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' NN, please do your best. Do make Rick
come to the party. You know it’s no
good my asking him. He'd just refuse.”

Vance Gower spoke anxiously, almost plead-
ingly, as he faced Ann Sutton in the Lodge of

Sutton's Stables. And Ann, looking back at

him, smiled,

“I'll do my best, Vance,” she assured him,

“Rick isn’'t really as surly as you think, you

know. He's just a bit—well, reserved, because

: you haven't been here long, perhaps.”

“The chap doesn't like me,” Vance insisted.

: “And you know it, Ann, though you're sticking

: up for him.
: little sigh,

I wish he did.,” he added, with a
“because he can’t possibly know

i how much I think of him. Do your best, Ann,

i won't you?”

i liked Vance Gower,
: thoughtful,

I young 3
: with such silent hostility?

She certainly would. She
always so courteous, so
She echoed Vance's
wish with all her heart. But she was so per-
plexed. Why was 1t that Rick Oakley, her
partner in the stables, treated Vance

Ann promised.

50 generous.

It was odd, looked at from any point of
view. For Rick had known and liked Vance's
Uncle Stephen, who had sent Vance along to
the stables. Rick's pet enthusiasm in the

: stables at the moment was Fancy Lad, the fine
: hunter which belonged to Stephen Gower, and
: which he was training for the Hertfield Handi-

which was to take place in a fortnight's
Yet there was no doubt that Rick did
like Vance Gower, and. being Rick, had
taken no trouble at all to conceal that dislike.
“I'm throwing the party because I want to
get to know everybody,” Vance went on.

“You'll have most of your riding school clients

at Hertfield.

here this afternoon, won't you? Please invite :
them all. Tingley's, the caterers, are seeing to :
the food, you know, and they've promised me. :
a good show. We’'ll use the big barn behind :
the stables, if you don't mind. But we've :
already discussed that. haven't we? Ann, what :
does Rick think of Fancy Lad's chances? He :
won't tell me a thing.” H

“Oh, Rick’s as keen as mustard, He thinks ;
the horse will win easily.” 3

“It'll be a good thing for your stables, won't :
it?” Vance asked. t

“I'll say.” Ann dimpled enthusiastically. :
“It's the one big honour Sutton’s haven't :
claimed yet—the training of a winner for the :
Hertfield Handicap. And it will win—IiI Rick :
says s0,” she added, with confidence. :

He nodded and smiled: Then as the maid :
came along to tell him that Tingley's men :
had arrived, he hurried offl to make the neces- :
sary arrangements for his party. = :

she

Ann watchad him go. A nice- boy,
thought. But why—oh, why, was Rick so
antagonistic towards him? There was no

reason that she could think of. As far as she :
knew Rick and Vance had never met until the :
latter's arrival at the stables the day before :
yvesterday. Then he had strolled in saying that :
he had taken a room in the village, and would !
be keeping an eye on uncle’s horse until the :
day of the race. i
Rick bhad known Vance's uncle, however, :
when he had lived with his old father at Flat- :
lands Farm, just the other side of Wildwood.
And Rick had liked the uncle—and the uncle's
father. Then why did he not like Vance?
Ann shook her head. She must certainly
tackle Rick about it, she thought. Shed, do
50 _as soon as he arrived back from the market



Mea%tliﬁeonpmmm i%:wVanoel
early gfumoon the riding school g l&nﬁ
to arrive, and one and all wuo de
being invited. Half an hour
commence Oakley

“What goes on in the big barn, Miss Ann?"
he asked, as he unharnessed his favourite
horse, Black Ben.

Ann wld him. His brows came together.

‘Mgster Vance is having a party,” he said

?_”Oh' You gave him permission,
“Rick, of course. He's invited you, too.”
At once Rick shook his head.
“1 prefer not to go, Miss Ann. I have work

“Well, haven't we all?” Ann looked at him.

my ty—
would you have hld Wor ?P"
He looked at her mcm
“Yo.\:“mm‘. else _ nglet‘hz e
come {fore your
'hhes. But thls—-t.h.is is different.”
Ann looked at him. “Rick,
t the truth. It's different, because you
don't like Vance Gower?"
Rick coloured a Ilittle. his clear eyes,
unfaltering and t.ead.(a.st stared at. her.
o | ha_;e no cause ike him, Miss

He shook his head.
“1 have reasons,

“But what on earth has he done to you?”

] i
“Rick!” For the first time Ann found her
This was so unltk

Ann."

but you would

,o Il

"wu.hout rau""

“] am afraid so.”

“Rick !"+ She fought back the little surge
of crossness she felt growing. “Rick, please
listen. I can't go to the put¥ wn.hout. wyou
You're my partner, don’t
accepted Vance's nncles order t.mln his
horse, we to win with lt Vance is
here as his uncle’s representative, and it would
be positively rude to turn down his invitation.
Don't you see that, Rick? You've got to
come to the party—for the sake of the stables.”

He stared at her, the colour mounting under
et s o The e T B St o S

t it was on P O argue.
But lsng could also see that he realised she
earnest.

“You mean, ymlaskme!.og|o.lliu)\nn°'

ha 1
he could not hide the flicker of dlst.a.m.e which
crossed his features. “I will be ready as soon

as I have stabled Black Ben,” he ded, and
wn.h that led the horse away

He was as good as his .Halfnnhour
later when Ann, happy again and dressed in

her nicest n.ftemoon frocl: came down f[rom
her room, found him waiting in the sit-
ting-room of the Lodge, carefully changed out
of riding breeches into a blue, wen-cut. suit,
which seemed to make him more towering an
gigantic than ever.

Ann laughed at. mm as she saw the admira-
tlon in hls own

“How do I loul: Rick?" she asked.

“As always, Miss Ann—lovely. But this
afternoon I think a little more lovely than

someness of the compnme. t.
wear a dress,

There was a cheer when they walked into
the bl: ‘nn.rn toeethu where two dozen other
guests had congregated, and where Vance

not,

AGowers party was in full Vauce hiw-
self came uml M o
ol By m Foe Aier. oom“malfx?&
Y. 5 c! e
to. my table——"
Blcfk uld have drawn hack. but Anu urged
They arrived at.Vance’s table. Tea was
ured, cakes handed to them But Ann

oticed 'that Rick drank nothing, and made
no attempt to eat.

“0Old man, you'll starve,” Vance laughed.
“You work hard, you mow s0 you ought to
eat, which reminds me. tells me you
think Fancy Lad has a goodcha.noe———

t'éthlnkhehasthcbemchance Rick sald
stily.
m;e\ndhedosed his lips as though that ended
con v
Vance flushed. Ann could see that he felt
snubbed, and a.nln she was with Rick.

was glad
Tony Al.len hnd

mmmnp lﬁ'
disapproval

e S
ance,
t be honoured.

saw in Rick's

t.hz fancied champion of the
hmdlcap in action, they all swarmed
out into the stable-yvard. And Vance, rushing
to Fancy Lad’s stable, pulled at the door.

'l'hen he stopped.

x “Ann, the door locked Have you got the
ei’

“Locked?" cried Ann.

She bit her lip. It was not the habit at
Sutton’s to lock stable doors during the day-
time, but Fancy Lad's stall was certalni
locked. And that meant, of course, thnt
only Rick could have locked it.

“Rick must hav: done it for some reason,”
she said.

“But where's the key?”

“Rick's got it.

“Then where’s Rick?"

A little silence fell. Again Ann felt that
sense of annoyance against Rick. Really,
Rick had no right to play this trick without
tellin, htr But loyalty to Rick was her first
consideration, and she was desperately sirug-
gling to find an excuse in his favour when
there mme a sudden cry Imm Dick Lacey.

“There he is!”

There Rick was—a sturdy, rock-like figure
mounted on Black Ben. He had !nnfed
Ann noticed, again from his lounge suit
his riding clot.hes

Rick !” she ca
He heard, and slowly he came towards the

group.

“Yes. Miss Ann?” he asked ?meuy.

“Rick. have you the Fancy Lad's
stall? to take the horse

Eg

Vance questioned.

Master Vance
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for a gallop. So will you unlock the door,
please?”

She was amazed and humiliated when she
saw Rick’s reaciion to that request. She saw
the look he threw at Vance Gower. Then he
braced himself.

“I am sorry, Miss Ann,"” he answered quietly,
“but that I cannot do. Fancy Lad was en-
trusted to me for my care and for my train-
ing. No one except myself may gallop Fancy

“But, dash it all, man, I'm the owners

!ﬁgpfew' Vance protested. “Look here,
ck——" -

“My answer 15 stm t.he same,” Rick said
s ¥, him. “While that horse
is in my ds. oné I shall ride him. That

is all,” he added sti

And while everyone gasped in surprise, and
Ann stood rooted in sudden fury and shame,
Rick turned Black Ben's head and went trot-
ting towards the stable gates.

THE FEUD GROWS

“RICK!" Ann shouted angrily.
But. Rick did not turn this

through, then,
u.;ﬁ:n y)Blzu:k Ben into & canter,

disappeared.
There was a murmur from
the crowd-—a murmur of sur-
prise, of resentment. There
E3het, S el Smpatny in' e Soots The
an uch sympathy in the lool e
others threw at him.

“Ann, what on earth is the matter with the _

chap?” Vance asked.

~I—I'm terribly sorry,” Ann stumbled.

'Oh, please don’t be!™ he said swifr.ly. “It's
not your fault. But"—he laughed—*"I don't
know beats me. He seems to take him-
self much too seriously, if you ask me.’

Ann did not answer. She had always
thought she understood Rick as no one else
did. But now he puzzled her. Annoyed her,

did so hate to feel annoyed with

too—and
Rick—the truest, and most loyal comrade she-

had ever known.

should he treat Vance Gower like this?
Why lock up the horse that his uncie owned—
even if the uncle had deputed Rick to train
and manage the horse? It was all so absurd.

“He—he’s a funny boy,” she said now. “But
I'm sure he's got some reason for it. Any-
way,"” she said brightly. turning the conver-
sation. “Don’t let's be done out of our gallop
] I lend you Firebrand, Vance?”

ce accepted the loan. In the zest and
anjoyment. of the gallop which ensued, Rick's
behaviour was forgotten. He was not in the
stable when they returned, nor when the
ests finally said gnod-hye and went home,
ance Gower among them.

Not until dusk did Rick come in, and then
he set about his usual evening work. When
it was finished, and the horses were watered,
fed, and stabled for the night, Ann
approached him.
~Rick, just what is the matter with you?"
“No! Ann.”

“But—but why did you lock Fancy Lad's
stable and refuse to hand over the key?"

“Because, as I sald, Fancy Lad is my re-
sponsibility, Miss Ann The owner has left
him in my chm'ge

“But, B.tck you're not to ett.in that Vance
is the owner's nephew? r hasn't
said that Vance shouldn’t rlde hlm o

“No,” Rick admitted. “Mr. Gower has not
even mentioned his nephew. And until he
does, until Mr. Gower says that Vance. may
ride the horse, Fancy Lad is in my care only.

Ann saw, from the dogged line of his jaw,
that it wnum be no good pursuing the argu-
ment. She wanted Yo pursue it, but she was

GiRLs' BRVB.TAI.—QQ-II-“'

" come to the stables too often.

afraid now of her owin feelings—afraid of that
vexation found r g, and which might
if she allow it

With difficulty she
stifled her feel

But at supper, for the first time, there was

restraint between t And.s later, when

went to her own room, she was more
rried than she cared to admit.

Oh, what was wrong with Rick Oakley?
W had he made such a dead set against
such a pleasant and likeable fellow as Vance
Gower?

In the morning just after breakfast she. re-
ceived a visit from Vance himself. He was
looklng very concerned.

a word with uncle on the phone last
night,” he said. "I didn’t mention, of course,
that. there'd been any upset at the stables, but
I did ask him if he minded my riding Fancy
Lad. And, of course, he sald I could.”

“Well, Vance, you know I don't object,”
Ann said at once.

“No, but Rick dogs.” His browa eo t.ecl
“It makes it ds.shed awkward,
queer chap he is! Why does he dlsilke me
850?

“He hasn't sald he dislikes you,” Ann de-
tended at once,

“No; but he's shown it preity plamir Do
you think he's Jealous or anything?

“What has he to be jealous of?"

“Oh, I don't know! Perhaps because I
Perhaps—I
don't know—perhaps becduse the clients seem
to like me. It's a pity,” he added ruefully,
“because I really would like to be pals with

the chap He could teach me such a lot
about horsas while I'm here. , can't you
try to persuade him? It would be so jolly

if the three of us could hit it oﬂ together.”

Ann thought for a moment, all her own feel-
ings echoing the wish.

“Let's BO ACross the yard and have a word
with him,” she suggested.

But Rick was not to be found. Dick Lacey
and a few others had appeared for an carly
morning canter. But they all shook ir
heads when Ann asked lf they had seen Rick.

“No,” saild Dick. That's odd, isn't it?
He's usual!y around about this time——"
paused, not missing the shadow that crossed
Ann’s face. “Ann, there's nothing the matter
with him, is there?”

“What should be the matter?” Ann ques-
tioned, with a sharpness she did not intend.

“Nothing. But—well, he's been a bit weird
just lately. Look at yesterday afternoon, for
instance. He was like a spectre of gloom at
Vance’s  party. And—I say——" Dick
whistled suddenly. “Has somebody taken
Fancy Lad away? His stable door's open.”

Both Ann and Vance whipped round to-
fether and for a moment they stood staring
n surprtse at the door now creaking in the

Then, with a frown, Vance ran to-
wards the stable. He peered in.

“It's right enough.” he saild. ‘Fancs Lad
is out. Gosh, you don't think Rick

“No,” Ann said at once. “It—Iit must be
Jim, the groom. Rick would have mentioned
that he was going to take out Fancy if
he intended to do so. Anyway, wb.nt abolit a
canter across the common, peopie

They were all keen on the tdea. Again
Ann lent Firebrand to Vance, and, saddled
up, they trotted out of the stables in' a string.

they did so Vance pulled up with a start.

“Well just look at that!™” he suddenly cried.
“W;l;,o said that Rick hadn’t taken Fancy Lad
out?”

Ann stared. her heart once again engulfed
in dismay. For there was Rick, riding the
magnificent chestnut hunter which was Lis
present pride and joy. He was ciding to-
wards the other entrance to the stables—and,

" as usual, riding superbly. He saw them, hall-

raised his hand in salute, and then galloped
on.
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“l say, that’s a bit thick,” Vance said in-
dignan Here am I, having to borrow a
mount when my own—or Jny uncle’s—is being
tried out by .someone else! Come on, Ann,

I'm going back into the stable to get it.”
There was a

Ann sensed {rouble.

But Vance's ent after all, was reas
nhle It. did %tem absurd to deny him

hhz utmixlfs 's horse whenhlg lx‘md gottzut.
mount o own. p, she ure:lti
as Vance tumed Wlthmie rést. of the
cade trotting rear, oD, back into
the stables.’ Rick in tha sct of ocking Fancy
Ll.ds stall, inguiringly as they came

" Vance began
But Ann, rid.tng swiftly alongside, sileneed
“Please let me do the talking, Vance!” she

But he stood aside. Ann

supgd " saddle
k you ve just been out with Fancy Lad?"

s right, Miss Ann.”
“Ma.ster Vance rather wanted to ride him,”
braced herself as she saw the

Ann s
stormclouds gather at once in her partner’'s

face. “He's had his uncle’s permission,
Rick:

“Oh| When?”

“Last night. I telephoned him - Vance sald

quickly. “Look here, old m

“You telephoned h.tm?" Rlck shook his

head. “But he did not telephone the stables,
did he? I obey only his direct instructions
—none other.”

There was a murmur. A little wave of re-
sentment passed thro the crowd. y
mck was being too high-handed alwget.her

“But, Rick, this is ndiculous"' said

hotly.

“You think so, Miss Ann?”’ He looked at
her. “Then let us phone Mr. Gower our-
selves——"'

“That would be useless!” Vance put in
angrily. “Uncle is away to-day—will be away
for the next few days, as a matter of fact, so
you couldn't get in touch with him. Anyway,
what’s the cb.lection to my riding the horse?
Do you think I'll lame him, or something?”

"No " Rick sald simply.

“Then perhaps you t.hi.nk I'll steal him—
my own uncie s horse |”

“l do not think that, either,” Rick said.
“In Firebrand you have the best horse in
511151,5",{!1! Stables, so why bother about Fancy

“Oh, come on, the fellow’s batty!” Evan
Trivett said disgustedly. “I've never heard
such bosh! Why not admit the truth, Rick?
You don’t like Vance, so won't allow to
touch his uncle’s horse.”

For answer Rick picked up a bucket. Clearly
demonstrating that the conversation was at
an_end, he walked away towards the »ump.

But the scene left an unpleasant aftermath.
Ann was really worried. There really did
seem to be no possible reason for Rick's atti-
tude towards Vance Gower, and Vance himself,
as if to emphasise that int, was nicer than
ever on that jaunt of theirs. It was he who
allop to ‘the Dick‘Turpm Kcad-

stood treat when they got
there, and _he who, seeing a dance advertised
in the coffee-room, bought tickets there and
then for all present.

Back at the stables there was no si of
Rick. He did not appear, in fact, until tea-
time, und Ann guessed that he had spent the
time in Witches Wood with his wild forest
ponies, who he still treated with the greatest
devotion. x

It was a very silent Rick who had tea with
Ann. It was a very unhappy Ann who shared
the meal with Rick. He asked guestions—
trifiing questions—which she answered, en-
deavouring to keep out the note of strain
which she felt trembling in her voice. After
tea they both listened to the radio, and then,
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as it was growing dusk, Rick picked up his

cap.

“I will see that all is right for the night,”
he said, and went out.

Ann nodded. Rick really could be so nice
—always trying to save her work. She won-
dered what on earth she would do if ever she
were without him? Immediatel ahn knew
the answer. She couldn’t do wi t him.

deepened to near darkness. Ann
rose and switched on the lights. And then
all at once from the stable-yard outside there
came a siidden cls.tter the frightened whinny
of a horse—a

And then a cry—a cry of pain—in Vance
Gower’s voice !

In a flash Ann was on her feet, and darted
outside. It was not yet quite dark, and the
landing light was helped out by an early

moon. She ran, and as she ran she heard
Rick’s voice—angry and threatening.

“You asked for it!"”

Ann recoiled in horror as she came upon
the scene. For there in front of her was
Rick, his chest rising and falling, a stout stick
in his hand. And there at his feef, & great
weal across his cheek, was Vance Gower.

“Rick !” Ann shrieked.

Rick turned, but. Ann did not give him a
second look. She flew to Vance Gower's side.

“Vance, what's happened?”

“That—that rotter——" Vance got out pain-

“Oh—my—face——"
Ann flashed round. “Rick, how—
how could you?” she quivered. :

Rick stared.

“You—you think I did that, Miss Ann?"

urse |

“Of co

“I did not!” Rick said, and a sudden fire
smouldered in his eyes—a fire of scorn as he
looked at the fi e at his teet “He fell in
the stable; h . But why should
I explain, Miss Arm, since you seem E
to believe ill of me? I thought ft t you
would know better,” he said bluntly.

not a bully.”

He turned, swinging away. Ann stood
still, shaken to her depths. Did she believe
him? She knew in a flash that she did—that
Rick, however much he disliked Vance Gower,
would never descend to an act of treachery
such as this scene suggested.

But Rick, obviously, was deeply hurt and
offended by her lack of belief in him.

turned as staggered to his feet, sull
hold!.ng his face

“Vance, what happened?”

“I don’t rightly know,” he said slowl
only know I was dete ed ride on ;'a.nﬂ
Lad, and I was go into the stables when
Eu came up behind me. Then "—he

tggedl—‘I heard a whiz, got a whang in

the face—and just went down for six. I su
pﬁs«; that chap lashed out at me with -the
stic

“But, Vance, he wouldn't!”

“Will you tell me who did, then?” he asked
curtly. *“Dash it, Ann——"

“But, Vance, I'm sure——"

«1 think I ought to be the one to know,”
he said, rather tartly. “I_don't want to
hurt the stables, as you know, Ann, for
your sake, but if this sort of thing is going
to go on T'll have to think about writing to
my uncle. We »  And then he stopped as
Rick, swinging a lantern, came forward again.

He would have passed them =both wlthout
a look as he headed for Fancy Lad's stall, but
Ann called to him:

“Rick, what are you doing?"”

He paused. With eyes that still smouldered
he gazed at Vahnce.

“I'm going to sleep in Fancy Lad's stall” ha
said deliberately, *“I'll have no interlgPe
meddling with horses which have been given
{9 my charge. So please keep out, Master

ance.” .

(Please {uwrn o page 137.)
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The Secret Of The Library

JUNE’'S ASTOUNDING SUSPICION

UNE GAYNOR, niece of Noel Raymond, the
famous young detective, went to Port
Craig College disguised as a mew girl,

Dorothy Whiteman. er object was to help
her uncle track down a mysterious master-
crook known as the Grey Falcon.

As a result of the Grey Falcon's scheming
Noel was accused of himself bejng the Grey_
Falcon, and of stealing jewels from the
near-by Manor, tenanted by Howard Wyndham,
chalrman of the college governors.

Miss Tuft, the Upper Fourth Form mistress,
was secretly in league with the Grey Faicon,
and she. suspécted that one of her girls was
really Noel Raymond's niece in disguise. |

‘The Upper Fourth Formers were invited to
a party at the Manor. All of them eagerly
looked forward to it, especially June, for her
uncle arranged to meet her there, disguised as
a Scotland Yard inspector.

To “June's dismay, when she arrived, there
was no sign of Noel. And as the afternoon
wore on_she began to feel anxious.

And then, during tea, she received another
shock. The voice of the portly butler seemed
vaguely familiar to her! He wore a strip of
tape across his finger, a strip of tape that
%lght. ?conceal a scar! Was this the Grey

con

JUN'E caught in her breath.
Was it possible that her startling sus-
picion was correct?

Even as she joined in the merry chatter of
the tea-table, she managed to keep the grave-
aced, stately figure of the butler under
observation.

He seemed the perfect servant, and yvet June
could not forget that tape on his thumb.
Such a tape might well hide the tell-tale scar
which the Grey Falcon. possessed. And then
there was his voice. She was certain she had
heard it before.

“If he's not the Grey Falcon, then he's one
gf mﬁ, gang—I'm positive of that,” June told
erself.

How she wished that Uncle Noel were here!
Together they would quickly discover the
truth, she felt sure. But if what the butler
had told her was true, there was little chance

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—24-11-45

By PETER LANGLEY

of the supposed Inspector Brown visiting the
Manor thisg afterncon.

What had caused the disguised detective to
alter his plans? He had been so certain of
being able to bring the case to a successful con-
clusion to-day. In his letter to June he had
declared that he had solved the message in
co%e which was the key to the whole mystery,
and—— -

Again June caught in her breath.

Suddenly she had remembered that Uncle
Noel in his letter had declared that the vital
secret was to be found in the library. Why
then should she not look for it? If Uncle Noel
had decided it was unwise to keep his appoint-
ment here this afternoon, then he might deem
it too risky to venture into the Manor at any
future date. Certainly June herself would not
get another such opportunity as this.

Her pulses began to race at the prospect of
adventure, and she bent over her ice-cream to
hide the sparkle of excitement in her eyes.

" “I'll take a look around the library and see
what I can find,” she resolved.

Her chance came immediately after tea.

Mr. Wyndham and his older guests retired to
the ball-room, where the Upper Fourth Formers
were to enact the scenes from their play, while
a servant led Julie & Co. to the apartment
which they were to use as g dressing-room.

Excited, and a little nervous at the ordeal
which loomed ahead, the girls went trooping
across the hall, but June deliberately loitered.
She watched her chums file into the dressing-
room, then looked swiftly around.

On the opposite side of the hall was a
mahogany door bearing the name “LIBRARY "
on it. Instantly she darted across to it, and
turned the handle. Pushing open the door, she
peered anxiously into the room. To her relief
it was empty, so entering, she softly closed the
door beh her and looked speculatively
around her,

The library was a large room with ancient

anelled walls and an oak-raftered ceiling.
gook-casea lined two of the walls, and smaller
cases stood on either side of the ancient fire-

lace, in which two big logs crackled and
amed. There was a Persian carpet on the
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floor; big, comfortable-looking armchairs were
dotted about.

It was a pleasant mnocent-seemmf nPart-
mem and June frowned & little helpless
the sazed around

What secret eould be hidden here? What
could Uncle Noel have possibly meanit
when——

* Goodness!”

June gave a sudden gasp, for her gaze had
been drawn, as if by a magnet, to the wWgN
above the big, old-fashioned fireplace, and
there, carved in tne pmelllns. was somet
which set her heart thumpi

The figure of Justice, huldlng aloft the tra-
ditional scales.

Instantly her thoughts went to the similar
carving she had discovered in the old Refectory
baek at the college.

That carving was actually responsible for
opernun aecret. ﬁoor By placing three queer

tfgu - scales, the ancient
mechamsm was pui mm action. -

Was it possible that this carving worked in
the same way?

It was certainiy a strange coincidence that
the walls of both apartments should be orna-
mented in the same way, and June could not
help remembering that the Manor and the
Refectory dated from about the same time.

She gave a thrilled gasp.

“ Golly, suppose they're both connected!” she
ejaculated. " Suppose those secrel passages
gnder the Refectory run out to the Manor!

uppose

reaking off, she crossed to the panelled wall,
looking eagerly for the three weights which
might operate the mechanism, but none were
visible. Stretchlng up her hand, she tested the
carved scales which the ﬁgure held. The
delicately balanced bowls quivered beneath the
we!ght of her fingers.

It is the same,” she whispered.

certal

And then she dropped her hand to her side,

. as if suddenly the carving had grown red-hot,

%and in alarm and dismay she swung round, for
from the far side of the room come a tell-
tale click as the door ha.d opened.

Standing there, a startled scowl on his face,
was the butler, and as she swung round he
came striding forward.

“What are you doing here?” he demanded,
and it was im ble to mistake the menacing
note in his volce.

With an effort June forced herself to meet
his hostile glare with an innocent smile.

h I m_ just looki around,” she said
“1 love old lib es. And that carving
at.}'l:a.cted my attention. Rather quaint, isn’t

t?

His frown faded, but that suspicious glint in
his eyes remaine

“Quite 1ntexe'§tin§ mlss he said, " but you
?ave no right in here 1T must ask you to
eave.

“No right?" June raised her eyebrows in
lur?rise “But Mr. Wyndham said that we
could go where we liked,” she protested. * Any-
way, Is there any spechl reason why I
shouldn’'t look in here?"

The butler's frown retuned: He seemed to
find her lnnoceut-soundlng question a little
em

“No, mlss. Of course not, miss,” he sald
hurriedly. “But the master has some very
valuable books in-his collection, and he does
not care for visitors to come here. And might
I remind you, miss, that the ests are wait-
ing to see your play. You wll no doubt wish
to ¢ . If you good as to follow
me, I 1 direct you to the dressmg-mom e

As he spoke he held open the door and stood
aside. ere was nothing for it but for June
to leave but as she made to pass through the
daorwny she paused, looking pointedly at the
man’s hand on the door-handle. .

“Oh, I say, what, have you done
tHumb?” she as!

“I'm

to vour

Humedly he let his hand drop to his side.
I had the misfortune to cut it, miss,” he

caid stiffly. way, please!”

June’s brows were puckered tfully as
she followed the man across the She was
positive now that the e Ol

Justice did hold the secret of the library, and
she l\‘wra.s equally certain that the butler was a
crook.

But was he the Grey Falcon?

That cut thumb certainly suspicious,

and vet June had her doubts. Deqnte his
indefinable air of menace, butler seemed
too crude and clumsy to be the clever master-
crook. After all, his lnii might only be a
coincidence. Any of Mr owards guests might
have a similar cut; an old scar on the thumb
wmtld be difficult for any chance observer to
spo

“I've got to find out definitely,” June told
nerself, as she reached the dressing-room, and
the butler opened the door for her. “I know
the Grey Falcon is living in the Manor, and
1 can’'t leave until I'vg discovered his identity.
Somehow

She broke off and smiled aﬁ)logel.lc:ln? as she

entered the room, to find

rest were nearly ready
t.lk." to be late,” she said, “but I shan’t be
a tic

Wi mind you're not,” urged Julie. “The
curtaln‘s due to go up in five minutes.”
“And it'll look bad if we make a late start,”

y Sue.
ced Celia Treves.

o We've simply got to mereas Mr. Wyndham
pointed out Mary Twigg. * Unless we do we’ ve
§'ot no chance of putting on the ¥y

undation Day. Unless we can persuade h!m
to allow Miss Stanton to lift the ban on the
Refectory, we'll just have to call it off.”

There came an agitated chorus rrom a.u
around, and June nodded wunders {)
She could sympathise with her teuow l"ourt
Formers, and knew how extremely important
was that their performance

she said, “I won't keep

“ should be a Success

*Don't worry, girls,”

you waiting.”
ut as she c speed, her
hts were not on the o) but on the
iden t.y or the Grey Fa!con hook or by
crook she was determined to solve that puzzle

before the day was over, and as she groped in
her attache-case for her make-up box she gave
a sudden chuckle.
beside it was a small, bluck-bound

book. It looked to be an ordinary autograph
book, but each of its pages had been spec

repared with a solution of Noel B-ymond’e
nvention, and more than once it had enabled
June to secure a vital finger-print without her
quarry having any suspicion as to what was

foot.

“That book'll help me,” she murmured, and
excitedly she stuffed it into the pocket of her
billowing satin gown.

AN ASTOUNDING DISCOVERY

A FEW minutes later there came 2
knock at the door. It was one
of the servants, come to conduct

to the

to the

When her chums had nrrangad
themselves for the first scene,
Julie looked around a little anxiously, then
gave a nod to the footman who was in charge
of the curtains

“Right! Let's start,” she said,

The velvet curtains slid aside, and -there
came an involuntary outburst of cla in from
Mr. Wyndham an uests, pper
Fourth Formers, attired in their pict.ur ue
ccimtumes of long ago, certainly made a strik
picture.
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The performance started rather haltingly.
Some of the girls were nervous, while June
found it difficult to put on one side her detec-
tive worries. Gradually, however, the caste
gained confidence., and -June, clever Ilittle
n.ct.reas that she was, soon threw herself heart
and soul into her part.

From where she stood in the wings, seript in
hand, Julie nodded approvingly.
it a Y(.;»u re doing fine,” she whispered.

u,

‘When the first scene came to an end there
was a thunder of applause. It was obvious that
the schoolgirl players had made a hit, and
when the performance was finally over the
chairman of the college governors himself
called for three cheers, then, leaving his seat,
stepped up on to the stage, to beam around at
the flushed, happy Upper Fourth Formers.

& Splendid girls—simply splendid!” he cried.
“1 congratulate you all on a really sterling
performance. We have all enjoyved it im-
mensely. I can see your play is going to be
the sta.r fenture of the Foundation Day pro-

The 100k of obvious admiration which aceom-
panied his remarks made the girls flush with
del ht, but Lady Sue gave Julie a nudge.
ow’s your chance,” she whiesered

A little smxiously Julie regarded the beaming
Howard Wyndham

“We're glad you re pleased, Mr. Wyndham,”
she said, “but we may not be able to put the
play on on Foundation Day. You see, there's
ong one possible place to present it.”

e frowned.

“You mean the old Refectory?” he said.

& LI.LUUe nodded, and appealingly she surveyed

“Won’t you ask Miss Stanton to lift the ban
—please?” she begged.
lips e chairman of the governors pursed his

"Id like to help you, my dear, you know
that,” he said, “but I can't forget the threats
made by that raseal, the Grey lcon. While
“he remains at large ‘T do not feel justified in
letting you use the Refectory. But c¢heer up,
my dear!” Abruptly his Iace broke into
another reassuring smile. * Lon| before
Foundation Day that scoundrel will have been
lald by the heels.”

“You really think so, sir?” asked Julie
anxiously.

"Posltive my dear.” ' Genially Mr. Wyndham
patted her on the shoulder. “Now don't you
worry. I'll see you put on your play somehow.
EKeep on rehearsing, and leave things to me.
N%:dwhat about a little refreshment?” he

“ Keep

He turned to signal the waiting servants,
and June seized her opportunity to pull her
aut ph book out of her pocket.

ease will you put your name on it?” she
asked. “I'd like to get as many signatures as
I can—just as a memento of this lovely party
We ha‘i;a thoroughly enjoyed ourselves, haven't

ane regarded the others, and there came an
enthusiastic chorus of assent. Mr. Wyndham,
by his generosity and kindness had won all
their hearts. He b %

naturedly took the book from June. -

“Certainly, my dear—it's an honour,” he

and scrawled his signature across one of
the blank pages.

While her chums sipped iced lemonadé and
nibbled at the delicious cakes the servants
handed round, June went from %uest. to guest

with her book. Although some of them seemed
sngttly surprised at being asked for their

phs, none of them refused, and when
June rejolned the other girls her eyes were
agleam with satisfaction.

In every case she had handed the book in

such a way that the recipient had had to grasp
it wlr.h the left hand, and, although no finger-
.prints were visible te the naked eye, actually
each signed page bore a set. All June had to
do when she returned to school was to dust
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the specially prepared pages with a certain
grey powder, and all the finger-prints would
spr!nﬁ into life.

“I'll soon discover whether any one of them
is the Grey Falcon,” she told herself. * If none
of their tnumb~pr1nt&. has a scar across it, then
Lba know that either the butler or one of the
other servants is the leader of the gang.”

She felt proud of the way she had carried
out her simple but artful scheme. Only one
fact marred her happiness—that was the
absence of Noel Raymond.

t can have made him miss keeping the
appointment he made with me?” she asked
herself again, then cheered up at the thought
that possibly when she reached the college she
might find a letter of explanation awaiting

er.

But in this she was disappointed. No note
had come from her uncle.

*Still, never mind,” she murmured. * Per-
haps he’s posted it. I'll have to waits patiently
until Monday. Meanwhile——"

She surveyed her autograph book with a
thrilled smile, and locking herself in her study,
she set to work., Page after page she dusted
with the grey powder. Adhering to the in-
visible but slightly sticky film that covered the
paper, the powder clearly revealed the finger-
prints the unsuspecting guests had leit behind.
But none of them bore a tell-tale scar, and
June was beginning to think that, after all, the
butler must be the Grey Falcon when

Abruptly her heart gave a wild leap.

For as she dusted yet another page she saw
a broad, ugly mark running across one of the
prints. There could be no mistaking i This
was the print of the Grey Falcon!

Then the butler was only an ordinary
member of the gang. The master-crook must
be one of the guests. But which one?

June's heart began to beat suffocatingly with
excitement. At long last she was going to dis-
g‘m{er the real identity of the villainous Grey

alcon.

Whom would the owner of that anrlminatln&-
finger-print prove to be?
Hardly daring to breathe, she peered at the
signature above that tell-tale thumb-print, and

t.hen she gasped.

" It—it can't be!" she whispered.
dreaming.”

And in startled amazement she gazed. again
at the signature, hardly able to believe the
evidence of her own eyes. For of all the
people who lived in the Manor, the owner .of
this particular signature was the very last
person she had ever suspected.

‘ Gosh, but this is astounding!” she breathed.
“ Uncle Noel will get the shock of his life when
he learns what I've discovered. But no one
will ever believe me, unless I get additional
proof. Now how

Breaking off, she pursed her lips thought-
fully. Into her mind's eye came the memory of
that striking carving on the wall of the library
at the Manor, and she remembered her convic-
tion that the library was connected with the
college Refectory by means of one of the
underground passages.

Why should she not put her theory to the
test? The thought set her heart leaping. After
all, it would be quite easy to steal out of school
after lights out and explore that labyrinth of
secret tunnels. And by doing so she would be
k.iulng two birds with one stone.

“T'll be able to find out definitely whether
the library is connected,” she told herself, “ and
if it is—then I can prowl around the Manor
and prove concluslvd% Whether or not the Grey
Falcon is the think h

At that moment the college hell ‘clanged out.
It was time for bed. That sudden summons
decided her. Locking away the vital autograph
book, she rose to her feet.

“T11 do it,” she whispered. “TUncle Noel
would call it reckless, but I can't help it. I
simply must get at the trut;h——slmply must
prove this amazing suspicion!”

“I must be
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THE TRAIL OF DANGER

“ANYONE awake?"
Standing in slippered feet In
the doorway of her cubicle, her
hooded macin

Fine ' peered
-gown, une
anxio { through the darkness.
From the other cubicles came
only faint snores. She red
a few moments, then, satisfied,
the landing to the window at the
oiselessly she opened it, then

hurried alo
far end.
clambering over. the sill, went burrying down
the fire-escape.
But suddenly she paused., What was that?
soun:

A faint crunching d! Someone was walk-
ing along the gravel path below.

Fearful of being seen, June crcuched down
on the iron steps of the fire-escape.- Dimly she
saw a slender figure loom into view and her
eyes opened wide with surprise,

“Why,; it looks like Miss Tuft!” she told
herself.

But where could the rascally Form-mistress
be going at this time of night?

For a moment June was tempted to follow
her, but resolutely she resisted the impulse.
She must carry out the definite mission she
had set herself, and as soon as Miss Tuft had
disappeared she went hurrying on.

The night was pitch dark, but June knew
every inch of the way to the old Refectory.
Lett herself in by means of the duplicate
keys she had had made, she opened the secret
door, then, heart pound'ing, she descended the
f.t.:ru.l:m:;lim; stairs which gave access to the
unnels. .

At the foot of the steps she paused, shining
her torch to and fro. ere was the entrance
to the passage she had explored on that never-
to-be-forgotten day when she had been
captured by the Grey Falcon. A little to the
right loomed another dark entrance.

- t's the one for me to try now.”
murmured, and eagerly set off down it.

Unlike the other tunnel, which was hewn out
of the solid rock, one had walls built of
massive blocks of stone. Curious carvings
adorned the stonework, and here and there
shields and crests, their colours faded and
tarnished, had been painted on the sides of the

passage. .
Involuntarily June found herself wondering
what strange secret la{ hidden here under-
und. Accordj.nﬁ to the old book she had
en from the co library, it concerned Sir
Roge{l de Coreville, med.i%a.l t]fllln ht v;hgge
ostly figure was supposed s aun e
ectory. And. according to what she had
overheard the Grey Falcon tell his gang, the
secret, whatever it might. be, would make the

crooks rich for life.

“Perhaps, if I'm lucky, I'll discover what it
is,” June whispered, and her pulses raced.

This promjsed to be the most thrilling t
of her life. So many exciting possibilities
loomed ahead that she felt impatient to in-
vestigate them all, but she resisted the tempta-
tion to turn aside from her main task. Sir
Roger’s secret must wait. Her first job must
be to discover whether this tunnel really did
connect with the Manor.

As she tip-toed on, the bright beam of her
torch revealed two narrow openings ahead. one
on the right, one on the left, but they seemed
to give access to only secondary passages, and
so she decided to explore them later on.

Breathlessly she made her way on up the
main tunnpel, and then, as she rounded a bend,
she came to a sudden halt. Ahead the passage
ended abruptly. Dimly she discovered four
stone steps leading up to what appeared to be
a door, although it had no handle.

She let her torchlight rove to and fro, and
suddenly an excited cry left her lips. 2

“A lever!” she exelaimed, and with shining
eyes surveyed the rusty iron bar which pro-
truded from one wall. *"I'll bet that opens the

door. And I'll bet, too, that it gives access
to the library.”

Convinced that she was about to confirm one
of her suspicions, she darted forward, but as
she made to grasp the ancient lever her foot
brushed against something on the floor. Bend-
ing, she turned her torch downwards, and then

her, for it looked like a
wig and a false beard which lay there.

She picked them up, and then, as she
examined them in the torchlight, the blood
began to drain from her face.

For very familiar was that black beard and
black wig. They were exactly similar to those
worn by Noel Raymond when he had posed as
Inspector Brown.

“But what are they doing here?” she
breathed, an uneasy feeling of premonition
seizing her, causing an icy shiver to run down
her spine. *“Surely——"

Breaking off, she directed the torch down an
the stone-flagged floor again. In the dust was
the mark of footprints. Several different sets
there seemed to be, Some of them were
trodden over, and her anxious fears began to

dee;l)en_.

“It Iooks as if there’'s been a § e,” she
told herself. “Perhaps this wig and £ beard
were torn-off when—oh!" She finished with a
cry of sheer horror, for suddenly the roving
beam had aliihted on something which
gleamed and glittered. "“A cuff-link!" she

gasped.

PTcking it up, she examined it, and her face
went whiter than ever, for that monition
had not been false. The cuff-link bore Noel

y . Then that wig and
long to him. Uncle Noel,
disguised as the Scotland Yard man, had 1
the victim of the struggle indicated by the tell-
tale marks on the dusty floor. :

But what had brought him here? And what
had become of him?

Ag she stood there, petrified with horror,
June remembered the queer glint in the
butler’s eyes when, that afternoon, he had told-
her that his master had not expecf:ed Inspector
Brown to visit the Manor. -At the time June
had not been entirely satisfied, now she was
certain the man had lied.

“Uncle did mean to keep his g&pomtment
with me,” she told herself a whisper, ‘“He
did come to the Manor, but before he could get
in touch with me he was attacked. Oh, but
where "ia he now? Did he manage to escape,

or

She glanced around fearfully, as if hali-
expecting to find the young detective's bound
and gagged body lying amongst the sombre
shadows. ’

And all at once she realised how reckless she
had been to venture out of school like this.
The Grey Falcon and his gang were utterly
ruthless. If they should find her here—

She bit her lip, and half-turned. Caution
urged that she should beat a quick retreat.

But, no, she couldn’'t do that. She couldn't
possibly return to college until she had dis-
covered the truth about Uncle Noel. No matter
what the risk, she must face it now she had
gone so far. For his sake, if for no other reason,
she must press on with her vital investigations.

So, screwing up her courage, she put the

? peard and wig into an envelope she took from
her pocket, then grasped the iron bar and
recklessly pulled it. Instantly there came a
muffled whirring noise, and the oak panel at
the top of the stairs slid aside, revealing a
of black, drawn curtains, through which stole
a glimmer of light.

witching off her torch, she crept up the
steps, and, her heart in her mouth, pee
through the curtains.

And what she saw sent her heart leaping to
ﬂer throat, while a startled gasp rose to her
lips.

Next Friday's QIRLS' CRYSTAL will contain
another thrilling instalment of this great detectjve
story.
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Sheila's Startling Discovery In The Red Indian Wigwam

=
%
7

THE REDSKIN PORTRAIT

HEILA MAYNE lived with her family at the
l_l%‘ttie Canadian town of Juniper Bend.

he “ Bluebirds,” the skating club to
which Sheila belonged, were anxious to do well
in the forthcoming ice carnival and impress
Lee Farrell, the film producer, who would be
present.

Sheila’s rival, Corinne Lefevre, was being
tutored by Karl Olsen, who boarded with the
Maynes, He and Corinne seemed curiously
interested in an owl .totem necklet which
Sheila had found in an old shack which the
Bluebirds were using as their clubhouse.

Red Eagle, a young Redskin, told Sheila to
ﬁusrd the necklet closely, and also offered to
elp her improve her skating.

eila and the rest of the Bluebirds were
invited to a week-end party at Larry Green's

home.

While idly looking at the fine paintings on
the ball-roomm wall, Sheila halted, staring in
amazement at the portrait of a handsome Red-

skin.
Mr. Green, noticing her curious gaze, came

up.

“That fellow up there and his tribe were
traitors and deceivers,” he told her, “right
down to the last of the line—a young
scoundrel known as Red Eagle.”

HEILA gave a little gasp as she looked up at
Larry's father. .

"“Yes,” he said again. * They were scoundrels
all, and I believe at one fime they had associa-
tions with Chinook Lodge.”

Sheila gave another gasp.

Here was another new twist to the mystery
surrounding her friend. Was it for this reason
he had taken an interest in her?

“You know it's rather strange, my dear, that
this portrait was actually painted by a relative
of yours?” Mr. Green went on,

“Of mine?" gasped Sheila, surprised.

“Yes, it was painted by your grand-uncle,
Ru;l)ert Mayne, first owner of Chinook Lodge,”
declared Larry's father. “He had a great gift,
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5 but it was only a hobby. Your father is an

artist, too, isn't he?”

Sheila nodded.

“Yes, he painted as a hobby till his illness,
then he could not continue business as. an
architect and had to come west,” she confided.
“Buy this is a wonderful painting. I wonder
if daddy knows about it?”

“Probably. I should say,” went on Mr. Green
“I'm thinking of selling this picture, by the
way, as I've had a good offer for it. But we’ll
see—we'll see. Now, run along and enjoy your-
self. I'm sure there are plenty of partners
waiting for you.”

He wandered off, after giving her a paternal
pat on the shoulder.

Sheila turned her head to see Tubby Laing
making for her, But when he asked her to
dance, she shook her head.

“Sorry, Tubby, not this one, but I'll keep one
for you later,” she promised. “I'm feeling a
bit tired and want to rest.”

“T'Il sit it out with you, Sheila,” he sug-
gested. “I don't mind, you know."”

“Oh, I couldn’t let you do that.” said Sheila.
“Look. there’s Mabel Rowan waiting for a part-
ner. There are far more girls than boys. Be
a s%ort. Tubby, and take her on.”

“Right-ho!" grinned Tubby, and strolled off.

Sheila sighed in relief. for Mr. Green's dis-
closures had excited and intrigued her. She
wanted an opportunity to examine this por-
trait of Red Eagle's ancestor more closely.

Quietly she took her place in front of it, and
gazed up at it. Suddenly a little gasp came
from her lips. Hanging round the neck of
the dead Redskin chief was a hecklet bearing
a totem exactly like hers, or so it appeared
from the distance.

This new fact made her feel certain that the
portrait had something to do with the mystery
surrounding Red Eagle.

Sheila looked round. It was impossible to
take a closer view of the totem while the ball
was going on. She would need a chair to stand”’

on.

“If only I could see Red Eagle now and tell
him,” she murmured to herself. “I'm sure he
could help me—would explain things.”

But Red Eagle was probably far away. She
did not knew where he was, or how to get in
touch with him. Then she stiffened. for just
a little distance away Corinne Lefevre was
watching her, with a curious expression on her
face, For a moment it seemed &s if Corinne
was going to step forward and say something,
but she changed her mind and turned away,
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leaving the ball-rcom. Just then the music
came tc an end and Larry came out oi th:
throng.

'Come on, Sheila. ‘ Quebec Quadrilles *
is the next dance. l..et’u have it together 1if
you aren't booked already,” he said.

Sheila laugh z

“1'd lova t.o" she agreed. “I like the
quadrﬂ.les. i
In the enjoyment of dance Sheila tem-

under shaded

“What do you think of the show?” asked
Larry. *“It—it's really a try-out for our ballet,
you know.”

=3 t.hl.nk it’s wonderful,” Sheila cried. *“Oh,

Larry, I do hope we make a success of it. It'll
mean a lot to me, you know. I do so want to
make a hit when "Lee Farrell comes.”

“You carry on practising your skatmg
)'ou‘]l make a hit all rlght. ry
“You've got some that even Corinne
doesn’t have, you know—grace, as well as

pau.edhlsarmmt.efully Larry was &
real chum and so trustworth She wished she
were able to tell him vcryt.hlngandgethlm
to understand, but she had her vow to keep to
Red Eagle.

e costume ball went on till well after one
ocloctmt.hemnm.lns and at the conclusion
everyone was tired but rsdlant.ly ha::g_y

It had been the star n stay at
the Greens' the Blueb
Their ballet costumes had been t.rled out, a.nd
they would feel more satisfied and natural in
them at the next dress rehearsal.

When Sheila entered her bed-room she found
it warm and stufly, so she opened the window.
As she did so, she gave a little gasp of surprise.

A little distance from the house a light was
wmkln from the edge of a bunch of trees. At
eila thought It might be someone
searchmg for something, or just the splutter-
ing gleam of a small camp-fire. But in
moment she realised it was definitely someone
signalling in Morse code.

e secret s!gnauer could only be sts:nxmng
to someone in the Greens' mansion.
whom
“It might be Red Eagle, try get a

messa to me,” she thought exc tedly and
to fetch a piece of and a pencil.
Returning to the window, she pee outside
gain., Her heart } y. The wink-
ing light had disap . She waited, then
gave a start as she saw a light flash Irom

a balcony of a wing of t.he house beside
Sheiia instantly recognised the room. It was
Corinne Lefevre's, and the discovery took her
breath away. Bheua did not understand Morse
code, but she started jotting down the dots
and dashes on the paper.
sne had written down quite a lot when the
rson signalling from behind an open shutter
ot Oorlnnes room turned a trifle aldeways s0
that she lost the last blt or the si
Her message finished, the signaller cxosed the
shutter of her wlndow a.nd excitedly Sheila sat
down qn her The signaller must have
been Corinne, but. with whom had she been
exchanging signals?
** Perhaps it was Kn.rl Olsen,” Sheila mur-
ured. “ Anyway, first thing in the morning
1‘11 loock for a bool: on Morse code in the
llbmn' Then I'll be able to translate Corinne’s

Getung into she soon fell asleep, for it
was late and she had an exhausting and
exci evening.

The be up early

and have a game of blskeb—blll in the long
;umes-roomnt.hebu:ko!meno

Sheila, however, managed to excuse herself
from joining in t.hephy This was her chance
early in the morning, to go to the library and
decode the message she had jotted down.

It did not take her !onup. to discover an
cyclopedia and turn it up. tiently mm
t.o translate the As her own name

and other !olowed.
fnster her eyes t.
“Oh!™ she excla t last bit. 1
missed it. But this mkes t.hinss certain now
The words she had transcribed were as

rollows
g SHEILA DOESN'T I-m SECRET
OF PICTURE. YOU MUST DO .
“Do!” exclaimed Sheila "Do'h.u? Oh, if
I'd only got the last part of that message!”

GORIHNE’S SPITEFUL BEHAVIOUR
\ puzzling over lhe

proof t.hat
only her

incomplete message.
last was dennlte
rinne

Co! was not
enemy, but was definitely bound

uplnthemyat.erynlt.hew
mascot.

thnm um may he ?ptul to
and myself,” huag!ed
I. couid have been 0
slznalllnz to. Well, I'm jolly well pmc to
beat them.”
raced off to dress for breakfast. Sheila

in outdoor winter
“What's wrong, m7 Were&lng on s

ski-ing trip over West Ridge,”

surprlse *“Aren't you oom,lns? WQ‘u sot.

some round here,
It.’u he ¢omn We're taking lun:h vmh

Sh shook her head. She had definitely
decided that the most important thing she had
to do now was t.o have a quiet and secret
examination of the portntt which seemed to

have such an in or Corinne.

“No, Larry. I'd rat.hzr u excused me,” she
apologised. "“I'm a bit after last night,
and I want to write home and rest a bit.”

“Oh, that's too bad! We'll miss " sald
Larry. “But you certainly must after

yourself. We know you’ve lot to do back
home at Chinook, and we don't want to make
this week-end too much of a strain.”
He looked round at the others anti smiled,
taking a bundle of cards from his pocket.
“I've anether surprise for you,” he sald,
addressing all the “This E
we're going to have a try-out of our m&
parade to advertise the ice-ballet, and fi
up with a masked ball on the lake.
you each an invitation card to send to lnyone
around here, or in Juniper, who ml.sht. nkm

come. I'll see that they are delivered in
by one of the servants.”

The Bluebirds all cheered, signifying that
this was a bright idea. Larry, as their host

and president, was certainly doing all he could
to further the interests of the club, and &t
at the same time give the members a rattling

good time,
"You won't miss that, Sheila, anybhow,”
hed Larry.

o, of course not,” Sheila agreed. “I'd
reauy like to go with you this morn.lnc. but I
think it's best to stay in t.o-d But I'm all
for the torchlight and Thatl! be

really swell.”
Corinne Lefevre luned across the table, a

slisht sneer on her
1 think

sheua's Just kidding us,” she sug-
gested mancinusly bell.eve shes droppins
out of the ski-in party purpose. She

prefers her mystery partner’s eommr to ours
that's what it is.”
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turned on her at once.

hnd.
“ Agreed,” she sneered.

A “But I happen to
know there’s a disreputable

Redskin fellow

camping guite close to here, at the foot of
Mohawk Wood In all prdbabuit.y he’s Sheila’s
secret pal.”
Sheila’s face ﬂamed
“How

dare you golng to see
anyone !” she exclal.med "l’m ht
here. I don’t intend to leave the house. As
for this Red Indian, I didn't even know one
was camping out near here.”

Corinne smiled maliciously,

“But your secret partner—this chap who is
h!lplnt you with your skating—is a Redskin,

Isn't he?" she persisted.

Larry and t,he others were looking most un-
comfortable and regarding Sheila curiously.
With a throb of indi tion Sheila realised
that Corinne was definitely out to to
cause trouble between her and the rest of the

Bluebirds.
“Oh, cut it, Corinne!" said uncomfort-
ably. i;lt.rs no business of ours who Sheila’s

“ Because I don't chooo&-—t.lmt.s why,” she

said curtly.
Nothing more was said until after breakfast,
then, as the others went to prepare for the
n, Larry

ﬁed.lﬂo. Green crossed to
where Sheila still sat.

“1 say, Sheila,” he sald, “don’t let what
Corinne said upset Eou' She’'s only jealous,
you know. Still "—he ed her uneasily

—*“1 do hope you are do the rlih thing
about this mystery fellow. However, it’s really
none of my bus 1ess. Cheerio. Hope your
rest does you

When the skl-ing party had departed Sheila
went to the ball-room, only to find her imme-
diate plans frustrated. The servants were busy
cleanlnc up after the ball. If she intruded,
her appearance there would attract attention.

It might be much easier after lunch, she
decided. The servants would be finished by
then. So she went upstairs and changed, took
down her skates to the small lake near the
house, and practised figures all morming.

After lunch, which she had alone, as Larry's
parents had gone out, she went to the ball-
room again. It was clean and empty. The
whole house was quiet, and
quarters were at the other end.

Now was her o portumty.

Standing on a & hand torch

a magnifying gla.s started to
examine the picture thoroughly. Some of the
signs on the painted totem looked very
familiar, and when she compared them with
those on her own mascot she knew that they
were identical, although there were many
mmnnusignsonmenecnnumm

ure,

Pocketing her torch and mggn.i.rying glass,
Sheila st.egped dovn from the chair.

Could t 5 on the painted necklace be
some kind oi clue to the picture’s real secret?
Eagle were here,” she murmured.
“l am sure those signs have something to do
with what Red Eagle is after. If I could only
find him or get word to him!"”

Then she gave a start,

What if Corinne had told the truth and
there really was a Red Indian cam%ng b
Mohawk Wood? It might actually Beg
Eagle come to help in any emergency, and also
out to keep an eye on Corinne, whom he had
named as an enemy,
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“I've a good mind to ski over and see.”
Sheila told herself. “I've plenty of time to do
that before the Bluebirds all come back.
worth risking, anyhow.” )

She hurriedly dressed for ski-ing, and set
off. Ome of the servants had told her how to
fet to Mohawk Wood, and she found it with-
out any difficulty.

“Ah! There it is,’ exclalmed Sheila as she
went ski-ing down a "rl!h
“Corinne was not fibbing luer all. ere
w am down there by the wood!™

she neared the wigwam she saw that the
door of caribou hide had been fastened tight.

“Is anyone at '#ome?"” called Sheila, tapping
on_the wigwam.

There was no answer. The'wigwam appeared
to _be emm

Shelln looked round. There was
no one in If she could get inside she
would soon lmow if this camp belonged to her
Redskin friend.

Fumbling with her gauntlets she found it
almost impossibie to undo the ties. So she
took off one glove and tried with her bare
fingers. She had to hurry lest anyone came,
and the wigwam actually did not belong to

thstsheha.dmzdonrﬂlpopenmd

*Phe nter

tut.crtor was very bare, except for its
couch of spruce covered with a
numbfr of deerskins, But there were some

It was filled with a variety of contents, a
carefully broken-up pile of tinder and dﬂed

what

was too

ap&and piece of newspaper,
ila felt suilty but her curiosit a
was

much for her. She had to find out

She unrolled the paper, which was partly
torn and destroyed by damp, and a roll of
d.ritcd gut such as is used for bowstrings fell
out,

But it was the paper that intrigued Sheila.
She started to straighten it out, then her eyes
were held fasc.tnsl.ed by one large printed
word : “ WANTED.”

Underneath followed a description of a

n that was almost identk ith Rea
ft . Trembling, Sheila realised that she
held in her hands a fragment of a

police
notice, though the portion intima the
crime

was £.

“Oh!" she gasped in dismay and ho
The camp must be Red E.l.gles after nll. But
this notice could mean only one thing. The
friend she trusted was an outlaw—a person
wanted by the police!

Sheila sat down on the rough couch and
stared at it, fascinated and dismayed.

Could it be xny-! true?

Was Red Eagle, after all, someone who could
not be trusted, a branded outlaw?

HER LOYALTY WAS UNSHAKEN

SITTING there, S8hella tried to re-
member ail she knew _about Red
Eagle, and what Larry and
others had sald about him. But
the more she thought about it,
the more her faith returned.

Red Eagle was not a villain.
She simply could not believe
that one who had been so

gallant and helpful, who had shown such
sympathy and feeling, could be a wrongdoer.
Red Eagle had always been mysterious, but
in his den.lings with her he had been aiwnys
honest and sincere.
As she sat there, gazing at the torn
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"Wanted " notice, the flap OI the door was
raised and someone stepped into the tent.

‘Sheila"’ exclalmed a voioe O How did my
paleface friend find I was here?”

Sheila jumped up, her cheeks flushing. It
was Red Eagle who stood in the doorway, carry-
ing his bow and with the carcase of a young
deer over his shoulders, which he instantly
gm;?ed before stepping over and grasping her

and. .

“Oh, Red Eagle, you startled me!” Shella
Fasped. “I—I heard there was someone camp-
here, and I thought it might be you. So—
aodI opeuecl the wigwam and looked inside,
an

“And found this!” he finished for her,
taking the wanted notice from her grasp.
“Red Eagle is so sorry!”

face was grave and troubled, and_ there
was & look of sadness in his eyes as he looked
down at her.
“You read this?” he asked.
Sheila nodded. She did not know what to
say, for she saw the great hurt in his face.

“ Then you will no lon er want to trust me,”
Red Eagle declared. is what I womd
have concealed from you till my

nﬁer till Red Eagle could speak Ireely and mell
a

He made a sign, begging her to sit down
on the rough couch ’th he stood before
her,. g’rave but still tall and handsome, with a
prou expresslon on his face.

“ Red Eagle,” said Sheila impulsively, "I can't
believe it. It's not true. I do trust you.
That's why I came here. I know you have
some great burden to bear. I want to help you,
as you have helped me.”

He looked down at her, his lips twitching,
strangely affected. Sheila had raised her hand
impulsively and clutched his deerskin jerkin,

“You still believe in me?” whispered Red
Eagle huskily, “That is good news! And I
vow to you that I am innocent of the crime
that was written on the other half of that
notice. I cannot explain. I can only say that
part of my mission is to clear myself. Some
day I shall be able to prove that I am no
outlaw.”

Sheila looked at him and found it im-
possible to doubt his sincerity.

“I believe y ‘1#1 Red Eagle,” she whispered.

b | don't. care at acg'one sa.ys—I will con-
tinue &eu ut can’t you te]l me
anythinz a ut myste: ?

The Red Indlan youth shook his head.

- “Not yet,” he said. “Red Eagle has good
reason to keep silent. But his quest a.nd your
future, Sheila, are connected. It was not by

chance that Red Eagle came to Chinook ma
mission and the mystery of your totem neck-

lace are linked. Be very patient, Sheila.
Betore many more moons have come and gone
e truth will be revealed.” He regarded h

earnestly. then smiled “ But how goes it. wtth
{:tu?" he asked. *“Has anﬂhl‘t‘tg hgappened of

THE BOY HER PET MISTRUSTED
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This enthralling long complete story,
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Excitedly Sheila nodded.

“I'll say it has!” she cried, and quickly told
him a‘bout, Corinne’s signal message and about
the portrait of the Redskin chief. His eyes
gleamed with interest and approval.

“You have done well!” he exclalmed, * For
long have 1 sought that portrait. Somehow, I
must obtain a look at the ancient totem
gamted on it. It will he;) me, halp &Bu too.

ut how is it to be done? ques-
tion. You have an enemy in the hon.se and
others are outside. We must foil them!”

Sheila drew a deep breath. Suddenly an
idea had come .to her. Putting her hand m
her pocket, ahe produced a square of wh
cardboard. was the invitation ticket Larry
had given her for the torchlight parade and

par that evening.
she said. “I know

Red Eagle,”

up to some mischief. You have got

to see t.ha.t. portrait and try to solve the secret

E:fgreighe does—and this ticket will help you
o 1t.”

She told him about the dance, explaining
that they would all wear masked costumes
for the torchlight procession.

“Don't you see, Red Eagle,” she continued
excitedly. “With this card you’ll be admitted
to the party, and as you will be masked no
one will recognise you. And it should be easy
for me to smuggle you into the house so that
you can examine . the picture for yourself.”

Eagle’s eyes shone brightly.
i Sheﬂa is clever That would mdeed make
ut I do not wish get my
palemce Iriend into any trouble. Th.nt would
not be fair.”
sn"on there's no danger of that,” declared
1la

Red Eagle frowned.

“But what of paleface boy Green's parents?
And the servants? If they were to see me
would they not become suspicluus?"

Bheiis. shook her hea

They will not become suspicious because

they will not see you, Red Eagle. The servants

will be down at the lakeside, attending to the

guests Larry’s mother and father will have to
be there as well. So the house will be empty."”

Red Eagle still looked doubtful,

“It's your only chance, Red Eagle—your only
chance to take a look at that portrait,” Sheila
urged, plucking impulsively at his sleeve.

The Redskin boy nodded thoughtfully.

“You are right, paleface Shei.la. I must see
the totem painted on it—I must

Sheila rose.

“Then you will take the ticket? You will
come to the party?’

With a smile, Red Eagle took the ticket .she
handed out to him.

“Yes, Red Eagle shall be there,” he promised.
"What happens to-night may mean very much
to Red Eagle, and also to you. Perhaps——"

He broke off and they both started They

ad so0 immersed in their conversation
that they had ‘not until now heard the sound
of approaching voices.

“No one must discover us together,” de-
clared Red Eagle, and, tiptoeing to the door-
way, opened the flap a little and peered out.

Sheila, peering over his shoulder, gave a
gasp, for walking towards the log brldge t.ha.t
spanned the near-by ravine were Larry Gree
Corinne Lefevre, and the rest of the Blueblrds
skl-m party.

nne was pointing to the ski-tracks left
by, Sbeila in gaining the wigwam.

“There!” she outed “I knew Sheila
Mayne was only making excuses this morning.
Il 'bet she just wanted a chance to sneak off
and meet that rascally friend of hers. Come
on everyone, let's investigate. I shouldn’t be

urprised if we don’t catch her redhanded with
that Redskin friend of hers!”

And eagerly she led the way forward.

Naxt Friday’s GIRLS' CRYSTAL will contain
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Why Should The Unknown Letter Writer Want To Stop The New Girl From Taking

Part In The Swimming .Gala ?

EOUNDS-BREAKERS

i OOK! Wasn't it worth breaking bounds
—to try out a champion swimmer like
Bunty?” Sally Warner said in triumph-

ant delight.

*Just look at her—gosh, what speed!” ex-
claimed Don Weston.

“Bunty Shane's our winner for the Galal!"”
whooped Fay Manners.

Sally raced along the edge of the swimming-
pool, stopwatch in hand. She had been
wonder-struck by the speed of the new girl,
Bunty Shane, the moment she saw her swim-
ming in the smaller pool of Roxburgh Co-ed
College. She had caused quite a sensation
in J House by suggesting that Bunty, the
newcomer, should enter the house team in
the big District Swimming Gala, which was
open to all the local clubs.

But Sally’s hunch had been unshakable, and
to-day she had gone to the length of smuggling
Bunty out to the magnificent Laguna
Swimming Pool. It was out of bounds by order
of the dean of the college, unfortunately,
owing to a rag in which Sally & Co. had taken
no part. But it was the pool in which the
Gala was to be held on Saturday. and it was
the only pool large enough to try out the new
girl's speed under all-out racing conditions,
The results now had more than repaid Sally’s
succcessfully contrived breach of bounds.

She rushed to the steps with the rest .of
of the chums to help the new girl out.

“ Bunty, you're the hope of J House,” she
sald excitedly. *“D'you know yolu've put up
a faster time than the deadliest of our local
rivals—Mattie Johnson!"”

“Who's Mattie Johnson?" asked Bunty, drip-
ping wet, and hardly out of breath after her
superb performance.

Sally indicated the various team photos on
the wall of the pool, all bearing the fastest
times of their members. .

“Mattie’s a member of Roxburgh City Club
—and she seems to be the favourite with every-
one for the gala. As {or the coll.,” she went on
breathlessly, “K House have two entrants
who're faster than anyone in our team, but
they've got no one as fast as Mattie. If only
you can beat her, Bunty, you'll win the race
for J House!™
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“And are you going to let me try?” Bunty
asked eagerly.

“Let yvou!” cried Sally, fairly hugging her.
“You bet we are, Bunty. You're the shining
star of the J team!” i

“You just are the “team!” added Don.
“Gosh, if I could do a crawl like yours——"

“We never shall—no hope!” laughed Sally,
and placed her stopwatch down on a bench
“But that's all the more reason for training
while we can. In we go! Race you to the
chute, Don!"

She took a header into the pool, Don and
the others diving in after her. Half a length
they covered, and Sally was struggling mightily
for the lead when

Ping! Something whizzed into the water,
grazing Sally's chin with a stinging flick.

“Hey!” she gasped, thrown off her stroke,
and made a grab for the thing that had struck
her. It was a small coil of paper tightly bound
with an elastic band! Blinking the water out
of her eyes, she wrathfully unrolled it.

A feather dropped into her hand-—a small
green feather that had been wrapped in the
paper. Then, curiously, she was reading a
scrawled message:

“BE WARNED! DON'T LET BUNTY
SHANE RACE IN THE GALA, OR I WILL
STRIKE !|—THE S1GN OF THE FEATHER."”

Sally laughed as she tossed the paper to her
chums.

*“ 1 suppose some K House genius thought of
that,” she said. “I can forgive ’'em being
afraid of a licking. from Bunty, but—what a
masterpiece!"

Don & Co, read the effusion, then gazed
round the pool in search of some other
bounds-breakers from K House—but there was
none to be seen.

“Looks to me like Piggot's work,” remarked
Johnny. “*‘The Sign the Feather —yes,
that's feeble enough even for Nat Piggot!™

“ Maybe yoft're right, Johnny. Some of them
must have followed us here and are spyving
now!” Sally said. “Do your stuffl again,
EBunty-—show them what real swimming is!"™
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With a gay laugh Bunty went off, while Sally
& Co. made an enthusiastic but vain effort to
keep pace with the new girl's easy, tireless

stroke.
“What did I say, Merrymakers?” panted
Sally as Bh.e climbed out of the pool. “Wasn't

it worth missing lunch and climbing over the
summer-house roof? Oh, Buniy, you'll simply
walk away with the gala,cup for J House!"

“Well, I think I'm jolly lucky to have been
given the chance, be a new girl,” Bunty
said shyly and tefully.
© “Lucky?” la ed Sally, echoed fervently by
her chums. “No, were the lucky ones—to
have had a swimmer like you put into J
House. And to think you might have been
dumped into K House!”

As Don sald, as they hurried back across
country to the coll., their victory over the rival
K House was now a foregone conclusion. It
was a certainty that Bunty wgs going to beat
au—comera in the gala.

“Which is going to mean some stiff training,
and we've only got till Saturday!” breathed

Sally.

“Pity the Laguna’s out of bounds. The col-
lege pools too small and crowded!” ed
Johnny, and added quickly. “ Cave! Some-

one’s coming!”

They all draw back cautiously, hearing a
step as they were approaching the college wall.
But. it was only Wilkins, the pageboy.

“Thought I'd better warn you, Miss Yoy
he sald in a low voice. “The dean's on t e
warpath. Hes got an idea that some of J
House have broken bounds to-day!”

“What?" gasped Sally, while the others
gaped in dismay. “You e not trying to pull
our legs, Wilkins?"

But Wilkins was a knowing youth with a
strong appetite for the dramatic, and they

could see by his puckered face now that he

Warning.
ean asked me,” he said meaningly,
“if I'd seen any of J House climb out over
the summer-house roof. Taking swimming
suits with theml!” .

Sally Co. gazed at each other in dis-
may

"'rhe "—Don could hardly credit such a
breach of the Roxburgh code—* then someone
must have g-given us away!”

“K House!” Fay sald with a gasp.

“Did you—did you see anyone talking to
the dean, Wilkins?” spluttered Johnny. *“Did
you see Piggot?”

Wilkins blinked and looked hastily away.

“I'm not saying a word,” he muttered.
“But if you can slip in past the dean, there’s
no harm d,one, eh?” he winked con-
spiratorially. ‘I'm ing in by the wicket
gate, and T'll leave it off the lltch—get me?"

*Thanks, Wilkins!” breathed Sally

They watched Wilkins' small in his
spruce red jacket and glittering uttons. go
through the wicket gate. They waited a

moment, then softly Sally stole forward, lead-
ing the others in after her through the un-
latched wicket.

ss Warner—Weston—Briggs!"” Sternly
ihe voice of the dean broke upon them, and
with a jerk they halted. *“So you are the
offenders! You have gone deliberately against
my orders, broken bounds and been to the
town swimming pool!”

With their telltale costumes and towels
under their arms, Sally & Co. could only stand
speechless, as the dean came sweeping down
upon them, his furious gaze upon Bunty
Shane, in their midst.

“The new girl!” he cried. “Is this the fine
example you set her? Taking her on this
escapade with you—teaching her to flout my
orders?"

“I'm to blame, sir "—Sally took a desperate
step forward—" it was entirely my fault!” she
told him. *“Bunty's our best swimmer in the
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-and getting us all ga
‘Bunty,”

gala team—and—well, she simply must have
some real practicel!”
“That's no excuse! You knew the La
pool was out of bounds, and so did .
And the dean swung ply upon Bunty.
“Is that so, Miss Shane?”
5 confeaaed Bunty in-a whis|
“We were going to ask you, sir gan
Sally imploringly, but the decn cut in befo:
she could finish:

“You didn't ask me!™You broke bounds—
and I was informed that certain members of
J House had done so!” He paused. “As a pun-

ishment you are all strictly confined to the col-
lege, and not one of you is permitted out of
the gates untll the day of the gala!
understand?’

And with a grim glance at Bunty, he swept
away.

You

REPRISALS

SALLY & Co. hardly knew

they stifled their feelings.

“ Sorry, Miss Sally, but I did

my best,” muttered young Wil-

kins, as he hurried out to latch
up the wicket.

“Did vou actually see L.
telling the dean lbout us, Wil-
kins?” she asked.

“I'm not giving any names,” said Wilkins,
t.lsht.llpped “But lts not my fault if you
guess, is

* Good enough!" And Sally hustled her
gthins atway. “We’ll have something to say
o Piggot.”

“ Better wait till after lecture,” advised Don.
glanctng at his watch. “Not much time now,
you know.”

Sally nodded, and the chums made their way
into the lecture hall. Then suddenly, from

how

The seats were still deeerted but a tnuntlns
message was crawled across the blackboard,
and below it a crude sketch of a feather:

“DROP BUNTY ouT OF THE
OR WORSE DISABTERB ILL BE-
FALL 'YOU.—THE SIGN OF THE FEATHER.”

Sally choked for words.

“So that p-paper hete%hot st me in the pool,

“Is all one miserable little plot against
finished Don. “Trying to frighten

Bunty out of the race, with Piggot ullng a

trick that.s got whiskers on it, and calling

himself— The Sign of the Feather’! Huh!"

The rest of J House came trooping in now,
eager to know how Bunty had shaped in the
try-out. Their storm-of wrath, when they
heard what had happened, was cut short by

*the sudden entry of the dean for lecture.

The first thing he saw was the threatening
scribble on the blackbofrd, and Sally & Co.
gathered around it

“Miss Warner,” he said sternly, " you will
remove that nonsense from the board. And
you will give your att.ention now to the lecture,
and not to swimming!"”

Somehow Sally & Co. bottled their feelings
till lecture ended. Then grimly they marched
cut across the campus in search of Nat Piggot.

They met him coming up the path from
the college pool—his expression disarmingly
guiltless.

“Just a minute, Piggot!” And Johnny and
Don planted themselves on either side of him.
“We want you!”

“It's a little matter about a feather!” Sally
said, facing him

“This a oke°" asked Piggot with a
convincing lack of comprehension.
funny about feathers?”

most
bt Wnat's
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“We don’t think it a bit funny!” retorted
Sally. *“You're sore because Bunty Shnnes
been put in our House, and you know you've
got no one to stand a chance against her in
the gala. But youre not going to spoil her
chances and ours, Nat Piggot,’and you're not
going to get away with any more tricks, by
sending stupid messages with feathers!”

“I don’t know what you're talking about,”
Piggot frowned. *“ Messages? Feathers? Say,

has someone been pulling your leg?” And
he bezan to laugh.
“You call it leg-pul]lng, do you?"” Don said

quietly. " You sneaked on us to the dean, and
got us gated, and Bunty, too! If there's any
more of that kind of leg-pulling, Piggot, there's
going to be trouble!”

‘Are you accusing me of sneaking?” cried

Piggot, his ears
“We know jolly well you did!™ blazed
Johnny.
“T've never sneaked on anyone yet,” denied

Piggot furiously. *“We don't do that kind of
thing in K House. You're just trying to cook
up trouble because you know jolly well well
Imk you silly in the gala!™

“Oh, will you?” fired Sally.

“Yes, we will! We'll give you feathers—
you birds’ll need ’em now you're caged?¥” And
Piggot gave a goading laugh. “Go and leok
at the pool—that'll please you!”

He pushed on his. way, while the chums set
off tightlipped to the pool to find out the
meaning of that last taunt.

Fay Was looking vaguely perplexed

“1 say,” she murmured, “you don’t think
we've made a mistake in picking on Piggot

o—*

*“Of course not!” scorned Johnny. *“He’s the
higgest spoofer in the coll.!”

was the way he loo'-ced when Sally
tackled him about the feathers,” Fay went on.
"Made me wonder whether he was spoofing,
after all

Then her voice froze away, and all four
chums were glowering speechless at a notice
pasted on the closed door of the pool:

“BY SPECIAL PERMISSION.

“This Pool is Reserved this evening
EXCLUSIVEII&Y Hg)r Members of

ok

The notite was written in the unmistakable
hand of Nal Piggot—but at the foot of it had

been carefully pinned—a mocking green
feather! :
“The bounder—he’s tricked us again!” cried

Don furiously.

“Barred us using ocur own pocl this even-
mgl" wailed Fay.

He’s stopped us {rom practising at the
Laguna—and now——" Johnny turned on Fay.
“Now are you satisfied it's Piggot, Fay? Look
at that feather! Gosh, just let me get my
hands on him——"

“Come on, let's catch him,” cried Don, and
led the rest out on to the path. But of Piggot
there was no sign, and after vainly scouring
the campus, the four chums made their way
1o Sally’s chalet.

“He's lying low—but it’s our turn_ now!”
Sally said quietly. *“We know where Piggot's
going to be this evening, and we've to prepare
scme well-thought-out reprisals!”

They sat around the table and were soon
engrossed in devising a plan of action. Certain
materials would be needed, and Don and
Johnny undertook to find an old football

bladder, if the girls could provide a flock
of feathers out of an old cushion. and a tin
of treacle. Fay was taking careful note of

these items, when suddenly

l—and something whizzed over her
shoulder and caught Johnny a sti..wing smack
on the ear.

N
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“Ow!” Johnny sat up with a yell as the
missile burst open on the table.

It was a paper pellet. Don plcked it up,
smoothed it out, flinging a green feather on
to the table, then read the scrawled message:

“BLOW AFTER BLOW, AND ANOTHER
ONE READY! DROP BUNTY SHANE BE-
FORE WORSE HAPPENS.—THE SIGN OF THE
FEATHER.”

Sally took one glance, and made a dive for
the open window.

“This is where it came rrom—he must be
here somewhere!” she cried. *“After him!™

She was over the sill in 2 flash, the others
following, but their quarry had already
escaped unseen through the trees.

"He can't have got far! Let's fan out!”
breathéd Sally, and dashed into the copse.

Then her eyes gleamed as she saw Wilkins,
ihe page, sweeping away the leaves at the edge
of the path.

“Which way did Piggot go, Wilkins?"” she
bmst out.

“Mr. Piggot?" Wilkins blinked curiously.
“rFunny you should ask that, Miss Sally!” he
whispered. * Look!"

And he pointed over the hedge on Yhe other
side of the path.

There, on the green, stood Piggot, talking
to the -dean as though butter wouldn't melt
in his mouth.

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir!” they heard him
saying. “1 thought I'd ask you, sir, as I
consider K House has a very good chance in
the gala!”

The chums watched grimly, then softly they
all stole away.

“I'll get you those feathers and the treacle,
boys,” volunteered Sally softly.

“Right!"' Don nodded. *“ Johnny and I'll sec
about the football bladder.”

The college pool was still closed, ha]t an
hour later, when Sally & Co. climbed stealthily
over the wall and concealed themselves in the
pump-room, from which the water supply was
operated.

Don and Johnny busied themselves screw-
ing the powerful hose to the pipe, while Sally
and Fay kept eager vigil at the grating in
the door, Buniy Shane sharing the spyhole
with them.

Nat Piggot walked unsuspectingly into the
pool, deposited a beautifully folded towel and
cosimlne on the ledge, and then went out
again

“He's just asking for it!" grinned Sally.

uickly she ran from the pump-room, and

a borrowed paint brush was very busy for
a few minutes. Then she folded the towel as
carefully as before and placed it back on the
ledge where Piggot had Jeft it.

The chums were still stationed in their
hiding-place, pecping through the grating,
when K House came clattering jnto the pool
for their exclusive practice—led By Nat Piggot.

‘ Get changed as quickly as you can, every-
boay!” he ordered them. “Then we'll have
time for a few lengths before the big moment!”

The big moment! Sally & Co. grinned at
each other in silent anticipation, and Don
reached for a bulging but somewhat tattered-
looking football bladder. Doors banged as K
House popped into the dressing-boxes. Two
minutes passed. Then doors banged again as
they came out, clad in their swim-suits.

Piggot looked unusually smug in elegant
eream top and blue trunks, with a magnificent

* K embroidered startlingly across the chest. H

e
came marching straight towards Sally & Co.’s
hiding-place. He took up his diving position
only three yards away from them, his back
turned to them.

“Now listen, everybody!” he sang out. “The
most important thing in a swimming race is
getting off to a good start. If you've seen how
J House do it—Weston and Sally Warner and
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all that crowd—you've seen the wrong way.
I'm going to show you the right way!

Sally crouched behind the pump-room door,
ready to whisk it open.

“There isn't much time—you lmow there’s
big things ha, this evening,” went on
Piggot, “but I want you to watch me! This
is the way—and the only correct way!—to
enter the water—— Oouch!”

A door burst open behind Piggot and some-
thgag hict him with a squelch on top of the

. Piggot didn't enter the water. Instead. his
. Teet went up and he landed heavily on the side
of the pool, with golden treacle cascading
down his face and his head crowned with an
incredible mop of sticky, straggly feathers.
Wh:wh-what's this?" he velped, swallowing
golden treacle.
“The sign of the ifeather, and plenty of
'em!"” sang out Don
A cry went up from K House, and furiously
they came charging at the pump-room.
“Look! Sally Warner and her crowd!”
“Let 'em have it!"
But Sally & Co. were ready for all odds.
Johnny grabbed the hose. Don directed the

nozzle. Bunty and Fay turned the water on
full circle.
Whooooosh! A streaming avalanche met the

oncoming K House. They fell back, skidding
and tumbling in all directions. Then with
gasps of fury they came on again. Don swung
the nozzle round to meet them.

The noise was bedlam, but suddenly a stern
voice rang out and a tall, dark figure burst in
through the entrance, right into that foaming
jet of water.

It was the dean.

“Wh-what on earth " The dean fell
back, stagBering, drenched. “ Have you all gone
mad, Piggot? Is this why you asked me here to
—to coach you this evening?"

“N-no, sir! It's n-nothing to do with us
sir!” panted Piggot, and pointed lnart.tculat.ely
to the pump-room, where Sally & Co. were
deaperately switching off the water—too late.

* M-Miss Warner and those others. They're
J House—they have no business here this even-
ing,” the dean stuttered, rubbing the water
from his eyes. “Great Scott, Piggot, what
have you got on your head? F-feathers? Well,
don't stand there so ldlotlcally—hand me my
towel! I'm drenched!"

“Yessir!” said Piggot—and, to Sally’s horror,
he handed the dean the carefully folded towel
from the ledge.

Tthe chums watched him unfold it, then give
a star

‘NOW YOU'VE BEEN WARNED—BY J!”
stared at him in glaring red letters painted
right across the towel.

“I—I'm frightfully sorry, sir! I thought
it was P-Piggot's towel!” Sally gasped—and
that was as far as she was allowed to go.

The dean glared at her.

“First,” he said, his voice seething with
anger, “you will get brooms and swabs, when
K House have finished here, and you will clear
this mess up—every scrap of it. Secondly, if
there is any more of this house rivalry—any
more of it whatever, mark you!—I shall blame
J House for it, and I shall forbid J House to
enter the swimming gala!”

THE CHUMS LAY A TRAP

INDIGNATION ran riot in J
House when they heard of the
dean' ultima. um.

Piggot’s

eans that
got away wlth it!” they blazed.
“It means that we get the
blame if there’s any more

trouble!” fumed Sally.
_ “Just got to swallow it, and
forget about Piggot and his feathers!” summed
up Don. *“He was trying to get Bunty out of
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; th{e gala.

© up,“not you!”

And now all that matters is the

K ping a wide berth of K House, they
waited till the pool was clear, then made their
way to the staff quarters in quest of mops and
swab!

Young Wilkins was in charge of these
articles, and sympathetically he ushered the
chums along to his cupboard in the scullery.

“I call it a shame, Sally, and I reckon
it’s old Piggot who ought to do the mopping
he said darkly. “ There's the
swabs—behind the brooms!"

Sally rummaged deep in the cupboard, and
chose the articles required. Then off she went
with Don & Co. and Bunty to clear up the
disorder in.the pool.

It was a long and laborious job. K House
had left a lot more mess for them, and Plggot
or someone had kicked the football bladder
all r(lm-nd the matting, to extend the trail of
treacle.

I.:.‘:ally was on her knees, cleaning up the mess,
when:

Ping! and a hard pellet whizzed past her,
burying itself in the stickiness and spattering
her with treacle.

DOSally Is that another of them?" cried

n

Sally was grimly unwinding a paper cojl,
bound with elastic and conmmmg the usual
green feather.

“THE AST WARNING!" she read.
*“ BUNTY QU’ITSﬁELSE YOU ALL QUIT.—
THE SIGN OF THE FEATHER.”

Don's hands clenched.

“I didn't think even Piggot would goad us
again!” he said between his teeth.

“ But you can’'t do anything, or you'll get the
whole house barred from the gala!” Bunty said
in distress. *It's all through me—I've brought
yvou nothing but bad luck. Look here, I'll drop
out of the team!”

“You won't!” cried the chums in one breath-
less voice.

“You're our only hope, Bunty, and you're
the very reason why we're not going to
badgered out of the gala!” Sally said, and
paused.

She was toying curiously with the green
feather, eyeing it with far more interest than
ishe had given to the message accompanying

“What’s more,” she added in a queer tone,
“I've got an idea we can stop this little game,
Bunty, if you’re willing to take a chance. It
may sound crackers, but listen!”

By the time Sally had outlined her idea,
Don and Johnny were convinced she was
crackers.

Next morning Bunty's risky task was care-
fully carried out, Sally & Co. keeping cave for
her, while Nat Piggot was unsuspectingly oiling
his bike in the cycle shed.

Sally then stole round to the kifghens and
took Wilkins, the pageboy, into hergpnfidence.

“Wilkins, you helped us before, and I'm
going to let you into a secret,” she told him
softly. “We're carryving out our revenge
against K House, and Bunty Shane's fixing it
now! But just in case Piggot or any oi them
get wind of it, I want you to help us!’

Wilkins nodded eagerly.

“1 certainly will, Miss Sally.”

“You know what'l] happen to us if they tell
the dean,” Sally said softly, “and they can't
get to the dean, Wilkins u you have orders

that he won't see anybody!"

“1 get you, Miss Sally!"” sald Wilkins, with
agrin. “I'll keep 'em out as long as you like.
The dean won't see anybody—that’s what I'll
r.ell them.”

“Thanks a lot, Wilkins.” Sally beamed at
him then slipped away to rejoin Don & Co.,

(Please turn to the back page.)
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sturdily,

And doggedly, he swung on his
way.

RICK DISOBEYS

NOT since the turbulent days of
her earliest acquaintanceship
with Rick Oekley had Ann
Sutton feit so worried, so rest-
lessly uneasy.

She spent a sleepless nigbt
-while Rick performed his self-
imposed vigil in the stahle‘s
She was upset, knowing that

there was a definite rift in her friendship with
Rick. Oh, why was he behaving so ridicu-
lously?~
She realised with dread that she’d have to
have it out with Rick. She would point out—
quietly but firmly—the harm he was doing
and plead with him to abandon this absurd
attitude towards Vance Gower. The fate of
the stables depended upon it. Already she
felt the feud between Rick and Vance was
upsetting those other happy clients of hers.

She got up in the morning, full of deter-
mination to clear the air.", But it was not Rick
she first met when she stepped outside. It
was Vance Gower himself—Vance, a piece of
slut.er on one cheek and a decidedly annoyed

began,

at once
ment:l.ng trouble.

“Good-morning !” he said, and t-he.re was a
new note of coldness in his voice. Then, as
if unable to contain himself any I.onﬁer
a;u'st out: “Ann, this idiotic nonsense sot

p_

“Stop?” Ann faltered.

“About not being allowed to ride
%%n:- Ht?onuﬁt , but if anythin,

e men
happens so that my uncle can’t ride the
hunter in the handicap I'm doing it for him.
And how am I to ride the horse if that ridi-
culous partner of yours won't even let me take
him out for a practice gallop?” he demanded.

“B-but can't you?” Ann breathed.

“No!” fumed Vance. “I've just been along
to Fancy Lad's stall and found it all locked
up again. When I tried to u.nlock it Rick
cameé and threatened to attack me.’

Ann eyed him.

“Vance, youre sure?”

“Should I say it if T wasn’t? Ann, really,
it's too much. It's just—well, senseless. Even
if the chap doesn’'t like me, that’s no reason
why he should bar me riding a horse which
is practically mine., If I told my unele about

this-he’d have Fancy Lad taken out of these
stables before you could sa}? knife."

Ann's heart beat a little faster.

“Vance, you—you wouldn't do that?”

“I don"t know.” He shrugged. “I like you,
Ann. If it hadn't been for you I'd have had
the horse removed before. But I'm bothered
if 'm going on being treated like this. There’s
a limit to everything, and either I do ride
that horse or—well, I write to my uncle.”

Ann was dismayed, yet she could not help
but be sympathetic. She could understand
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exactly how Vance felt, and she found it
impossible to blame him for his attitude.

But she saw what would be the conse-

quences of such an action on Vance's part.
u he did persuade his uncle to remove Fancy
Lad. bang went the stable’s hopes of being
credited with a winner in the Hertfeld
Handicap, and down would go its prestige.
Inevitably the story would get around, and
inevitably it would have a damaging effect.
Yes, decidedly, she must ak to Rick. She
must assert herself. She ted the prospect,
but it had to be faced.

“Come with me. We'll find Rick.” she said.

They found Rick—just coming out of Fire-
brand's stall, a newly filled bag of oats in his
hands. He looked ‘ﬁs quietly when Ann,
rather briskly, called name.

But his eyes flew at once to Vance Gower,
and a gleam of hostility showed in them.

“Rick, what ever’s been happening? Master
Vance tells me you will not unlock Fancy
Lad’s stable.”

“That's so, Miss Ann,” Rick said mildly.
“Not while Master Vance is around.”

Ann found her heart racing. But she knew
it had to come to show-down now.
Hateful as the task was, she stuck to her
resolve.

“You forget, Rick,
cll nt——"

“Master Vance is no client.
Rick returned sturdily.

“He's here in his uncles place. He's been
authcrrtsed by his uncle to ride the horse—"

“But his uncle hasn’t informed me,” Rick
replied steadily.

“But, don't you see, silly, that he wouldn’t
have thought that neuessary"' Ann protested.
“Rick, please be sensible and unlock those
stables at once.”

The old dogged expression came into Rick’'s

ace,
“T'm sorry, Miss Ann '
“Then give me the keys.”
Rick stood still,
“Rick, you heard.”

that Master Vance is a
His uncle is,”

¥S.
Riclt drew a deep brcat.h His face was
wooden now.
“'Is Hslm an order, Miss Ann?”

Bhe paused, feeling that if this an ent
went on she wo scream. But she no
doubt now that she had won it. Rick wouid
never disobey a direct order. Then, 10 her
shocked humiliation, Rick deliberately thrust
his hands into his pockets.

There was an expression of pain on his face
when he e—an expression which sug-
gested that the words he uttered hurt him,
and that he would far rather have left them
unspoken.

“For once, Miss Ann, I must refuse to obey
your order!” And with that he turned on his
heel and vanished into the stable.

Ann stood still, feeling stunned and shamed.
A blow in the face would have been prefer-
able to that humiliating refusal, she felt.

But Vance, his face flaming with anger, took
a step forward.
“Oakley. you cad——"
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“Yes?" Rick swung round. The cxpressio:
on his face was almost savagely grim. *“Yes?"”
he asked, obviously hoping that Vance would
attack.
Vance——

Vance breathed heavily.

g 8 1t wasn't for the
Ann

“Miss Ann need not be present,” said Rick
stolidly. "There are plenty of places where ""—
he looked down at his huge fists—" where we
can talk, Master Vance. I leave you to make
K{) yomic mind!"” he added curtly, and turned

s bac

“Ann,” Vance muttered—"Ann I—I'm soOIry.
The fellow’s just an oaf—a pig. But you're
trembling. You're upset. Let me see you back
to the house.”

Ann nodded. She hardly cared in that
moment what happened. More hurt and more

ashamed than she had ever been in her life,
she stumbled alongside Vance, who put a kind,
assisting hand upon her arm

What had happened? Wuat. did this atti-
tude of Rick's portend? She felt too numb to

But before entering the garden of the
lodge she looked round, and she winced as
she saw Rick, his coat on, the bag of oats on
his shoulder, wa.lking off ‘delibera ely towards
the gate which led to the moors. Without
being conscious of any desire to supply the
answer, she wondered where Rick was taking
those oats.

“He's going,”
1 wonder?”

011. Vance, need you worry?” Ann asked

He sh.ook his head, but he frowned. In the

lod; poured Ann out a cup of coffee she

lert over for breakfast, and had one him-

tside there was a clatter and a

chat.te.r ot cheery volces as the usual morning
"%!':a &'9‘ he Va.n id. And

# gan re,” ce sa. - as

usual, I haven't got horse. But, Ann,

ﬁxggualy what are you going' to do’ about

“I don't know,” Ann coniessed.

“But you're not lé_eattmg mm get awa;
it?” Vance challenged. “Ann, I wan that
horse to ride. Look here. Ann, supposing I
break down the door——"'

Ann shot him a startled look.

“What? No,” she cried, “you mustn't do

presence of Miss

Vance muttered. “Now, where,

that. Uncle Ralph would be annoyed. You
can't get a new or so easily, you know. At
the same time, yes "—a little flash of defiance

came into her face—" you're entitled to thﬂ
horse, and you shall have him. Wait
minute. I may find a spare key in Riek'
quarters.”

She rose and hurried away

Upset though she was, her determination
was stil-strong. It had come to a deadlock
between her and Rick, but she was still mis-
tress of the stables, and her word should be
final. Searching Rick's single room, it was
not long before she found a bunch of keys, and

these she took outside.
“Come on. Let's see if one of these will
fit,” she said,

They went off again, to join Dick Lacey and
h a dozen others who had thered. They
all wanted to know where Rick was, and a
little uneasy silence fell when Vance told them
-1bout the whole thing.

“Gosh, the fellow mu.st; be potty!” Evan
Trevitt said. “Looks to me as if Ann would be
better off without him."”

Ann heard that, and flushed as the fourth
key she t.ried clicked in the stable lock. Vance
gave a whoop of glee.

“Now,"” he said—"now we'll show the con-
ceited pup whether I shall ride Fancy Lad or
not! Trot him out, Ann.”

Ann went into the stable gloom, pushing her
way alongside the big chestnut hunter so as
to untie the head-rope which was fastened to
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‘If you have anything to say, Master /

the hay-loft above the trough. Without hesi-
tation, she backed the horse out, and a iittle
cry of triumph went up from the others. But
it was a cry that was silenced at once when
Vance Gower gave a sudden exclamation.

“Ann!"” he cried.

“Well?” 'Ann asked,

“That—that " Vance choked. ‘“Look at
his feet!” he cried. “Where are Fancy Lad’s
white coronets? This is a horse like Fancy
Lad—but it’s not him——"

“What!” Ann cried, and her jaw dropped as,
looking at the horse closely, she saw that
gslu:g:e spoke the truth. “Then — then—

c

“Rick,” Vance said, befween his teeth, “has
cheated us in the end! He's Jput another
horse in Fancy Lad's place, Ann.”

IN WITCH'S WOOD

IT was ftrue. Examining the
horse more closely, Ann saw
now that it was Red Rufus,
one of Rick's semi-wild moor-
land pets. She thought she
understood now why Rick had
departed with that bag of oats
on his shoulder. He was off
to Fancy Lad's
wherever that might

give the horse his morning feed.
Vance was furious. He even went s;,? far as
to suggest that Rick had sectretly sold the pro-
spectl.ve cham on and had substituted this
horse in It was a theory received
doubtfuﬂy by most of the riders, but with no
belief at all by Ann. Puzzling as Rick's atti-
tude been, she knew he would never
descend to so unscrupulous a trick.

She hardly knew what to do then. She only
knew, in fact, that she wanted to get rid of
the whole crowd—Vance Gower in particular.

Somehow she managed to send them away,
and then her mind started working agn.in
She knew Rick’s simple ways, and it did not
take her long to arrive at the concluslon that,
wherever Rufus had come from, there F‘nncy
Lad probably was. And, as it happened Ann
was a particular friend of Red Rufus’.

She went to the horse, saddled him, and
turned his head towards the gate Then,
stroking his glossy mane, she sal

“Rufus, I want you to take me to Rick—

Rick, your master!”

She knew, by the eager way Rufus'
pricked forward, that he understood.

With no further thought, she {-.pra ‘;
the saddle, jerkad the reins, and, lowins
Rufus to have his head, jogged off across the
moors tOWa.rds Witchea Wood.,

Presently they had arrived at the outskirts
of the wood, and here just for a moment
Rufus paused, his great head up as he quest-
ingly sniffed the air this way and that. en,
abruptly, he turned to the right.

Ann knew that she was on the track now.
She guessed, even before Rufus stopped,
exactly where the horse was making for—the
old shepherd’s shelter, on the very fringe of
the woods overlooking the moors. They made
no sound in the soft, mossy grass as they
approached the old place, but suddenly Ann
reined in sharply as, nearing it, she heard
voices.

And one voice was Rick’s.

“You do as you like, but you don’t get any
information out of me, Master Vance! What
I ve done with Fancy Lad is my business!”

“You—you cheeky upstart!” came the voice
of Vance Gower.

“Your words do not worry me,” came Rick’s
calm voice. “I repeat, you shall not know
where Fancy Lad is, follow me as you will!”

Ann moved forward a few silent paces. She
felt alarmed—disturbed suddenly. She felt
also that she did not like that snarl in Vance
Gower's volce—so different in tone from the

ears
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she knew. Then again she listened as
the voices broke out afresh.

“You know whnt you're doing,” Vance Gower
said thickly. “I could ,put the police on you
for this, Rick Oakl

“I doubt if you would do that,” came Rick's
composed voice. “You see, Master vance,
know your game. You may have deceived Miss
Ann easily with your gentlefolk ways, but
do not deceive me. §8 Ann trusts you. he
doesn't know you for the scoundrel you are,
but I do. I say again—you’re not having
Fanecy Lad to help you in your schemes!"™

There was a pause. Ann sat electrified as
mER?el,E“ words—Vance's words—came

c

ld chap. supposing I make it worth
your while?” The Words were eager—aimost
whin g su posing we go shares—half for
you | half for me? What then?”

“My answer is just the same, Master Vance,”
came Rick's sturdy voice. *“I do not J)lay
games like that. I do not steal
m\-end to help You to steal.”

“It means a lot, Rick. You could do with
a bit of money, couldn’t you?

“No. Money means not.hlng to me,” came
Rick’s emntumless reply. “My honour does.”

Ann drew deep breath. What was this
she was hearing? Vance, not t.roubun to
deny Rick's accusation that he was out to
steal; xlg fact, trying to bargain with Rick to

hel

S%e sat there, bewildered. But before she
could make a move there came suddenly a
shrill cr'y rrom“t_he moorland behind her :

Abruptly she turned. Out on the moors,
two or three hundred distant, was a
lone horseman whom she recogxsed at once as

He was gallop urgently to-
A.nn thought swiftly. It would
never do, she realised, allow Dick to find
Rick and Vance in this ugly scene—not on top
of what he had airea.cly seen So she turned
swiftly and ped to t him.

“Dick, what's hnppened"‘ she cried.

Thank goodness I've. found you!" = Dick
reined b“‘guﬂlng a little. “Ann, you'll have

the stables—at once! Mr.
Gower has arriv

“Mr. Gower?”

ing for the moment.

ed
Ann stared, not understand-
Then, with a jump of

?amc the name clicked into its proper place

d. “You mean, the owner of Fancy
Lad—Vance’s uncle?”

“That's him,” Dick said grimly. "“And, my,

isn't he in a wax! Better buck up, Ann.”
Ann nodded. There was a wild panic in her
heart nmow. Oh, goodness! Could anything
have been more disastrous than this?
Shrinking from the ordeal she knew she
would now have to face, at Dick’s side she
made her way back to Sutton's Bt.ablet;
o?ﬂ:er she and Dick clatteread into the
stable-yard, where a tall, stern-looking figure
stood outside Fancy Lad’s stable, amid a
-looking crowd of her clients

and pupus Ann braced herself as he came
towards her.

“I am extremely annoyed, Miss Sutton!™ he
began. “What is this I hear about my horse

P R W Sk The
an —he poin y towards e
stall—" being put in its place?” -
Ann gulped

“Your horse is not: stolen,” she replied.

“Then where is it?"
Pick ISA—IS looking

and

“Rick Oakley. has it.

after it for you. But——" nn, hardly
realising what she was saying, knowing only a
desperate_need to clear Rick, and no longer
trust Vance Gower eompletely decided to
try to justify Rick’'s action. “Rick had a silly
idea m';‘ your nephew has some scheme con-
nected with Fancy Lad
looknd at her sharply
"My neph

“Yes, Vance Gower. You sent hin® here to
keep an eye on the horse.”
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He pursed his lips for a moment.

“I see.,” He e the wnrds slowly, but Ann
saw, wl!.h mild ammment that the anger
had died from his eyes. “And so what's hap-
pened?" he added.

“Well, as Rick had no instructions from
you, and as he wouldn’t have Vance interfer-
ing until you said so, he hid Fancy Lad and
put this horse in its stable,” Ann.faltered.

The faces around her looked ~a little
strained. It looked as if Ahn were aotually
still trymg to defend Rick to Vance's own

And where is Rick now?” Stephen Gower
asked.

Ann's brain was working swiftly. Why not
take Stephen Gower to the shack in the
woods? Why not let the explanation she did
;olt. u'.}ldersu.nd come from those two them-

ves

“I've just left Rick with your ne hew, If

you llkekt‘ll take you there,” she d.
Thank you

Some minutes later, mounted on. the bay
hunter he had brought with him, he and Ann
were heading back across the moors. They
came within sight of the shack at last, and
{)ﬁthhdismounted But no sound came {rom

e

‘ Well "—Stephen Gower’s face was a trifle
hard—"I t.houghr, you saild we'd find them
here, Miss Sutton?”

“They—they were here,”” Ann gazed around,
Her eyes fell on a telltale sign in the grass—
a thin line of oats which looked as though
they might have escaped from a hoie in a
faulty sack. And she knew then—knew with
a flash of definite understandmg-fthat. it was
Rick who had left that tmil 1 think I can
find Rick,” she said. “This is the trail.”

“But why should he hnve lefit a trail?”
Stephen Gower questioned.

Ann shook her.head. She didn't know, she
said; but when she suggested following it up,
Stephen Gower readily agreed. And so they
fnllowed it. It led them eventually to the
zg:ne;. and from there wound along the river

And then, ahead of them, they heard a
sudden shout, and then a scuffle. Accompany-
ing it came a shrill, terrified whine.

"That's Rick,” Ann cried, “and—and Fancy

She broke into a run, Stephen _Gower at her
heels. There came another crash, a t, a
sudden shriek, and a . Then the sound
of terrified hoofs pawing frantically at the
ground and a long-drawn-out neigh of shrill
distress.

With a rush Ann came on the scene—the
old, roofiess cottage which had been a derelict
of the woods for vears. The door was wide
open, affording a complete view of the only
room the cottage comprised. At the far end,
tethered to a rinz in a great timber suppor
was the magnificent chestnut hunter, an
perilously near his flying ‘hoofs in a half-
crouching position, and with a look of agony
on his face, was Rick.

And Rick, in spite of the fa.ct that he was
almost spent, was clinging framtically to the
cords of a stout canvas nosebag,
Gower was savagely trving to wrench it away
from him. He was in the very act of striking
the wild hoy's bruised knuckles with a short,
thick stick.

“No!” Ann cried shrilly. "“Stop that!"”

She was in the cottage in a flash. Vance
wheeled round, a look of hnte on his face.
For a moment it seemed as if he would have
slashed at Ann with t.he stick. But a
twinkling Rick had thrust out a foot; at f.he
same moment had jerked the bag towards

Vance twisted again on the defenceless
mck But at that moment. Stephen Gower
app In two strides he
iorward 'had caught the rurlnus {,
by the "seruff of me neck rought hlm



tohlssenseswlthnﬂnginsslapaerossthe

face

"Now !” Wesald harshly.

Rick got to his feet, still sﬂpplng the bag.
‘Then he murmured soothmgly to the agitated

Fancy

Qulet boy,” 'he said. “It's a;l over now.
Thant you, ua Ann, for coming in time.”

“But, Rick, what happened? Why "—and
Ann looked at the defeated, whimpering
Vance—" why didn’t you tell me about—about
him in the first place?”

“Because, Miss Ann, I knew I- could not
convlnce you. I knew you and those others

liked him. But now—well, here is the story,”

he added.

He told it in his own direct, unemotional
style. 1t began with the arrival of Fancy
Lad at Sutton’s Stables. The e day Rick
had met his old gipsy friend, Mother Malone,
who lived in the woods. She had warned him
about Vance Gower, saying that he planned to
find and steal his grandfather’s savings, which
he had hidden in the woods during the war.
But even Mother Malone did not know where
these savings were—only cy Lad knew -the
hi:ﬂ:xg—place now that old man Gower was

“I only had Moth.er Malone's word for this,”
resumed Rick. “But-I' believed her, for I
knew her to be a friend of old Mr. Gower.
So I resolved Vance should have nothing to
do with Fancy Lad. But to-Gay he followed
me when I was carrying the oats to Fancy Lad,
and I led him to the shack, Miss Ann. There
I pretended I would accept half of Farmer
Gower's savings, and in return lend Fancy Lad
to him. Fancy Lad led us here. We found
the. snvlngs—ahd the rest you can g ess.”

“Yes. He attacked you—f{rom ind, too, I
imagine,” Ann said at once, throwing Vance a
look of withering contempt.

“You young villain!” his uncle grated, and
lared at his nephew. Then he turned to
ck. “You were right about him all along.
He got to know about my father’s savings
from a letter the old man left. I was abroad.
you know when he died. Rick, 'how can I

thank yo
“1 require no thanks,” said Rick quietly.

. . .

"RICK can you forgive me for having
doubted you, even for a moment?” Ann
aeshed softly. “Rick, I'm so sorry!”

“There is no need for my forgiveness, Miss
Ann, nor for your sorrow,” Rick replied slmply
“To me you can do no wrong—ever. 'Tis I
who ask for forgiveness for not obeying when
you ve me an order.”

Rf(?k Ann laughed happily, and took his
arm. “Now all you've ﬁdm do is to win that
handicap with Fancy
“That I will do!” Rick replied.
And again Rick Oakley kept his word.
_ THE END.

THE MERRYMAKERS AT
COLLEGE
(Continued from page 136.)

who were hiding, curiously enough, behind the
hedze of the dean's quarters. They grinned
a little anxiously at her as she joined them.
“You wait! I'm sure I'm right!” Sally said.
It was a long and tedious wait. Then sud-
denly they all stiffened. Footsteps sounded.
omlng stealthily towards the dean's house.
boy’s footsteps. Sally gazed with bated
breath through the hedge, recognising the glit-
tering buttons and red tunic of Wilking, the
page.

He had left the plth now and was creeping
silently along the verge—towards the
open window of the desha study. He
furtively in as if to make sure that the deam
was not in the study now. Then hand
went swiftly to his vgocket. ;

“Just a moment, Wilkins!” Sally flashed out
:ll;om ’behind the hedge. *“What have you got

ere?”

Wilkins jumped back. startled. . -

‘Oh! Oh, n-nothing, miss!” ’
_ Sally made a grab at his hand, and from
it she took a tamuiar-lookmg coil of paper and
ullilfolded it before the wondering eyes of her
chums.

“YOUR ORDERS HAVE BEEN DEFIED!"
it read. “J HOUSE IS TAKING REVENGE
ON K, AND RINGLEADER IS NEW GIRL
NAMED BUNTY SHAN

‘Where did this come from, Wilkins?"
asked Sall

“P t gave it to me—asked me to dellver
it to the dean. He said Hey!"

He broke off with a startled cry, for Don
and Johnny had seized his arms and began
marching him with i1apid strides towards the
cycle shed.

“Are you sure it was Piggot who gave you

that note, Wilkins?"” persisted Sally. “How
long qgo’ Where was he?” * a

“He c-came along to my scullery,” stuttered
Wilkins. "It wasn't five minutes ago, and,
if he denies it, I'll——" Then lis voice

froze away, for another voice burst upon his
ears.

It came from lmidu ‘the cycle shed, where
Bunty Shane was hovering outside the locked
door, and it was the voice of Nat Piggot.

“Let me out, will you?” he was storming, his
words echoed by \'iolent kicks and thumpa at
the door. “You won't get away with- this,
Bunty Shanre! I know it's you—I can see
through the chink! Sally Warner and
crowd put you up to this! You wait! Twenty
minutes by my watch I' ve been 1locked in here,
and when I get out

Sally darted to the lock and snapped it
open.

“ Sorry, Piggot, but it was the only w:u‘ to
clear you of unjust £uspicion!” she saild with
frank apology. *“We've got the real culprit
here—' The Sign of the Feather' ! It's young
Wilkins!” And firmly she pushed forward the
quaking pageboy.

‘ TILKINS soon broke down and confessed. It
was a stupid betting craze that had been
his downfall.

He had betted ten dollars on the local girl,
Mattie Johnson, to win the gala swimming
race. His bet had seemed a certainty—until
he had seen the new girl, Bunty Shane, practis-
ing for the J House team. Then, scared of
losing, he had conceived the idea of issuing
mysterious threats.

“You might have got away with it a bit
longer, Wilkins,” Sally told him dryly, *“but
I happened to notice a clue in your broom
cupboard. It set me thinking. It was a
feather duster which looked as if it had been
well plucked—and all the feathers were

green!”

The chums’ own pleading saved A Wilkins
from Nat Piggot's vengeance and certain
dismissal.

But Wilkins lost his bet. It was Bunty
Shane who beat all-comers in the gala, and
won the race for J House—thanks to Sally.

(End of this week’s story.)
Look out for another entertaining complete

story loalurmg the popular Merrymakers in next
Friday's QIRLS’' CRYSTAL.
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