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AND " THE SCHOOLGIRL "

Noel Raymond, The Popular Young Detective, Is Featured In This Intriguing Mystery

Story—By PETER LANGLEY

THE INVISIBLE THIEF

= ITY June's engaged on another case. This is

just the kind of romantic place which
would appeal to her.”

Bringing his car to a halt before the ivy-

covered castle which nestled amongst the trees,
: Noel Raymond, the famous detective, smiled to

: himself.

June Gaynor, his young niece and partner,

simply loved ancient castles, and Tor Castle was

: one of the best known in the country.

Every

! summer thousands of holiday-makers visited it,
! to explore its beautiful grounds, to sample the

i changed.

i thrills of its bafling maze, and to inspect the
: treasures displayed in its museum.

It was the strange disappearance of some of
these treasures which had been responsible for
Noel motoring post-haste from London.

Getting out of his car, he ran up the entrance
steps. The great oaken door stood ajar, and from
the other side came the purr of  electricity.

: Pushing the door wide open, the detective saw
: that an 'elderly,

shirt-sleeved attendant was
busily engaged in running a vacuum-cleaner over
the Persian carpet which covered the floor of the
raftered baronial hall.

As Noel entered, the attendant looked up and
shook his head apologetically.

* sorry, sir, but you're too early to look round.
The castle isn't open to visitors until ten.”

“It's all right. I've come to see the curator.
He's expecting me, I believe. My name's Ray-
mond—Noel Raymond.”

Instantly the attendant's whole manner
He switched off the vacuum-cleaner

: and reached hurriedly for his brass-buttoned
uniformed coat.

“Mr, Raymond. the detective!” he exclaimed.

} “Then you'll have come about the clocks, sir

Noel nodded. a
“Yes; I understand one or two of them have :
been stolen,” he said. = :

spirited clean :

“That they have, sir—been )
away., Uncanny it is, how they vanished. Clean :
through locked doors an’ bolted windows. If you !

ask me, I'd say it was a ghost who took ’'em.
The old man shook his head knowingly; then
realising that his visitor was waiting to see the
curator, he gave an embarrassed cough. * Sorry.
sir, I was forgetting. You wanted to see Mr
Percival, but I'm afraid he has gone down to the
village. Perhaps you wouldn't mind waiting, or :
maybe you'd see Miss Stella Randolph.” 3

“Miss Randolph?" Noel repeated inquiringly.

“The assistant curator, sir, A very nice young :
lady, sir, though very worried. These thefts have ;
upset her terribly. You see g .

The voluble aittendant broke off as footsteps
pattered on the ancient staircase, Turning, Noel
saw a dark-haired girl in a business-like white
blouse and navy blue skirt, descending. Despite
her severely cut clothes there was something
very appealing and feminine about her, and in
her dark eyes was a haunting look which in
stantly roused all Noel's sympathy.

At sight of him she gave a gasp and came to a
sudden halt, catching at the banisters. Noel :
stepped forward. ¢

“Sorry if I startled you,” he said, with a smile, :

“You'll be Miss Randolph, I expect. I'm Noel
R{;}iﬁmnd. Mr. Percival telephoned me last
night,”

The colour rushed back to the girl's checks ;
and she gazed down at him in relief. :
“The detective!” she whispered. “ Thank good- !
ness you've come! We have been nearly worried
off our heads. Those clocks disappearing like
that " Her voice trailed away and she clasped




her hands. “Oh, I do hope you solve the
mystery!” she :dded ujtatecny o You don
knuw what it means to me.

“T'1l certalmly do my best,” Noel promued
“ Now, if you'll just give me a few details——"

Eagerls' the assistant curator did so

‘You say that only one clock was taken at a
time?” he queried as she finished.

She nodded,

; and they have always been taken when
thehmuscgm le.dlocked up, & unere stgeen a t,h[eﬂ.
eac t and morning ng the past few
days, n%o have been stolen so far. Oh, it's
uncanny—inexplicable! You see——"

She broke off, and they all stiffened as
through the silent castle came the strident ring
of an electric bel 1.

i m! The burglar-alarm!" It was
the attendamt who shouted out, and excitedly
he pointed towards the corridor to the right of
the staircase, “Tna invisible thief's at it

again!” he gas {a

seeRs UL e saue's horrifed o 20
e pocket o

her skirt, she producad a bunch of keys.

“ Quickly—oh, quickly!” she urged “This
time he mustn’t escape—mustn’t!”
5 she led the way down the
a8

" frantic run. Noel and the
attendant followed hot her heels, almost
de:rened by the bell whlch still awoke the
echoes,

At the far end of the stone-flagged passage
was a solitary door, with a single word painted
on its panels: * SEUM." As she reached it
Stella Rando, Rh fitted one of the'keys into the
'l’f:cx and with desperate haste threw open the

Noel could not help wondering at her almost
frantic distress. That she could be eager for
the thief
but that tu:; alone could not explain her
obvious agitation. “hen he again broke off his

thoughts as there came a startled, panic-
stricken cry from the girl,

“Its empty! The museum's empty!” she
exclaimed.

Noel, stepping into the long, oak-panelled

apartment, saw that she was right, oever
had beed responsible for setting oﬂ the burglar-
alarm had disappeared.

Yet how could the thief haveé escaped? The
solitary door had been locked, while the
windows were all barred.

Crossing over to them, the young detective
tested the fastenings. All were in perfect order.
Impossible for anyone to have got out through
the windows. Turning, he saw the attendant
standing in the doorway. shaking his head, a
logk of fear in his e

“It's a ghost—tha:s what it is,” the man
muttered

Noel ignored him and turned to the assistant
curator. She had c to a great metal-
topped table which stood in the centre of the
museum, and she was gazing at it as if
petrified.

On the table were arrayed a whole collection
of ancient clocks. Each was a rare specimen,
and they were of every conceivable shape and
design. Only one thing had they in common—
all were on the small side; none of them stood
higher than fifteen inches.

Crossing 0 the stricken girl, Noel gave the
table a quick calculating scrutiny. It was
divided up into black and white squares, rather
like a huge esshoard. and on most of the
squares stood a clock. Swiftly he counted the
vacant squares. then turned to Stella
Randolph.

* Five!” he ejaculated. “ But you said——"

Her lips quivering, she nodded.

“1 know. Up till this morning only four
eclocks had gone. but now "—she clutched him
by the arm—"now another of them has
vanished!” she announced.

Incredulously Noel gazed around the
museum. It seemed impossible that the thief

n

to be captured was understandable,

could have snatched up the clock and made his
escape from the locked room in the few brief
mo:uents which had el since the bell had
first sounded its strident warning.

With the clamour of it still ﬂlllng his ears,
he turned to the attendan

*“Can you shut off that nolsc?" he asked.

“ Certainly, sir., There’s a switch in that cup-
hoard over there. It's m 5 job to turn it on
every evening before Miss dolph locks up.”

Crossing to one of the walls, the man opened
a panel, put in his hand, and there came a
click as he pressed up a switch. Instantly the
metallic clangour came to an end.

“That's better!” Noel gave a smile ot relief.
‘Nok: perhaps one of vou ‘11 explain ho

orks.”

The table’s electrified.” It was Stella Ran-
dolph who spoke “And all the clocks have
me hases. long as they're not moved
everything's all rlght but the moment any of
them is lifted up—the clrcuit is broken and
the alarm bell rings.” .

Noel nodded understand!ntly, and he
frowned at the table,

“Very ingenious,” he murmured. *“That
means, then, that the thief must have been in
this room when we &

“Unless it was a ghost, sir!” Earnestly the
attendant ed “There's mlshmg
funny tales told about this castle, sir. 1
1o Ut NOW-—-

But only chuckled.

The old attendant ey 2
“Aye, you mlt{ la &o *sir,” he
want. on. "Bu§° new e ta.les i ve ! heard

gutle, then you'd that
this thief is no You " sea I'm
rlzht—-you mark my words.

m:snng his hun :orebodmclv. e garrulous
the room, and nﬁ;nem. later

Momanlpthapurrot vacuum-
ml.ng er from_ his
oe! ed thewnusthen.

the floor,

e carpet,
loolm:g for possible secret entrances to the

But though he searched high and low, he
failed to find one. Frowning in bafflement. he
rolled the carpet back in place; then gave a
sudden gasp. Something lying under the table
had attracted his attention. It was a small
metal tube. Reaching across, he picked it up,
hat it was a tube of blue paint such as
artists use.

* Hallo, that's a queer thing for the thief tpo
drop!” he commented.

“But it wasn't dropped by the’ thief. I'm
positive it wasn't!” came in an agitated cry.
And, looking up, he saw the assistant curator
gazing at him in urgent appeal.

* Oh, what makes you so certain?” he asked.
She coloured: then gave a nervous laugh.
“We had some of the girls from the local art

school in here last week,” she explained.
“Several of them brought their pain with
them, so it’s obvious, isn't 1t, that one of them
must have dropped that tube.” At that

moment voices could be heard out in the hall
and the girl darted to the doorway. “ That'll
be Mr, Percival and horrid Claude Wayaon * ghe
declared. “I must get on with my work.”

And she hurried away, leaving Noel keenly
examining the little metal tube. It was only
half full and one or two drops of paint adhered
to the label. He touched them with his finger.
They were moist and tacky.

“So I was right!” he exclaimed. " This tube
wasn't dropped a week ago. It's only been here
an hour or two at the most—otherwise these
drops of paint would be hard and firm.”

But what could the phantom thief have been
doing with a tube of paint? And why had
Stella Randolgh so desperatel tr:ed to put him
off the scent? Was it possible that in some
way she was connected with the mystery of the
room of vanishing clocks?
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A LIKELY SUSPECT
NOEL RAYMOND was still ponder-

ing on the problem whan Mr,
| Percival entered the
accompanied by youn
| rather over-drmedmmw o Was
presumably Claude Wayson
hom = Stella had

- The curator wi ly, stern-faced man,
and l}g ted the de ective with hands held
Anot.her clock stolen!” he cried. “This is
terrible! There must be some reasonable ex.
nlanation. Thieves can't wllk through locked

rtainly can't,” agreed Noel. " But
they mfzht be able to get in through a secret
entrance, you know

“ Secret ent.rance?" It was cmude W son
who spoke, and ed wi
derisive sneer. * 'rha.t t. n bit. or baueving.
More likely the thief had a

“But there are omir two ln ‘existence,” pro-
tested the curator, have one and Miss
dolph has the other.

tly.,” was the young man's comment,
and he grinned with maliclous significance. “1
can't help remembering that Randolph
used to be very thick with that rascal Gordon
Benton.”
* Gordon Benton?”

Inquiringly, Noel turned to the curator, Mr.
Percival frowned. as if angered by the mention
of the name

“He was & young artist who used to work
here—co Pﬂns some of the masterpieces in the
castle. %ave him permission to use the old
.t.ower e grounds as a studio, In fact, it

discuss renting the studip which
hrousht. Mr Wayson along here this morning.
He's also an artist, you know.”

Noel made no comment, but looked at the
curator’s companion, deeper interest in his
eyes. Was mere professional jealousy behind
Claude Wayson's malicious insinuations, or had
he some deeper reason for saying what he had?

“What became of Benton?” Noel asked.

The curator shrugged his shoulders.

0 0f two things dishppeared from. the. casts
one or two isap, rom the castle

—nothing very valuable, fortunately, and there
was not sufficient evidence to accuse Benton.
Nevmheleas I ordered him off the premises,

thank goodness, he hasn’'t worried me

You see,

sm
“But he’s still in the dlstrlct 5 gut in Claude
Wayson. “I ran into him mg&t—in
the woods .Iu.n beyond the ca.stle gro

The curator stared at him in hoi

“You don't think that he can be tha thief?”

he gasped.
It mtheyoungnruststummahmz
Don't ask me, sir—ask Mr. Raymond: he's
in charge of the case.” hemid with a barely
concealed sneer in the detective's direction.
Noel found himself disliking Wayson more
and more, but he forced himself to hide
{:églmal He turned again to the frowning Mr.

“1 suppose the tower studio has been kept
locked up since Benton left?” he said casually

The curator nodded, while his companion
sneered again as he blew a spiral of cigarette
smoke from his lips.

“Yes—and the Kkey can't be found.

‘V‘ip arently Miss Randol h has mislaid it.

ir she cnn mlslay one key she may hnve
mislaid another."

And he laughed maliciously. Noel made no
comment, although what he had just heard
had set his mind working busily.

Though the mystery of the room of vanish-
ing clocks was as baffling as ever, he had two
suspects whom it might be worth m: in-
quiries about. The ﬂr.-.t the sn artist
who seemed s0 eager to see a rival blamed. The
other was the other artist himself, whose sus-
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icious behaviour some months had caused

gmmbeorderedoutoxtheea.s
Taking leave of the two men, Noel went out-

sldo Venr beautiful and pucerul the gardens
loo in the morning sunlight, and away to
the leﬂ. rising above the bushea, was an old
tower with crumbling battlements. 3

“That must be the studio Benton used,” Nocl

ld himself.

At once he modo mwa.rds it, and, pauslnfz
at the heavy door ped the rusty latca
and pushed with ail his atre atreugth.. But the door
refused to budge. Obviously it was securely
locked. Stepping back a few yards, he surveyed
the narrow window set m the stone wall about
twenty feet from the ground, and as he did so
his llps tightened. Here and there the ivy was

Someonea been climbing up there—and
pretty recenthr at that,” he murmured “Well,
it's an idea,

And, inserting a foot amongst the tangled
tendrils, he grasped the ivy with both hands
and began to battle his way upwards. It was a
difficult and dangerous climb, but Noel hardly
noticed, and in a few moments he was swinging
himself on to the broad sill of the glassless
window,

[t lighted a small circular apartment con-
taining a solitary chair and table, a pile of old
canvases, and an artist's easel. This was
evidently the studio which Gordon Benton had
used, and, judging by the dust, it had not been
occupied for months,

But wait a minute!

Dropping to the floor, Noel frowned as he
saw the faint imprint of footsteps. They led
to the pile of canvases. Ourlousl¥ the young
detective examined them, Most of them were
obviously copies of the castle paintings, and
one in particular held his attention. It was a
glowing replica of the famous " Shepherdess "
picture he had not.iced in the museum. As he
unrolled the unmounted painting he whlst.led
his admiration.

“If this is young Benton’s work, he certatmy
can paint,” he murmured. “'This is a perfect
cog and

reaking off, he examined the picture more
closely, and as he did so an exci gleam crept

int.o his grey eyes.

“Gosh, this is an important clue!” he
ajacu!aged “1 don't know what it means as
e

!-ie broke off, his gaze wandering to a square
paint-smeared box that stood on the table, Re-
placing the picture, he strode forward and
picked up the box. On opening the lid he saw
that it contained eighteen or nineteen small
tubes of paint, arrayed in tiny racks. But one
of the racks was empty. Swiftly he read the
various names; t! eyes gleamed again.

It was the tube of ultramarine blue which
was missing! He took the tube from the
museum out of his pocket and slipped it into
the emgty place. It fitted perfectly.

proves it!” he muttered.

* Gordon

'Benwn—or someone else—has been using this

studio in secret. And, whoever it was, somehow
managed to enter the locked museum an houg
or two ago.”

Thanks to the clue of the tube of paint, he
had already made a good start towards discover-
ms the identity of the phantom thief.

At that moment he heard a stealthy creaking
noise ouf.side the studio. Someone besides him-
self was in the tower!

Going on tiptoe to the door, he jerked it
swiftly open. hut. the dusty landing to which it
gave.access was empty.

Cautiously he looked around. The original
stone stairs had long ago collapsed. They had
been replaced by two rickety ladders. one lead-
ing up to the battlements, the other down to
the main door on the ground floor.

Out here on the landing it was almost pitch
dark, but as he peered over the frail railing he
heard again that stealthy, creaking sound.
Round he whirled.
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From Above hi.s head a bl‘a ahado-] gg’e

ladder, 1t crushed ‘down on ms shoulders,
causing him to slip and fall.

Next moment Noel was in the grip of a d.lm
almost thief

detective towards
Frantically he
that first thun

With a supreme effort he managed to roroe
himsel! to his feet, but as he swayed thire
received a brutal push.
ancient railing he thudded 'I'he.re was a3
splintering, rending crack, and the railing col-
lapsed, causing him to pn.ch headiong into
space.

Down-—down Noel hurtled. He flung out his
hands. His managed to close over the
rungs of the ladder. There came an agonising
joit on his shoulder, and, unable to bear the
p.url: he released his grip, to crash downwaru.s
again,

There came a bone-jolting thud, "then
cblivion swept over him. ;

When he recovered consciousness he found
himself lying on a pile of old sacks, and bend-
ing over him was a white-faced, girlish figure.

Stella Randolph!

2s Noel blinked open his eyes and struggled
up into a sitting position she regarded him in
distress.

“* Are you badly hurt?” she whispered.

He felt his head gingerly; then grinned,

‘*No bones hroken, imagine,” he said.
*Don't worry, Miss Randolph; ! 11 be as right as
rain in a J;ﬂy

She gave a gasp of relief

“Thank goodness! But—but what hap-
pened ?”
Noel doc!ded to be evasive.
*Oh, I that’s dll!” he said. “But what

:l.re you domg here? And who opened the
oor?

From her his gaze went to the oaken door,
which now stood wide open, letting in the sun-
light. She coloured and seemed to find it
difficult to answer his question.

“0Oh, I—I just happened to be passing by,”
she stammered, “and, seeing the door open, I
looked inside! Then I—I saw you. But you
could do with a drink,” she added hurriedly.
“TI'll fetch you some water, I won't a
moment.”

And, jumping to her feet, she hurried out o1
the tower. Frowningly Noel watched her go.
He liked the girl—there was something about
her which roused all his sympathy—but there
was also something suspicious about her
behaviour.

Scrambling up, Noel looked speculatively up
the rickety ladder; then he shook his head.

“ Whoever attacked me will have got away,”
he told himself, “But who could it have been?
Gordon Benton, or

He broke off, his attention attracted by Stella
Randolph’s handbag, which in her haste she
had left lying on the floor. Impulsively he
picked it up and opened it. The first thing
which met his eye was a torn sheet of
cartridge paper on which, in a bold, masculine
hand, had been written the following message:

“ Expect me again to-night. Don't worry. No
one will see me,

And lying underneath was a2 new tube of
ultramarine blue paint and a big, rusty key!
A feeli of dismay in his heart, Noel inserted
the key the lock of the open door. It fitted
perfectly Then Stella Randolph had lied to
him. The door had not been open when she
had come across him. She herself had unlocked
Ltfw}tht!;he key which she had pretended had

een lost !
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“Oh, I'm certain he will!” she cried. “If

only ne can win the "
“Cowmpetition?” cut in Noe.l mn

t.he owner of

the

Zella. lu:w 0! the

pictures hefe expla.l.ned b rize is
nt. replicas or t.he whole
be a wonderful chance for

She ooloured in confusion as she realised
how intently Noel was her.

“You and yo ung Benton were friends,
weren't you?” he asked.

She nodded, and blushed again, clearly
re:euzl.tug how deep was her liking for the
artis

“And is Claude Wayson also entering for
this competition?” was Noel's next question.
a(le;me mofle she nodded, and a scornful look

“Yes—but doesn't stand a chance
mlns: Gordon!” she declared. "“Mr. Way-
son’s only a conceited boaster. He's done
nothing but make himself objectionable since
all that wretched misun which led

get on with his pain! 3
She nodded, Lhen gave a ﬁf startled by the
sudden stern look wm:h

. “Why—why are you looﬁlns at
me like that?"

“Because you're not telling me the truth,”
he declared. “One of the pictures I examined
has been worked on within the last few hours.
The paint is not even dry. And you didn't
find the dpor open just now. . You unlocked

it yourself. Why? hat brought you here?"

At his unexpected questions sne recoiled as
if struck, a fluttering hand flying to her
throat. Noel's heart was full of pity. He
hated hurting her like this, but he must put
his suspicions to the test—must discover what
connection this painting business had with
t.he vanishing clocks.

“Ever since Gordon Benton was rorbldden
to come here you have been helping hhn. he
declared, as, silent and e stood
there. “You've not only helped hl.m secretly
to use his old studio, but you have also helped
to smuggie him into the museum each night—
so that he could finish his entr{nmr the com-
petition. And why you came re just now
was to replace that missing tube of Dblue

paint. You were frlght.ened that if I dis-
covered it was missing might become
suspicious.”

His swift, keen summing-up of the position*
brought a sob to her throat, and, dropping on
to the solitary clmir she covered her face with
hEI hands.

t—what vou say is true,” she whis-

pered between her tears. “But Gordon knows

notnmg about those clocks—oh, you must

believe that! Although both of us may have
done wrong, we're neither of us thieves!”

Noel found it difficult to doubt her sincerity,

et if what she had said was true, who could
ge the phantom thief? mvolunmruy his mind
went to the voung artist's rival —to Claude
Wayson. Could he be the culprit?

{Please turn to page 37.)
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The Locket Was Julie’s Only Clue To The Secret Of The Golden Palm—And Now

It Had Vanished !

BOY WHO
OSSED

the Clastaways

ACCUSED OF HELPING LARRY

ULIE WALLACE and her chums, Elsie and
Rolgy mm&: mdmmmck Ma.rdlfe. sndma.
par otier rom e
Daffodil, found themselves marooned on

the Island of tne Golden Palm—upon which

Julie's father had been castaway for two years,
On the island was a strange gold-coloured

gllar in the form of a gigantic palm-tree.
pon it were hieroglyphics which resembled

I]:lﬂu'ae on a locket which Julie's father had given
er

Also on the island was a lawless boy named

Larry Woodstock, who seemed to have a strange
interest in Julie's locket, and whom most of
the castaways believed was responsible for their

being marooned on the island.
Subsequently, at the instigation of Nell
Gilson, who- had assumed leadership of the

castaways, Larry was made .a prisoner and
locked in a cave.

Julie, indignant at the harsh treatment
Larry was rece:.ving, secretly took him food
from the castaways' store.

When she returned to the camp, she found
Gilson & Co, gathered round the food dump,
their faces grim.

“You've been raiding our store to feed Larry
Woodstock !" accused Ada Henshaw.

JULH:, didn't attempt to deny Ada's accusa-
tion.
She faced the group proudly.
“Why should I deny it?” she challenged.
She saw Gilson's frame stiffen, saw the
frown that appeared on the professor's brows,
the lncrcduli y which dawned in the faces of

%ou mean you ve been feeding Larry Wood-
3tock—w1th our rations?” Gl]son demanded.
“Yes.” Julie faced him stralg tly. “But the
food I gave him was his own—he brought it to
this island, ‘gody should he starve while we
feed—on his food?"

Gllson gave a cluck of impatience.

“Julie, we've been h that,” he said.
“We're not going through It again. I don’t
know what's come over you. You don't think
we're kegglntg that young nzer under lock and
key for the of it, do you?”

I don’t see why he should be kept under
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By HAZEL ARMITAGE

lock and key at all,” Julie boldly retorted.
“Egad !” the proreesar muttered, immeasur-
ably shocked.

Gilson glared.

“You know as well as I do that he’s working
against us. You know as well as I do that he
schemed to get us here—is scheming to keep
us here

“I don't think I know all that,” Julie sald
levelly. “You suggested that. Because he had_
a motor-boat and a radio transmitter it was
assumed he was going to make a get-away.
But now we've found the motor-boat—useless
—has been useless ever since it reached the
island.” We've got the radio- transmitter,
That's also useless. It doesn't look as If he
did plan .to run out on us, after all. Mr.
Gilson "

“ All right, have it your own way,” Gllson
said, although there was a rasp in his tones.
“But look at the other facts. ou can’t deny
that after we landed here he gave a false
message to the Daffodil, sending her away from
the island so that we should be left here
marooned. You don't deny that he’s after your
locket—the locket which contains some sort of
secret connected with the Island. You

n't——" And then he stopped, staring at
her “ Julie, where is that locket?” he finished
in a suddenly changed voice.

“Where— " Julie began, and instinctively
her hand went to her throat, fumbled there,
and then fumbled again, all the colour sud-
denly drainmg from her face and her heart
beginning to flutter in panie.

he locket had gone!

Gone—yes. No longer was the thin gold
chain about her neck. No longer did the locket
lie against her chest. It had vanished.

For a moment she stared at Gilson, and at
the others, their faces becoming rathet grim
as they saw what had happen She stared
in horror, not so much coneerned at that
moment with her loss of the locket as at the
sudden memory which flashed across the
screen of heér min

For vividly she was recallin
when, in freeing Larry, she

now the moment
ad felt his hand
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upon the nape of her neck., She had looked
up in surprise, and he had apol , saying
that a muscle of his recently freed arm had
jerked into an involuntary action. Was that
when she had lost the locket?

She shrank from the thought. She didn't
wemt to believe it And yelf-——

“Where is it?” Gilson

“It—it’s gone!” Julie mund h.ersel.f stutter-

ng.

“Oh, Julie—you—you chump!” involuntarily
burst from Dick.

“And who took it?" Gilson asked. “There's
only one person interested in the locket, Only
one who, could have had any reason for taking
it. And that’s Woodstock—the boy you stick
up for. But come on," he jumping
into brisk action at once. oodstock
stole it, he's still got it.”

Without more ado, they all moved forward,
striking the trail that Julie's betraying feet
had made in the still damp grass. Julie, her
mind in a whirl, followed them, hardly aware,
in the ag'!lat.ion of her mind, that she was
moving at all. To think that Larry could have
done this—Larry, whom she thought now had
just a little friendship for her.

Stumblinf and running by turns, she found
herself at last in sight of Larry Woodstock’s
gristm cave again. And then, with a gasp, she

“Look!” Gilson cried hoarsely. “He—he's
gone !”

And even as they all stopped, recognising
the futility of running farther, they realised
the truth. For the great gate which had kept
Larry at bay while his legs and had been
bound, had proved no obstacie to a Larry with
his bonds removed. The gate was flung wide,
and the caye was enfiirely uninhabited.

T all our work to elpture him ! flared
Ada, *“ We— " ‘And th in fury, she flung
round upon.Julie. "And lt’s all your stupid
fault!” she accused. *“You let him outl”

LARRY’S DENIAL

JULIE-denied that. But there was
no doubt she was to blame. It
was through her, and her alone,
that Larry Woodstock had been
able to make his escape—this
time, g _her precious locket
with- him She felt almost sick
with humllin.tion

“Wel hope this will be a
lesson to you, Julie,” Gnson said bitterly.
“You were an idiot to trust him"” Dick said

ght to have known he’'d play some
rotten trick,” Roly protested.

They were almost bitter in their disappoint-
ment—in their anger. All the worst thoughts
t.hef had ever had of Larry Woodstock were

tiplied that moment. Their annoyance
with Julie was unmistakable. E

“I—I deserved it, I suppose,” Julle shook her
head. Suddenly she threw off the shackles of
stupor that held her. "“Yes; I was an idiot,”
she said clearly, "I thought there was some
I could trust him.

good in him. T felt that I
But not now
“Och lass, there's no need to take on so0,”

the professor said gruffly. “ We all make mis-
takes Just mind that you don't make this
one again. But perhaps,” he added, blinking
unhopefully at the ground “he dropped the
locket. Let’s look round.”

They looked—in the cave; around the cave.
But they all knew what the result of the search
would be before they even embarked upon it.
No locket was to be found.

‘* All the same, he's not getting away with it,”
Gilson vowed angrily. *“He can’t be far away,
anyway. He must be on the island somewhere.
As he’s got the locket, and as that locket is
connected with the Golden Palm——"
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to the Golden Palm,” Dick said.
“Gilson, yes, that’s the move, I bet he's
rushed off there. What's :gnre likely, knowing
that Julie would soon out that he’s
pinched the locket? Come on,” he said grimly.

He turned at once, the others following.
Julie hesitated, but she did not accompany
them. She felt somehow that she couldn’t—
that she did not- want to meet again—
now or ever—that she would prefer to hear of
his recapture without being on the spot to
witness it. A strange mood! 8She wondered
why her first shock of anger at his treachery
was not still gripping her.

The others seemed not to notice her absence,
Eager to catch the outlaw, they did not even
turn to see if she were following. In a few
minutestheyhadvanlshedtntothetmes

Julie turned aimlessly. With no purpose in
her mind, she found her feet carrying her

“We go

thro the liana-strewn undergrowth. How
long had been strolling, or how far she had
strolled, she did not know, unul with a start,

she pulled up. What was that?

She had heard sometmng—sometmng from
the little dip in the ground in front of her.
And as she straightened and stiffened she
heard the sound once more.

“Larry!" she cried,

Larry—yes, it was Larry’s head she could see,
Without thinking, she found herself hurrying
to the spot. ?orsetuns her desire never to set
eyes on this bo gm she found her anger
kindled afresh as her memories of his treachery
flooded back into her mind. And then, reach-
mg the crest of the dip, she stopped.

“You!” she quivered.
- He was sitting there—in the hollow—just
sitting, as though nothing had happened. He
looked up.as he heard her voice, and the half-
glad smile that 1it his face filled her again with
an inward fury.

“ Aye, it's me, all right,” he said,
see o
“You—you darg have the cheek to talk to

“It's nice

He
“I thought you'd be angry. I ought to have
warned you that I should try to escape. You
didn’t get blamed for lt. aid you? Gosh, don't
look so cross about it,” he protested.

“Youa know perfectly well I m not cross about
your escape,” she protes “I—I think I
might have n sla.d 01' l.hnt, if it hadn’'t been
for the other thing u did. I trusted you,
Lasry Woodstock. I diclnt think even you
would descend to such a mean trick as you
played. And you ought "—her voice choked—
*you ought to be ashamed onyourseli—

His eyes flickered a little. here was a look
of blank derstanding in his face.

“ Julie, what is this? I don't get you.”

“No,” she retorted scarnfully, “but you've got
my locket.”

“Your what?”

“ My locket!” she flung at him. “ The locket
you stole from me in the cave.”™

The amazement on his face was so genuine
that for the first time Julie felt a faltering
doubt in her mind. The next momeént his
Hps had shut. That old dogged expression had
returned. His lips tyisted a little.

“OK.” he said. - “So you've lost your
locket——"" He seemed to ponder on t.har,
"And I, of course, am the tmef As usual

J..arry you don’t deny

“You must believe what you like,” he said

curtly.

"B&b—»“ She found herself unsettled,
bewildered. all at once. There was a doubt in
her heart which irritated her, yvet wh!ch ﬂlled

- her with a strange sort of joy at the

“Larry, did you—did you steal my locket? I
want a direct answer."

“If you like to think——" he began.

“Larry, did you?” In an unu‘maclous
demand she stamped her foot.on the ground.

“No,” he said
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“1 did not steal your locket,” he repeated dis-
tinctly. “As it happens, though, I did notice
ou weren't wi it, and I meant to ask you
you'd given it to Gilson or someone to keep
it for you. If you've lost it, you must have lost

it before you came to the cave. That's all I
can say about it.”
Bhe paused. Was that the truth? But she

knew it was—knew that she believed him.

She saw suddenly a new expression on his
face—a quick, agonised jerk of muscles that
told of physical pain. She looked at him.

i L..an'y—l..arry. you're mnot -hurt——" she
cried.
He made an effort to control himself. But

there was a gasp in his voice when he spoke.

“No—at lea.st‘ not much. My foot—it'll be
all right when I've rested it. I came a cropper
in th.i.i;m i;“i““ that t.rai]g under the zrags. I
was © g a yo 0g, you see. —
Again he broke oﬂ.ugﬁ.mggback a gasp of pain.

Immediately. her heart ﬁut.r.erinﬁ with a new
anxiety, forgetful ubﬁ:mer of her previous
doubts, Julie was at side. She caught at
his foot and was looking with dismay at the
puffy swelling just above the ankle.

“Oh, Larry,” she breathed. “And—and I was
angry with you——"

“It's nothing " he said, and made an effort
to rise, but she pushed him back.

“It's a dislocation—a bad one,” she told

him. “Now, keep gquiet, young man. And
hold tight,” she added, as she grlgped the,
injured foot, - I'm going to hurt you.
had 3 e

an ankle like this mﬁselr once
put it right for me. So I'
for you. Lean back on your two hands and
grit your teeth.”
“Sure! Go ahead,” he said cheerfully.
foot, pressing the toes down
same time q with

her thumb ust where the oca~
tion had taken place. found it. Without
warning, her hand closed over the ankle. She

‘gave a sudden, swift, fierce little pull. A gasp
came from Larry, and she saw his eyes shut.
“Gosh!” he said, " Something happened
then—I felt it. And—gee; 1 belleve you've
done it, Julie. It—it feels better already. You

ought tu have a medal for your first ald.
But——" He stared at her. “J , what about
that locket? You're sure it's gone?”

“Do you think I'd have gone for you like
that if it hadn't?” she asked him. “Yes, it's
gone, right enough. I—I suppose the chain
must have.snapped somewhere.”

He was silent for a moment. The announce-
ment seemed to cause him as much consterna-
tion as it caused her.

“I'm sorry,” he said. *TI'll keep my eyes open
. Thanks a lot for what you've done,
Julie—and thanks most of all for believing 1
didn’t pinch that locket. But"—he looked
rouni himself{—" hadn’'t you better be going
now? The others will be looking for you e

“Let them!” Julie sald defiantly. “But,
Lner. tell me, what are you going to do—
now?”

He grinned.

“Lie low,” he said. “If I can only dodge
them for the rest of the day I can get back to
my own hide-out again by to-night. Once I've

+ there again—well, I promise I stay put.

n't gou worry about me, Julie. Just you
push off,” he added urgently. “I'll get in touch
with you—somehow—as I've fixed

soon _ as e
myself up. And—good luck with the locket,”
he added as she rose.

She left him then—not because she wanted
to, but because she felt that his words were
true—that very shortly Gilson & Co. would be
looking for her, and she did not want them
to find her in Larry's company.

Her thoughts were of and the locket
as she went back to the camp, Then sud-
denly a thought struck her. Vividly in her
mind’s eye was the dark tunnel leading out of
Lasry’'s cave into the underground lake.
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Sudden!y sne was remembe
of consternation in the t
been jostled between Ada and Gllson.

And suddenly a burning conviction flashed

that moment
when she had

upon_her.
“That's when I lost the locket,” told her-
self. “That’s when it must have slipped ofl.

It's in the tunnel. I'm sure of it. I must go

there—on my own.”

JULIE'S SEARCH

BEFORE she had reached the
camp Julie had mentally made
her plans. First, she must get
hold of the lamp they had
brought back from Larry’'s cave.
Second, while revisitin the
cave on her own bel she
would take with her articles of
food and comfort which would

be serviceable to Larry when he reinstalled

himself in his old home,

‘When she arrived in the camp it was to find
everybody there again, Gilson and Dick and
the rest, looking very tled and angry.
Obviously they found no trace of Larry.

They more or less ignored Julle, but thai
didn't worry her now. Already her eyes were
upon the stores they had brought back with
them from Larry's hide-out that morning—
stores now placed in full view of the camp,
just beneath the trees—and on top of them
the lamp which was absolutely necessary to
the search she had promised herself. But how
could she slip back to the cave without the
others knowing?

It was Dick who provided her with an un-
expected outlet when he asked :

“1 suppose you didn’t find your locket, Julie?
Larg pinched it, all right.”

“Did he?" Julle shook her head. “I've been
thinking. I'm not so sure. I can't see, any-
how, how he could have done, because I've got
a feeling that I wasn't wearing it then——"

“But that's nonsense,” Gilson said. “Of
course you were.”

“Did you notice it?" Julie challenged him.

Gilson paused at that, Julle wondered at
his hesitation. But again it was Dick whou
chimed in.

“You mean to say, Julle, you might have
lost it somewhere else?"

“I'm pretty sure I did,” Julle answered him.
“After all, it was only on a thin chain and
it might have broken anywhere. It might, in
fact, be anywhere around on the beach be-
tween here and the caves. I've looked every-
, of course—but—well, if we could all
look——" She smiled at Gilson. “Perhaps
when you've had a rest, Mr Gilson, you'd
organisz a search——"

Her suggestion of his power to organise made
Gilson swell at once.

“It’'s an idea,” he said. “My own opinion
is that Woodstock has got it Still, just to
leave no stone unturned, we will search the
beach. And we'll do it now,” he added.

“Yes, rather,” Roly said at once.

“Right-ho! Then let's get busy.” Gilson,
man of action, was on his {eet again, *“Come
on, everyoody !™

l"hog, Mr. Gilson, how kxind you are,” Julle
sighed.

- Gilson was already organising hils search
party, was already lining them up. With a

twinkle of mischief in her eyes, Julie watched
as, at Gilson's pompous word of command,
they began to move off, thelr 'backs towards
her, eyes fixed searchingly on the ground.

* Ana now’'s my chance,” she told herself.

She threw a glance at Aunt Martha and
Mrs. Fry, the latter busilg polishing some small
shells which she was threading into a neck-
lace, Aunt Martha walking across to the wood-
pile to find faggots to keep the fire going.

1t was, Julie felt, her golden moment, and,
taking advantage of it, she slipped across to
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the dump of stores, caught up the lamp, a
small steel frying-pan, and a tin of biscuits
Then she dashed off.
sh:h{'oui!:l hu llfa g taidu“!i:m's ve,

erse ou e ca
and panting, with the sun beating merefleeslv

n rmm abme
look for my locket,” she

“And - to
breathed gleei‘uuy

She went into the cave. There, near the bed,
she hid the things she had brought with her.
Then she tidied “R ta‘k.lng a lonely sort of
pleasure in the Then she nz t.h lamp,
using some matches she
clamp=d down the glass, and, wmuns it at
her side, stepped into the cave.

Sh: approached the tunnel cautiously, re-
membering the treacherousness of its
Cnuuously she made her wa: 3 down, glad of
light, and stopping now an to listen to
the lap-lapping sound that came from below.
It was gratefully cool in the darkness.

Step by step she felt her way, the light
throwing flickering shadows on the coral and
limestone walls.

Here and there, on the slippery floor, she saw
footprinis—traces left by the ieet of her own
party wm:-.n had trodden this tunnel two days
ago. And then suddenly she paused. Some
inner matinq; told her that she had arrived at
the spot she had in mind.

“Now,” she breathed, standing still.
The confused blur of prints convinced her
that it was here where she, Ada, and Gilson

had stumbled against each other—that here,
if anywhere, was her lost locket to be found.
Slowly she swung round, allowing the lantern
beani to cover every inch of the floor. But
no_gleaming locket and cha.in met her gaze.

But wait. What was that?
Suddenly a little gleamlng twink!e caught
her attention—so small, tiny, that for a

moment she wondered it her fancy was play-

g her tricks. Then, stooping lower, she saw
wnh a little catch of the breath that it was
no fancy—but that it wuas the gleam of gold
that had momentarily attracted her. It was,
in fact, the small gold swivel of her locket.

She ?icked it up. Yes; no doubt about it.
She felt a sense of disappointment stealing
over her, and yet she had the feel that,
after :H the locket itself must be somewhere
aroun

She set herself to search with a sort of
feverish excitement sp her. Every inch
of the ground she cover But there was
nothing else. Just that swlvel That was all.

“But—but it's ridiculous!” she found herself
arguing. “ When I lost the swivel, the necklace
itself must havé fallen. I suppose no one else
picked it up!”

But she knew at onee that was unlikely.
Everybody in the camp was aware that she had
lost the locket. Weren't they all searching for
it, perhaps, at this very moment? Nobody was
holljdllng t back, surely——

nless——

She shrank from the thought. Had Ada or
Gilson got it—having robbed her during the
little scufle. Or—she recoiled from this and
burned with annoyance to find herself think-
ing it—had Larry, after all, lied to her?

But no—n>, she would not believe that. She
had made too many mistakes already about
Larry Woodstock.

Intensively she continued her search,
gradually wending her way down the tunnel.
Still no sight of the locket rewarded her gaze,
and she was almost startled when at last she
found herself in the circular cave in which the
waters of the lake gurgled and lapped

She had given up hope of finding the locket
now. Almost automatically she looked around
and felt no disappointment when she found
nothing. But there was something different
about the cave Something. for a moment, she
couid not account. for, until she saw that
the lake seemed to have shrunk. The water

8

which had ured down the dark, mysterious
tunne} she believed led to sea, had
become trickle, that the wreek of
m boat was now high and dry, re-
vy its keel.
Ab"tgﬂ, she realised that the tide was out
That e underground cave Was nNOw nego-
tiable—on foot,
t last sho forced teo admit that the
locket It certa.tniy was not here,

SOmebgdy eloa ‘had got
t,“Blll:e feﬂz afraid to answer that question—even

But now, standing again on that under-
g:?;l‘m:o shore. suddenly an adventurous idea

Whg not ezplore the tunnel while the tide
h where it leads to?” she asked
erself.

The idea filled her with a sense of excite-
ment. Why not, indeed?
She hesitated only a moment; then, ptcklng
up her lantern, she advanced to explor
!rigm.en-

ing—probably because she had caught it at its
best advant.age when the tide was at its lowest
ebb. It was rocky and narrow in plaeces; here
and there so low that she had to duck but all
umgdlt the dry beach to one side was main-

And presently, a.head she saw lght, heard
the murmur oI th sea. Pressing an, presently

she m'ived icove where she stood
blinking in t.he br:lg t light and breathing
heavily in the sudden heat of the brassily

revealed sun. She wandered on to the broad
beach and looked around her,

“Now, where am I?" she murmured.

A glance along the cliff line told her. To her
left the rocks rose steeply. To her ﬂsht. they
dmm)ed until the shore-line merged with the

Gazing that

to the left was t where
shz and the other castaways had lit tbeir i11-
fated beacon the other night. d in that

direction, steppin reg over upjutting crags of
conl she wande
Her thoughts were still all of her locket—
that locket so precious to her now. which cou-
tained her father’s undiscovered secret. Who
had taken it? Who had got it—mnow? If only
she could answer that question!
I}. was anssvl:ered mo::d suddenly, more shock-
y. than e expec
 about to climb over a barrier of rock
t jutted out from the face of the ciiff,
sudden!y heard volces. Instinctively s.he
stopped, realising that she must be somewhere
near the camp, that search parties might be
on the look-out for her. And as she paused
e recognised Gilson's voice.
"'Yes. T'll take care of it.,”
ng to be useful, Ada—very useful !ndeed
%snks for your help. But you'd better let me
have it now:
Julie went tense, That was Gilson and Ada
Henshaw, of course. She hardly realised what
she was doing as cautiously she raised herself
and peered over the rugad clif. But what she
saw made her whole y stiffen; with diffi-
culty she forced back the cry that rose to her
lips

Fbr' there, In front of her. were Ada Henshaw
and Neil Gilson, and Gilson, a satisfled smile
on his face, was in the act of receiving an
object from his secretary And fhat object
w

as—

Julie's eyes widened incredulously.

It was her own locket and chain! Then—
then Ada was the thief—and she and Gilson
had obviously planned that mix-un in the cave
yeqterday Iu order to rob Julie of her treasured
possession !

But what can Gilson know of the secret of Julie's
locket 7 And why does he want it? There are
further exciting chapters of this serial in next
week’'s GIRLS' CRYSTAL Don't miss your
copy.
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Thanks To The Secret Enemy, lt Looked As If The Boys Might Décid: Not To Join

The River Reveilers

CAUGHT OUT OF BOUNDS

ITA CHALMERS and her chums of River-
side School invited the boys of the nearby
Grey Towers to enter a joint team, to be

known as the River Revellers, in the forth-
coming local regatta.

Barry Howard, a close friend of Rita's, was
very enthusiastic, and Mr. Nevison, the popular
voung sports master, also seemed to support
the idea, but some of the boys were doubtful
ahout the wisdom of the two schools jolning
forces. Before a final decision was taken, 1
was decided that the girls should display their
rivercraft by engagng in a canoe run on a
difficult course set by the boys.

Before the test could take place, Rita was
disturbed by the appearance of two threaten-
ing messages, warn:ng the girls to give up their
plans to form the River Revellers. Rita believed
them to be the work of a secret enemy.

Believing that the unknown trickster meant
harm to & cgnoe lent them by the boys, Rita
hid it, and Kept guard over the boathouse one
night. i

There she encountered a mysterious figure,
and, in escaping from him, desperately rang a
ghip’s bell hanging above the door. The figure
disappeared as Cherry Oakwood, her chum,
who had followed her, arrived on the scene.

While searching for the intruder, Cherry was
caught by Miss Ridley. the Form-mistress, who
had been aroused by the bell.

RIT.-\ had never been in a worse predicament
in her life. She stood wretchedly behind
the bushes, only a few paces from her chum
and the irate Form-mistress, wondering how
best she could help. . .

“Answer me, Cherry Oakwood!” repeated
Miss Ridley sternly. “What are you doing out
of school at this hour of night? Did you ring
that bell?”

“Me?" came Cherry shocked tones. “Oh,
Miss Ridley—of course not! I—I just felt like
a stroll, ’eause the dormitory was so stufty,

“That will do!” exclaimed the mistress, in
obvious displeasure. “ You are being ridiculous
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and flippant. Return to the school at once.
I shall have more to say about this in the
morning!”

Rita took an Iimpulsive step forward, and
the faint rustle she made attracted Miss
Ridley's attention.

“ Cherry—did anyone accompany you on this
foolish escapade?” she demanded.

“Oh, no, Miss Ridley)" exclaimed Cherry.

Rita halted, biting her lip. What her chum
had said was the truth, of course, for she had
set out alone, after Rita. Her impulse was to
step forward, to stand by Cherry. But that
would only mean that two of them would be
punished, instead of one—and it might even
{ea?' to the cancellation of to-morrow's vital
est!

Rita clenched her hands, waiting in wretched
uncertainty as the footsteps receded.

Then she returned to the boathouse, care-
fully locking the door, after a quick glance
rcund to make certain there had been no
damage,

Thank goodness she and Cherry had moved
the new cance in time;, there was no telling
what might have happened! .

She hurried back to school, -climbing
cautiously into the dormitory, via the roof of
an adjacent shed

A cautioning " I7'st!"” greeted her as she slid
through the wirdow. Cherry had returned,
and was sitting on the edge of her bed in the
moonlight. With a comically dramatic expres-
sion she jumped up to greet her chum.

“Rita—thank goodness she didn't catch
you! I let the old sour-puss think I was out
for a lark on my own. She's no idea who rang
the bell—and she mustn't find out!”

“But, Cherry,” breathed  Rita, “I can't let
you be punished on your own——"

“Why not?” countered Cherry. *“Lel’s be
sensible, old dear. You're captain of the
regatta team—and the River Revellers depend
on you! Do we want the scheme to be a
success—or don’t we?"
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"Yen, but——" proteat.ed Rita.
*“No ‘buts’!” breathed Cherry. “I'm in for
it, anpway—and if you butt in it'll cause the
muﬂlr dickens of a row. So—mum' the

Rita squeezed her chum's hand.
“You're a " she breathed. "I

‘Thrilled, bed—e
recollection of the previous. night's happenings
crowded on her, momentarily shadowing her
excitement.

Her suspicions of a secret enemy had become

a dramatic certainty. But, thanks to her pre-
cluth:ns——lnd Cherry's loyal his
latest plot had been foiled.

The new canoe Wwas n!e-—and at eleven
o'clock they were to meet the boys

Rita sprang out of bed to rally her little
team. Some of the girls had been disturbed
by the bell on the previous night, and
there was much excil;ed speculation as to the

But Rita was worried on her chum’s account.
Miss Ridley was bound to take notice of last
ut in what manner would

her dism easure be visited on Cherry?

They were left in suspense for the first
lesson, which was taken by a junior mistress.
The period was occu mainly in excited
whisperings and glances at the reluctant clock.
JBut at ten o'clock precisely Miss Ridley
entered to take over the class. She held a
and rapped sharply on the

The girls waited in ume tancy. Rita
held her breath as she stole a ce at Cherry.
“In accordance wlt.h a request made by Mr.

fake part In a boating e

her d roval and rustled the list.
“Rita mers!”
““Here, dlﬂm Ridley.” Rita was on her feet,
an
“You will be ble for the good be-

responsi
haviour of your team, Rita. The girls I name
will accompany you in an orderly manner
when the bell rings for break.”
Qulctly and disapprovingly she rattled off
the list—with one significant exception.
Rita was on her feet again, her heart

thumping.

* You—you haven't mentioned Cherry Oak-
wood, Miss Ridley.

“I am aware ol' that" rejoined the mistress
tartly. “Cherry not acoomp:my you.

to her reee.nt behaviour, she will for-

{;ﬁé t privilege—and will nlso be gated for

Rita's heart

afternoon's half-holida
sank, uhe ‘heard her chum'’s
faint gasp of dismay.

“But—but, Miss Ridley.,” she protested,
* Cherry is an impertant member of the team,
and——"

“1 am not interested in the team,” snapped
Miss Ridley, her eves glinting. * School dis-
cipline comes first. If you persist in guestion-
ing my orders, Rita, I shall caucel permission
for this—this ‘absurd contes

Rita sat down, pale and rebe!lious. as Cherry
kicked her varningly under the desk. There

the rap of Miss Ridley's pointer.
‘When the bell rang for break, anxious
little group of girls gathered round mu in the

-room.
t a blow!” exclaimed Joyce Ha Ve,
uood-nat.ured deputy ceaptain. * 'S

one of the best in the team. Why should

pounce on her like that?”.
- ought to know!™ sneered a voice from
the doorway as Della Hopkins, carrying her

cocoa and bun, strolled in to gloat over their
discomfi to

t “It's some with one
of her wild ideas. They were both out of the
dormitory when that bell last night!”

Rita started, her hands
found herself assalled by a batt.ery of curious

den , a5 Della’s cup and saucer went
“Sorry, Dellal” ted Che who had
burst into mln ruz;tnl harum-

searum way. “You lhuu.ldn't block up doer-
Y ouyou Hittle cat! Della furi
ou—you cat!” -

ou- It gasped u

m 100KIng 8¢ It.” said Cherry cheerfully.

- a frock—— rry ul
*Looks awful, I admi it'll remind
you that Bjta'tud nothing to do with my being.

eat your bun and keep quiet!™
Della’s discomfiture relieved the tension,
and Rita, with a grateful glance at her chum,
cdlled the meeting to order.
“We've got to uelect a substitute for Cherry
there’s no to lose,” she urged.
:lr'e v? promised the boyn we'll meet them at
en!”

But it was not an easy matter to find an!-
one to take Cherry's place t;ltl a minute’s notice.

t.enm—but in the end a junior named
Linda Garton was ueiect.ed by a majority vote.

Linda was willing and enthusiastic, but she
came nowhere near Cherry’s form.

The inevitable delay In
Ridley's permlmhn for Linda to lbnem. herself
from 1 brought the girls to the boat-

a quarter of an hour late for their
appointment.

The boys, including members of the sports
committee, were walting with ill-concealed im-
patience. Barry hurried forward, an anxious
expression on his face.

=3 ny. Rita—what ha.ppmed?" he asked,
glancing at his watch.

“Fine way to show your enthusiasm—I don't
think!” cut in Basil Hopkins, Della's brother,
with a sneer.

-m right, Basil—enough of that!” snapped

noticing Rita’s distress. “Mr. Nevison
en't bem yet. If youll unlock the boathouise,
Rita, we'll get the cn.no§h]out for you,” he
added, with a reassuring ’

Rita bit her 1i Her intention had been to
get to the boathouse earlr with to
remove the canoe from its hiding-place before
the boys arrived. Now she was forced to

explain

“I'm sorry, Barry, it isn’t in the boathouse,”
she replied awkwardly. *“I thought it would
be safer elsewhere. We put it in Farmer
Crofter’s barn.”

A bewildered gasp arose from the girls and
boys alike, and the Ilatter were obviously

annoyed.
*Well—of all the cracked ideas!” exclaimed
Dan Kester, Barry's chu

frowned a lit.tle. his grey eyes puzzled
“1 suppose you did it for the best, Rita™
he said, a trifle reproachfully. “But this
means more delay. Come on, chaps—Ilet's
fetch it out!™ -

Rita, her cheeks flushed, led the way to the
barn. Even Barry anﬂ hel' own team obviously
thought she was —and they would only
laugh at her if -ahe tried to explain.

She unlatched the door of the barn and

threw it open. The others crowded in
behind them.

“ Where—where's the canoe?” demanded Dan
Kester, looking round.

Rita’'s heart missed a beat as she stared in
cold dismay at a heap of farming implements
and other lumber that had been piled oclll:top

erTy

And just then there came a yelp from Basil
Hopkins.
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“Look at that, fellows!” he piped. * There's
a place to put our canoe. I bet the fatheaded
sérlgl !lu.va ruined it for us before they even
start!™

And he pointed to the polished keel of the
canoe protruding from beneath the lumber.

THEIR BIG TEST

gry gasp went up from the
and even Barry looked
annoyed.

“I say, Rita—what's the idea
of this?” he asked.

Rita’s eyes were smarting, and
there was a lump in her throat.
Only too clearly she could see
what had happened. A farm-
hand must have dumped those things there in
the half-light of the early morning.

Or—was it so accidental? Rita’s hands
clenched, he:r thoughts racing. The heavy
farm tools seemed to have been dropped in
haste, as though someone had been surprised
at the task

She met Barry's reproachful glance, her
henrt t.hum ing.

ose things weren't there when we
left the canoe,” she declared unsteadily.
"Someone may have tried to damage it—on

o)
ere came an incredulous laugh from one
or two of the boys.
- “Who on earth would want to damage o
canoe?” demanded Dan Kester, in his bltmt.
way.
Rita clenched her hands, her em flashing.
“The enemy who's t.ryh:ls spoil our
regatta!” she replied breathless ly. “The same
person who t.a.mpered with the paddles and
nearly wrecked our canoe——"
She was interrupted by several
shouts, led by Basil Hopkins.
" That was your fatheaded blundering, and
so's this
A shadow crossed the doorway.
“I say—what's going on here°" inquired a
cheery voice.
Barry's face cleared and the commotion died
down suddenly as a tall, athletic figure strode
into the barn.

Rita’s heart missed a beat as she en-
countered Mr. Nevison's quizzical glance.
Keen and immaculate as usual, the young
sports master siared round at the group.

“What's the trouble, Barry?” he asked.

Barry explained, obviously glad to shift the
responsibility on to broader shoulders. Rita
expected the sports master to be annoyed—
angry, even—but his dark eyes held a smile

of understanding.
he said briskly, “and

mocking

“Rita did her best,”
you boys have no right to scoff at her! I'm
certain that her fears are quite unfounded,
but that's, not the point. As far as I can see,
no real harm’s heen done—so get cracking, you
lads, and shiit this Iumber!”

Rita stared at him in swift gratitude, re-
proaching herself for ever having doubted him.

He smiled at her reassuringly as he assisted
Barry to lift a heavy ploughshare. .

Luckily a pile of boxes had taken most of
the weight, or the canoe would have been
crushed. As it was. the gunwale was badly
scratched and the glossy varnish chipped in
several places.

The boys looked glum, and one or two of
them commenced to mutter—but a glance
from Mr. Nevison silenced them-effectively.

“1 want you to supervise this test, Barry.,”
he said, “to make sure the girls get a fair
chance—and to banish Rita's doubts!” His
eyes twinkled as he glanced at her. *“Give the
ceroe a thorough overhaul, and examine the
paddles. I suggest they take the same route
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.master from view.

as they covered yesterdas‘——‘.nd you will time
them at the starting point.”

“Thanks, sir!” said Barry, chviously pleased.
“I wish my watch was as good As yours——"

Just then Rita gave a little gasp of dismay,
as she glanced instinctively at the young
sports master's handsome gold wrist-watch on
its broad leather strap.

*Oh, Mr. Nevison—your watch!”
claimed.’ “It's broken!”

A look of momentary vexation crossed the
young sports master’s handsome face as he
looked down. The glass on the watch was
badly cracked.

5 Tt;)en he jerked back his hand with a quick
augh.

** Must_have caught it on the plough-share,”
he said lightly. " Never mind—I'll get a ncw
glass fitted. The important thing at the
moment, young lady, is to get started on your
test. Barry will see that you're safely launched
—and I'll keep an eye on you from along the
tow-path. Off you go, now—and the very best

she ex-

_of Juck, girls!”

With a cheery smile, he mounted his bicycie
and departed.

“There's a chap for you, Rita!” said Barry.

And Rita nodded, warmly agreeing, her
former antagonism completely thrust from her
mind. The young sports master had shown
himself a reai- friend!

There followed an exciting and busy five
minutes as the canoe was run to the slipway
and iaunched. Barry examined it earefully,
and announced that apart from the few
scratches no damage had been done.

The boys cheered up at that, and their
attitude to the girls became more friendly.
Dan Kester and several other members of the
sports committee set off on their bikes for the
finishing point—the Grey Towers boathouse,
on the far side of the island.

Rita gathered her little team and gave them
a few last-minute instructions.

Her heart was beating quickly,
shining with suppressed excitement.

So much depended on the result of this test!
If they succeeded in satisiying the boys’ com-
mittee, the launching of her cherished project
would be almost an accomplished fact. The
River Revellers would come to stay!

“Take it easy, Rita,” Barry said as he gripped
Ler hand. “You'll make it with flying colours
a—nso {gng as you keep your nerve! Are you

BEt?”

Rita nodded, her pulses racing, as she
glanced at her little crew—waiting in tense
eagerness, their paddles poised.

* All ready, Barry!” she breathed.

“Right!” Barry stepped back, his hand
raised a fluttering handkerchief. “Steady,
then. Gol!

He dropped the handkerchief. Four paddles
flashed in unison as Rita nodded. The canoe
shot away from 4he bank, skimming the sur-
face with a fiying start.

“ Steady, girls,” called Rita breathlessly.
“Take your timing from me—and whatever
happens, don't get flurried. We'll be judged
on form, as well as speed—and Mr. Nevison
will be watching.”

The girls nodded obediently, as youthful
backs were bent and slim arms swung in
unison with their leader's stroke.

Rite smiled as the banks skimmed past
them, the splashing paddles beautifully timed.
the water gurgling pleasantly past the bows.

They were nearing the bend now, and would
soon be in sight of their goal—the Grey Towers
boathouse.

From the direction of the tow-path came the
tinkle of Mr. Nevison’s bicycle-bell, though the
bushes momentarily hid the young sports
A number of girls and boys
who lined the banks cheered loudly as the
canoe approached.

* Faster, girls!” breathed Rita, increasing the
timing of her stroke. "“Keep an eye on the

3l

her eyes



tend—and don't panic if the current drags a
bll:.r Ol}ge we get into the straight, we'll make
up for it.”

v'gth breathless speed they shot towards the

ud.

Rita was looking out for the coverhanging
bough she had noticed on the previous day,
determined to keep well clear of the bank at
that point.

But, to her puzzlement, she could see no
sign of it. And even as she stared, her heart
contracted, a cold chill running down her
spine. It might have been imagination—or
a trick of the slanting sunlight—but she
fancled she saw a muffied figure crouching in
the shadow of the bushes. .

A figure that reminded her of her encounter

of the previous night!
Rita bit her lip, her heart pounding, as she
bent over her e. But not once did her

stroke falter—and her little team had no sus-
picion of her fears.

§l}p was not goi to be scared by the trick-
stér! Everything depended on the result of

this test—and they were so near, now, to their,

goal,

And just then a dull splash reached her ears,
and Rita caught in her breath sharply, her
eyes widen in horror.

This time she could not ignore what she had
seen—a dark, sluggish object, half-submerged,
that swung cut on the current directly in the
path of their canoe!

Rita's nerve did not desert her; with a
plucky effort she shook off a momentary sense
of panic.

“Girls—look out!” she breathed tensely.
“There's a floating bough ahead! Sharp to
the left, and we’li just miss it——"

But she had reckoned withcut the newcomer
to the team. Linda, catching sight of the float-
ing object so near to them, gave & scared cry
and paddled wildly, forgetful of instructions.

Desperately Rita tried to avert the inevit-
able disaster—but in spite of her efforts the
canoe swung broadside in the current—and
the next moment the drifting bough struck

them amidships with a hideous, rending shock.

A STAGGERING SHOCK

FOR an instant, Rita thought the
canoe would capsize, flinging
them all into the river.

With swift presence of mind
she grabbed at a branch of the
floating bough, helping to
steady the frail craft.

* All right, zirls?” she gasped.
“ Anyone hurt?”

“No bones broken,” came Joyce Hargreave's
unsteady reply. ‘““Phew—it was a narrow
shave! That bough seemed to come from
nowhere——"

Instinctively Rita glanced tcwards the bank
—but the sinister figure had vanished. Could
it have been her fancy? Was the drifting
bough simply another grim coincidence?

But in her heart she knew that it was no
coincidence—no mere unlucky chance. The
mystery enemy had hit at them again!

An excited crowd had gathered on the bank,
end Rita could see the young sports master
dismopunting from his bicycle. e ralsed a
megaphone to his iéps.

“What's happened, girls? Want any helg?"

thm drew a quick breath, glancing at her
chums.

“Let’s go through with it, girls!” she whis-
pered. " We're so near—don’t let's give in!"

She received immediate unanimous support
—even from Linda, who had recovered herself
and was looking rather shame-faced.

Cupping her hands to her mouth, Rita
shouted back:

“Don't worry—we're going on!”

2

There came a cheer from the boys on the
bank as Rita waved her paddle.

“Put your backs Into it!” she whispered to
her little team. “We've lost minutes—but
there’s still a chance!”

They needed no urging. Like an arrow from
a bow the canoe shot away from the entang-
ixmg branches, heading for the distant boat-
ouse.

But now Rita became aware of another
alarming fact. The canoe was letting water!

At first it was a mere trickle, that ht
have been caused by the splashing paddles
—but gradually it widened into a pool at their
feet, rising slowly but with frightening cer-

tainty.

One by one the girls became aware of the
ungleasa.nt. fact, though no word was spoken;
and instinctively they increased their efforts,
each realis that it was now a grim race
against time .

Rita’s face was white as she strained every
nerve and muscle to quicken the pace. She
blamed herself for her decision to go on, in-
stead of t.akl:niI advantage of the sports
master's offer of help.

The safety of her chums was at stake!

Mingled with the splash of the paddles was
the ominous gurgling of the rising water—and
with each minute the pace grew slower, as
the canoe wallowed more deeply in the river,

Another fifty yards to go! Would they be
able to make it?

Rita's heart was thumping madly, and the
perspirntion was pouring from her face as she
called to her chums for a last desperate effort.

“Stick it!"” she urged. “Not much farther
to go now!"™

Gallantly the other three paddlers responded,
forcing themselves to lgnore the water which
now flooded over their shoes.

On plunged their craft towards dry land
and safety. Y

A shout rose from the onlookers as the
cznoe, the water halfway to its gunwales,
lurched into the bank.

Anxious hands helped them ashore as, with
a dull gurgle, one end of the canoe sank—
while the boys dragged on the mooring-line.

“Thank goodness you're safe, Rital!” gasped
Barry's voice unsteadily. “In another minute
" He broke off, glancing at the canoe as
g;c Igoys hauled it ashore. “ What's the timing,

o :

“ 8ix minutes—thirty-five seconds,” said Dan
gruffly *“ And they’ve wrecked our canoe!”

There came the tinkle of a bicycle-bell as
the young sports master rode up quickly to
join the group Mr. Nevison's handsome face
looked pale and concerned as he sprang from
the saddle.

“How did it happen?” he demanded tersely,
with a quick glance at the canoe.

A dozen voices answered him.:

“There was a drifting branch, sir—and the
cirls bashed into it!”

'!‘l'rhey panicked, sir—it was as clear as day-
light!”

“I vote we wash out the test!"-

thn felt her last hopes fading as Barry inter-
vened. i

“1 say—that's not falr, chaps! The girls
may have blundered—but they made a plucky
effort. And six minutes is pretty good going.
I say we ought to take a vote on it!"” _

He glanced appealingly at Mr. Nevison; the
yvoung sports master nodded gravely.

“That's fair enough, . The gom-
mittee’s here—let them judge the case on its
merits, for and against.”

Rita held her breath, her feelings alternating
between hope and despair as the boys forming
the committee gathered on the bank in a
serious conclave, the young sports master
acting as chairman.

Finally Mr. Nevison called for a vote.

(I'lease turn to the back page.)
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This Week Mr. Grittal’s Bumptious Nephew Arrives At Roxburgh—With Disturbing

Results For Sally & Co.

THE BUMPTIOUS NEW BOY

" JOLLY good story of yours, Don!" Sally
Warner said, with a smile. “I bags we
print this in the first number!™

“Have a look at this cover drawing of
Johnny's!™ Don Weston said eagerly from the
other side of the clutiered table. “And do we
a.!l ree on the title?”

“The *‘Merrymakers’ Magazine —rather!”
came an enthusiastic chorus from the editorial
committee.

It was a busy and eventful scene in the
Merrymakers' clubhcuse, for Sally & Co. were
preparing the first magazine ever to be pro-
duced in Roxburgh Co-ed College.

Drawings and manuscripts flaoded the table.
Two rather rickety typewriters rattled with
triumph. A triwmph it was indeed for J House
over their rivals of K. Sally had been first to
form the Merrymakers’ Club for J House—and
now the club was to launch its own_ college
gmgazine under the expressed approval of the

ean

“Don't be afraid to criticise—we only want
really good stuff | Johnny Briges sald earnestly

across the crowded room.

Don glanced regretfully at the clock.

“Guess I'd better cut off now and meet the
new chap who's coming to-day,” he said.
“They're generally so shy, these new chaps——"

“Don’'t go yet, Don—there's tons of time,”
put in Sally, echoed quickly by all. “There’s
such a load of work to do here, if we're goi%g
t,l.%é;et this number off to the printer's

1

“OK " And Don bent busily over his manu-
scripts again.

A breeze sent them scattering to the fioor
as the door crashed open

“Any of you guys kKnow where Mr. Grittal
18?" asked a bumptious voice.

Everyone gasped. and Sally got up from the
table, gazing at a strange youth with horn-
rimm spectacles. a turned-up nose, and a
smug, podey face.

“Are you the new boy?” she inquired.

He nodded

“Bagshaw's my name—Horace Bagshaw.,” he
announced. in a tone which implied that he
was proud to be Horace Bagshaw, He goggled

mquisitivelv round the busy room. “What are
you all doing

Don breat,h ed hard as he rescued his scattered
papers, but he answered the new bey politely :

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—20-4-46

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

“This is the Merrymakers’ Club, and we're
getting out the first number of our new mag.’

“A new mag., eh? I've run dozens of 'em!"”
And Horace coollf picked up one of the manu-
scripts and held it close to his large spectacles.
Frightrul bilge, this!"” he said. “Who wrote

It. was Don's editorial chat, and he had
written it with the careful co-operation of- the
whole commitfee. They all glared at Herace
now with looks that would have perished
anyone else.

“Say, are you trying to teach us our job?”

gasped Johnny.
" Sally sald gently, “let’s take

“Look, Horace
you along

But Horace wa.snt listening. He had picked
up one of Johnny's Poems and he was reading
the first two lines aloud in pained horror :

“ Whenever you are in the -blues and feel
your spirits fl i
We want to make you merry with the
‘ Merrymakers' Mag.'

“You're not going to print bosh' like that?"
he yﬁ}lled. aghast. "It gives me the blues read-
ing

“Who told vou to read it?" quivered Johnny,
while Mick Rogers wrenched the script furi-
ously away from him.

“It needs brains to run a mag.,” said Horace,
quizzing at everything on the table, even the
letter in Sally's typewriter. “I know! I've
done it! They got me to edit all the mags. at
my last school, and I used to write every word
in "em. I could lick any of this stuff easily!”

“Could you?"” murmured Sally.

“Yes, of coursel”

“Then lick these envelopes!” And Sally
pushed the letters across to him.

Most new boys would have piped down then,
but not Horace Bagshaw. He ignored Sally
and planted himself in the chair she had

acated
“I1 can see this mag. of vours belng a perfect
flop the way you're going on
“Would you mind nettlug out of t.hat ch r'.'"
put in Don very quiet

“But I'm quite wﬂltnn to run it for you.”

proceeded Horace, leaning back and putting
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"his feet on the table. “I shall want full vontrol,
and I shall make a clean sweep of all this tripe,
straight into the waste-paper basket. What
I shall demand——"

“Get out of that chair!” hissed Don, and

pl;lou.sness
perched himself on the cormer of the table,
stra.%ghbened his spectacles, and reached for
ano manuscript to criticise. It was
maddening for Sally and her chums, who were
all trying to restrain their feelings out of
courtesy for a newcomer
‘“*QOur Soclal Corner, by sauy Warner,"” he
read out In jeering ton hat’s no good.
People don't want social tosh—tﬂey want sensa-
tion. You've got to take a crack at somebody
—rake up a scandal about ’‘em, and——"
“You keep your ideas till you know the coll.
better, new boy!"” cut in Sally
But Horace snatched up t.wo more manu-

scripts.

et Tennis Notes, by Rene Chalmers! * ‘ Swim-
ming Strokes, by Bunty Shane.’"” " His voice
rang with scorn. “Girls can’t write this!" What
do they know about swimming and tennis?
Only a chap——"

But that was the last straw. The idea of
J House’s crack tennis glayer and the coll's
swimming champion to be scoffed at by this
blown-up newcomer was too much!

“Put_those down!" howled Johnny, pushing
hlm off the table.

ho do ilou tulnk you are?” raged Don

“A bumptious upstart, that's what he ls!"

“He wants the corners knocked off him, this
new guy!"” roared Mick Rogers, and gr abbed up
a baseball bat.

Sally intervened, but Horace faced the
infuriated co-eds with an arrogant sneer,

“You needn't think you can shut me up!”
he said. “T'll sar! what I like about your rotten

see

mag. ‘1

“Open that door, Sally,” exDloded Don, lead-
ing a rush for Horac “Grab him, chaps!
Bounce him out!’

A mpous step sounded outside, and with
a lightning warning from Sally the boys re-
leased Horace,

In stepped Mr. Grittal.

“Ah, here you are, Horace!” he saic, beam-
ing, and he held out his hand to the new boy.
“So you are makmg yvourself useful already,
eh—helping the club with their magazine?"”

“That's what I was trying to do,” answered
Horace, in accents suddenly meek, “but they
don’t seem to want my help, Uncle Hector!"

Uncle! Sa.ilf wondered if she had heard
aright. She blinked at Don and the others,
and their dazed faces showed that they, too,
h,ad.l h'eard the new boy address Mr. Grittal as
uncle

“Don't want your help, Horace?” Mr. Grittal
echoed him, bridling, and he turned warmly to
the speechless committee. “Evidently you are
deceived by the modesty of my nephew. He
has great lu:erm'i;l gifts, and is studying for
the higher branches of journalism. His help
will be invaluable to you in producing your
magazine.”

“I couldn't think ot it now, uncle.,” bleated
Horace, screwing his podgy face into an ex-
Dresslon of injured innocence. “All they do is
to pooh-pooh my ideas and hurl insults at me
—just because I'm your nephew, I suppose!”

' "ét’ﬁ the first we've heard about that!” burst
n Sally.

“It doesn't give you the right -to barge in

here and try to boss the show!" cried Johnny.

“Really, Briggs!” And Mr. Grittal drew him-

self up. “This is a monstrous injustice to my
nephew I see it all now. You are jealous of
him.” Mr. Grittal gazed coldly at Sally. *“I

believe this magazine was your idea, Miss
Warner? The dean spoke to me about it, and
we approved the idea provided it was conducted
in a serlous and responslb!le manner. Who
have you chosen as editor?

“We're working as a team, sir—an editorial
~ommittee of six,” answered Sally.

34

“I see | Mr. Grittal sald, and frowned slightly
as he tumed to Horace. “Do you think you
could do your most brilliant work, Horace with
50 many others working around you?"

“Well, I'm used to takmg full charge, uncle,”
began Horace meekly, “but, of course, I could
give the committee my advice——"

There was an e'cploslve buzz in the room,
and Sally stood u

d‘"{‘hel commlttee doesn’t need any extra
advice l”

“Indeed, Miss Warner,” snapped Mr. Grltta
“my nephew has joined you now, and of
course, will be one of the commltteel"

“B-but he hasn't been elected, sir——'' began
a furious clamour

“Then you wul elect him here and now, on
my orders!™ barked Mr. Grittal, while Horace
smirked behind his back. “I know my nephew’s
ability, even if he is too retiring to push him-
self in face of this 1ealousy 1 Percewe amongst
you all. I insist that he be en a prominent
place on the editorial co!

HORACE TAKES COMMAND

NEVER had Mr. Grittal
such a storm of feeling—never
had a new boy brought such
rapid unpopularity upon himself
as Horace Bagshaw. He stood
meek and smug while the uproar
went on. His uncle had the last
word——and his uncle's word was

The lecture bell rang, and in 1ndignation
san& & Co. went along to language
1 thrash this out this evemngl" decided

"We won't have him on the ecommittee!™
fumed Bunty Shane.

“] don't see why mnot,” murmured Elsie
Pymm, who was a born toady. “He'll have a
lot of influence, and if we keep on the right
side of him——

“That bum tious bounder—that one-man

roused

band !” raged Johnny. “He's not going to run
our maga?'zﬁl ust because he’'s Gritty's nephew.
If we can't get him pushed into K House——"

"Hey. you guys!" interrupted a grinning
voi

Nst Piggot, the notorious japer of K House,
came, hurrying to meet them outside the
lecture hall.

*“This new chap of f urs,” he sald eagerly,
“is Ythalt. i ht hes Gr t.tys nenhew

“Oh, y!" And Piggot’s Iace became
ecstatic. As you Kknow, we always like to
welcome a newconmer, even an ordmary J boob,
but when it's Gritty’s nephew.

paused. At all other times, J House
loyan% defended their new members from any
jape by the rivals of K. But now he saw a
look of deep satisfaction. not to say gratitude,
light every countenance.

“Do your best, Piggy!" Sally sald kindly,
and patted his arm. *“The name is Bagshaw.
Horace Bagshaw. Chalet Number 5, Cubicle 4.
Let's know if we can help.”

“Thanks a lot!” Piggot sald with emotion,
and went gleefully away to inform his cronies.

Some healthy rag‘glng would do Horace good,
thought Sally, ow was he to be removed
from the editorial committee—how was he to
be induced to step down? She did some hard
thinking during lecture, and it came to her
that they had seen only the worst side of
Horace, and now they must appeal to his better
side. He was new to Roxburgh, after all, and
he had yet to learn that a new boy—whoever
he was—had to carve his own position.

“1 vote we have a straight. friendly chat
with him,” she sald to the others over tea in
the cafetéria. “I'm sure he'll see n.’

“It's better than squabbling and bringing
Uncle Grltw into it,” agreed Don

“Then we'll vite him to the committee
meeting this evening,” Johnny said hopefully.
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Sally rehearsed what she would say to
Horace, while Johnny collected the tea money
and paid Mrs. Barwell. 1hen, in a much more
agreeable state of mind, they all went along
to the clubuouse to resume work on the

magazin
Halio!" Sally stared as she opened the
door. *“Where’s my table gone?"

“And my chair!" exclaimed Fay.

Everyone gaped, for the room looked oddly
bleak, wlth the best table and chair missing,
and the best rug also.

Suspecting a jape, Sally ran out into the
passage. 71nen with a gasp she pulled up
outside the wyiting-room. The door was locked,
but a large notice was pinned to it, bearing
the inscription :

HORACE BAGSHAW, EDITOR.
Private. Keep Out!

Sally read thé notice dazedly. The cheek of
it took her breath away till the committee
suddenly hurled themselves at the door.

“Bagshaw! Open this door, Bagshaw!"

“Can't see you now!™" came Horace’s cool
Voice from within. *“Go away, I'm busy!”

‘“We'll give you busy!" cried Don, and at a
gallop he led the way outside to the writing-
room window.

It was a maddening sight that met their
E?:e. Horace was sitting smugly in Fay’s chair,

arms resting on Sally's table. his feet
sprawled out on the rug, and he was
acnbbung away on a sheet of nnper h.eaned
“Editor's Chat, Horace

'Sorry if we're dvmturbmg yo Hnrace " mur-
mured Sally, throwing open thé window, “but
how long have you been editor?”

“And who made you editor?” Johnny asked,
as he climbed in, tiger-like, through the

dow.
"I did!” said Horace complacently. *“I'm
sure my uncle would approve.” -

Sally could not hold back the storm then.
Don and Johnny bounced him out of the chair.
Andy Ruggles clicked the door open. Up went
Horace, and in a flying column they rushed
him out of the clubhouse, Horace flapping
arms and legs as they bore him across the
campus, and they didn't see Mr. Grittal
approaching from the opposite direction on
bis wa.v to Horace's chalet. X

“Ah, I was 'just coming to see you, Horace
——" they heard him say, then his voice
choked off in horror. "“Bless my soul! What
are fvou doing to my nephew?”

hey're bullying me unmercifully, uncle!”
wailed Horace, dropping pathetically to his
feet. “It’s all beuause they don't want me on
the magazine!”

“My poor boy—this is a scandalous outrage!”
cried Mr. Grittal. *“It is sheer spiteful jealousy.
There is not one of you who has the literary
talent of my nephew. Where are those maga-
zines you edited at your last school, Horace?"

“They're in my chalet, uncle!” said Horace,
with cunning eagerness.

“Come with me, everybodsf——you shall see
them " {asned Mr. Grittal, leading the way
indignantly up the steps of Chalet Number 5.
'You shall see to your shame what my nephew

And he thrust open the door of

“It will teach you to respect "
A large paper bag descended with a

Mr. Grittal's mortarboard
off and smothering his head and face with four
‘mixed with treacle.

“Oh, now what have they done, uncle? They
meant that for me!"” wailed Horace, who knew
as well as Sally & Co. did that it was Nat
Piggot’s work, for Elsie Pymm had warned him.

“It is m-monstrous! D-dastardly!” choked
Mr. Grittal, lurching furiously about the room
with his eyes blazing thr the flour. “How
many times have T said that I will not t—tolerate
this ragglng" Give me a towel, Horace!’

Mr. Grittal's-temper was at its last ebb as he
wiped his face and tried to recover his dignity.
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do!™
Cublcle 4.

Plop!
soft thud, knockin

“Those magazines of yours, Horace,” he said
chrough clenciied teeth. ‘‘Where are they?"

“In this case, uncle,” Horace sa.d, and slyiy
he handed Mr. Grittal the attacne-case
open.

“Let this work be a model for your own
magazine, Miss Warner!” rasped Mr. Grittal*
“Let it be an example to you all, and an end
to this tomioolery of yours!” And he flicked
open the clasp.

Whrrrrpp!

A pair of striped pyjamas whirled out of
the case, a sp! inside them, and curled their
arms round.‘M ntt.als neck. T1he legs clung
coyly round his

“What t.he—- Mr Grittal ﬂunf the gar-
ment to the floor and thumped his foot on it.
*This,” he thundered, “this i1s the last straw!
You are nothing but a pack of hooligans! You
have no brains of your own and no respect for
my nephew's! Forace,” he cried, I will not
have you browbeaten in this scandalous way!
This settles it! You will take full cdntrol of
the w?nlagazlne and from now on you will be

He went stamping out of the room with
Horace following smugly on his heels———ann the
oPnty one who had voice to speak was Elsie

yIim.

“I'm glad you're going to be editor, Horace,”
she said eagelly and kept close beside him.

“May I your sub-editor?”
In ind of daze ly led the stunned
committee out of the let. Horace Bagshaw
had beaten them! He was officially editor of
their own magazine! The full shock only fell
upon them when Elsie Pymm presently came

running back from the enemy camp, and
delivered a bulky envelope 1utb Sally’s hands.

Out of that. envelope ly drew lmr own
manusecripts, Don's story. Johnny's
and poems, and the whole of their ca:af
written contributions for the first numbe
With them was a slip of paper in‘ Harace
Ba,gslmws bumptious writ

*“The Editor regrets that he ‘must return the
erclosed efiorts, as, they do not. come “‘fnm the
high standard required for h

THE RIVAL MAGAZINES

“WE'HRE not letting bagshaw get
away with tos, sally!™

“what's te be aone?”

The editorial committee,

backed by tne wnole of J House,
were assembled 1n community-
room behind locked doors.
Sally’s eyes held a resolute
gult.cer. but she was strangely
calm.
“I don’t care whether it hails, rains, or
snows,” she announced in measured tones, “it's
our magazine and we're getting it off to the
printer's on Friday! All that matters now is
vhe jolly Dld editorial slogan—The Paper Must
Come Qut!

All that week, Sally and the editorial com-
mittee worked harder than ever in the locked
secrecy of commuanity-room. Horace Bagshaw
had no suspicion of it. He was too busy ereat-

ng his own journalistic masterpiece. But he
:ouna time to chortle loudly over the displaced.
Sally & Co., and they had reason to s ct.
that Elsie Pymm was helping him pr
salts and caricatures of them all.

Early on Friday morning Johnny went out to
a public telephone hoot! and he rang up
Horace Bagshaw. His voice was disguised to
a deep and businesslike bass

“Hallo! Is that the editor of the 'Merry-
makers' Mag'

“Speaking!" answered Horace smugly.

“This is Fox & Webb, the printers. Can we
have -your e copy by midday, sir?”

“Sure, it's all ready now!” came eagerly 4rom
Homc

“0Q.XK., sir!” * And Johnny's deep voice seemed
to comnltment him on his promptness. “Then
35



i send the bo¥ for it at one o'clock sharg
Thi ve Sally comfortable time for her
own utt e ise after morning lecture,
ged in e boathouse, and Johnny lent
her a boys glnser wig and the few other trifies

Wear an I.l::.kgk suit of overalls, and
pulled down over her eyes. she looked a typical
rmm‘s un as she rode up, on a borrowed
to e writing-room which Horace
Bags'haw purloined as his editorial

"Ah here you are, boy!" said Horace im-
portantly, and he handed her a bul
envelope from his desk. *“Tell you.r boss
the whole of the copy 1is there, shall
want the proufs by Wednesday.
“Oxey-dokey |” sald Sally ln cheeky boy's
voice. “Sure you haven't forgot anything?”
“I'm not in the habit of forgetting—— h,
1"  And w1t.h a frown

Horace put hand in_ his pocket and drew
out his smallest coin. “Here's a dime for you,
off you gol”

Of Sally went—pedalling out through the
:guege gates and then down to the boathouse,

c h

Don Co. met her as she returned to the
community-room, with Horace Bagshaw’s entire
week’s manuscripts and sketches hidden under
Eﬁrubl?zer But there was apprehension in

e
Joh.nny hurriedly locked the door, while the
committee got together their own manuscripts
for immediate dispatch to the printer’s.

“'Gee, there are go.ng to be fireworks when
the proofs come back!™ breathed Don, amidst
uneasy grins.

Sally nad opened Horace's envelope and was
gazing at his own efforts with curious interest.
We shall see

ously. "“H’ ml

ORACE was watchi.ng eagerly through his

editorial window on Wednesday afternoon

when he saw the printer's boy come cycling
through the gates.

“Here they are! Here's the proofs, Elsie—I
recognise the boy!™ he cried.

Then he saw the ginger-haired lad dismount

Eaze dawdlingly about him—and in his
lmpa lence Horace mn out to meet him.

“I'm walting for those proofs, my lad!" he
sald. "You know my office—you should bring
them straight to me!” And he made a gra
for the envelope in the cyclist’s tmnd

But the lad Dromptly backed aw

“Not so fast!" he said cheekily. ""nsn't for

ou! The boss sald I was to give it to Miss

lly Warner !
“What?” blared Horace. “What's Sally
Warner got to do with 1t?”

He saw the word “Proofs "' stamped across the
envelope, and with a %rab he snatched it from
the dlsgujsed Sally's hand. He slit open the
flap. Then his eyes popped -in his head as he
drew out the proof magazine.

- It wasn't his mnagazine at all—not one word
t was filled with that rubbishy tripe

y Sally Warner & Co.!
“What's the matter, Homce‘)“ inquired Eisie
Pymm, running to join him,

“Matter?" roared IHorace,
have cheated me! They've got their own
{ggblsh printed instead of mine! Look at it!

"Thoae hounders

! Not a line of my work! Every page
written by Sally Warner and her crowd! I'm
going straight to my uncle with it, and I pity
them when

But the printer’s lad snatched the proof from
him before he could go storming &wa{

“You can’'t have that!” he said acing it
firmly in the bulging pocket of his overalls.
“M: orders was to give it to——"

ever mind about Sally Warner!” burst in
Horace “You'll take your orders from me now,
and you’ll bring that proof straight to Mr
Grittal! Follow me, my lad! This wayl"

Mr. Grittal was sitting at his study desk,

36

“Yes, very likely!" she m}xrmured mysterl- -

when there was a tap at the door and Horace
and Elsie entered excitedly, followed by the
printer's messenger.

“Ah, have you brought me the proofs of the
magazine, Horace?" Mr Grittal asked, looking
up with expectant pri

“That's right, uncle—I want you to see them
before 1 say anything!” breathed Horace, and
he gave the printer’s boy a shar)i': nudg

The boy fumbled in his overalls et for
an envelone which he now handed

.Grittal.

“You're golng to be surprised, uncle——"
Horace began, then broke off dumbfounded.

It was one of his own compositions which
Mr. Grittal had drawn out of that envelope!
It represented a crude caricature of Sally and
her chums falling a cropper, with some lines
ormcilgggerel that Mr. rittal was dazedly
Te: s

“ Humpty-Dumpty had a erent fall,
So did Sally Warner an

They started a
Such a poor llttle 1'33
But——"

“Horace!” spluttered Mr. Grittal. “You
don’t mean to tell me you wrote this—this
insulting twaddle?”

“Yes, uncle,” gasped Horace, "b—-but.—-—-

«“Then I thought you had more sense!” cried
Mr. Grittal. “It would ace a boy of ten!
What do you think the dean would say to
such stufl in a college magazine?”

Horace blinked speechlessly through his
specs, for he had been very proud of his efforts.
What he couldn't understand was this boy's
mistake in produclng the wron| envelope e
made frantic signs to him, and the bo
g}uﬁ_‘etd a second envelope and handed it to Mr

T

“T hope this will be more worthy of you,
Horace,” Mr. Grittal said severely—and then
he jumped with rage as he drew out a carica-
ture of Don Weston, even cruder than the first,
with a line or two of rhyme beginning :

“ We all know a fathead named Weston
Whose face is a subject to jest on

“Do you stand there and admit to this
drivel, Horace?” exploded Mr. Grittal, while
Elsie edged uneaslly towards the door. “If
yvour own brain is so addled, even Miss Pymm
could have told you that the dean would never
permit such childish, offensive trash in the
magazine! What else have you?"

The printer's lad ewittlyeé)opped another
effusion into his outstretch hand.

“Talking of pigs, let me tell you of
Briggs——"

But that was as far as Mr. Grittal read. He
tore the sheet in half and threw the pieces in
Horace’s face. Then with a groan he clapped
his hands to his head.

“T am beginning to think I heve blundered
in making you editor, Horacel" he said
hollowly. “Where is the rest? Where is the
finished proof? must know the worst!™

The printer's bo_v pushed another envelo
before him, and with quaking hands
Grittal drew out the proof magazine.

Herace's mouth opened and closed dumbly.
He wanted to tell his uncle that this was not
his magazine, but the spurious work of Sally
Warner & Co. But the words wouldn’t come.

For Mr. Grittal's horrified face had suddenly
brightened! He was turning over the pages in
eager relief, admiring the drawings, nodding
with approval over the well-written features by
Sally and Don, Johnny and Fay and the others,
and rejoicing’ to see that ere wasn't an
offensive word in it about anybody. He w
pos'iitively beaming by the time he came to t.he

(Please turn to the back page.)
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For a few moments Noel was silen
“When Benton came to this tower ‘to paint
or to Eut awas' his t.m:;gn—-how did he get in?”

She ut.ared p.t him in surprise.
“Why, through the door. How alse cquld he
get in?" she said, “I had the key, and I

always let him tn e

Instantly Noels thoughts turned to the
Orogen vy on the outsiae wall. If Eenton
ped up to tne window, who naa?
And way? As he runinated on all tnat wne
girl had told him, a startlng suspicion
occurred t0 him. 1nen he irowned, for there
seewied to be one insurmountable Daw in the
new theory his mind had evolved.

“Muss ranqgolpa, L want you o lend me your
key to the wmuseum,” was the unexpected
request he made aiter a short silence.

bne surveyed hum in amagement.

“But what do you want it for?” she gasped.

He grinned boyishly.

“To lay a trap lor t.he phantom thief. But
now we must be going. I've got some inquiries
to make.”

Waoen the ancient oak door had been locked
behind them, he took Irom her not only the
key to the museum, but also the key to the
lt;nver. ‘Then, telling her not to worry, he left

er.

It was not until late afternoon that he
returned to the castle. As he entered he
heard the purr of electricity mm K.err the
attendant, was busy vacuuming the museum.
Standing in the doorway, Noel watched him for
a few moments; then his gaze went across to
the table of clocks. But now a dust-sheet
enveloped it, hiding the clocks from ' view.
Other dust-sheets covered the rest of the
exhlblt.a

“Ah, there you are, Raymond! Have you
any news for me?" asked a gruff volce; and,
turning, the young detective saw Mr, Percival,
the curator, surveying ously.

“It's a llttle early to make a report yet,”
was Noel's reply, “but I hope to have some
news for you to-morrow.”

“And I sincerely hope it will be good news,”
declared the curator. “I am worried for fear
there shall be another theft this evening.
However, I mean to take every precaution to
prevent it. Have you switched on the current
that operates the alarm, Eerr?” he asked, look-
ing across at the attendant.

“Yes, sir. Everything's been attended to
usual. And I've just finished the vaf‘uurmng

Disconnecting his machine, Kerr trundled it
out into the hall, ahd, leaving the curator to
lock the door, Noel excused himself on the plea
that he wanted to see Miss Randolph.

He went along the corridor which led to her
office, but once out of sight, he halted and
stepped” into an alcove. There he waited until
both the curator and Kerr, the attendant, had
departed: then he tiptoed back into the hall
again., Taking from his pocket tha key Stella
had lent him, he quietly inserted 1 to the
lock, turned it. and pushed open l.he door

Entering the museum, he closed the door
again, relocked it, then looked around. The
long apartment was. already dark, for it was
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Room o

Vanishing Clocks

nearly sunset, and the narrow windows let in
very little light.

Ghostly and eerie the draped showcases
looked in the gloom, but Noel had no eyes for

them, l"or a few minutes he was busy on some
secret lask, then he groped his way to the
nearest showease and crouched down behind it.

If the phantom thief did show u{; again, he
was booked for an unpleasant surprise

In the dark, silent museum time seemed to
stand still, and Noel was beginning to think
that his vigil had been in vain, when he heard
a slight squeaking noise. .

Instantly he stiffened, one hand sliding to
the revolver In his poeket as he tiptoed from
behind the case, peering in the direction of the
sound. d then

Trerr-ii-ng!

Lik2 a thunderclap the silence was shattered,
and in his ears clamoured the strident ringing
of the alarm bell.

The phantom thief had struck again! °

Frantically Noel darted for the electric-light
switch, but in the darkness he collided with a
chair and fell headlong. icked
himself~up and groped his way to the s tcb

“Stay where you are!” pped “I've
caught you this time!™

And as he pressed down the swm:h flooding
the Iong room with dazzling light, he wh!
round, revolver in hancl Then he gasped.
starmg incredulously, for except for himsel{
the museum was empty. table of clocks
was still covered by its dust-sheet, and, except
for the still clattering alarm bell there was
nothing to suggest that there had been an
intruder in the room.

- Noel looked down at the floor, then pocketed
is gun.

“The alarm bell must have gone off acci-
dentally,” he told hlmselr_ “Perhaps the
connection is faulty.

Nevertheless, crosslng to the table, he Eul]ed
off the dust-sheel: then he gasped again, hardly
able to believe his own eyes. For now there
were six vacant places on the table,

Impossible though it seemed, yet another
of the valuable clocks had vanished!

S

THE FALSE ALARM

WI‘I‘H the alarm bell still echg:i'gg

n his ears, Noel Raymond
there as if petrified.

This was the most am
theft in all his experience, How
on earth had it been contrived?
He peered at the table, then,
reaching forward, he picked a
tiny piece of fiuff from one of

he examined it thought-

the vacant spaces. As
fully, a suddén gleam in his eyes. he heard

startied voices and the sound of hurrying feet.
The alarm had brought the curator racing
down from his private apartment,

Crossing to the cupboard in the wall where
the alarm-bell swm:h was, Noel pressed it up.
To his surprise, nothing happened. The beill
continued to ring. He was juggling with the
switch when the door burst open and the
curator and Kerr, the attendant, came rushing
into the room. At sight of the young detective
they pulled up, staring in astonishment. .
ymond !"” gasped the curator. ** What
oing here? And what's been happenmn?"

n

you



bt 5 ve been Kkeeping watch,” was the grim
reply, “but I'm afraid the phantom thief was
too clever for -me.” Then he turned to the
attendant. “How do you switch off this bell?”
he asked,

"Auow me, sir. The switch is a bit faulty.”

tepping pss: l:um Kerr inserted a hand in

the ark cup and almost instantly the

ceased its dea(enms clamour. But almost

lnstantw the silence was shattered by a horri-

fled cry from Mr. Percival. In amazed shock
the curator was regarding the table of clocks,

“ Another's beén stolenl" he thundered.
“But this is outmgeo Mr. Raymond, if you
were keeping wa surely—"

His voice trailed away, for from the castle

rounds came an agitated voice, shouti for
elp. Mr, Percival gave a groan of despa

"Great Scot'r. what's happening now?” he
demanded, “ That sounds um-. Claude Wayson!”

Agitatedly he led the way out of the museum,
across the 51- baronial hall, and out t.hrough
the front . Noel and the attendant
raced after him down the steps, and as they
gained the grounds they heard an urgent shout
coming from the direction of the tower, and
standing amongst the trees they saw Gordon
Benton s rival

“ Quick—before he gets away!” Wayson
relled. “I saw him snooping amongst the trees,
ut the moment he 5pott.ed me he made a

for it. It's Benton!"”

“Benton!” The curator gave a horrified cry.
“ Then—then he must be the thief!” he gasped.
“Wayson must have seen him just as the
scoundrel was escaping from the museum.”

“From the museum?” Claude Wayson stared
in apparent surprise. “Don't say there’'s been
another robbery!” he gasped. ' Now I come to
think of it, the blighter was huggln somethmg
to his chest. And he was in
direction of the tower!” he udded brenthlessly

The curator shook his head.

“He can't be hoping to hide there. There’s
only one key, and Miss Randolph’s losr, that.”

Clnude Wayson grinned disagreeably.

*You mean she says she's lost it.”

Noel frowned. Seldom had he come across
anyone he disliked more than this sneering
young man,

“As a matter of fact,” the

oung detective
said quietly, *“the mlssing key

as been found,

and it hapgﬂn.s to be in my possession. That
suggests thet your insinuation is untrue,
Wayson. However, to sausfsr you, we will
investigate.”

While the others stared in surprise Noel led
the way forward to the tower, unlocked the
door, and went in, the others following. One
by one they ascended the rickety ladder. As
they entered the studio on the second floor,
Noel produced a torch from his
swnched it on; then he turned to

* Perhaps you would llke to do the search-
ing?"” he suggested. * As W
He was interrupted by s cry of anger from

the curator.

“Wayson was right! Look—there it is!
There’s what the scoundrel stole mot ten
minutes ago

And wi a8 qulveﬂn&ol:land he pointed to the
table. on on Benton's box of

paints wa.s a richly enameiled object. The
missing clock!

There came a laugh of triumph from Claude
Wayson; a horrified gasp from Kerr, the
attendant. Noel said nothing, but his face was
pale as he abepped forward and bent over the
clock. Then his eyes gleamed as they saw
several tiny, almost invisible pieces of fluff
adhering to the gold scroll which decorated the

iace. 3

His thoughts were cut into by Claude
Wayson.

“Now it's- clear what Gordon Benton was
doing in the grounds bo-mghtl" the armt ex-
cla:med “He came to s

t seemed _so dbvlou: thnt no one spoke, until
Noel turned to the

“Leave this to me,” he sald briskly. *If
you’ll return t.o the u.stle. I'll follow in+a few
minutes with the clock.”

When they had gone, Noel picked up r.he

clock and examined t curious pieces of
fluff through a magnifying-glass. As he did so,
the gleam in his eyea dee; ed.

eepen

“I thought as much,” he muttered. “This
Eﬁs ves my t.heory Now. if only I can find the

t missing link——

Breaking off, he wen} out on to the landing,
shining his torch on the ladder which led up-
wards to the battlements.

On aacendmg he found his way suddenly
barred a wooden trapdoor. e pushed
against lt and after a few efforts he was able
to fling it back and climb thro

He found it %ve access to the flat, circular
roof, protected by the high, crumbling battle-
ments. At one end was built a low lean-to,
which seemed to be filled with old sacks.
C over to it, he pulled aside the ncn.

wooden box. Fulling up the lid,
torch into the box. and then a cry of satisfac-
tion left his lips

For in the box were five strangely designed
old clocks. The remainder of the valuable
exhibits which had vanished from the muneum'

But, exciting though this discov
was not the stolen clocks which h Noel‘l
a.ttenuon but the box,itself. Stencilled on the

address of the firm ich

hadmad

ettering m eyes shone with euzht.m

At last he had discovered the missing link—
the last 1ece in the puzzle!
Carefully rehiding the box and its contents,

he d.escen ed to the ground, and, after locking
up the tower, set off for the the hotel where he
had booked a room for the night.

Next morning, after an ea.rly breakfast, he
returned to the castle. The usual electric
purring greeted him, and as he stepped into
the baronial hall he saw Kerr, in shirt-
sleeves, busily engaged in vacu the
museum carpet. The attendant him
anxiously.

“Any news, sir?” he asked. “ About that
fellow Gordon Benton, I mean. We had to tell
Miss Randolph. and I'm afraid she’s taken
things badly and if her, young man’s been

ted——

Noel shook his head.

“No, he's not under lock and key—not yet,”
he declared. *“That's what's brought me
round here so early. I've an idea he's hiding
not far away.”

The attendant gazed at him with startled
eyes.

ir‘;Yca.l mean somewhere, in the castle grounds,
sir?” he gasped.

Noel nodded.

“Yes—and I've got an jdea he will to
make one last coup. ropose we keep
watch out in the grounds, then if he has a
secret way of getting in and out of the museum
we'll trap him. I've already phoned Mr,
Wayson. Now I'll go and tel! Percival and
Miss Randolph. When you've finished your
vacuuming we’ll get busy.

* Very good, sir.”

Leavlng the attendant running the cleaner
over the carpet, Noel sought out the curator
and his assistant. Mr. Percival showed himsel{
anxious to help the young detective carry out
his plan, but Stella Randolph, seated miserabl
in her small private office, regarded Noel wit|
tear-l:rimmed eyes, saying nothing.

Leaving them, he returned to the hall, to
find Kerr about to wheel his mnchlne out of
the museum. Noel. however= sbopped b

“Leave that where tga}d “The
phantom thief isn't llkely to
want to lock up and get started on my plan £

“Very good, ‘sir.”

Leaving the vacuum-cleaner standing near

the still draped table of clocks, the attendant
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stegped out of the room. Noel closed ana
locked the door, then looked at his watch.

“ Wa; should be here any minute now,
he said. “Will you go and tell Mr, Percival
and Miss Randolph I'm ready?”

Obediently the attendant departed, and no
sooner was he out of sight than Noel carried
a chair across to the locked door and, step-

pINg on to it, put a hand into the small, dark

niche in which was the alarm bell.

By the time Kerr returned with Mr, Percival
and Stella, however, he was down_again and
the chair had been restored to its original
g{l)amon. As the two men and the girl entered,

aude Wayson appeared behind them. He
oel, then looked in surprise across

is she going to take part in the
ambush?” he asked. *“I should have thought
she was the last one to help to catch tHe
phantom thief.”

Stella went white, then red.
across at the young artist.

“That's enough of that, Wayson,” he said
shnrpl{. Then he turned to the others: “ This

Noel frowned

way, p 5

Ige led the way outside, and then, one by
one, he posted them. Kerr he ordered to take
up his position behind the bushes at the north
end of the museum. Wayson and Mr, Percival
were instructed to watch the south wall, and

oel and Stella stationed themselves amongst
the trees to. the West. .

As he stood there, watching and waiting,
Noel could feel the girl at his side trembling.
“Steady,” he whispered. h

Tremulously she regarded him.
su'l'Blat.—but suppose we trap G-Gordon?"” she
ped.
“You believe in his innocence, don’'t you?"
“Of course!”
“Then you have no need to fear. Just sit
back and relax, then )
and they bath

Abruptly Noel stopped.
stifened. From inside the castle had come a
strident ringing noise. The alarm bell! Ap-
parently the audacious phantom thief had
accepted Noel Raymond’s challenge!

Instantly Noel leapt from concealment,
beckoning urgently,

“Come on—back indoors!
cried.

The other watchers stared at him in surprise.

“But what about the ambush?” demanded
Mr. Percival, “Surely it would be best to
remain here, then we'll catch him when he
tries to escape.”

But Noel was already racing for the castle

s:gps. Stella Randolph's agitated figure at his
side.
Reluctantly the three men emerged from
their hidingplaces and followed the detective
into the hall. There was a look of horrified
expectancy on the curator’s features. Kerr
looked ‘excited and a little baffled, while Claude
Wayson wore his usual sneer.

Silently Noel unlocked the museum door, and
led the way into the room. There came a
chortus of startled gasps, for once again it was
empty.

“If you ask me,"” said the artist, "'it's a false
alarm.”

“ Exactly!"” said Noel.

Stella lznndolph turned wondering eyes on
him, but before she could speak there came a
str! led roar from Mr. Percivill, who, rushing
past the others, had ripped off the dust-sheet
and was now staring with popping eyes at the

table of clocks,

“Another’s gone! Another clock’s been
stolen!” he roared. “Is there no end to this
villainy? Is there——" Breaking off. he swung
round on the gaping attendant. *For good-
ness sake, turn off that alarm bell!” he
bellowed. *“Th2 din is driving me crazy!”

* Certainly, sir.”

Kerr made for the cupboard by the wall, but
before he could reach it, Noel stepped forward.
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Follow me!” he

'l‘xg'lhe alarm bell isn't ringing,” he announced

cal V.

“What?" They all surveyed him blankly.
“Have you gone mad, sir?” spluttered Mr.
x’ex::lva.l. “The infernal bell’s nearly deafening

el

A flicker of a smile curled Noel's lips.

“Some bell certainly is,” he admitted, " but
it's not the alarm bell outside. You see, I took
the precaution of stuffing some cotton wudd‘m%
between it and the clapper. As a result, i
couldn't ring even if it wanted to.”

“ But—but- “

Helplessly the curator stared at him, while
the others seemed too dazed to move.

Enjoying their bafllement, Noel crossed to the
wall, ran his fingers over the panelling, and
suddenly a second panel, above the switch cup-
hoard, swung open, revealing a blf brass
bell, with its metal clapper still whirring, and
underneath was a curious kind of clock,

Even as they all gaped at it the ringing
cizasﬁd, and with a smile Noel indicated the
clock.

“You see, it's that clock which causes the
bell to ring—not the removal of one of the
exhibits from the table,” he said. “The whole
thing's an ingenious trick to enable the thiefl
to create an alibi for himself.”

“An—an alibi?” whispered Stella, her eyes
round with wonder.

Noel nodded,

“Yes—the clocks were stolen not when the
bell rang but half an hour before. After help-
ing himself, the thief set this mechanism so
that the hidden bgll would ring later. Naturally,
when you heard the ringing you thought it
was the real bell sounding the alarm and that
the thief was still in the museum. You never
suspected that actually he had already come
and gone. I had my _suspicion of the truth
last .night, for when I kept watch I covered
the carpet with a special footprint powder.
But when I switched on the lights I was sur-
prised to find there was no footprints on the
powder, thus proving that no one but myself
bhad been in the room since it had been locked
up. Then, during the night, I let mysell into
the castle and had a good look around, finally
discovering this ingenious little apparatus.”

And calmly Noel waved his band towards the
clock-operated bell in the wall.

With an effort Mr, Percival found his voice.

“ You say the thefts were actually carried out
before the bell rang?” he gasped. “ But that's
impossible. No one could walk out with a
clock without being detected.”

*“Oh, yes, they could,” declared Noel. " You
see—— Hey, stop him!"” he cried, for suddenly
one of the staring group had made dash for the

door.

Instantly the detective leapt forward, to
grapple with the fleeing ﬁgune. There was a
swift, breathless struggle, then there came the
click of handcuffs, and a furiously glaring man
sank to the floor. . ;

Claude Wayson gave an amazed gasp, while
Stella stared in horror,

“Kerr—the attendant!"” she whispered.

Noel nodded.

“Yes, he’s the phantom thief. In fact, if
you just think about it, he was the only one
who could have rigged up that hidden bell.”

GET YOUR COPY EARLY NEXT WEEK

Owing to the Easter Holidays, the
next issue of the GIRLS’ CRYSTAL
will be on sale on Wednesday, in-
stead of Friday. Included in its
contents will be an enthralling long
complete mystery story entitled :
“HER QUEST IN THE HOUSE
OF SURPRISES.”




“But—but how did he siuggle the clocks §ut
of here?” demanded the curator. %

“Simple,’ said Noel, with a grin; ‘and eross-
ing over to the big vacuum cleaner, he undid
the dust-bag and held it out. P

From all around came more gasps, for
embedded amongst the dust was the clock
which had been stolen that morning..

“It was the bits of fluffl which stuck to the
clock we found in the tower last night which
put me on the right track,” Noel explained.
“Then, later, I found the other clocks packed
away in a box which bore the name of a well-
known firm of electric-clock manufacturers,
That provided me with the last clue I needed.”

11HE case of the vanishing clocks had a
pleasant sequel some wegks later, when
Noel Raymond received a ‘glowing -letter- of
thenks from Stella Randolph, for, in it the girl
curator announced her engagement to Gordon
Benton, the young artist whose copy of "The
Shepherdess " had already won him the enthu-
siastic praise of all the art critics.

Noel was pleased, but what pleased him more
was that it had been Stella's sweetheart who
had won the competition and not Claude Way-
son, his unpleasant rival.

THE END.

sasssesnsen

THE MERRYMAKERS AT
COLLEGE

(Continued from page 36.;

“This is a happy aurgrise to me, Horace—it
will meet entirely with the dean's approval,
and therefore with mine!” he said. “You
nhave not contributed any features yourself,
after all, I see—and that is’ just as well, in
view of those shocking specimens you showed
me. They showed none of that literary talent
you are supposed to possess. They are beneath
contempt. But I am glad you have had the
wisdom to leave the writing to others, who
have done it better!™”

“The f-fact is, uncle,” Horace. mumbled
incoherently, “c-certain changes——""

“I will have no changes whatever, Hprace—
the magazine is excellent as it stands!" put in
Mr. Grittal sharply, and he handed the proof
back to the printer's boy. “Take this, my boy.
and tell your manager with my compliments
to carry on with the printing of the copies!™

“QOkey-dokey, sir!"” said the cheeky voice.

And as the printer’s boy moved to the door
he looked back at Horace and mockingly raised
his cap, at the same time winking one eye.

Horace gave a violent jump. There was
something about that wink—something about
that boy that reminded him of- It couldn't
—couldn’t have been Sally Warner, could it?

Then he noticed Elsie's gaze fixed agonisedly
on the window—and he was just in time to
see the grinning faces of Johnny and Don bob
down under the sill.

When Horace next spotted them they were
far away across the campus, and running with
them was the printer's boy, Sally’s head show-
ing gally above the overalls while she waved
the ginger wig in her hand.

1 . . .

The first number of the “Merrymakers' Mag."
was a brilliant success, but the only one in the
coll. who didn't buy a copy was Horace
Bagshaw. Sally & Co. are looking forward to
receiving his resignation as editor when the
time comes for getting out the second number.

(End of this week’s story.)

More fun and excitement with the Merrymakers
at college in next week’s QIRLS’ CRYSTAL.
Be sure not to miss it.

FALSE FRIEND OF THE
RIVER REVELLERS

(Continued from page 32.)

“The question before the committee,” he.
said pleasantly, “ is whether we permit the girls
oi River House School to join up with us as
a regatta team, to be called, I believe, *The
{;.ivgr Revellers.” A show of hands will decide,

'or?" F s

Up went Barry's hand. Dan Kester's hand
followed, more glowly, as be eyed the damaged
canoe. Four other hands went up.at intervale.

“ Against?” demanded Mr. Nevison, .-- - =

Basil Hopkins' band shot up—and; five
others. - - e

“A draw!” shouted someone, - *That means
the test is washed out!” 1

Rita's heart sank into her shoes. She met
Barry’'s gaze, a choking lump in her throat. -

“Just a minute!” said Barry quickly:. He
turned to Mr. Nevison. *“In case of a draw,
sir, you have a casting vote!™ ° i

Rita caught in her breath sharply as she met
the yvoung sports master's quizzical glance.” He
pursed his lips thoughtfully, glancing from the
damaged canoe to the tense little group ' of
girls. He seemed to be weighing some “prob-
lem as everyone waited in suspense. -

“I think,” he said quietly, “that my vote
goes to the girls. Rita—you win!” -

_A broken cheer of relief went up from the
girls, 'imd Barry grabbed Rita's hand, shaking it
warmly. 3B -

She flashed him a smiling glance, though
her eyes ‘were smarting. Then gratefully she’
turned to the young sports master,- -+ =

* Mr. Nevison,” she breathed, "“I—I don't
know how to thank you 2

“Don’t thank me,"” rejoined the young sports
master with a smile. * Your team- did splen-
didly—in spite of the unfortunate accident.
We'll say no more about that—or the previous
mishaps. 1 suggest we all forget them and
celebrate this auspicious occasion. Supposing
we gll adjourn there now—to talk things
over?” -

A laughing cheer greeted his announcement,
as the whole crowd trooped after him to the
school tuckshop. ¥

“Isn't he a wizard master!” exclaimed Barry
enthusiastically, as he escorted Rita into the
pleasan: café adjoining the shop. “I told you
he’'d back us up—though you didn't believe
me, at first.”

“I do, now, Barry!” breathed Rita, her eyes
shining. “I think he's a real sport!”

Just then Mr. Nevison came towards them,
carrying a tray of glasses foaming with ginger-
pop and lemonade,

*“ Here you are!” he said, his dark eyes gleam-
ing quizzically. “Let’s quench our thirsts in
a toast—to the inauguration of the River
Revellers!”

Laughing, he held out a glass—and Rita,
neeting his challenging glance, clinked her
own glass against it.

Then her eager smnile was frozen on her lips
—and the blcod drained from her face. Her
eyes wide with horror, she was staring at the
young sports master’s wrist.

Under his sleeve where his wrist-watch had
been, was now only the faint mark of the strap
—and a white zigzag scar!

With an effart, Rita bit back a cry.
the same curious, distinetive
seen on the wrist of the s
boathouse last night!

It seems impossible that the popular sports-
master could bes the secret enemy! And yet—
what about that scar? Don’t miss the further
chapters of this splendid serial in next week's
GIRLS' CRYSTAL.

It was
mark she had
inister figure in the
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