The rest of the team was waiting to
start the hockey match. With a sigh
Olive picked up her stick. There was
no time now to speculate as to the
reason for Jess’ strange failure to turn
up. But of one thing the Form captain
was certain, g

* Jess hasn't deliberately let us down,”
she declared. “What Cecily said was
all nonsense. Either the bus has broken
down, or else—""

“Are you two going to play, or
aren't you?” demanded an indignant
voice, and there was Cecily Savage, the
St. Kit's left back, gharing at them
through the dressing-room doorway.
“We're going to have a job to beat
them as it is, playing one short, without
waiting until dark.”

Olive and Letty followed her out of
the pavilion. The ecaptain of the home
team met them with a sympathetic
smile. :

“Hard luck, bhaving
short,” she said.

“Thanks,” smiled Olive, “but we'll
try to give you a good game.”

They tossed and, having called in-
correctly, Olive led her tcam on to the
Geld.

“We'll have to play only one hack,”
she said, “Ceeily, will you go forward,
please. And don't lose heart, girls. If
we pull up our socks we'll win yet.”

For the sake of the rest of the teamn
she forced herself to seem cheerful, but
dctually she knew they were up against
a tough proposition. Last term Trilton

to play one

College Lad beaten them five—one, and
then St. Kit's bad had a full

team.

It would mean breaking bounds
to go to the Mimosa Cafe. But

Olive—even though she was

Form captain—did not hesitate.

She was ready to take almost

any risk to help her new friend,
Jess.

= (MM \'\\lmlnﬁum
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The whistle blew and the rival cenire-
forwards bullied off. Olive, gaining
possession of the ball, passed to Ceecily,
but that girl’s mind was not on the
game, She was still angrily thinkiig
about the missing Jess. She muffed the
pass, and like a hawl, the Trilton Col-
lege skipper pounced on the ball and
sped away.

Through the half-backs she dribbled;
the goal loomed before her. Margery
Wilson, the only back, charged forward,
but she was right at the other side.
She could never get there in time.
Thelrc remained only Letty Johnson in

oal.

Wham |

At terrific speed the ball came
hurtling towards her. It struck her
stick, rebounded, and Letty made a des-
perate leap for it. It was a fatal mi~
take. The rival forward knocked it
from under her stick, and before Letty
could regain the goal, the ball had
twanged against the back of the net.

The game wasn't two minutes old, and
already St. Kit’s were a goal down|

But worse was to follow, Dispirited
by this bad start, most of the team woent
to pieces. In vain Olive tried to rally
them, and Letty, in goal, had to play
the game of her life.

Again and again she was bombarded.
From every angle the ball whizzed and
hurtled, The fat girl, puffing like a
grampus, leapt about like a cat on hot
bricks, stopping the ball with her
pn_dl(]cd legs, her gloved hands, and her
stick.

Most of those cannon-hall shots she
prevented from going into the goal, but
not all of them, When half-time rame,
Trilton were winning by three goals to
nil. TIn the pavilion Olive faced the
cthers urgently.

“Buck up, please,” she said. “There's
still time for us to win if only we keep
our heads.”

Cecily, busy sucking a slice of lemon,
toszed her head angrily.

“Well, I like that!” she exelaimed.
“You're the last one who ought to
criticise, Olive French | It's you who're
to blame for this messup. I you
hadn’t been fool enough to pick Jess
(irant &

“That’s not fair!” It was Letty whe
sprang to the Form captain’s defence.
“You've no right to speak like that!”
she cried stormily. )

“T’ll speak Low I like!” was the irate
answer.

*“Qh, no you won't!”
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Like two enemics the two girls faced
each other. Olive, her face white with
diemay, darted between them.

“For goodness’ sake don't let’s
quarrel,” she urged. “Time enough for
the inquest when the game’s over.” Ap-
pealingly sho surveved the rest of the
team. " Let’s try to forget Jess,” she
went on, “Let’s concentrate on oven-
ing-up the score.”

Her words had a pood effect. Clecily
choked back her had temper and, in-
spired by Olive's lea.dershig:, the 8¢,
Kit’s girls took the field with some of
their usnal confidence. ) .

The result was that the forward line
took the initiative. Getting ihe ball,
they clung to it, and Olive, receiving a
line pass from Ceeily, managed to
seofe.

Three—one ! Not so hadl Heartened,
ihey atiacked again, but the 'Trilton
défence was not to be caught napping
a‘sceond time. A hard hit sent tlie ball
oer the half-way line; one of the home
ferwards made o dash for it, and before
either Letty or the solitary back could
do anything she had dribbled it into the
dircle, and there came a delighted shout
from the onlookers.

“Goal 17
“ *Good eld Trilton 1?
¥ Let’s have another |
“'Again Cecily and one or two of the
others lost heart—with disastrous con-
bquonces. Again their rivals scored,
and not conient with five goals, thoy
went on, to hammer in a sixth,

Six—one!| It was the biggest defeat
81, Kit's had ever suffered.

Olive lkept ber head high as she led
her team off the field. Hardly a word
was spolen in the dressing-room. Tt
was almost in silence that they travelled
back in the school coach.

Cecily glared daggers at the Form
raptain, and muttered under her breath.
Bui the rest of the team were too sport-
nz to add to Olive’s discomfiture.
Nevertheless, she knew they held her
responsible for their crushing defeat.

When St. Kit’s was reached, Olive
nodded to her ¢hum.

“Let’s hurry on and see if we can find
what’s become of Jess,” she whispered,
“Pm uneasy about her. I can’t heligve
that she deliberately let us down.”

They made tracks for their study, bnt
Jess was not there. They looked in the
Junior Common-roomn, but that also was
cmpty. Then, in the corridor, they ran
into Lorna Meredith, the popular Sixth
Form prefoct.

Sha  smiled
Formers,

“Hallo, who are yon looking for?*
she asked.

“ess Grant” Olive replied.  “&up.
pose yon haven't scen her, Lorna 2

Rather to her surprise the prefect
nodded.

“Yes, T caw her pop into the wash-
room & minnte or two ago,” she said.
“I rather fancy she’s only just come
back from Fenleigh,”

The chums staved at cach other. They
knew Jess had pone into the village to

at  the two Tourth

meet  Miss  Dalton, her mysterions
benefactress;  but  snrely she hadn't
sEcnt the whaele afternoon there. Surele
she hadn’t forgetten the important

match at Trilton?

With a_word of thanks to Larna,
Olive and Tetty hurried down the
corridor, When they enlered the wash-
room, they saw the new girl standing
beside one of the hasins, drying her
hands. At sight of them, Jess dropped
ber towel and stumbled forward.

“Oh, Olive!” she cried. “I'm
terribly sorry I didn’t turn up, but it
wasn’t my fauli—honestly it wasn’t!”

“Why, what happened?” demanded
the Form captain,
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Jeas’ white cheeks flushed with anger,
and her eyes hardened. : :

“That letter I received was a trick (%
she declared.

“A trick?”

“Yes, it couldn’t have come from
Miss Dalion at all, Tt was my un-
known cnemy who sent it. It was a
deliberate plot to prevent me from
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STEPHANIE'S ACCUSATION

« KNEW it! Y guessed as much®

I It was Letty who spoke;

eagerly she clutched Jess by the
sleeve.

“Tell us exactly what happened, old
scout,” she urged.

“Well, wheu I got to the station there
was 2 saloon car waiting. A chauffeur
was in charge, and he =aid Miss Dalten
had sent him to fetch me. I told him
about the maich and he assured me
there'd be plenty of time to got to
Trilton College. In fact, he promised
to drive me ihere. Of course, I gus-
pected nothing.” ‘

Jess paused, and on tenterhooks her
two _chums waiicd.

“Well 7" breathed Olive,

That
new girl’s eyes as she continued her
startling story. It seemed that, instead
of driving to the house where he had
said Miss Dalton was waiting, the
chauffear had headed for the open
country.

And there, right in the heart of the
marshes, miles from anywhere, he had
pn]lé:d up and pushed Jess out into the
road.

“Before I could get over the shack—
before I could do a thing—the car had

]

gone on,” Jess declared. “I was
stranded, Oh, it was awful! I hadn't
the foggiest idea where I was. It took

me nearly an hour before I met anyone
to give me directions; another f;mn-
befora I got back to Fenleigh. Of
course, it was useless to try o get to
Trilton College then. I knew the match
must be over, so "—her voice broke—
“so I returned to school.”

For a moment or two neither Olive
ror Letiy said anything, Jess mis-
construed their silence.

lint of anger returned to the

“urely you don't blame me for
what happened 1” she gasped. .

“Of course not, you chump. Ii's only
that—"

Olive stopped and they all turmed.
With a crash the door had burst open.
Headed by Cecily, the rest of the
hockey team came surging in.

Cecily gave an angry shout as she saw
Jess standing there.

“Bo this 1s where you're hiding, is
iL?” she eried.  “Well, aren’t you jolly
well ashamed of yourself #¥

Jess’ head went back,

“No, I’'m not,” she answered.
done nothing to be ashamed of.”

Cecily stared incredulously.
could hardly believe her own enrs.

“Well, if that "isn’t the -gilt-edged
limit 1” she panted.  “You deliberatly
let us down, Thanks to you, we'le
disgraced—and yet you don’t blink an
eyelid I Y

Jess flushed indignantly, but belore
she ecould speak Olive stepped forward.

“Not so fast, Cecily,” she ordered.
“VYou're talking a lot of rot. It wasn’t
Jess’ fault she didn't turn up.”

“Oh, then whose was it, pray?”
scoffed the other girl.

“Her unknown enemy’s1”

“Ieér unknown what §*

“Here, whose leg d'you think you're
pulling 92 .

“I say, Olive, this ien’t any joking
matter [

There came a chorus of angry
prolests, but calmly Olive faced the
disgruntled players.

“It  certainly ism’t & joke,” she
agreed. “But it’s true. If you chumpa
will only keep quiet for a jiffy I'll tel)
you exackly what happened.”

Wonderingly the TFourth Formers
rathered around, and so intent were
they on listening to what the Férm-
captain had to say that none of them
heard the door open. Nor did they see
the slim, blonde-haired fgure ~that
slipped into the svash-room.

It was Stephanie Warner. With a
sieering smile on her face she stood
there. Not until Olive had finished did
she speak, then she gave a jeering
laugh. .

“A likely story—I don’t think!” she
commented,

Olive glared ai her.

“Pra

She

Cecily gave an angry shout as she saw Jess with Olive and Letty.
‘“ So this is where you're hiding, Aren’t you ashamed of yourself ? '

She cried.

Jess' head went back,

* No, ’'m not,”” she answered.

“I've done mothing to be ashamed of,”
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“What do you kunow about it?” she
demanded.

Stephanie tossed her licad, i

“More than auy of you think. As it
happens, I was in Feuleigh mvself this
afternoon—in the Mimosa Cafe” she
added, looking poiuledly at Jess.

Jess regarded Ler in bewilderment.

Stephanic grinned maliciously.

“Yos, vou didn't suspect T was sitling
there in the corner, did you!" sho
jeered.

Jesa flushed,

“What do you mean? I wasp't in
any cafe. Why, I didn't even know
there was a cafe called the Mimosa in
Tenleigh. What are you getting at?”

“0h, it's no use you trying to pull the
wool over our eyes. This time you're
for it.” Wiih another toss of her head,
Stephanie whirled round on ihe others.
“ Jess Grant sald she was going to weet
Miss Daltun, didn't she?” she asked.

“That's right!” There came a
series of nods. “ Bub what's that got to
do with the Mimosa Cale?” asked
Cecily Savage,

Stephayic grinned.

“Everything, lor that’s where she's
been all afterncon—lapping up lea and
cakes and listening to the wireless!
That yarn of hers about being lid-
napped is all bunkum, I tell you, I

saw her in the cafe miyself, and with hor -

was & tall, middle-aged woman. I don’t
know whe she was, but I expect she was
this mysterions Miss Dalton we hear su
much about,”

Triwuphauntly S{ephanic gazed
around; in shocked silence the vest of
the Form stood there. Then Jess strode
forward, her face white and furious,

“Ii's not true!” she cried. “I never
saw Afiss Dalton. 1 saw no one but that
rascally chaufleur. I was never iu any

cafe t”
Stephaniz glared. .
“Are you suggesting I'in lelling

lies 7 she demanded.

“No, of course she isu’t!” Tt
Olive who spoke. “You made a wis-
take, that's all,” el said. L was
some other girl you saw.”

“What; do yvou think I dou’t know

Jess when T sce her??
COBut T was never in any cafe! O,
it's uot fair! You've uno right fo say
such things, Stephaniel Just because
vou dislike me. there’s no reason Lo
blacken wmy name like thist”

Hotly Jess defended herself.  So
sincere did she seem that, despite thew-
selves, many of the girls were impres-cd.
Then Letty gave an excited cry.

“Why, 1t's as clear as water!” she
exclaimed. *“OFf course it wasn't Jess
Stephanie saw ! Tt was her double !”

“ Wha-a-at !”

“Yes, her double. The girl whe's in
league willi Jess’ uuknown double; the
girl Olive and I saw the other night !”

There came another startled gasp, but
Letty persisted with her theory.  Olive,
of course, backed her up. To their
retief, their arguments secmed to win
over most of the girls. DBut Stephanic
eontinned to jeer,

“Trust yeu two to make up some varn
to try o clear her!” :he snoried.
“Well, yon don't fool me! T know she's
a disgrace lo 8t. Kit's, and I don't
wean {o have anything to do with lier !”

“Nor me !” quickly added Ivis Watts.

“And T'mi with sou!” chipped in
Creily Savage. Hhe gluvwered at Olive.
“I may as well tell yvou straight, Olive
French, Lhat it's 1o use you picking me
to play hLockey again!  While that
girl plays "—contemiptuously she looked
across at Jess—“I refuse to turn oul,
and that's flat |”

And, picking up her sports bag. she
stamped out of the wash-rcom. With
her weut Stephanie, Iris Watts, and onc
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or iwo of the other girls. Those who
retnained stood as if petrified. As fer
Olive, she was white with dismay.

A split ir the Fourth! What a fiue
Legioning to hier career as [orin captain
—the carecr to which, ouly a few days
Lefore, she had bewn so eagerly, so
proudly looking forward!

Jess, though grim and angry, gave a
cry of concern as she saw her chum’s
distress.

“It’'s a shame |” she eried. “‘Whatever
the girls think of ine, they've no right
to treat Olive like this! They ought at
least to be loyal to their captain!”

“Hear, hear !” 3

There came a murmur of approval.
It was at least consoling to the chums
to know that the bulk of the Form was
on_their side.

Olive smothered a sigh,

“Well, it’s no use standing here,” she
said. “Come on! Let's go to our
sludy.”

As Jess and Letty followed her along
the corridor Olive's face was marred by
a deep frown. Once they were in the
privacy of their own room she swung
round on her chum.

“All this mystery’s got to end!” she
declared. “There’ll be no peace for
Jess, for me, for anyone umtil we've
unmasked that  wretched unknown
cpemy

“You're right I” agreed Jess.

“But how are we going to do that?”
asled Letty.

Olive shook her head, and, flopping
down into the ncarest chair, she thought
hard, Ior some minutes there was
silence in the study. Suddenly Olive
jumped to her foet, her eyes gleaming.

“Got it ! she cried. ‘

Eagerly the other two regarded her.

“You mean you know how {o get on
the track of that anonymous letter-
writer 7 asked Letty. -

Olive nodded.

“Yes—at least, I know how to find
out who Jess' double is, and that’s just
as vital. The key to the mystery lies
in the Mimosa Cafe.”

_"“Of course ! exclaimed Jess, her eyes
lighting up. “They’ll be able to prove
that it was my double Btephanie saw!
Why, they may even know all about her
—where she lives and everything !”

Excited, they stood there, then Letty
made a grab for her hat.

“Come on! Let's go!” she urged.

But Olive pointed 7o the clock on the
mantelshelF, .

- 'Fraid it’s impossible to-night,” she
said. “ Look at the time!l We'd never
oot back in time for roll-call.”

“But we must follow up this clue
while it's hot!” protested the fat girl.
“To-morrow’s HBunday. and the cafe
will be closed; and by Monday the folks

there may have forgotten all about
Jess” double.  We must go to-night,
Olive. We can’t afford to let this

chance &lip by 1”

“That's true.” Olive nodded. Sud-
denly a reckless gleam crept into her
cves, " There’s only one thing for it.
We must sueak down into the willage
the moment the register’s been called.”

“ You wmean, break bounds?

“Yes, The Mimosa keeps open late.
Tiey always have a dance on Salurday
tights, and if we go on our bikes wo
should be back here zcon after bed-
time.”

“But suppose our abserce was dis-
covered I asked  Jess. Y Noj it's too
risky, and it’s not fair that you two
should geb into trouble. Let me go on
my own.”

“Rubbish I  snorted Lettg.
don’t know whero the cafc is. It would
take vou ages to find it. No; I vote
we all go.”” 8lie looked around eagerly.
“Is it agreed ¥ she asked.

“You

Silently Olive and Jess nodded, and
so it was settled.

AT THE MIMOSA CAFE

FTER roli-call the Yourth Form
ai St. Kit's had supper, then
thecy were allowed an hour's
free time before going to bed.

Under Miss Bramleigh's new regime
there was little supervision, the girls
going to bed on their own, and the
lights being turned out by mecans of a
waster switeh downstairs ;

8o Olive & Co. had little fear of being
caught. Even if they did not get back
to school until after lights out, they
could easily steal upstairs unobscrved.

Jess was the only one who had any
qualmsz. But it was not for herself she
worried. It was Olive’s fulure she was
apprehensive about. As Form captain,
Olive’s offence would be regarded as
serious if it were discovered.

However, realising that her chums
wereg determined lo sccompany her, Jess
kept her fears to herself, and the
moment Miss Charters had called the
rell, they hurried upetairs and donnedl.
their hats and raincoats.

In the dormitory they waited ualil
ihe supper bell rang; then, knowing
that the coast would be clear, they
slipped downstairs and went hurrying
across the quad to_the ecycle-shed. It
was locked, but, as Form captain, Olive
had a key. As she opened the deor she
turned to Jess, .

“You'd better borrow Molly’s bike,”
she said.

Molly Barker was one of her
staunchest supporters, so Olive koew she
would not mind the liberty, i

Jess nodded, and, wheeling out their
machines, they mervously approached
the lodge gates, They were closed, and,
to their dismay, locked.

“0Oh erumbs! That’s torn it!” ex-
ciaimed Olive. “W¢c'll have to try to
¢lip through the side gate.”

But that meant passing right by the
lodge, and Bilkins, the porter, had ears
like a lynx. To make matters worse,
the side gate squeaked horribly.

On tiptoe, they glided their cycles
along the winding gravel path. And
then suddenly they heard the sound of
a car approaching, quickly followed by
the toot of a Lorn

Somecone was at the main gates, wait-
ing 1o be admitted. Olive peered over
the bushes, then she gave a siartled
gasp.

“It's Brammy herself—quick, hide!”

With frantic haste, they dragged
their bikes amongst the shrubbery and
themszelves crouched down. And only
just in time, for the lodge door opened
nud the lanky fisure of the porter
loormed into view.

Mive & Co. held their brealh as he
sivode towards them, a bunch of keys
jangling in on> hand. But e had no
-uspicion of anything wrong, but went
lrrying along dewn the main drive.

A ‘moment later the Fourth Formers
licard a clang as the main gates were
opened, then (hey lheard the head-

‘meistress_talking 1o the perles.  Olive
nodded 1o the others. .
“YFollow me!?  she  whispered.

“ Now’s our chanve, but for goodness®
sake don't make a sound!”
Hardly danng to  breathe, thoy
picked up (heir machines and stole to-
wards the little side gate.  Only &
single live of shrubs separated them
trom the Head's car, Would Miss
Bramleizh see them? Would the
porter’s sharp ears hear the squeak as
the side gale was opened?
The suspensc was agonising, but luck
was with thent. Just as Olive gingerly
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reached out n hand to open the gate
there cawe the roar of an engine. Miss
Bramleigh was driving an. The sudden
noise  drowned any scund the gate
made, and gulping their relief, Olive &
Ceo. gained the rvoad, jumped iuto the
raddles, and rode off.

The night was piteh ‘Llack. but rheve
was quite a strong brecze bLlowing, so
the givls knew there was no chance of
becoming  fog-bound. That was the
one thing they feared when riding
through the marshes.

Fenleigh was quickly reached, and,
leaving their cycles pavked in the
ancient market place, they set cut for
the Mimosa Cafe.  Originally it had
been quite a small place, but recently
a luxurious ball-room had Leen added
on_at the back.

Eagerly they
and cnteved.

The cale itself was empty, but fiom
the adjoining ball-rcom came ihe
sound of laughter and the lively
strains of a dance band. As they seated
themselves at one of the tables, ecach of
which was set in an alcove formed by
quaint Japanese screeny, a waitress,
dressed in Oriental style, approached
on slippered feet.

“What can I get you':”
Theu she stopped, staring at Joss,
seemingly puzzled by the ordinary
clothes sho was wearing. *~ Why, miss,
aren’'t you attending the dance?” she
askod,

Jess gaped, utterly at a loss.

“Dance ?” she echeed.

The waitress nodded.

“This afternoen you seemed so keen
on it. I hope nothing's happened to
make you change your mind. It's
going to be a very jolly afair.”

Jess and Letty still locked bc‘.'\fildered,

pushed open the door

she asked.

but Olive, quicker-witted than them,
mstantly rcalised the truth. The
waitress had mistaken Jess for that

girl’s mystery double !

Swiftly the Torin captain decided how
to turn this mistake to their advan-
tage. Smiling up ~t the waitress, she
shook her head.

“Ch, no, she hasn't changed her
mind,” she said. “She’ll join in the
fun later on. But first we want to have
a quiet chat together. You see, we
can't stay long.” .

The waitress nodded
ally.

“That's a pity, miss. I'm sure you'd
enjoy it. It's a gala night to-night,
you know.”

She took their order for toasied buns
and coffee, and when she had departed
Jess and Letiy looked across the table
in bewilderment.

“Whai's the giddy idea—pulling her
leg like that?” demanded the fat girl.

Olive grinned.

“Don't you see, you chump, she mis-
took Jess for her own double,” she ex-
plained.

* Ph-cew 17

sympathetic-

Letty gave an excited whistle, but
Jess still looked puzzled.

“Bul why did you Jet her go on
thinking I'm  the other girl?” she

asked.  “ Suvely it wonld have lieen
best to have lold her of her mistake ?

But Olive shook her head.

“I thought of that, then a better idea
occurred to me. Don't you realise that
this mystery girl is expected at the
dance to-night? All we have to do is
to siti tight uniil she shows up.”

The other two girls eyed her in
admiration. Thanks {0 the Form cap-

- tain’s quick wits, soon they would find

themselves face to face with Joss
double.
At that moment there came the

rattle of crockery; the friendly waitress
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ALLO, EVERYBODY !—This
£ is vour Penelope here, feeling
: merry and bright as ever
: —hun rather busy.

: ' You sce, I have a glove-knitring
T crage on,

H Do you have crazes, too? '
Doguite sare you do.  One fime it's

skipping in cvery spare moment. and
ancthor thne it might even he darn-
i ing your stockings. (Though, on
: second thoughts, perhaps that isn'i

. a very likely one—even if wmother
» should wish it were!)

ol T sometimes get a mending aitack.
: when I gather together all my

i stockings and undies. and start sew-
ing on buttons and ribbons, and
: repairing ladders with great gusto,
But—I'm afraid it deesn’t last very

i long. o ]
: This  Lknirting craze is slightly
1 different.

It all started with the very eold
weather, when I lost two precious
pairs of gloves in one week,

And a= I =imply ecouldn’t spare the
cash to buy myself a “posh ¥ new
pair, I knitted =ome instead.

QAY QLOVES

I made one pair in vivid green,
and was so pleased with them, T
decided to make another in
magenta red,

The green I have been wearing
with my brown coat, and the red
ones with my wnavy. Jolly warm
they are, too.

Then some of my friends started
to admive these gloves. (I think it
was the gay colours that took their
fancy.) So mmpetuously I promised
to knit threz friends a pair cach.

One pair ia in very thick wool,
without any fingers, for a chum
who's off to the winter sports in
Switzerland, the lucky thing!

The ether pair is in navy 3-ply
wool, and the thivd is leman yellow,
very fine, in 2-ply.

was returning, carrying a tray. As she
set out the cups and plates, she smiled
apologotically across at Jess.

“There’s been a telephone call for
you, miss,” she said.  “Sorry, but I
¢lean forgot all about it until just this
minute.”

“A telephone call 1" gasped Jess, her
heart  giving a  leap.  “Whe—who
from?”

The watlress shook ker head.

*“8he didn’t give her name, miss, but
I recognised her voice. It was that
friend of yours. You know, the one at

St. Kit's School I”
Olive & Co. exchanged excited
AN

Cheery Chatter and Help-
ful Hints by Penclope

I've  finished  the  winter  sports
gioves—which look sweet and enddly,
just like o baby’s—and now I'm on ¢
the last finger of the navy gloves, 1

That leaves arly the lemon ones
to make.  But I shall Tave te hurry,
for miv own will be wearing oul, and

shall have (o knit myself 4 new
puir very soou, I'm thinking !

Unless we have a heat-wave hefore
then !

CRISP BISCUITS

Are vou all very fond of hiscults
i your home? T know T adore !
them—especially  ginger  bisenits, *
And the Cl‘ih]n('l' lh(-_v are, the more |
delicious,  But very often the last
few  biseuits do become a hit sofr,
even when they are kept in iin-,
don’t they?

S0 next time vou hear mother ¢
wondering why 1his should happen,
tell her noi to worry, for you have
a solution,

If she "pops two lumps of sugar
in the tin with the biseuits they will
keep  their freshness and erispness
right to the end. .

It's so sim- @
ple, yet it does :
work !

VERY CHEERY

How do  you
like the little
peil - wipers - in
ihe pieture 7
) Aven't they :
just the very thing to fake to school,
to cheer up your desk until the
sunny days arg here again?

To wmake them, yvou should cuf a
picee of cardboard about 3 inches
square.  Then ent some pieces of
material the satne size.

Place them on top of ihe card-
board, and sew right through themn
and the cardboard.

_Now sce if you have any of those
little  robins or snow-habies over
from the Christmas decorations, and
stitch one of them ta the top layer
of material.

They'll look so cheery.

Good-bye until next week !

Your own,
PENELOPE

glances. This was news indeed! For
who else could be the person who had
telephoned but Jess' unknown enemy?

Tingling from hecad to foot, Jess
leaned forward.

“What did she say?” she asked
cagerly. "“Did she leave a message?”

To her dismay, the waitress again
shook her head.

“No, miss, But she said she'd ring
again—round about half-past eight.
The call will come through in here, so
if you hear the bell, would you mind
answering it yourself? I'm awfully
busy in the ball-room, you know.”

“Oh, that’s all right! I'll see to it!* .
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Jess said quickly; and when the
wailress had gone, she gazed trium-
phantly across at her chnms. “ Well,
of all the luck!” she exclaimed.
. “Why, if only I can trick my unknown
ouemy into thinking Ui my double——
golly, thcrcs no telling what I mayn’t
learn |”

“Only hope your giddy double doesn’t
turn up and spoil things, that’s all!”
grunted Letty, as she helped herself
to the buttered buns. “It's only just
cight now.”

Olive smiled, despite the tension, as
she watched ler stout chum getting
through all the tuck. Letty didn’t
mean to allow these startling develop-
ments of the mystery to interfere with
her appetite,

But Jess’ anxious,
how worried she was.
gotten that they
broken bounds, .8he and Letty would
be punished if they were caught. But
for Olive—— :: Jess went cold as she
thought what _might happen to the
Form captain, who was supposed to set
an example™to dhe rest of the Form.
Lven: ?}ugh Odive was breaking the
rules (only for.the sake of her chum,
Miss Bramleigh would hardly be likely
to accept that as an cxeuse.

“QOh, Olive,” Jess whispered. “We
mustn’t be,. svon by anyone from 8t
Kit's, whatever happens. I can't allow
you to get into treuble for my sake.”

“Tesh!”  laughed Olive.  *“We'll
soon be clearing up all this mystery,
and then there’ll be no more “trouble for
us to, get into, Just wait until that
phone, % ball riugs, then we'll [md out who
18 hehmd everything.”

On - tenterhooks |, they “atehed and
waited. “:Every . timo~ the door. bell
tinkled  they turned in alarm, fearful
lesk , it should T the mystery girl
urriving -on the seenc.

But “there came no sign of Jess'
double, and gradually the big hand of
the c!ock on tho wall crept round to
half-past eight. Then, suddcnlv—-

Tr-iiii-ing ! -

TI:o phgue !m}l‘ s

Excitedly Olive grabbed Jess by the
arn.

STere it il

pale face showed
She had not for-
had deliberately

sho exclaimed. “ Now
its, up. to you! Best of luck!”

Her face Aushed, ber eyes sparkling,
umpe(l to her feet and crossed to
lephone cabinet at the Lack of the

Olne and Letty were just as
excited as she was, and they caught in
their ‘hrcath as she dizappeared into the
('abme-t and’ picked up the receiver.

“@h erumbs! But will she be able
to do' it?"” Letty gasped, mopping at
her .p]ump hot cheeks. ™And if she
does——what']] she learn? = What—"

8he broke off, for Qlive had suddenly
given her an agitated nudge. Looking
round; she saw that the Form captain
had stiffened and was gazing in horror
across to the deorway.

A slim figure stood on the pavement,
paying off a taxi-man, the figure of a
girl who wore an ﬂpmm\e camel-
liair, éoat over her dance frock.

’Ihmugh the glass window of the
door the chums could see her c!earlv,
and 'instantly they recoghnised her.

It was Jess' double, and only too obyi-
ously she was aboul to enter the cafe.
Even more alarming, on her way to the
ball-rcom she would have Lo pass right
by the phone cabinet. And that meant
that she could not fail to sce the real
Jess!

Further exciting chapters of this grand
school-and-m utery garial follow in next
Fridéy"s QIRLS’CRYSTAL. Order your
copy early, so as to make sure you don’t
miss this bumper number.

THE GIRL WHO HAUNTED
GREY GABLES
(Continued from page 396.)

A curions expression crossed  his
freckled fa.ce.-

1 say—you've cut yourself !”

“Just a suutch " said Norwa hastily,
her heart missing a beat. “If's
nothing.”

* Looks more than a secratch to me,’
said Gierald, indicating the stain that
had crept through the bandage. “You
must be carveful, vou know. Can't have
you gettmo blood- -poisoning bcfom the
concert 1" :

Norma langhed a trifle dnst(ad;l\ as
she commenced to mount ihe steps -

“I’s a funny thing.” said Gerald,

“but’ I met another girl last night
who'd hurt herself rather badly. "1
tell you about it some time. It's a queer
Lusiness altogether.”

Norma glanced at
face suddenly pale. B

“What—what do you mean?”
asked daringly. :

Gerald shrugged.

“You'll never guess XQLi know our
family spook—the- 1rhunlc:nr that's heen

him swiftly, her

she

causing so much trouble round here.
- Well, I've discovered thal it's a girl!
And, what’s more, she's got some

grudge against our iﬂn‘n!\

“Grudge " whispered \omm

Gerald nodded, Liis eyes darkening:

“Bhe told a strange story—I hardly
know what to make of it. She gave me
1h(- slip before I could question her—
but T've got a bit of a clue I wean to
follow up. It’s a cap—a scaman’s cap
—aud there was a message hidden in
the lining—— I say. Norma, look out !”

Tor, wilh a violeut starr, Norma re-
leased her hold.on.the steps, and would
have fallen if Gerald had not gnhlvud
her arm.

SBomething fell from lier pocl\ct slip-
ping to the ground: it was tho haudker-
cliief Gerald had lent her the previous

dax, bur for the momem wnhm w:tlcut!
it.

There came an uumgm(*iuul llilcl‘l‘up—
tion. :

A footman burst into the hall, his
fuce ghastly white,

“Master  Gerald ! he  exclaiined.
“Thank  goodness \ou'uv Lere. Irs.
Moerrivale  is  out—and  something

dreadful has happencd. That phal-mm
figure has been round here, and it's
broken into Murs. Merrivale's room aud
stolen Ler jewel-box 1V
A stifled, incredulons cry  escaped
Norma's llps. Gerald sprur round, his
eyez {lashing.
“What's that?
say? Are you sure?
The footman nodded distractedly
“Ono of the maids saw it—ereeping
d about five minutes ago.
She was too scmed to give the alarm.
I wish you'd come, Master Gelald 1»
“You bet I'll come!” =1w.pped
Gerald. *“*Wait here, Nora He
broke off, stooping to pick up something

Tlm Pllantom you

“that lay on the stﬂgp

It was a man’s handkerchief, slightly
stained and crumpled.
. A startled expression flashed into

Coerald's eves as he glanced ar Norma.

“(Great Scott” he exclaimed. “This
is my lnndl\elchmf—tho handkerchicf
1 lent io the 'Phantom 1"

Will Qerald guess that Norma is the
Phantom? And will she be blamed
for the mysterious theft of Mrs. Merri-
vale’s jewels 7 See next Friday's ex-
citing chapters.

- been w ell

THE GULDEN FINGER-
PRINT '

(Continued from page 400.)

Cold with horior, the .iwo girls
watched as the gilded hand closed
on Eva’s drawing.

Then came a strange and bizarre
unouuptmn

From its high pedestal that over

' “shadowed the alcove leaped the sheeted

hgmc of the goddess, Bast.
“(iot you, you scoundrel!" mpprd a
voier.

Noel Raymond flung off the shéet
that cnveloped him, and smm(i“thu
gilded hand of the supposed mummimy.

There was” a desperate struggle, and
a dishevelled figure was dragged H‘mp
a dark cavily at the vear of I.lm mumm\.
case. b

It was assistant
curator !

“I thought as much!" snapped l\oe

“ Sanders !V

Into the roam raced the ternpmaw

“watchman "—a _police officer in dis-»
guise,” A pair of handeuffs snapped on
llu\ struggling scoundlel 5 wrists,

“Pake him away !” :a.xd Noel grimly.
“He's the fellow yon've been looking
for—the man responsible for the thefts
at the Lanhurst Museum. He's been
trying ou his old dodge here—substitnt-
ing worthless fakes for valuable curios.

1 think vou will find there's a secret
door in ihe back of the mummy case,
That's how the rascal came and went.”

Julie fouml.}mr voice, her face pale
an(l bewildered.

*Then—then, Lucille——"

* Lucille was helpmg her fat‘hes o
prové  hig inmocence,” replied Noel
gun‘('h “She 1s helc no“——to ex-
plain.’

Lucille stepped mfo the room. a
trace of tears in her dark eyes.

“Julie——" she faltered. ‘

Julie darted towards her, grabbing
the other girl's hands in hers.

* Lucille, will you—ean you ever
give me " she choked,

"I thinlk,” =aid Noel, with a smile,

‘that that question is answered.  eteh
vour other chums along, Julie, and you

My, Lucas, the

for-

can all complete your drawings (o-

gether There is nothing more fo fear

from lhg terror of the muscwm,™
FEW davs later Nocl heavd the

result of the compelition. Pro-
fezzor Stanley's first prize of o hundred
pounds had gone to Lucille. for ihe
drawing showing the greatest appreciat-
tion of Egyptian art Tva  coane
second, and Julie third. :

It was Julie who wrote—~her
bubbling over with enklmamtlu

“ Lueill ¢ deserves it,” she declared.
“And we're all happ} nou—tlmnks to
vou, Mr. Raywond!”

Nocl smiled as he slipped the letter
into the file that contained mementoes
of his most intriguing cases.

He had missed the train he had been
going to catch back to town, but it had
worth it. For an innocent
man's name had been eleared, aud, in-
deed, Professor Stanley had insisted on
Cartcr accepting the post as assistant
curafor at the museum.

“Thauk: to that scoundrel leaving a
gili finger-print on the drawing;”
tnourrht Noel. * Another mlmlnal who-

made just one fatal sllp
END OF TS WEEK'S STORY.

MYSTERY AT THE SNOWBOUND
HOUSE —that is the title of next Friday's
thrilling detective story. Don't miss it!
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