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June Gaynor, Girl Detective, Returns In This Long Complete Mystery Story—
Written By PETER LANGLEY

THE CLUE OF THE SPIKED SHOES

OODNESS, what a climb—but what a
glorious view!" panted June Gaynor, the
girl detective, as she h'llted. at the gates

i of the old, grey stone mansion set on the slopes

Raymond—had come in answer
i letter from Avril Deacon, whose father owned the
: Glen View Guest House.

: he was engaged on
: London, June had volunteered to come in
: stead.

: her
: convinced,

: of Glen Fell.

June—niece and partner of the famous Noel
to an urgent

The letter had been addressad to Noel, but as
an important inquiry lm
1is

For the letter had intrigued her—and aroused
impulsive sympathy. The writer, she was
was a Irank, warm-hearted girl, in

: genuine distress.

: house

June glanced with keen interest at the guest
and its plcturesque surroundings. Far

: below lay the tranquil, old-world village of Tarn-

: mere—and above the mansion,

throwing the

: house in its shadow, loomed an overhanging cliff
: known locally as the * Eagle's Nest.”

Her pulses quickened as she walked briskly up

the drive, for this was her first independent case

: for

R T

several months—and she was anxious to
pmveki.i) her uncle that she had lost none of her
old s

She rang the bell, and a few moments later
the door was opened by a rather flustered-looking
maid. The girl's eyes widened as she glanced at
June's professional card.

“*Scuse me, miss—but isn't there some mis-
take?” she asked. “We weren't expecting two
of you!”

June wondered for a moment if the maid was

her uncle’s name on the card must have confused
the girl.
“That's all right,” she said briskly.
my own. Miss Deacon is expecting me."”
“Yes, miss.” The maid still looked at her
doubtfully, then recollecting her manners she °
held open the door. *“Will vou come this way,
miss, please? TI'll inform Miss Deacon.” £
She escorted June to a charming, spacious
room with ifrench windows overlooking the
terraced grounds, and depasted on her errand. &
June smiled, glancing round her keenly, her
shrewd grey eves missing nothing of importance
She noticed that the french windows stood ajar, :

“I'm on !

and from the garden came a distant buzz of :
voices.
Probably Avril Deacon had not expected her

as soon as this, for June had caught the over- :
night train from London, immediately on receiv-
ing the letter.

She re-read it again swiftly as she walted. :
skipping the opening paragraphs till she came
to the gist of the message :

“I am at my wits’ end! These inexplicable
thefts are ruining my father—and suspicion has
been thrown on to someone very dear to me., If :
you could clear up the hateful mystery, I should :
be indebted to you for life-

The words, written in obvious fear and despera- :
tion, read strangely on this sunlit morning—a
morning that followed a wild ni['ht of wind and !
rain. !
The silken curtains at the windows fluttered :
in the light breeze, and June, who had a domestic
el_xie for neatness, stepped forward to straighten :
them., !

As she did so, her keen eyes noticed something !
lying on the polished floor behind the curtains :

1 ' —something green, and glistening with moisture.
Joking, but with a quick smile she decided that

She bent curiously to pick it up.



“Moss 1" she whispered. “Unusual moss, t00
=and it's been growing on red mould.”

She glanced qui out of the window,
noting that the gravel paths were devoid of
moss or weeds—and the mould on the flower-
beds was of a darker hue.

June had been trained b
in the observation of tiny details. She shook
the curtains and glanc up at the valance
before wgggplng the scrap of moss carefully
in her

“You never know!"” she murmured, with a
tmlel ful smile, then looked up sharply as

crunched on the path outside and a
oomed in the open window—a rather
m&llooung young man, wea immaculate
els and carrying, of al
ifying-glass !

her famous uncle

things, a

lo!” said the newcomer, staring at her
keenly. “Who are you—and what are you
doing here?”
June stiffened slightly at his peremptory
tone, and her grey eves held a challenging

“If it really concerns you,” she rejoined
pleasantly, “I'm waiting for Mlss Deacon.”

The young man frowned.

Deacon didn't tell me she was expect-

lng anyone!"

“Does Miss Deacon tell you
countered June curiously.

The youth coloured slightly.

“Under the circumstances,” he rejoined
loftily, “I naturally expect to be consulted. I
can't have crowds of \rislt.ors popping in and
dlsturbmg everyt.hlng e looked at her sus-

everything?”

piciousl “Have you boen in the garden?” he
demanded

“Not yet” replied June, with m:nlrable

nmtﬁalnt Lo § m just thinking of taking a
roll—

“Well, plea.se don't!” lnt.err lFted the young
man, barring her way. only mess up
the clues—and I've spent t.he last hour check-
ing up on 'em. It's as clear as daylight that
the thief came this way! I've traced his foot-
prints—spiked shoes, mind you—from the cliff
at the bottom of the garden, across the lawn
aud flower-beds, and up to the terrace here
“Excuse me,” ventured June, her grey eyes
widening with increased puzzlement, “but—
is this a kind of hobby of yours
“Hobby be dashed!” exclaimed the other
Indimantly “But, of course, you wouldn’'t
know. " Loftily he produced a card, handing it
to her. June glanced at it and gave a little

Basp. .

"F!ORACE CLAYTON—Private Investigator,”
she read, and her lips trembled in mingled
amusement and dismay.

A rival detective! No wonder the maid had
been surprised by her arrival! With an effort
she composed herself, holding out her own card.

The youth stared at it and his jaw dropped

slightly.
“June Gaynor—detective-partner to Noel
Raymond, London!” he gulped. “Here, there

must be some mistake! There can’'t be two of
us on the job—and a slip of a girl at that i

“It's the results that count!” put in June

oetly aroused by his slighting tone,

“1 was here first—got a phone message early
this morning and came straight up by car——"
began the youth.

“And I,” interposed June coolly, “received a
letter yesterdar eveni.ng and travelled all n.lght
—and here I am!

She spoke with some spirit, mastering her
disappointment, and with no intention of being
brow-beaten by this self-assured young man.

She turned as the door opened to it the
grey-haired owner of the guest-house, his
attractlve da ter, and several guests.

June Avril Deacon immediatel
by her nale worriéd face and the ¢ loo!
In her dark eyes. It was the face of a girl
suffering under almost unbearable stress—and
June's quick sympathy went out to her at once.

But her detective rival was the first to get in
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his compiaint, and Mr. Deacon listened with a
uzzled f

P rown.
“1I do not ucollet:t, engaging you, Miss
Gn&mr e began.

o, father—but I ‘did!” interrupted Avril
quickly. "It means a lot to me, as_you know.
I—I wrote to Noel an partner
has come instead. It was awfully sweet of you
to come so prom tly. Miss Gaynor!"”

And she took June’s hand, with a tremulous,
friendly smile that touched the girl detective’s
heart and strengthened her determination.

“I will do all I can to help you!” whispered
June softly.
“This is very awkward,” Mr

Clayton was recommended to me by an old
iriend, and Miss Gaynor’s reputation, of course,
is well known. I—er—sup g’ou you two young
detectives would not agree to pool-your abilities
a.nd sort out this distressing mystery between
you

OI course "—June smiled Iorgivingly hold-
mmut her hand to t.he rival sleuth—"t|

layton agrees?’
The rival detective

coolly ignored her
friendly gesture
"I've practically solved the muystery, Mr.
Deacon,” he said carelessly. “But I've no
Miss Gaynor wishes to

objections, of course, if
to observe

atglyh n:? methods.

ere came a little murmur of excitement
from the guutn. and June bit her lip, conceal-
ing her o eeunfl as she nw the sudden
frlchtened look jn Avril's dark ey

“You say you've solved the mystery. young
“man?” asked Mr. Deacon eagerly. “You kn
:;ms been robbing my guests—and how it was

ne

The guests crowded round eagerly.

“I hope so' exclaimed a distinguished
woman guest. “I’ve not been able to sleep the
last few nights for. the thought of the dreadful,
u.nknown thief in our midst. Thank goodness

Deacon to lock my diamond and
sap mre necklace in his safe——"
ery wise of gou Mrs. Frinton!"” interposed
a grey-haired, scholarly-looking gentleman who
had been wheeled into the room in an invalid-
chair. “I haven't much to lose, myself, but
Deacon was kind enough to take charge of my
pearl tiepin and my gold hunter.”

“I am very grateful to you both for staying,"
interposed Mr. Deacon gruffly. “Especially you,
Doctor Benny. I hardly expected any of my
guests to stand by me after what has happened.
As it is, I have lost scores of potential clients
owing to these dastardly attacks—and I may
be forced to close down unless the unknown
scoundrel is quickly caught—

“Don’t worry, sir,” put in Horace Clayton
airily, with a glance at June. “I've discovered
that the thefts were committed from outside—
by someone who knows the house intimately,
and the movements of the guests.”

“And the name of the scoundrel?” demanded
Mr. Deacon.

The boy detective shrugged, and June felt
Avril's hand tremble as it grip her arm,

“The thief, sir,” announced Horace meaningly,
“was a young man of athletic build, who wore
spiked shoes, and entered the zrounda by way
of the steep cliff that overlooks the valley. I
believe you mentioned that your late secretary,
David Brent, was something of an amateur
mountalneer——

“No!™" gasped Avril, st.arting forward sud-

enly. “That—that's not fair! You're all
Pre]udlced against David because—because he

ft after a scene with father: e

Avril—that is enough!” interrupted Mr.
Deacon sternly.
But the g'lrl ‘turned a ly to June.
“Miss Gaynor, pleu.se ow them that

David is innocent she beggecl. “He isn't a
thief! He—he lert. after a qua.rrel with father
over—over another matter "—a slight flush
crossed her face—“and he hasn't been near the
house since. I know he couldn’t have come
here last night, because—because——"'
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She broke off, biting her lip hastily, and June
came to her rescue. 3 8
The girl detective's agile mind was picking
up the threads.
“Will you show wus those footprints?” she
g'uk?d turning to her rival with a disarming
e

“Certainly,” replied the young man con-
fidently, and promptly led the way out on to
the terrace, followed by everyone except the
invalid Dr. Benny and Avril. “There you are!”
he added, with a patronising smile at June.

They all crowded round as the girl detective
bent to examine the clearly-marked trail on
the flower-bed—an unmistakable trail of spiked
shoes, deeply impressed in the soft mould.

June's y eyes narrowed slightly as she
touched the marks with her finger-tips.

“Well?” inquired Horace tolerantly. “Aren't
those clear enough for you?”

“Just a little too clear,” murmured June,
standing up.

“What—what do you mean?" Her rival
stared. "“Too clear? 1 don't get you——"

“It rained heavily last night,” sald June
softly. “In fact, it didn’'t stop raining till early
this morning.”

“Well?” countered Horace. “What of it?”

“If these tracks had been left by someone
who broke into the house last night,” said
June, “they'd have been blurred by the rain—
and muddy. They're so fresh and clean-cut
that the nﬂfht almost have been made
deliberately this morning »

“Oh, rot!"” cut in“Horace, frowning, though
several of the guests looked impr “T tell
you I've followed that trail across the grounds
—and the chap forced an entry through the
french windows. All the other windows were

shuttered.”
“That’s tﬁulte right,” put in Mr. Deacon,
nodding. “It's clear that the scoundrel knew

the plan of the house—as young Clayton said.”
Horace smiled triumphantly.
“But if he forced an entry through this
window,” said June pleasantly. “why didn't the
lar-alarm ring?"
“Burg—burglar-alarm?"” echoed Horace.
June nodded, and smiling, stepped to the
window and pulled back the curtain, point-
to an arrangement of wires behind the

valance.

“Didn't you see that, Horace?” she asked
reproachfu ¥ “But, of course, you're not a
slip lof a girl—untidy curtains wouldn’'t worry
oul”

yi

The young man flushed, encountering the
gleam in her grey eyes.

“Well, the chap knew about that alarm—
he must have fixed it somehow from outside,”
he retorted defensively. “There's no getting
away from that trail! Shall I show you where
it starts, Mr. Deacon?” he asked, eager to
change the subject. ;

‘They all trooped after him, leaving June
momentarily alone on the terrace. There was
a worried expression on her attractive face as
sheut.oo}: another look at the incriminating

trail.

Her feminine intuition convinced her that
there was more behind this strange affair than
E? on the surface—a clever and sinister
plot! But how could she prove it?

Those footprints bafiled her. They were too
clear to be convincing, yet they had convinced
the self-assured Horace Clayton and most of
the guests.

If the thief had entered this way, how had
he left? A swift search disclosed another,
similar trall, leading from the terrace into the
shrubbery.

June followed it quickly, to find herself close
to a rustic summerhouse almost hidden by the
bushes. The door was closed and the key was
in the padlock outside.

June’s sharp ears detected a faint movement
—or had she imagined 1t? At the same instant
she heard the excitcd voices and footsteps of
the returning guests, and Horace Clayton's
didactic tones.
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The girl detective acted swiftly before ﬁurry-
ing back to rejoin the guests on the terrace.
She followed them as they trooped through

the french windows to Jjoln Avril and the
invalid Dr. Benny.

“Well, sir, are you satisfied?” demanded
Horace, turning to Mr. Deacon.

“Absolutely,” declared the host. *“You'rzs

right, young man—and Miss Gaynor is wrong
The thief certainly entered this way, after
climbing from the village. He knew that the
ates would be padlocked, and that he might

e seen from the front of the house. Thank

goodness I the precaution of double-
locking my study, or the scoundrel might have
got at my safe.”
“If the thiel was your secretary, sir,” ven-
tured Horace meaningly, “he might easily have
obtained a duplicate key—and discovered the
combination of your safe.”

“I hadn't thought of that!” Mr., Deacon
paled slightly as he led the way huiriedly to
an inner door, gand taking his keys from his
pogket unlocked the door, threw it wide, and
entered.

June glanced around as she and the other
guests followed Mr. Deacon into the study—a
lofty, oak-beamed room with heavily barred
windows. Its gloom was relieved by the cream-
dlstfempcred walls and a small skylight in the
roof,

As they crossed towards the safe June's sharp
eyes spotted something lying on the floor near
the table. She made to pick it up, but Horace,
who had noticed her movement, was before her
and snatched it up.

“A man’s glove!"” he exclaimed triumphantly.
“And thére are initials inside—'D. B.'—David
Brent, for a cert!”

There came & broken cry from Avril and a
grim ejaculation from her father,

“So—it was that young scoundrel, after all!”

“It must have been ™ declared Horace. “Only
your secretary could have obtained a duplicate
key, and there's no other way into this room.
It’s clear as daylight——"

“Is 1t?" exclaimed June, snatching at the
telltale clue. “Then why is this an old glove,
and the ink still fresh on the lmln?? Would
lgggtlddomark it purposely before leaving it

nd?"

But no one was listening to her. Mr. Deacon,
his hand trembling, was opening the safe. A
hollow groan escaped his lips as he jerked out
an empty drawer.

“They've gone!"” he exclaimed huskily. “The
necklace—Dr., Benny's tlepln—-everghlng that
was left in my charge! And young Brent knew
the combination 5

A horrified gasp arose from the guests, and
even Dr. Benny's scholarly face turned pale as
he clutched at the arm of his wheel-chair.

“This is terrible!” he exclaimed. “Surely—
surely there is some mistake——"

“I'll pick up his trall, sir!” declared Horace
confidently. *“He may even be hiding some-
where in the grounds. Come with mel”

He brushed unceremoniously past June and
made for the door, Mr. Deacon and several of
the others at his heels.

June caught at Avril's arm, a strange gleam

in her eyes.

e B, !" she whispered.
happens—Kkeep quiet!”

She hurried the anxious girl on to the
terrace even as an exclted shout fromn Horace
announced that he had picked up the trail.

He led the way at a run through the
shrubbery, halting breathlessly outside the old
summerhouse. ace fell as he stared at the
padlocked door.

“This is the way he came,” he panted. “The
footprints lead here—but the door's padlocked
and the key's gone. Let’s try farther on!"

June gave a little sigh of relief as the search
garty sped after her enthusiastic rival. Her

ngers htened warningly on Avril's arm.

She waited till the footsteps had died away:
then slipping a hand into her pocket she took
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out a rusted key and inserted it in the padiock,
turnlng it swu ly,

“All right,” she breathed softly, “you'd better
come out now—-Mr, Brent!"”

FOOTPRINTS ON THE WALL!

A BROKER cry escaped Avril's lips
a tall, rather dishevelled
young man appeared from the

loom.
“David!” she gasped. “You—
you here?”

. *“S'sh!” breathed June warn-
ingly, with a hurried glance over
her shoulder. “They’ll be back

in a minute. I want to talk to you both—

somewhere safe. Where shall we go?"

“I know—the grotto!” Avril breathecl “They
won't think of looking there!’”

She led the way at a run through the trees
to a dark, cave-like hollow at the foot of the
overhanging cliff known as the Eagle’'s Nest.

June faced the young couple, her shrewd
grey eyes passing from David Brent's frank
:uggediieatures to his brogue shoes, guiltiess of
any spikes

Her mind was working swiftly as she paused
to recover her breath.

“To start with,” she said softly, “I locked
you in the summerhouse, Mr. Brent, because I
didn’t want the others to find you. I guessed
you were there, because that trail of ﬁpLREd
shoes had been laid deliberately to trap

you

“I say,” cut in the bewildered young man,
i 8 don 'get the hang of all this! I came in
answer to Avril's message. She asked me to
meet. her in the summerhouse——"

“But I haven't sent you any message, David!"”
declared Avril in amazement.

“Then—what’s this?” demanded the young
mmé t1:)1-c:ﬁuclng a crumpled note from his
pocke

June took it quickly, and her grey eyes
gleamed as she smoothed it cut, comparing it
with Avril’s letter. She held it up to the light.

“It's a clever forgery,” she explained softly,
“and if you look at it closely you can see that
it was written backwards! The up strokes are
thick and the down strokes thin—it's always a
sure test.”

“But—what does it mean?" faltered Avril.
“Who is the real thief—and why is he hitting
at David?”

“Come to that,” put in the young man, “how
does the blighter manage to get into the house
without being seen or heard? Avril tells me
that all the doors are kept locked at night and
the downstair windows shuttered. Yet jewellery
is being stolen from the bedrooms——"

“And even from the safe in uncle’s double-
Jocked atudyl " breathed Avril. “They-—they
say you've. got a duplicate key, David——"

“Who says so?” demanded the young secrc-
tary, his frank face clouding.

“My enthusiastic rival, Detective Horace
Clayton,” murmured June, with a faint flicker
of a smile. “I'm afraid he’s hot on yvour trail!"

“Could he—could he arrest David?" breathed
Avril anxiously.

June shook her head.

Hardlv—wlthnut more proof. After all,
anyone can wear spiked shoes—and even that
glove—that reminds me!” She pulled the old
Jeather glove from her pocket. *“Is thls yours,
David?”

The young man stared at it.

“Why, ves!"” he admitted. "It's one of an old
pair I lel‘t behind when—when 1 had that row
with the guv'nor—I mean Mr. Deacon.”

“And someone's recently touched up your
initials,” breathed June. “Horace might
able to make use of that—especially if you
were caught near the house. You'd better kecp
away, for sarety Her grey eyes became sud-
denly serious. “We're up against a dangez ous
trickster—and, honestly, I'm afraid—
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“Well. I'm not!" declared David bluntly. "If
I catch the blighter I'll give him something

to remember.”
Avril, rather pale, caught

‘David—please !”
at her fiance’s arm. “June knows what she's

talking gbout. You must stay away—till this
hateful ness is cleared up. Do you—do you
think the

ystery thief will at.rigéﬁm?" She
looked anxiously at the girl d ve

June nodded thought.full{)

“I'm afraid so. He probably feels sa!c——-
eslpeclally now that everyone sus

course, Horace will take precautions and he
might trap the wrong person! That's tht‘-
wouyinq me. There are other things, too——"

She glanced from the old leather glove to
Davicls hand.

“You re not wearln your rm%h she sald.

“I never wear one,’ reJolned e young man
in surprise.

June ?ursed her llgg.

“The last person wear this glove had a
ring on his second finger—a ring with a sharp
stone,” she murmured. “It's just a tiny tear
in the leather—but uncle always says that it’s
the little things that count. Which reminds
me—do either of you know anything about

moss?"”’

".[{Pey both stared at her blankly, and June
smiled

“Never mind—Iit's just an idea of mine, and
—her fingers tightened suddenly on ‘Avril's
arm—*they’'re col back!" she whlsfered

“Get David out of the grounds—qui I
must go back to the housg™

Cool and smiling, June was waiting by the
french windows as the search party returned,
ed by her disgruntled rival.

“Any luck?” she inquired pleasantly.

Horace glared at her.

“The scoundrel got away,” he said, “but it's
plain as a pikestaff that it’s young Brént. Don't
worry, Mr. Deacon! If es another
attempt, I'll nab him—in the act!"

Mr. Deacon’s face was pale and worrled. .

“I can't afford any more trouble,” he said.
“Mrs. Frinton has threatened to send for the
police unless the thief is caught to-morrow
—and that would start a scandal, just as a
wealthy client has phoned to say "that he is
co. . Baron Duprez—-—you have heard of
hlrn r. Benny?’

“You mean the diamond merchant?” mur-
mured the invalid guest. “I shouldn't take any
risks, if I were you, Deacon! Perhaps it would
be best to call in the police to assist our young
detectives——"

He glanced smilingly from June to her rival,
but Horace bridled indignantly.

“It's quite unnece 1" he declared. “I'll
be keeping watch, and if ‘the scoundrel makes
an attempt to break in T'll catch him. I don't
really t:hlnk he added patronisingly, "t.hat it'1l
be necessary for Miss Gaynor to stay.”

June started. She had béen looking thought-
fully at several smudgy marks on the cream-
distempered walls—marks that puzzled her and
dlsturbed her domestic eye.

“Oh, but I'd like to stay' she declared, look-
ing di’i"rminsly at her host. “If you don't
mind, Mr. Deacon. You see, I want to study
Horace Clayton's methods! I realise I've a lot
to learn.’

Horace glanced at her sharply, but, meeting
her serious gaze, he was obvlously flattered.

“Of course, in that case,” he said airily, * if
vou don't mind, Mr. Deacon, it's O.K. by me.’

June’s lips were smiling, but her eyes were
puzzled as she left the others and made her
way to the plea.sa.nt bedroom that had been
set aside for her.

Her agile mind was at work as she unpacked
her case, taking out a powerful magnifying-
glass—her uncle’s present.

Through this she studied the scrap of moss
she had found near the french windows.

“Moss growing on red soil,” she whispered.
“And there are marks of red soil on the study

(Please turn o page 257.)
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No Wedding Bells For The Young Tutor—Unless Sally Cou!d Save The Day

e

- __NAT PIGGOT STARTS A RUMOUR,

" (N OOD-AFTERNOON, Mr. Baynes!” chorused
Sally Warner & Co.
The four chums—Sally, Fay Manners,
Don Weston and Johnny Briggs—were stroll-
ing towards the cafeteria at Roxburgh
Co-Ed College when they met Mr, Howard
Baynes coming towards them.

He was young and good-looking, with the
broad shoulders of an athlete. Howard Baypes
hadn't long been at Roxburgh, where he was
an assistant master, but he was popular with
everyone, and always had a cheery word for
Bally & Co

But on this occasion he had almost passed
by them before he seemed aware that they had
spoken to him.

“Oh, hallo, Sally! Hallo, everybody!” he
said, and just for a moment the usual cheery
smile flashed into his good-looking face.
“Lovely afterndon, isn't it?”

And he strode on down the drive, looking
unusually preoccupied and thoughtful. Natur-
ally, there were comments from Sally & Co.

“ Never seen him look like that before,” mur-
mured Fay Manners. “He's always so bright
and cheery.”

“Perhaps he's had a tiff with Miss Ledbury,”
sald Johnny Briggs.

Sally’s blue eyes clouded for a moment.

“Oh, I hope not,” she said, “They’'ve always
struck me &s being so happy together—so much
in love with each other.”

Roxburgh had been watching with interest
and approval the romance between Howard
Baynes and Dulcia Ledbury. Dulcia was slim
and very attractive; her home was in Chicago,
where he had met her, but for the past three
weeks she had been staying in Roxburgh City,
and was a frequent visitor to the college.

“Expect lhey'll soon be gettin engaged,”
Fay said with a smile. “And perhaps they'll
have a party—— Oh, thank you, Johnny!"

Theg'd reached the cafeteria, and Johnny
held the door open while the two girls and Don
went in. Mrs, Barwell beamed at them from
behind the counter, and immediately began
filling four tall glasses.

“Yes, please, Mrs. Barwell,” Sally laughed.
“You know our order—four strawberry
sundaes "

They were seated at their favourite table by
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the window, 5BJOYlng the sundaes, when Nat
Piggot, from House, came over and sat at
the next table. Sally & Co. happened to he
dia.;cusslng Mr. Baynes and Miss Ledbury again.

‘I've just seen him,” Nat sald, evidently
feeling in a conversational mood with his rivals
from K House.

"Seen who?” asked Sally, at once on her
guard. She knew from past experience that
Nat Piggot was ever on the look-out to bring
off one of his practical jokes or leg-pulls.

“Howard Baynes,” Nat explained, leaning
across in a secretive sort of way. “Saw him in
the woods—with a girl. And it wasn't Dulcia
Ledbury, either!”

“Oh?” Sally got on with her sundae. “I've
seen you heaps of times, Nat—with a different
girl every time.”

" This is different,” Nat went on unabashed.
“I heard you saying hcew fond they seemed of
each_other. Maybe Miss Ledbury is fond of
Mr. Baynes—but I'm not so sure about him,
He's a dark horse, if you ask me. This is the
second time I've seen him with this other girl.
And he had her in his arms before, and was
kissing her- »

“Nat Piggot, that's not at all funny,” Sally
broke in disapprovingly. “That kind of joking
is in bad taste a4

“But it's true, Sally,” Nat protested. “I've
seen_them, I tell you. They're together in the
woods now."

Sally rose to her feet.

“Let's be going,” she said to her chums and.
still annoyed with Nat, she went out or the
cafeteria.

Even as they got outside, a smart car pulled
up opposite the main lecture hall. The chums
immediately recognised the car and the very
attractive girl who jumped out.

“It's Dulcia Ledbury!” Fay exclaimed.
“Shall we go across and speak to her?”

Earlier in the week the chums had been
invited to tea by Howard Baynes. Dulcia had
been there, and she'd been very charming and
friendly.

“Yes let's,” sald Johnny. “Gee, she's a peach,
isn't she? Howard Baynes 1s a lucky chap!”

Dulcia hadn’t seen the chums, for she was
talking to Andy Ruggles.

“Do you know where Mr. Baynes is?", she was
asking him.

‘“Why, yes, Miss Ledbury.” replicd Andy,
eager to be of assistance. “I saw him taking
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that footpath through the woods—about
twenty minutes ago.”
-“Thank you. I'll stroll that way myself

when I've parked the car,” Duilcia said. 2+

Sally came to a dead stop as she heard that.

“Oh, goodness!” )

"Wliaat‘s the matter, Sa.ly?” asked Fay in
surprise.

_"I1—I was just wondering if there was any-
tiiing in what Nat Piggot said,” Sally
answered, a troubled look com into her
t.‘.el-'E. ‘About Mr. Baynes being with another
girl——"

“Gosh—yes!" said Johnny in a startied voige.
“If Miss Ledbury found them together ‘it
might cause trouble. D’you thimk we ocught to
do something about it?”

Sally came to a decision then on the spur
of the moment. It was a decision which, in

the light of subseguent events, she was to
lcitgrgtt;mbut she mede it with the bDest of
inte

S.

"Keepkaulcla talking,” she said swiftly to
her chums. “I'll race ahead and see if I can
find Mr. Baynes.”

And Sally slipped away, making for the little
gateway which led to the footpath through
the woods.

She had wanted to ignore Nat Piggot's
gossip about Howard Baynes; she was sure
that, even if it were true, there was a harmless
explanation to it.

But even so, if Duleia saw what Nat had

secn—well, it might easily lead to an awkward
situation between the young Jovers. Sally,
liking both Dulcia and Howard Baynes, didn’t
want that to happen.
- She hurried along the path, looking around
her- as she went. Ahead, in a small clearing
among the trees,”stood a rather tumbledown
shack which at one time had been used by a
party of lumbermen,

Sally came in sight of that shack, and then
she gave a smile of relief. For standing outside
it was Howard Baynes. But before Sally could
hail him, and before he had seen her, the
young master turned and went into the hut.

Sally ran across to the balf-open door. And
éhcl'g she saw something that made her stop

ead.

“Ellie darling, it's wonderful to see you
again!” Howard Baynes was saying, and he
moved forward towards a girl who stood there.

"My sweet, I have waited so long for you,”
the girl responded, drawing him into an
embrace.

Sally watched that scene with a kind of
fascinated horror. So what Nat Piggot had
said was only too true. And she had believed
that Howard Baynes was in love with Dulcia
Ledbury !

“Howard, we have an audience!” the girl
inside the shack said.

Mr, Baynes spun_swiftly round. He looked
ctartled as he saw Sally.

“Sally 1”

“I'm sorry.” Sally was crimson. “I—I
didn't mean to sply on you, Mr, Baynes. I'll
be going. But I—I just came to tell you that
Miss Ledbury is looking for.you.”

“Dulcia!” Howard started. “I wasn't ex-
pecting her until this evening. She mustn't
find out! Moira, we'll have to call it off.”

Sally gave a start. A few moments before
Howard had called this girl Ellie. Sally looked
across at her, noticing that she was quite a few
vears older than the young master,

“Howard,” the girl said now, in a pleasantly
amused voice, “don’t you think you should
explain to your young friend? She is looking
it me most disapprovingly and, after all, she
did find us in an extremely awkward situation!
And you're playing your part so convincingly
now after all m{ coaching. You see, my dear,”
she added, smiling across at Sally, “ Howard is
rehearsing his part in a play.” !

"A—a play!"” Sally stammered, and in that
moment a great relief flooded through her. So
that was the explanation!
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“Moira, you shouldn’t have told Sally
that——" the young master began agitatedly,
and then he shrugged. “But she'll have_ to
know now, I suppose. Oh, what a tangle I'm
getting myself into. ~ All this secrecy—— Sally,
it’'s true that I'm appearing in a pla{. but
Dulcia doesn’t know—and she mustn't know!

t’s why I haven’'t told anyone. And, Sally,
I must ask you not to breathe & word about
xt—gou understand?”

“Of course, Mr. Baynes,” 8Sally
readily. ‘ .

*“Moira Graham is an old friend of mine—
an actress,” Howard went on. “She's mnot
appearing in the play with me, but she's been
marvellous, coach me for this part.” )
- *I think I'd better be getting on my way,”
broke in Moira. “Good luck, Howard—and tnls
is good-bye, you know.”

“Yes, you're starting out on tour to-morrow,
aren’t you? Thanks for everything, Moira,
Howard said tefully. “I'm going to miss
your help. But won't you have tea with Dulcia
and me?”

=1 think it would be better if Dulcia doesn’t
see me,” Moira said, shaking her head. “Then
there can't be any misunderstanding.”

“Miss Ledbury said she was coming to look
for you, Mr. Baynes,” Sally put in anxXiously.
“She’ll be along any minute now.”

“Then I'm off!” And with a wave of the
hand, Moira hurried away from the shack and
disappeared through the trees, :

“I'd better be going, too,” Sal? sald,

She still felt a little bewildered by what she
had heard. It was a relief to know that the
young master had not been deceiving Dulcia;
but she was puzzled because Howard Bayaes
seemed so0 desperate that Dulecia shouldn’t
know he was acting in a play. Why keep that
a secret from the girl he loved?

“Right-ho, Sally!” the young master sald
now. “Dulcia’s coming to meet me, is she?
There's this seript; she mustn’t see that. Look
after it for me, Sallgbwill you—and remember,
noi a wprd about t play.”

Sally nodded and took the, bulky seript.

“It’s going to be awkward, having no one to
rehearse with,” Howard Baynes was saying, and
then he gave a sudden exclamation., " Sally,
I've been watching you at rehearsals in the
college play. You're quite a clever little actress,
I say, perhaps you could help me—take Moira's
gﬁfe'} and help me practise. What do you say,

yi

responded

Sally’s eyes sparkled.

“I'd love to, Mr. Baynes, if you think I can
help yvou.”

“We'll talk it over later. You can read
r.hrough the script.” He held the shack door
open ior her.

It had been Sally’s intention to slip off in
the same direction that Moira Graham had
taken. But now, as she emerged from the
shack with Howard Baynes, a figure came _down
the footpath towards them. It was Dulcia
Ledbury. 3

““Howard !” Dulcia exclaimed, and her voice
was vexed and sharp with suspicion. “And
you, Sally! Really, I didn’'t expect to find
hoth of you here like this!”

s

EMBARRASSING FOR SALLY

DULCIA LEDBURY had certainly
appeared on the scene at an
awkward and embarrassing

And there could be

no mistaking the suspicion in

her words and her expression.
For a moment Mr. Baynes was

as startled as Sally; then he

hurried forward, a smile of wel-

come on his face.
*“Hallo, Dulcia! I didn't expect you this

afternoon, so this is a delightful surprise
“Is it?"” Dulcia asked.
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“Dulcia, you know it is!” the young master

assured her. “BSally here came along to teil
mg_ﬁlhat. ou _had arrived.”

? I didn't ask her to. Why did she
have to do that?"

And she looked at Sally as she spoke. Sally
bit her lip. For the life of her she didn't knnw
what to sa To explain why was right out
of s‘t;he quasuon But Mr. Baynes came to her
rescue

“SBally knows these woods better than you or
I, Dulcia,” he said lightly. “I expect she
wanted to save you traiung around looking
for me. She was doing both of us a
turn. Come on, smile, dear. Really, you don't
look the least bit pleased to see me. Let's g0
along to my room for tea.” He had his arm
linked in hers now. “And perhaps Sally would
like to join us——"

“I want to see you alone,” Dulcia broke in,
and now Sally noticed that she was looking
ggrréed and upset. “About something I've

Ar

“You sound most myster lous, Dulcia. What
have you heard?’

“I'll tell you over tea, Howard.”

Sally coughed, aware that Dulecla was still
regarding her strangely: aware, too, that she
wanted to be alone with the young master.

“I—I'll be getting along, Mr. Baynes,”
said hurrledly “Good-bye, Miss Ledbury.”

Saity Walked swiftl

tly a.lonz the footpath. She

felt unhapp and miserabl Oh, 11' only that
situation hadn't crop upl Dulcia
hadn't ap ed at that moment, just when
she and Howard Baynes were emerging from
the shack. She liked the master; she liked
Dulcia, and she wanted them to be happy to-
gether with no suspicion that anything under-
and wasdgo

she

all
was talking out of the back of his
" Sally repued “Don't take any notice
of what he said.”

“Just as I thought,” Don grinned. “Trying
to pull our legs, the old ass! What's that
under your arm, Sally?”

He had spotted the bulky script she was
carrying. Sally, remembering her promise to
the young master, realised she would have to
be arded in her reply.

h, somet! g Mr. Baynes asked me to look
ntter for him until he collects it later,” she
sald. “Nearly time for tea, isn't it?” she

added. “Then let’s eat.”
Over tea and durlng the ealrg{ part of the
evening Sally had much about. She

couldn’t forget that look that had come to
Dulcla’s face when that girl had seen her with
Howard Baynes. Even now Sally felt her
cheeks colour at the recollection. It hurt that
Dulcia should even suspect such a thing.
Sally, liking Dulcia so much, had never
thousht. she was the type of girl to jump to
uch ty conclusions.

And then there was all this secrecy about
Mr. Baynes acting in a play. Why did it have
to _be a secret from the rl he loved?

That caused Sall e her head in be-
wilderment; but uhe couldn't helg feeling
thrilled thet he had asked elp him
rehearse, that the young mnater should repose
such confidence in her.

But., in the circumstances, had she been
wise to e to his proposal? Was it for the
best to_;' er to become involved in all this
secrecy

And then there was the play itself. Even
t.hm. gave Sally cause for much thought.

Bt was typewritten; not a printed
nnd Dubns ed copy such as the Merr

rrymakers’
Dramatic Society used when they were putting
on a play. And it bore the name of a famous

?Ia wrig! t_whose works were very well known
ally. In fact, she had thought she knew

CIRLS' CRYSTAL-10-8-4é

all the plays written by him; but she had
never heard of this one.

Could it be that this was a new play, oné
being produced for the first time?

It was all very mysterious. There was so
much she didn't understand.

And then, later that evening, came the mes-
sage which y had been expecting. Would
she please be good enough to go and see Mr.
Baynes in his room?

Sally went, taking the script with her.

Howard Baynes was alone and greeted hor
Witﬂ a smile. Dulcia, as Sally knew, had gone
earlier,

“Come in, Sally, and sit down,” the youn:
master said, and then eyed her al,eadily L ve
been thinking things over, and I feel that
explanations are due to you. I asked you to
keep a secret for me. I asked you to help me.
You gave me your promlse, but on reflection
I wouldn't presume to keep you to that
promise if, after hearing whs.t I have to say
you don't wish

Sally nodded, waithF for him to continue.
But now | she felt really intrigued
“Pirst of all, Sally,” he went on, “I think
you ahmﬂd know thnt Dul wWas—er—upset

lng you and I together this afternoon.

Bm. no doubt you her suspiclon. Ridic-

ous of course, and I told her so. But Dulcia,

has received an anonymous letter,

saylng that I have been meeting another w?r

—a reference, of course, to my mectin th
Moira Graham.

Sally gave a start. An anonymous letter—
oh how horrid !

realise that I've been very indiscreet in
my el'Iorts to keep the secret of my appearing

on the s from Dulcia,” Howard Baynes
went on. “You see, B.uf_ Oh, it's a lons
somewhat

tangled
Butitmnmry that he told her Irsnkl:
wn-.hout keeping back. had
ted to become enmed Dulcia, but her
guardlan—ror both her parents were dead—
had opposed it on the grounds that Howard
hadn’t the prospects that would enable him
to support Dulcia.

“Old Keith Carlton, her ‘fuardlan. is a suc-
cessful man,” Howard sal “He wants his
son-in-law to be a successful man—someone
with a name, not a struggling young master.
And I don’t want to remain a master, Sally.
This isn't the life for me. I want to get on
the stage. And my chance has come. This
new pla_v.r is o enlng at the Roxburgh Theat)
next week having a_ fortnight's run ou
here and then golng to New York—to Broad

way. I'll be on Broadway, Sally! I've got the
lead, and this is my great chance to ome
a star-hit!"

Sally felt a thrill of excitement run through

her. o wonder Hownrd Baynes was so ter-
rifically enthusiast
“It sounds marvell " she exclaimed.

“Bu ess, then why this secrecy?
Surely Miss Ledb
“Dulcia hates the e and everything co:

nes sald flatly, und
crinkly fair hair
“Her mother was on

ge.

‘which Dulcia saw and which so filled

her with horror that she’s hated it ever since.
She knows I'm keen on the stage, but she’s
sald that if ever 1 hnve anything to do with
it she'll give me up.”

He paused in his pacing of the room, drew
gal deep breath and then turned to regard

“But m goxng on with it, Sally. I'm going
to take that risk use I know that Dulcia
does love me very deeply She knows why her
guardian won't allow us to me engaged,
and I do believe that if I make a name for
myself, even if it is on the stage, she will
relent. Well, Sally, now you know everything.
Wil g u help me—will ﬁou keep my secret?”

Sally, stirred by his story, infected by
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his enthusiasm, had no hesitation n

£ns) wering.
‘1 Iil be proud to, Mr. Baynes,” she sald
simp|

“Prank Jou, Sally, you're swell!”

And so Sally began rehears with Howard
Baynes in secret. She had said she would e

proud to help him, and she was. How could it
be otherwise when she realised that she was
playing a part in shaping the destiny of a
young actor who perhaps one day soon would
attain the dizzy heiﬁhts of stardom and famg?

She loved doing it, and she watched hi
with increasing admiration. He was throwing
himself heart and soul into the part. He
was his own severest critic, and he never
seemed satisfied.

Even the tiniest details he rehearsed again
and again, striving for the utmost effect and
perfection.

Sally hadn't realised that helping him would
entail such exac efforts from herself. But
she enjoyed every moment of it. It was an
experience from which she learned much. And

in his enthusiasm for perfection, he ex-
1xge(:t.eclrmuch from Eer. he was relentiess with

He had his school work. He had his re-
hearsals at the Roxburgh Theatre, having ob-
tained special permission from the Dean—who
was the only person other than Saly in his
confidence—for the necessary time off.

Then back from the theatre for more re-
hearsals at the college. The days The
dress rehearsal-took place, and Howard Baynes
returned from it in a state of despair.

'Dreadful—drendful!" he told lly, when
she asked how it had gone. “I1 bungled half a
dozen times, Nothing went right——"

Sally smiled

“Nothing ever does at a dress rehearsal!” she
said knowingly. Thats a lucky omen in the
theatre, isn't 1

i | hope so!” Hls mood chang'ed an er,

boyish smile came to his face. I saw Dulcia
to-day. She wants us to be engaged soon, in
bDite of what her guardian says.

“Oh, I'm glad,” Sally said happily.

“And here are half a dozen tickets for the
opening to-morrow night, Sally. I expect you
can find a use for them. Here they are, with
my compliments and sincere thanks for all
vou've done. You've been swell!™

Elatedly Sally went off to join her chums,
She had been neglecting them these last few
days owing to her secret rehearsals with
Howard Baynes. They had been inclined to
ask awkward questions, but Sally had managed
to put them off. There were more awkward

questions, as well as excitement, when she
showed them the tickets.

“Who gave them to me?" Sally Ilaughed.
“Oh, a friend of mine. Now, don’t ask ques-
tions—yet 1"

Sally felt on top of the world. Dulcla and
Mr. Baynes would soon be engaged. Tha
must mean that Dulcia had forgotten all her
suspicions; though Sally had to admit that on
the one occasion when she had seen her since
that incident in the woods Dulcia had been
quite cool towards her. No matter. All was
well between the young lovers—and Howard
Baynes was on the threshold of success.

The following evening she went alon%
wish him luck. She expected him to be in a
state of nerves—but not so jittery as she did
find him.

“Sally. I'm worried, scared, franttc!” he said
in a distracted volce. “I can't remember my
lines. Especially in that big love scene in the

second act. Sally, will you run through it

with me?

1‘0! course,” Bally said. “But have we
time

“We must find time. I must get it right!"

And so, there in his room, they once more
rehearsed that difficult and emotional scene
which was one of the high-spots in the play.
Sally knew the Iines by heart now. and she
responded gamely to his acting.
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His brilliance showed up her limitations.
She realised it. He was a _born actor. He was
magnificent. All his confidence came back as
he played the scene.

“Darling, we’ll face the world together! You
and I. No one else matters. The world may
change, the lives of its people may change,
but our hearts—yours and mine, dar —they
shall be changeless——" HO aynes
broke off, his face flushed and aglow. “Sally,
I'm happy about it now! And you've been
splendid,” he rushed on enthusiastically. I
think you deserve a real kiss!™ =

Sally laughed. Her cheeks went pink. His
arm was still around Rer, and lightly he
brushed her lips—his boyish way o1 showing
his gratitude to a friend.

And at that very moment the door burst
open, and there on the threshold stood——

Dulcia Ledbury!

“Howard! How could you!" she cried.
“And you, Sally. So it has been you, going
behind my back like this all the time! You
and Howard——"

Sally stood dumb and horror-stricken. Mr.
Baynes, with a cry, sprang forward. But
Du%i\?l drew back, drew away from him.

e = i

“Don't speak to me! Don't ever speak to
me again!” Dulcia sobbed. *“I—I heard it all.
Forget what I said yesterday:

“But, Duleia! Great Scot, you don't under-
stand!” Howard cried. “We—we were only
acting!"

“Acting! It sounded like it! I'm golng
honineT-golng home! I never want to see you
again 1"

And with a sob Dulcia turned and rushed
from the room.

“Dulcia: ”

He made to rush after her,
caught his arm.

“No!"
yet, Mr.

but Sally quickly

she salct “No, don’t tell her—not

Baynes!™

THE BROKEN ENGAGEMENT

“DON'T tell her!" echoed Howard
Baynes. “But I must! Sally,
don’'t you realise what she is
thinkin%x That you and I——"

ad recovered, and now
she had a clear-cut grasp of the
situation that amazed even

’ herself.

7 “No!" she said again. “Tell
hel later, after the show
“But she's going home——she meant that!

She’ll never see me again. Sally, this has

brought it home to me. Dulcia must know

the truth.”

Sally shook her head.

“I still say no,” she insisted. “To-night is
your big night, Mr. Baynes. Don’t lose this
marvellous opportunity. And—leave Dulcia to
me. I—I think I can see a way to put every-
thing right.”

Howard Baynes stared at her in amazement,

“You can, Sally? Dulcia means an awful iot
to me. She means—everything. Yes, I realise
that now! T'll give up the stage for Dulcia.”

“You'll do nothing of the sort,” Sally teld
him. "“You'll have your stage career and
Dpl}cm if—if my idea works out as I hope it
will.”

“But what is this idea?”

“Never mind. Just leave it to me, Mr.
"Baynes—and keep your fingers crossed. Now
gtgt luesil{dy for the theatre, and the very best
of luc

Sally went swiftly out ©f the' room, even
before he could murmur his thanks. She was
quivering with excitement now. Oh, could she
bring it off?

She rushed on, out of the masters' quarters
and across to the Merrymakers’ club-room.
There she had _promised to meet Don and Fay
and Johnny. They would have to help.
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Only half-formed, her idea was, but her
brain worked. awiftl.'i. despernt.ely as she ran.
Duls om

cia bury ing e She
mustn't be allowed ﬁao homer mt was
the thnugh

tre.
“Johnny, have you

“Eh? Well, no. not yet——"

“Then get it out now——quicklyl"

Johnny blinked in astonishment, but he
didn’t e any further. Five minutes later
he had car out of the garage and the four
chums were climbing into it.

“Well, what now, ly?" Johnn
he gave her a look.
like to know why we're
firemen going to a fire!™

“ Roxburgh, Johnny—as rm. you can
make it!™ S&llg cut in urgently. "Hr Bmﬂ
and Miss Ledbury have quarrelled.
gou:g home—and  we've got to try to stop
er1®

!
Now Sally felt that the time had come when
she could reveal all that had been going on
Shouting above the roar of the engine, she told
her chums everything.

ent and then In

They listen
And by that time the
had

been reached.
“Where to?” Johnny ed.
“Dulcia’s hotel—the Wardonia,” Sally told

him.

The Wardonia was reached. Outslde it ltood
the car which Dulcia had been using g
her stay in Roxburgh. Sally jumped out an
wentlntotnehtlh Sy i

“Good " she e reception
clerk. * mlﬁss Ledbury returned, please?”

“About ten mnmt.eo miss.”

“And—and she gve any instructions

abogt . Ledhuryla hecking out al t

chec out almos
immediately.

“I thoug! t s0.”" Sally gave the clerk her
sweetest smile. "“Some friends of hers want
to give her a nice send-off. If you could tell
me what her movements are, and say nothing
about my inquiring.. of course——" She

And_ the receptlon clerk
“Miss Ledbury is driv to

Xnd Ieg' sull
round like

pa :
“I understand.”
tho ht he did.

!or Chicago.

We made o
Bally thanked him and hurried back to her

Don whistled. “She’s

Golns by plane, eh?"
What now,

certainly not wasting any time.
Bally? at's the next move?"”

“We've got to find some way——" Sally
paused, a sleam of excitement coming into her
eyes. "Yee. t might do the trick. Make it
intriguing, appealing——"

She suddenly darted away towards the
nearest kiosk. There her bewildered chums
saw her buy a packet of envelopes, a writing
pad.
l’lasally ]what are you going to do?” asked

¥ e

“Write a little note—an anonymous note!"
Bally replied, opening her handbag and taking
out her fountain pen

The note was written and put in an envelope.
Then Sally moved across to Dulecia’s ('nr a.nd
placed the letter under the windscreen wiper,
where she would be sure to see it

IT was a glittering scene, that opening night
at the Roxy Theatre. Socialites were
there, for the first performance of a new
Lester Mantock play was always a big event.

Fay Manners, Don Weston and Johnny

lgegs were were there.

But Sally Warner was missing.

The three chums, already m “thelr seats In
the stalls, lodked round expectantly. In a few
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minutes now the lights would dim and the
curtain would go up.

A string orchestra played in the pit. Then
the lights begzm to go down, the hubbub of

\olool died awa.
The figure of a girl came rusiling down thes
aisle. Don t

his seat as the programme
girl ushered somecne to the row in which the
chums were suied
It was Dulcia Ledbury
She hoked pne though there was a
trace of redness about the rims of her eyes.
In one clenched hand nuu:rewedup wWas a
})leee of paper—and the chums guessed that
t was the anonymous letm vnich Sally had
'h—-—u g"d—-'\uum
bring her here enclosed with the note
had been one of t.he tickets given Sally by
Howard Baynes.
There was a complete hush in the audli-
curtain wi

mﬂm‘z@p?a thhead begun thl.tupl hich

¥ e pla¥ which was
to have a s&nmtlonauy run in New York
and which was cause e critics and all
theatre-goers to rave about a certain J
actor whose name was avld Howar, t.he
stage name of Howard Ba es. and the name
under which he was to ame.

It was a costume play ol the nineteenth
century, and Howard Baynes, wearing side-
i and a small bem-d. unrecognisable
as the ymm%a T from Roxbu h College.

Don and y a.nd Johnny wouldn't have
recognised him but for the fact that they
were in the know And nor did Dulcia Led-
bury realise who i

Impauently she sat'thzre t.cnse and on edge,
as If waiting for mmethina happen. S e
who had hated the ever since her mother
hafdndied s&t}‘.n;‘g hele-a&: tutl:eaml -

of herse e y began p
her. already people were beginning to
murmur the name of David Howard.

“Isn't he marvellous?” It was Dulcia who
sundenly said that, leaning over towards Fay.

Fay nudged Johnny, who nudged Don. and
the three of thém looked at each other de-
llzhtad!ﬁ But they didn't tell Dulcia who

oward really was. Let Sally do that
when she came.

And Sally slipped unobtrusively into the
vacant seat next to Dulcla just when the
second act was workinz up to its climax.

And then——

There on the stage was Howard Baynes bril-
liantly é)uttlng over the scene in which he
returne beloved Ellie.

The words rang out, clear and superbly de-
livered. And as Dulcia heard them she gave
a violent start.

Beside hcr, Sally smiled.

“Those line 0 you remember them, Miss
Lecbury"" she whispered softly.

And now Dulcia knew. Knew the truth of
that scene in Howard Baynes’ room at Rox-
burgh College—knew, too, that he was the
brilliant actor on that s before her.

“Sally !” she breathed. it was you who
wrote t.hat note telling me that I must comne
here and be sure to wait until the end of the
second act if I wanted to lum the truth and
ness. Oh, Sally!”

there content and happy—

happy in the knowledge that her eTorts to
er Dulcia lnd Howard Baynes had
not falled. Dulcla’s eyes, the

The

radiance of her face, told Sally that the other
g‘lrls prejudice against her sweetheart making

career for himself on the stage was gone

“You'll have your stage career—and Dulcla,”
Sally had told him.

That had been her hope, and it was a hope
fulfilled.

(End of this week's story.)

Sally & Co. will be here again in next Friday's
ﬂll: ' CRYSTAL. Don't miss their latest ad-
venlures.
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She Meant To Shield The Qutlaw’s Son

RIDE
of the ROCKIES

A NIGHT  ALARM

V YNNE COMPTON, who lived with her
uncle at Silvertops Ranch, hoped to
become a champion horse-rider. Her

magnificent horse, Wonderlad, once belonged

to Brock Barton, whose father owned the
neighbouring V.B. Ranch.

Brock hated Wynne's uncle, dec]arinsi" that
he was responsible for his father being thrown
into prison as an outlaw. Nevertheless,
Wynne, liking Brock and wanting to help him,
persuaded him to come to the ranch to train
Wonderlad for her first big race. Wynne won
the race and afterwards had the thrilling
chance of entering herself and Wonderlad for
the Rocky Mountains Championship, only to
discover that one of the qualifying races was
a steeplechase—and the only person who could
train Wonderlad to jump for her was Brock.
Wynne managed to persuade Brock to stay on
at the ranch, but he accepted in such a way
that she suspected he had another, mysterious
reason for coming back,

5 I'LL come back to Silvertops Ranch!” said
Brock Barton.,

Wynne thrilled to his words

Brock was vitally necessary toc the success of
her horse-riding ambitions. She knew she
could never train Wonderlad alone and
unaided.

But she had not liked that steely glitter in
Brock's grey eyes when the sherifl had men-
tioned the key. She could not help but recail
Brock’s thinly veiled threats against her uncle.
And his mysterlous visit to his father's for-
bidden ranch that morning was an affair not
yet explained,

Had that—and the fact that the sheriff had
mentioned evidence still to be gleaned from
his father’s ranch—anything to do with his
decision to stop on at Silvertops?

“Oh, stuff,” she told herself. *“You're just
worrying about things that may never happen.
Brock might be stubborn. He might believe
all sorts of things of uncle, but you know he’d
never deliberately play a dirty trick. Give up
worrying 2 E

Meantime, she would rejoice in the fact
that Brock was staying on. That Brock was to
be her helper in the training of Wonderlad.

The sheriff, with a wave of the hand, was
trotting on his way. John Morton stocd
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thoughtfully looking after him for a moment
and then turned and looked at Brock. Hls face
was_a_little softer now.

“0.K.,” he said grufly, “I sure hope you’ll
make a do of it, Brock. But, as I sald—no
nonseé}?se. I guess you'll be carrying straight
on, eh?”

“No, not quite. I prefer to start to-morrow,
if you don’t mind. You see, I've got to go back
to the railroad station and collect the things
I left there this morning.”

John Morton remembered and nodded,
understandin%
“I guess that's right—sure! O.K., then.

Expect you at Silvertops to-morrow.”

“ Early,” Brock emphasised.

“Please yourself. Coming with me, Wynne?”

Wynne hesitated a moment. She looked at
Brock. He was gently patting Wonderlad's
glossy neck, Then, with just the hriefest
glance at her, he raised his hat and turned to

€0,

She flashed him a smile,

“Oh. Brock, I'm so glad 5

“I11 be catching my bus,” he returned, his
face giving no hint of his feelings. Then,
turning abruptly on his heel, he swung off
along the road.

Wynne sighed a little. She wished wistfully
that Brock would be more friendly. But she'd
win him round, she resolved.

With her uncle she trotted back to the
collecting ring, and there she saw Wonderlad
put into the horse-box which was to carry him
back to Silvertops. Buf, as John Morton was
travelling back with Mack Glenthorne, Wynne,
to her secret disgust, had to share Ted Hyam's
buggy with Irma Glenthorne.

It was a long ride, with Ted Hyams perched
stolidly on the driving-seat, and Irma, whose
company Wynne was not fond of even at the
best of times, slyly hinting that disaster was
bound to overtake Silvertops Ranch if Brock
was allowed to stay in it, Wynne, trying to
think of other things, found herself becoming
irritated- with the manager’'s daughter,

“Will you please leave Brock Barton's name
out of it?” she asked at last. “Uncle knows
what he’s doing!”

“Does he?” Irma smiled.
ask me——""

“I wonder. If you
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“Please!” Wynne said shortly. “1 don't
want to hear any more.”
Irma subsided with a sulky scowl. Then, to

Wynne’s profound relief, Silvertops came into
view—Silvertops, she thought with a new rush
of pleasure, ich in future was to be Brock
Barton's home as well as her own.

Her thoughts Were a f Brock for the rest
of that evening. They were joyous in the main,
for she was vis now the qualifying
races before her for the y Mountains 1d
Cup, looking ahead with a tremendous thrill
of anticipation to turniug ‘Wonderlad into a
jumper and finally riding him in the qualifying
steeplechase,

But underlying those happ a.dy thoughts was
the conviction that Brock had his own secret
reasons for being at the ranch.

She was thmkimim about that long after she
had gone to bed t night, when the ranch
was darknes

With Brock stm in her mind, she heard a
sound—a soft, shufiling sound, as of someone
creeping past her door and on down the
corridor towards the room which her uncle
used as an office. Who? At this time of night?

W e sat up in bed, straining her ears.
Unbidden, came the memory of the queer look
which had lit l? Brock’s face when that after-
noon the sheriffi had mentioned the key to the
office in the V.B. Ranch—that key which was
now in her uncle’s room—towards which those
stealthy footsteps were heading.

But this could not be Brock. Brock was
miles away, at the railroad station.

In a flash she was out of bed, paused just
one moment to fling on her dressing-gown, and
then had wrenched open her own door.

In the failing moonlight which filtered
through the skylight she saw a figure outside
the door of her uncle’'s room,

Wynne did not pause to think in the shock
of that moment. e just opened her lips and
let out a shout.

“Help! Burglar!”

The figure jumped round. Just for a second
Wynne saw grey, unrecognisable blob
whictil was its face. Then it had turned; was
runn:

"Quick 1” Wynne shouted. “Help——"

Doors opened. Inquiring voices were sud-
denly raised. Wynne shot in pursuit of the
unknown figure,

From the corridor opposite there came a cry.
She saw Irma, dressing-gown billowing around
her, rushing to head the intruder ofi—but too
late. The unknown went leaping dbown the
stairs three at a time.

*“It's Brock !"” screamed Irma. “It——"

Even in the desperate excitement of the
moment Wynne found the voice to snap back,
“Rubbish !” and flew on.

Now the fugitive had reached the bottom of
the stairs; now was rushing along the passage
that led to the back door. For a moment he
became swallowed in the darkness. Then the
door was wrenched open, and there came an
unexpected crash, and Wynne and Irma saw
the figure bolting into the yard.

The next minute they saw something else,
t00. Saw a great stream of water rushing back
into the passage from outside; saw dimly the
overturned water butt which now blocked the
doorway.

The intruder had heaved over the water butt
S0 as to block the doorway and delay the
pursuit
) "Gosh!” Wy'nne gasped as she felt her feet

the
"We'll be ﬂooded 1" Irma shrilled.
Wynne plunged forward. She caught the
butt With a great effort she got it twisted
t, and pushed it clear of the doorwsayv.

()u de, she looked excu,edly around. But of
the intruder there was no tﬁn

But there were several other figures on the
scene—her uncle was one; Ted Hyams, the
foreman, another. Ranchmen from the shacks
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were turning out, and the whole place seemed
alive now with scurrying figures. And then
Mack Glenthorne came up.

“Looks as if he got away, sir!" he told John

Morton.
“Who? What on earth’s happened?”

“The thief. The man who broke in,” Glen-
thorne said.
“But what man broke in?" John Morton
dernanded
“Wynne

“Brock Barton,” Irma said ,at once,
saw him, and I saw him

“1 saw somebody. But nelt‘ner of us saw
Brock Barton,” mne retorted. " For one
thing it was too dark fto see his face. For
another, Brock Barton isn't here to-night. But
someone dld try to mt.o your office, uncle—
perhaps. had fice, Don't you
think we'd bett.er look l.n there first?”

Her uncle nodded. They hurried upstairs
again. In the office, however, everything was
intact; nothing had been touched. But there
was one thing which nobody noticed except
Wynne.

Outside the door, just where the intruder
had stood, a slip of pasteboard gleamed palely
in the moonlight, just before someone thought
of switching on electric light. Wynne
hardly knew what led her to stoop and
pick that paper u . without saying a word,
stuff it in her poc et

“Durned funny,” John Morton growled.
“What could the guy have been after in this
room? Wynne, you're sure it wasn't Brock?”

“Positive!” Wynne said, but she was aware
that she felt a wavering doubt. It could have
been Brock. Except that Brock was miles

away.
“But I think it " Irma insisted. !
didn’t see htiskra.ee properly, but you couldn’t

make a mis

“Well, one of (gous making one,” John
Morton decided. XK., let it rest. To-morrow
morning I'll have a word with Brock if he does
turn up, and if I find out it was him--well, I
guess the sheriff’s going to have another crook
on his hands.”

And there, after the most hectic ten minutes
Silvertops had known since the arrest of
Brock's father, the matter was left. And
Wynne, telling herself that 1t couldn't have
been Brock—that Brock wasn't a sneak thief—
went back to her own m.

There she looked at the slip of paper she had
picked up outside her uncle’s door—a slip
which she knew the thief had dropped.

And her heart leapt ﬂpainmlly.

For it was the torn-off corner of an enclosure
ticket which had been issued that morning to
competitors and assistants in the Snakeriver
Sweepstake. Each one of those tickets bore, in
typed capitals, the name of its owner. Most of
the name was on this ticket, but tie rest was
in the possession of the thief, presumably. But
what she read on the strip in her hand told
Wynne who that thief was.

For BRO CK was typed on top of the frag-
ment of ticket, and that could only stand for
one name—Brock Barton! Then—then Brock
had been here, Brock had broken into the
ranch, had intended to steal something—the
key !—from her uncle's room that night. Brock
was the unknown intruder!

BROCK comcm WYNNE

THE key
Bh.e relt. that she understood
now why Brock had so abruptly
changed his mind about coming
to ilvertops Ranch—under-
stood the meaning of that queer
flash in his eyes when the
sheriff had mentioned the key
to her uncle.
That was why Brock had come back! Brock
was after that key.
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“But no,” she fiercely coatradicted herself
next moment . “No! He didn't! He wouldn’t!
He’s not that sort. There's some other ex-
planation—must be some other explanation!™

After all, did this bit of ticket—which might
have been picked up and dropped again by
anybody—prove anything? Of course it didn’'t,
she told herself, but she was very disturbed.

What would Brock say or do when John
Morton tackled him on the subject on the
morrow?

With the first golden dawn rays which
stabbed between the jagged peaks of the near-
by Rockies, Wynne was up, and washed and
dressed, and down to the stables before the
earliest riser was astir. £

Wonderlad, standing placidly in his stall,
gave a little jerk of the head as he sensed her.
Catching up a brush, she began to groom him,
one eye on the stable gate outside, through
which Brock would have to come.

Suddenly she saw him, case in hand, as he
fumbled with the catches of the gate. Eagerly
she flew to meet him,

“ Brock

“Good-morning I he said curtly.

“Brock, where—where have you come from?"”

“The Station Shack,” he said, *Stopped
there for the night. But why do you always
ask guestions as soon as you see me?"

“Because I've got to. Something happened
last night—something serious. Brock, you—
:s?ci)ul tglcln't: come to Silvertops during the
night?”

s i.: stare of astonishment gladdened her
ear

torted. “What happened?’

“ Somebody came, A—a burglar!” Wynne
sald. “He broke into the house and tried to
get into uncle’s office. And uncle's mad about
it. He says he’s going to call in the sheriff as
soon as he finds out who the burglar was.”

Brock stared at her ar.rangelg.

“A visit from the thief, eh But why are
you telling me all this?”

“Because—because——" she stumbled for
words. “Brock, you—you don’t know anything
about it?” "

“I? Why should I sneak in like a thief to
burgle your ranch when I could have slept here

and burgled in comfort from inside if I'd

wanted to?”

She felt momentarily floored by the simple
logic of that argument. But she was glad. She
felt the mist of suspicion which had haunted
her through the night dispelling as at the
touch of a warining sun.

“ And what should I want to steal from your
uncle’'s office?” Brock challenged.

She hesitated, wondering if she dared voice
her thoughts. Then, feeling that the air must
be completely cleared, she came out with it.

“That key, Brock—the key you heard the
sheriff mention to my uncle yesterday,
the key that opens the office in your father’s
old ranch. You—you know now that it's in
my uncle's room,”

“Yes,” he said without hesitation,

“Didn’t you want to get hold of that key?"
she challenged him.

fkizqalu his answer was immediate.

‘No."

“But, Brock, it's the key of your father's
office in your old ranch. I knew you were in-
terested because—well, because you visited the
ranch the other day, even though it's been
locked e

“And shall visit the ranch again—when I
wish,” he answered disdainfully. “My father
may be in prison, he may be called an outiaw,
but he was framed by others—and therefore to
me the V.B. Ranch still belongs to the
Bartons "

She bit her lip, knowing that he thought her
uncle had been behind the downfall of Vic

Barton.
But she no longer doubted Brock He had
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rt.
“Why should I come to the ranch?” he re-

not bioken into the ranch the previous night.
Her unclie appeared from the ranch house.
He cast one swift look from her to Brock and
then curtly nodded.
‘“Morning, Brock! So you've turned up. I
confess I had my doubts. I want to talk to

you."
“Yes?"
“Come along to the ranch house.”
Obediently Brock went off, without a further

lance at Wynne. But she laughed now—
aughed in sheer lightheartedness
every doubt had flown. At the same time she
found herself wondering. For if Brock was not
the mystery intruder of the night, who was?

For what purpose had he intended to burgle
her uncle’'s room?

She felt suddenly that here was a bigger
mystery.

She carried on with her grooming. The
minutes guickly passed until she saw Brock
come striding out of the ranch house.

He looked a little bitter.

“Is—i= everything all right?" she asked
anxiously,

“If you mean is your uncle satisfied that I
am not a burglar—yes,” he sald disdainfully.
“Guess he had only to phone the Station Shack
to prove that I was there all night.” -

“Oh, Brock, I'm glad—so glad!"” Then she
noticed he no longer carried his bag. “And—
and you have %ot your quarters in the ranch?”

“Yes. And, look here, if people would only
stop asking questions 1'd like to start work.
Now, let me saddle up Wonderlad and see what
you can do in the way of jumping.”

And Wynne, stmngglg happy, her mind again
completely at ease, nodded eagerly.

EXCITING TRAINING

“JUMPING,” sald Brock, “is our
problem. That is what we have
to practise—and practise—and
practise. Wonderlad can run on
the flat, and you can ride him
on the flat. So we’'ve no need
to worry about that.”

They had ridden out—she on

Wonderlad, he on Ranger—to
the foothills of the Rockies, abounding here in
clumps of bushes, rivulets and streams and
flat, sandy patches that combined to make an
ideal mixed training ground.

And Brock, now that he was wholly
absorbed in horse training, now that he was
concentrating on the task he loved so well,
seemed to her to be a different boy altogether.

She felt now that she was seeing the real
Brock—the unembittered Brock who could
forget the wrongs he vowed had been done to
his father for the moment, the Brock who was
interested in one thing only—to make the best
of his job. His utter sincerity in that direction
somehow thrilled Wynne,

“Wonderlad is sure a fine horse. He'll live
up to his name—the name I gave him,” Brock
said. “But he must be coaxed. First we'll try
him across the smaller stream, paced by
Ranger, who is a natural jumper.”

“Yes,” Wynne humbly agreed.

And so the first lesson was taken—but not
with success for Wynne. Ranger jumped the
stream with ease, but when Wynne put Won-
derlad at the same obstacle he planted his fore-
legs hard, gave a furious snort, and just
refused to jump. Three times they attempted
the task, each time with Wynne feeling more
crestfallen and humiliated.

“You must give him complete confidence in
you,” Brock said, always taking the horse's part.
i“He's not like other horses. He won't jump
i.viith just anyone on his back. Now let me try
him."

He tried him, Wynne did not know whether

(Please lurn to page 356.)
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The Ghostly Figure's Mission In The Watch Tower

THE MASKED MAN'S TRICKERY!
OROTHY MASTERS, who had lost her
memory, was one of the guests at South-
Ward Ho Holiday Camp, There she met

Basil Kerr, whose uncle owned the #$amp.

Basil and Stephen Wilkins, the manager,
were worried about some recent thefts of war
trophies from the Manor House in the grounds
of the camp.

When later Dorothy ‘secretly visited the
Manor House she found something which
made it seem that she was the unknown thief,
and later Esme Young, a spiteful girl who was
jealous because Dorothy had been selected
for the camp swimming team in preference to
herself, accused her of being the -culprit.
Archie Speller, who fancied himself as a de-
tective, declared, however, that the thief was
a man—the owner of a burglar's kit, bearing
the initials “J. 8., which had been found in
Smugglers’ Cove.

Doroihy received a message from a masked
man signing himself “J. 8.” ordering her to
meet him in the old watch-tower on the cliff-
top. She did so, and the mystery man told
her that before losing her memory she had
committed the thefts at the Manor House,
and he declared he had a confession proving
her guilt. Horrified. Dorothy determined to
get back the confession, and later that night
returned to the watch-tower. The door was
locked, so she began to climb up the wall
to a window.

HER heart in her mouth, expecting every

moment that the ivy would tear away
under her welght, Dorothy climbed her way
up the stone wall of the watch-tower.

Far below her the incoming tide thundered
and “splashed, and she shuddered as she
thought of the jagged rocks lying there. To
look down she knew would be fatal, so reso-
lutely she kept her gaze glued on the narrow
window above her.

How high up and far away it seemed.
Would she never reach it? Already her arms
were aching under the strain.

Dust, shaken from the tangled ivy, set her
sneezing, and, suddenly, came the danger
which she had feared.

As she reached up to get a new hold with her
right hand, there was an ominous rending
sound. Under her feet the ivy had snapped
and broken. She was saved from falling only
by her frenziedly clutching left hand.
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For one sickening moment she hung there,
swinging dizzily to and fro, thcn she got a
second bold with her other hand, and
frantically gro for a foothold,

Shaken by the narrowness of her escape, she
rested for a second or two, then, screw up
her courage, resumed her dangerous climb.

Once or twice there came agailn those
ominous creaks which sent her heart jumping
up to her throat, but, fortunately, the ivy did
not entirely break away, and at last her head
and shoulders rose above the window-sill, and
she found herself gazing into the ecircular
chamber in which had been enacted that
dramatic encounter between herself and the
man in the mask.

Thankfully she clambered through the
ﬁlra:sless window, and with a gasp of relief

pped down on to the stone floor. Pulling
the torch from her pocket, she switched it on
an?l let its bright rays sweep over the bare
walls.

“Now for the confession,” she whispered.
“I simply must find it, otherwise e

She finished with a shiver. Grim would be
the prospect then. While he had that con-
fession in his possession the man in the mask
held her securely in his power. Unless she
wanted to face the humiliation of exposure and
the gosslbuity of being sent to prison, she
would have to obey his every order.

Oh, what a fool she had been, she told her-
self wretchedly. What on earth had pos-
sessed her ever to enter into league with the
villainous “J. 5."? What possible circumstance
had made her commit those thefts from the
Manor House?

“I must have been mad—completely craay!"”
she muttered fiercely. “But it's all over now.
I'm going to make amends. Once I've found
and destroyed that confession, I'll defy him to
do his worst!™

B]ut where was the secret hiding-place in the
walls?

To her dismay she found no trace of It
Every sguare of stone seemed alike and
immovably embedded.

Oblivious of the passing of time, she searched
on, and suddenly a gleam of hope entered her
eyes. In one corner was a small carving in
the shape of a rose. Was it just an ornament,
or——
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Hardly daring to breathe, she pulled at the
stone decoration, then pressed. Instantly there
came a faint whirring sound, and a cry of
triumph left her lips.

For one of the blocks of stone had swung
outward, llke a door, revealing a black cavity,
and lying there, glistening white in the light
of her torch, was a heavily sealed foolscap
cnvelope.

Her confession!

Almost quivering with delight, she snatched
it up and with eager hands ripped open the
envelope. Inside was a folded sheet ol paper.
That must be the incriminating document it-
;séeir , she decided, and, drawing it out, smoothed

open.

The smile faded from her face and she gave
a horrified gasp of bewiliderment.

The sheet of paper was blank!

What did it mean? Had the man_ in the
mask been too cunning for her? Guessing that
she might attempt to get hold of the vital
document, had he substituted this worthless
scrap of paper for the real confession?

Dazedly, Dorothy examined the envelope.

Her name was written on the front, and in
one corner was the blob of fallen wax she
had noticed when the man in the mask had
mockingly brandished the envelope before her
horrified eyes.

“This js the same envelope—I'm positive it
is!1” she whis%cred wonderingly. “And the
Egﬂls haven't been tampered with. Then—

i

Suppose the man in the mask had lied!
Suppose she had never signed a confession!
Suppose this dummy envelope had just been a
irick to Irighten her into handing over the
mystery map she had found in her possession?

The more she thought about it, the more
certain she became that that was the truth,

But if the villainous “J. S.” had lied about
the confession, he might also have lied about
her being his partner!

Her heart seemed to glow and swell; a great
wave of tumultuous joy swept over her.

“I don't bellieve it was I who broke into the
Manor House!" she whispered. "I don’t believe
1 am a thief. It was all lies he told me!"”

Trembling, feeling as if she were standing on
air, she gazed about her with eyes in which
glistened tears of joy.

Oh, if only she could be assured of that!
If only she could prove it beyond all doubt!
Fivfhz:.t a difference it would make to her whole

e!

No longer then need she fear the man in the
mask. No longer need she flinch beneath
Esme Young's spiteful accusations. No longer
would there be anything to mar her friendship
with Basil Kerr,

Desperately she racked her brains, striving
to pierce that horrible black curtain which
divided her from the past. Never had the loss
of her memory caused her so much anguish as

it did now.

“It's no use,” she told herself. “I don't
remember a thing. Everything that hag})ened
before I came to the holiday camp is blotted
out. I don't——"

A sudden sound made her break off her
thoughts. Her heart gave an alarmed leap and
she stiffened.

What was that?

Footsteps pattering on the spiral stalrcase
which led up to the top of the tower!

Someone was hurrying up to this very room.
But who could it be?

Dorothy did not know, but some instinct
warned her that it would be very dangerous
for her to be discovered here. _

Only stopping long cnough to replace the
envelope in the secret cavity and to swing to
the stone door, she darted across to the rickety
woc;deu ladder which gave access to the flat
roof.

Ascending it, she pushed up the trapdoor.
climbed through the opening, and croExnhed
there, holding the trapdoor open just an inch

354

or two, so that she could peep down into the
room bhelow,

Only just in time, ,

Next moment a girlish figure entered the
circular chamber—a greyish figure, the sight
of which made Dorothy gasp. figure dressed
like an old-time fisher-girl, with a shawl shad-
ing her face. o

It was as if Jess Stornaway, the once notori-
ous girl smuggler, had arisen from the grave in
order to return to her former haunts!

THE THIEF AT LAST
FASCINATED

, momentarily held
in the grip of superstitious fear,
Dorothy could not take her eyes
at figure. It had such
appearance, and it
oat rather than walk
A across the room,
i\ hsué‘?ly it could not be a real

ghos !
Even as Dorothy tried to smother the
fantastic fancy there came a very human sound
from down beiow, and she knew that the fisher-
girl was very much alive.

A queer-looking bundle clutched in her arms,
the unknown had halted by the window, and
as she gazed through she gave a gasp of alarm.

“They are still on my track by the sound of
it,” she muttered. *“The quicker I make myself
scarce the better.”

she spoke she glided across to the far
wall, and there came a muffled whir as the
secret door swung open. -

Dorothy's eyes gleamed excitedly.

“That'’s ¥he man in the mask’s confederate—
not me,” she told herself, and a thrill ran
through her as she knew that her dazzling
theory of a minute ago was correct.

Wonderingly she watched the fisher-girl place
her bundle into the cavity in the wall, close
the stone block, then disappear from the room
as swiftly as she had entered.

Throwing back the trapdoor, Dorothy hurried
do?{? the ladder and re-opened the secret
cavity.

What had the unknown hidden there?

With eager fingers she untied the bundle
then a gasp escaped her ugs. for the gleam of
metal was reflected from her torc t. The
metal of an old German steel helmet and a
swastika-ornamented copper vase. =

“War trophies!"” she exclaimed. “These have
come irom the Manor House! Then—then this
settles it. I'm not the thief. It's that girl
who’s been causing all the trouble—not me!”

Her eyes fiashed fiercely as she thought of
the masked man's treachery, and then, as she
remembered the strange.torn map she had in
her possession, glanced down at the seemingly
valueless war trophies, her brow furrowed in
hafflement. .

~Why was “ J. 8.s " unknown confederate rob-
bing the Manor House of its trophies? What
connection could they have with the torn map
the man in the mask had ordered her to hand
over?

Though she had proved her own innocence,
yet the mystery had become even more
intriguing and bewildering,

And who could be the ghostly Jess Stornaway
—+the girl for whose misdeeds Dorothy was in
danger of getting the blame?

‘Was Archie Speller's theory correct? Did she
belong to the holiday ecamp? Dorothy shrank
from the thought. It was horrible to suspect
that there was a traltor amongst those light-
hearted holiday-makers. And then, as she re-
tied the bundle, she gave a gasp.

For she recognised the cloth in which the
trophies had been wrapped. It was a face towel,
and plainly embroidered on it in red silk were
the words: “Southward Ho Holiday Camp.”

“Then—then it's true,” Dorothy whispered.
't:Sl‘;go d!oes belong to the camp. There is a
raitor!”
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But who could she be? Involuntarily her
minf fastened on Esme Young's name. Cer-
sainly that girl had shown herself to be un-
sg:l-uﬁulomly malicious, but was she also a
thief?

. !aomtéhy did not know—but she meant to
nd out.

Putting the bundle on the floor she groped
in her pocket for aé)encﬂ. and, with a chuckle
scribbled a few words on the back of the sealed
envelope.

“I am wise to your trickery now—and you
can threaten until you're black in the face as
far as I am concerned.”

She placed the envelope back in the cavity,
reclosed the stone block, then chuckled again
:E.s slflx.le1 picked up the bundle containing the war

rophies.

Pd like to see his face when he reads my

finds his booty’s vanished into
the bargain!”

Feeling happier than she had done for days,
she went racing down the spiral staircase.
Possibly the ghostly Jess Stornaway had left
the door unlocked, she thought, but in that
she was mistaken. Not only was the door
secured, but her torchlight revealed no trace
of fresh footsteps on the dusty Hoor.

How, then, had the fisher-girl managed to
make her escape?

“She must have vanished in the same way as
the man in the mask,” Dorothy told herself as,
disappointed, she climbed the stone steps again.
“That means there is a secret exit. ! One
of these days I'll have another search for it.”

Feeling satisfied with the result of her night's

mission, she re-entered the circular room and,
too pleased to think greatly about the risk,
swung her legs over the window-sill.

The bundle dangling from her clenched teeth,
she an to clamber down the ivy, but sud-
denly she paused.

What was that?

To her ears came angry, excited shouts, and
she gave a startled gasp as she remembered
what the fisher-girl had exclaimed. Something
about someone still being on her track!
suggested that her latest daring coup had been
discovered and that she had been pursued. But
could her pursuers still be on her track?

Uneasily Dorothy turned her head, and she
nearly slipped and fell headlong as she saw the
number of angrily gesticulating figures which
were scrambling over the wet, slippery rocks
far below,

Archie Speller, the would-be detective, and
half a dozen other young holiday-makers !

"“There she is! There's that thief of a girl!™

Clearly the boy detective’s shout reached the
petrified Dorothy, and plainly she saw his
pointing hand.

She gave a horrified gulp

What could she say if they caught her?
Thanks to the spiteful work of Esme Young,
some of them already suspected her. If they
saw her with the sfolen war trophies in her
possession they would never believe her sfory.
They would think she was the mystery thief.

“Golly, I've got to make myself scarce!™
Dorothy gulped.

Careless of the creaking ivy, she continued
the perilous descent at frantic speed. Gasping,
she at last dropped down on the clifi-top, but
by then Archie & Co. were half way up the
winding path that led up from the beach, and
suddenly there came a shrill shout in Esme
Young's voice.

“I'll bet it's Dorothy Masters!” she asserted.
“Come on—after her! She mustn’t escape!”

Led by Archie, the crowd of boys and 1s
came pelting up the steep path, and at sight
of them Dorothy's nerve utterly failed her.
The incriminating bundle swinging from one
hand, she broke into a wild run, across the
springy turf, heading for the near-by holiday
camp.

But, despite her feeli of d tion, one
thonght kept nageging at her br . If Archie
& Co. had been chasing the real thief, what had
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they been doing down on the beach? Like a
lightning flash the answer came,

“The secret exit from the tower must lead
down to the seashore,” Dorothy told herself,
then gave another gasp as she remembered
their eaﬂi discoveries in the Smugglers’ Cove.
“That's where it leads to—1I'll bet it is!”

But this was no time to speculate on the
mystery, The whole crowd was in hot pursuit,
spreading across the clifi-top like a pack of
hounds after a fox.

Owing to the faint moonlight they caught
only a shadowy glimpse of Dorothy, .as they

done of the real thief. Therefore, there
was nothing to tell them that they were chasing
the wrong girl.

“If they catch me—oh dear!” Dorothy panted,
as frantically she ran on.

Before her loomed the trees which screened
the boundary of the holiday camp. Through
them she dashed, the dry twigs cracking under-

foot. And from behind came fresh shouts.
Blindly she tore on, hardly aware of the fact
that she was heading straight for the Manor

House itself until, suddenly, she saw its black
pe confront her.

Involuntarily she swerved, tearing round to
the back, but the pursuit was gaining every
minute. At the foot of the garden she glimpsed
a toolshed, piles of empty packing-cases piled
against one wall. One frantic glance she flung
behind her. For a moment her pursuers were
out of sight.

“Now’s my chance to dodge them!” she
ggspedd , and went running round behind the
shed. C

Too late she became aware of the tall, boyish
figure standing there. lliding with him, she
recoiled with a startled cry, and the bundle,
dropping from. her grasp, clattered to the
ground and burst open.

“Dorothy!"” came in an amazed cry. "What
are you doing here?"”

And she found herself confronted by the
last person she had expected to encounter here
—Basil Kerr, the boy host!

WOULD BASIL EXPOSE HER?
EXHAUSTED by that frantic sprint

through the grounds, Dorothy
could only stand there, staring
helplessly.

At her silence Basil's expres-
sion underwent a change, then
he gave a sharp cry as suddenly

aze was abtracted by the
bundle at his feet.

As if upable to believe his own eyes, he
dropped to one knee and examined the contents
of the bundle, and another startled gasp
escaped him as he saw what they were,

“The trophies that were stolen from the
Manor House to-night!™ he exclaimed. “The
ones taken by that girl Archie & Co. were

chasing. But surely
He broke off, and they both stiffened as from
near by came the sound of excited voices. The

boy detective and his companions, having burst

.through the trees to find their qug;ry gone,
T

were scurrying to and fro, hunt! A
Basil's eyes were wide and horrified.
“Itk—it’s you they're hunting,” he stated,

his voice little more than a whisper.

Mutely Dorothy nodded.

“Then—then——""

He stopped. It was as if he could not bring
himself to voice his suspicions, but the gesture
he made towards the trophies on the ground
was eloquent enough. .

An icy hand seemed to clutch at Dorothy's
heart. he knowledge that the boy she liked
so much believed she had betrayed him came
like a knife thrust.

Agitatedly she raised her hand protestingly.

“I know what you're thinking she gulped.
“Because Archie & Co. are hunting me yon
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think I'm the thief, but it isn't true. If you'll
only let me explaln 2

“Explain?” is eyes were hurt. “What is
there to explain? You admit it's you everyone's
been chasing, and these "—he indicated the
trophies with a grim hand—"these speak for
themselves."”

Before Dorothy could attempt to say any-
t.hlng else there arose a sudden shout from
the front of the Manor House:

“What price that old shed over there? That
would make a likely hiding-place. Come on,
let's look in there!™ =

here was a shout of assent, then the thud
of hurrying feet.

Dorothy shrank back in despair. At that
moment there was only one thought in her
mind. At all costs she must not be found
here. It was bad enough having to face Basil,
but to be caught apparently red-handed by all
the rest was simply unbearable. After all the
shocks she had received, she felt she couldn't
bear the one which now impended.

“I—T can't face them," she whispered.

Basil paid no attention. He seemed to be
oblivious of her shrinking figure. Bent over

the fallen war trophies, he was engaged in

hundli?g them together again.
Her face pallid in the gloom, Dorothy faced
him appealingly.

“Basil—please,” she breathed. *“Keep them
off until I've had a chance to explain. Don't
let_them 4

She finished with a frantic gasp as she heard
the searchers reach the front of the shed, and,
in the grip of a wild nic, she plunged
amongst she piled-up packing-cases, there to
crouch out of sight, her heart pounding madly.

From the other side of the packing-cases
came a chorus of startled cries. Archie & Co.,

rounding the corner of the shed, had suddenly
gli::rl;.]:us”l the boy host =
“Basil1”

“Golly, how long have you been here?” added
Archie Speller eagerly.

Basil made a vague gesture.

“Oh, about ten minutes. When you went off
chasing that girl I stayed behind, thinking I
might take a leaf from your book, Archie, and
pick up a clue or two.”

“Ten minutes!” Behind his horn-rimmed
spectacles the boy detective's eyes gleamed.
“Then you must have spotted her! That girl
thief, T mean! We followed her to the beach,
then she turned tail and came running——
But, 1 say!” he finished with a wandering cry.
“What's that you've got there?"

He pointed to the hundle which Basil was
still clutching.

Hidden behind the packing-cases, Dorothy's
heart sank. It'looked as if nothing could save
her now, and with horror she realised how
foolish she had been to hide like this. Her
panic-stricken act would seem to them like the
prompting of a guilty conscience.

“It contains the stolen trophies,” Basil
replied. “She—she dropped it when she col-
lided with me in her hurry to get away.”

“Collided with youl” Archle gave a

“Then you actually saw her
That means you must have
recognised her. Come on, don't keep us in
suspense, old man. Who was she?"

'hose icy fingers seemed to be clutching
again at Dorothy's heart. She found it diffi-
cult to breathe. In an agony of suspense she
walted for Basil's reply—the reply which must
seal her dcom at the hollday camp; the reply
which must shatter completely all her newly
conceived plans, *

And as she walted, from the excited group
which had gathered around the boy host there
sounded a shrill, familiar laugh.

“No need ta tell us,” asserted Esme Young.
“We know already. It's that trickster Dorothy
Masters!”

Only Basil can save Dorothy, but can she expest
him to help her now ? MNext Friday’s instalment
brings tense thrills. Don’t miss it.
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triumphant yell.
face to face!

GIRL RIDER OF THE ROCKIES

(Continued from page 352.)

to be utterly ashamed of herself or more
amazed than ever of Brock’s horsemanship as
Wonderlad salled over the stream as though
it was a mere ditch to be taken in his stride.
Ehekwas full of praise as Brock handed him
ack.

‘“Encourage him,” he said. “The normal
aids for making a horse jump are not of first
importance with Wonderlad, You've got to
convince him that you're good, too—that you
know what he can do and are trusting him to
do it. I'll stand on the other side of the stream
this time. We've got t0 make Wonderlad happy
to jump with you on his back.”

Hoping for the best, she put Wonderlad at
the jpump, while Brock stood on the opposite
side of the stream, snicking his fingers in
encouragement.

It was obvious at once to Wynne that
Wonderlad had his eyes on the boy: she felt
the eager tremble that ran through the horse's
frame. And this time, to her delight, Wonder-
lad did jump—magnificently. But when she
looked at Brock for approval he shook his

head.

“You tried to jump him too high,” he sald.
“This isn't a h e, I guess, it's just a
ground jump., Try again, I think he’ll come
over so Iun%as I'm here. Loosen rein this time.
Wonderlad hates a pull on his mouth, however
slight, when jumping.”

Wynne listened intelligently and made a
better jump. She tried a third time, and at
last Brock nodded approval. p

Wynne began to feel happier, more con-
fident, but at times during that first exercise
she had felt like a raw novice, desnite her
extensive training in England,

Oh, there was no doubt that Brock was a
wizard with horses. No doubt that he was just
the very best helper she could have obtained
for the task she had undertaken. But she
knew she had a long way to go before she could
expect Wonderlad to jump for her as he did for
his old master. And she knew, too, that with-
out Brock at her side every inch of the way, she
would fail,

“You're getting on,” Brock said, and there
was the nearest thing to a smile on his face
that Wynne had ever seen. *“ Now, once more
before breakfast. You haven't_much time to
train before the steeplechase. It's next week,
remember.”

“ Next week?” she asked with a start.

He nodded.

“I heard about it last night at the Statlion
Shack. Guess you'll recelve your notification
by this morning's post.”

Once more she was thrilled. Once more her
hopes went soaring and a new eagerness filled
her. She had had no idea that the steeple-
chase, second in the qualifying races for the
Gold Cup, was so near at hand. Again she pre-
pared to mount Wonderlad, but before she
could do so she saw another horseman
approaching. It was her uncle.

She paused, apprehension selzing her as he
came up. The look on her uncle’s face told her
that trouble was in the air. The quick, sus-
picious glance he flung towards Brock told her
that he was connecting the boy with that
trouble.

“Uncle, what is it?"
“What's the matter?”

Her uncle's eyes glinted beneath the broad
brim of his hat.

“Matter enough,” he snapped. "My office
has been broken into during the last two
hours and the key I was taking over to the
V.B. Ranch this morning has been stolen!™

It is obvious that Wynne's uncle has suspicions
of Brock. Are they well-founded suspicions 7
Next Friday's exciting chaptlers will tell you.

She went towards him.
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{Continued
Jrom
page 311.)

wall! It doesn't make
sense, unless—

She caught-in her breath quickly as a strange
theory flashed into her mind—strange and
startling. It would explain everything, except
the identity of the daring thief, If only she
could put it to the test——

After lunch, June strolled out
grounds carrying a book. )

As several of the guests were in sight, she
sat down on a rustic seat, awaiting a chance
to slip away unnoticed. The K lay open
cn her lap, as a scoffing volice spoke suddenly
behind her.

“Botany—my hat! Is this how you earn
your living as a detective, Miss Gaynor?”

June turned with a slight start, flushing a
little as she encountered Horace Clayton's
mocking stare. Then a curious gleam crept
into her eyes. ;

“I'm reading about moss,” she said artlessly.
“It's awfully interesting. There's a kind that
grows mostly on rocks and high peaks.”

“Really?” drawldd Horace. *“And there's a
kind of daisy that grows mostly on lawns—
though 1 prefer to look for footprints, and if
vou’ll take my tip, you'll do the same!” He
ginned knowingly. “I've an idea that scoundrel

vid Brent is still lurking in the grounds—
and I'm out to catch him!”

Jurllle's heart missed a beat, though she forced
a smile.

“I wish you luck!” she murmured. “It's
much too hot to be so strenuous.”

With a scornful grunt Horace strode on his
way. June looked round quickly and rose to
her feet. The garden was almost deserted now,
except for the invalid Dr. Benny, who gave her
a kindly smile as she paused for a moment by
his chair. o

“I like your spirit, my dear,” he declared.
"Ti%at s"oung Clayton needs taking down a peg
or two!”

June smiled gratefully, and offered to adjust
the invalid's rug that had slipped from his
chair. She watchéd him as he wheeled himsell
towards the house—then, turning quickly, she
dgrbed éit'loto the shrubbery, emerging close to
the grotto.

Behind the grotto she had seen a flight of
rough, precipitous steps leading to the Eagle’s
Nest. The next moment she was climbing
them, her heart beating quickly, her pulses
racing. She was determined to put her startling
theory to the test without delay.

It was clear that the rough-hewn steps were
rarely used, for they were slippery with moss
and lichen, and more than once June stumbled.

But at length, out of breath and dishevelled,
she reached the summit, and looked down from
her lofty perch on to the roof of Glen View
Guest House.

The hurried peep she took made her feel
rather giddy, but she held tightly to a stunted
bush as she stePped nearer the edge.

If her startling theory was correct, the
mystery thief was an athlete of unusual daring
—a mountaineer, or——-

June hastily put aside the thought, for in
spite of herself she found her mind twming
to the likeable David Brent.

Footprmts" on a wall!

into the
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She shivered slightly as a cloud momentarily
blotted out the warm sunshine, and she remem-
bered those sinister marks on the wall of the
barred s_tuclf'.

Impatiently the girl detective shook off her
uneasiness, and tried to decide what her famous
uncle would have done in her place. She had
come here to test her theory—and she would
not allow imaginary fears to deter her!

A few yards below her was a sloping ledge,
covered with bright green moss. A stunted
tree-stump protruded from the cliff at that
point, and June's sharp eyes detected some-
thing white fluttering in the faint breeze.

Dropping to her knees, she tested the sinewy
creeper that trailed thickly over the rock. It
was as strong as cord and would easily support
her light weight.

akKing a firm hold on the creeper, June slid
over the edge, lowering herself cautiously on
to the mossy platform. Her heart thumped
excitedly as, holding on with one hand, she
examined the moss. It was identical with the
scrap she had found by the french windows—
and there were several grazes where it had
been bruised by the heels of a climber!

Her pulses racing, she turned her attention
to the tree-stump. The bark was deeply cut
by a rope or grappling-iron—and caught in a
splinter of wood was a man's torn h erchief,
with the woven initial “ B."

June bit her lip as she stared at the
incriminating clue. “ B" stood for “ Brent "—
but no, that was impossible! David was
innocent! She began almost to wish that she
had not followed this sinister trail.

A faint sound from above caused her to

lance up sharply—and the girl detective's
lood ran cold as a stifled cry was torn from
her lips.

Peermg at her over the edge was a face
hidden by a black cowl—and a gloved hand
was reaching towards the creeper on which

she clung.

A BATTLE OF WITS

FOR a moment June's heart froze
as the creeper trembled in her
Erasp. She stole one swift,

orrified glance below her, and
her free hand clutched instinec-
tively at the tree-stump.

The hooded enemi above was
trying either to shake her from
her precarious hold, or to drag

her up towards him. Both alternatives were

terrif.vlng enough, but June determined to keep
her head.

Below her the rock sloped steeply, with only
a few precarious footholds among the crevices
and stunted bushes. If the worst came to the
worst, she would make a desperate bid to
escape—but meanwhile she clung on for dear
life as the creeper jerked and twisted between
her clutching fingers.

With a sharp snapping sound it parted, and
with her weight thrown suddenly on to one
arm June's free hand was torn from its hold
on_the tree-stump.

She felt a sickening sensation of falling. She
made a desperate grab, clutching at a stunted
bush. A sharp pain stabbed through her arm
and she felt suddenly faint as her grip
slackened.

Distantly she heard a shout, and was con-
scious of a breath-taking, agonising jolt, then-—
sher senses left her.
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June opened her eyes dazedly a few munutes
Iater, to stare in bewilderment ix.bo a rugged,
cnxious face,

“David—David Brent!" she ?sped and sat
up, trying to collect her thoughts

She was sltting on the coarse grass at the
foot of the le's Nest. David was bending
over her, and behind hun she could see the
dark opening of the

The young man's f ace wa.s pale, but June
looked instinctively at his hand, and gave a
little sigh of relief. He was not wearing gloves,
though by the state of his clothes he looked
s though he had been climbing.

“What—what happened?” breathed June.

“Goodness knows—but you had a narrow
shave,” muttered David, mopping his forehead

rd you cry out, ana saw you fal You
caught at a bush and there, hol
by some miracle till I w able to climb up to
you.”

June stnrod at him, memory slowly coming
back to her

l"rhen—wu saved my life,” she declared
slm

?ou ‘re doing as much for Avril—and me,”
retorted David gru.fﬂ

“But you shouldn't be here!"

declared June,
sudgemy uneasy.
ash

it, I couldn't slink away and leave

Avril to face protested David
stubbornly.

June was thinking of the cowled figure, and
the handkerchief still clutched in her hand—
the handkerchief with the incriminating initial.

She wondered whether to mention it, bu
Just then her sharp ears heard a sound o
cautious footsteps 8:1 the path.

"Qutc ly!" she breathi grabblng David's
arm, Get back—in therée—and don't make
a4 sound!”

She pushed him into the grotto, and swiftly
arranged the creeper that hung over it—only

in t.he ulck of time.
A stepped from the
tily smoothing her

m;i’ou' lcxﬂllmt{ed I-loncﬁ a frown Cr%ss.nt
good-looking face as ecaught.slgto
her. “What have you bfen up to now?

June smiled at her persistent rival, though
her heart was thum mg quickly

the music!"”

“Looking for clues she said. ¥ vwe're both
doing that—aren't we?”
“Umph,"” remarked Horace suspiciously.

“You've got fourselr into a pretty mess, I must
say Been climbing, or something?’
Just a little agreed June

guardedly

“H'm!” he snorted. “Well, don't get into
mischief, that's all.”” He paused. then went
on: “I'm on young Brent's trail, y'’know. I've
discovered that he’s been in the habit of meet:
ing Deacon in the unds. Thought I
heard voices as I came along here just now.”
He eyed her sharply. “You've not seen anyone
lurking around?”

June's heart missed a beat as
Iai.nt. movement within the gro

*“Oh, yes—lots of peogle o she rejoined care-
lessly. “'Ihrre was old Dr Benny in his wheel-
chair, and Mrs. Frinton——"

“Don't talk rot!” cut in the other huffily. “I
mean anyone ﬁusp.clous The voices seemed to
come from about here.”

He took a step towards the grotto and ‘June
clenched her hands. If David was caught, it
would lead to worse disaster! The secret enemy
was bound to strike again

Quick as thought, June snatched up a stone
{:s tel'.‘-; boy sleuth's back was momentarily

urn

There was a tinkling erash behind a near-by
clump of bushes and Horace spun round. onz

foot in the grotto
h"er-at.—wnat was that?” he demanded
charply

June was shading her cyes with her hand

“It looked—it looked, like someone running
towards the house,” the breathed.
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exercise,”

she heard a
tto.

“Come on!" rapped Horace cagerly. “T'll get
him this time|]"

June allowed the active youth to outdistance
her, and hurried back to the tto.
Cutt.lugmshort David's muttered thanks, she

g'rl
ou want to help Avril"” she breathed, “and
we'll need your help—to-night. Keep wnt.ch on
the Eagle's Nest! If you see anyth mus-
piclous, flash a m e to the house,
) iy il be watching out for it. Will you do that?”
bet!"” declared David, gripping her
o “Glad Avril’s got you for a friend, Miss.
aynor——"

n't waste time now,” interrupted June .
tersely. “Slip out of the grounds, before Horace
guesses he's been tricked. I°ll be relying on
you to-night!” ,

June encountered Avril as she hurried back
%g the house. The girl caught, her anxiously by

e arm.

“Have you seen David?” she breathed.

June glanced at her warningly, for there
were other guests around. Bllpping her hand
through the girl’s arm she led her to her room.

Quickly she described her encounter with
David, but allowed the other to think that it
was an accident, making no mentlon of the
hooded ﬁgu.re or her narrow es

“He's promised to keep wntch at the foot
of the Eagle Nest—and ng if he
sees

a

e anythmx us,” e explained,

to-ngﬁt; t2?" whupemngvru L %agehm
gune nodded thoughtfuuy

“The new i;ec evening.
Your father spol:e of lock his jewels in the

"H?;s arrived,” put in Avril quickly, “and his
valuables have been locked away. e lock-
s;méhs I:)ave been hﬁreft?én afternoon, and the
stu ys urglar-proo ather says.”
go ced out of the window at the rugged

ue! setting sun, its

clu! tted ngamst the
shadow 1. house
"Perhaps. e breathed “Anyway, I'm tak-

ing no chances, Avril
David's signal.”
“Where?" breathed Avril.
“On_the terrace,” murmured June. “After
the others are in bed Someone must be ready
—to glve the alarm

I'll keep watch for

"Cain - join you?" whispered the other girl
eager,

*Of course if you like. PBut "—she hesltated
——“lt might angerous.

“Then I will join you!" declared Avril,

squeezing her hand.

June made her preparations composedly after
dinner that evening, but her heart was beating
rather quickly. Her terrifying encounter on
gge Eagle’s tgat lmd left her more shaken than

Ho t00,” was making his preparations.
June could see¢ that by the self-important way
he moved among the guests, ing himself
particularly pleasant to his host and the
wealthy new visitor.

“Don't worry about vour jewels, sir,” he
declared. “If the thief tries to get in, he'll
find me ready for him! He'll hardtg waste time
on the barred study window—and the skylight's
out of the question, unless he's got wings. The
door opening into the lounge is his only chance

and that's where I'll be waiting to nab him!"
He looked across at June with a patronising
smile. *“You'll be able to sleep safely in your
l:ed to-night, Miss Gaynor,” he added mean-

"'iyhnnk you," murmured June, with a dis-
arming smile. But she was puzzled by his
manner—puzzled and a trifle uneesy How
much did Horace know, or s
June put thro h a mys:.eﬂous phone-ull
er room to lete her
repara ions It. was a dark, sultrgtedght with
ow clouds that practically bl out the

oon.
The big house was silent as she donned a
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light coat and, g a torch and a whistle
into her pocket, cregalsoftly downstairs.
In the darkened encountered Avril.
e felt the other girl trembling as she gripped

Arm.
“Sure you wouldn't rather stay mdoon’"
June breathed.
plu:s—ml want to come out with you!"

“Come on, then!™
Together t.he two girls crept out of the
10 the terrace, a.nd. June

conservatory door on to
carefully locked the door behind

“How do you think he—the mle!—wm try
to get in?" breath Avril.

June shook her head, with an anxious glance
at the lowering sky.

“I wish I knew for eemm I've got a strange
theory, but it mayn't be r;fh n any case,
we un“rely on David’s signal to put us on our

!
8he led the way round the house to_ the
heavily barred window of the study. They
be sheltered there by the bushes, and
at the same time they could look out for the
expected slgnal.
She peered through the bars, but the locked
u;udy was silent and in darkness.
Avril shivered sllght.]r. groping over her

“My seu-r o ahe whxmued “I—I must have
dropped it as we came
through."”

June looked round q y-
“Wait here,” she breathed “I'll fetch it for

hurried back through the shrubbery,
round for the scarf. It was lying on
m und near the old summerhouse, but as
t to snatch it up her heart gave a

rhl:nt ump
flashing the trees—
short md long flashes, in , urgent suc-
mﬂds signal!

Hll' ulses racing, June watched, reading the
erky message—and as she &eclpherec it
her fwe turned a shade paler
'mnser—lmmedjate—--ﬂm Avril—not a
minute to lose——"
Abrupt.ly them?eessuge censed, leaving the

"Amn' whispered June.

T R e e R e
run— al e stefmed
softly from the shadows and anﬁnd closed
tightly on her shoulder.

“Got ou!” rapped a familiar,
voice. begin to see through your ll mru.n
Miss Gasrnor You're in league with the efl”

A SURPRISE FOR HORACE

PALE and startled, June stared
into the determined features of
Horace Clayton.

“Are you crazy" she gasped.
“Let me go—please——" She
struuledwtree herself. “There’s

“Once bitten, twice shy, ,
through your little nme this afternoon. Yi
Brent was hiding in t grotto—you can’t deny
it. I found traces there after you'd gne—and
I'm not more chanoea you.”

detect.lve full

e
gu— ou g'ggt understmd! * she gasped.
The mntery thtef's on

“¥ clever,” sneered Horace "but won‘t
hood' second tim Yl.dy
arrest metmf Brent when he ahnws up—and
meanw 1

that
believed
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uselesutoamewith the determined uth—-
and every mom wasted spels
mind worked swif

She glanced tow udstheopendoororthe
fjummerhousc and a convincing cry escaped her

ps.

D‘vld—]ook out!” she gasped.

Horace spun on his heel. following the direc-
tion of her rrlchten stare.

“So!" he uttered, and rel her
abruptly he leaped towards the summerhouse,
torch in hand

“Come out of there, you scoundrel!™ he
rapped, stepping t.hmugh the doorway. “I
warn you—-"

His words trailed awny in a startled shout as
the door slammed behind him and the key
grated in the padlock

Too late he reaused June’s clever ruse, as he
hammered frantically at the door.

“Let me out!"” he shouted.

But his voice came distant and muffled to
June's ears as she sped desperately through
the- shrubbery towards the study window.

But even as she came in sight of it she
heard a girl's terrified scream, and saw some-
thing that looked like a giant bat swoop from
the overhanging gables, vanishing in the
darkness.

Avril was huddled beneath the
window, half fainting, as June reached her.

“Avril—what happened" gasped the girl
detective, sllpplng arm round the other's
trembling shoul

Avril looked at her dazedly, clutching to her

ing—someone in the

"Igsnw a white face on
then there was a
seemed

something from her et, an
the nlght alr.

“Quickly !" she breathed assisting the shaken
rl to her feet. “We must get back into the

use——-—"
As they burst in through the door of the

conservat.o? they saw t :gl tated guests

st ownstairs and into the hall, headed

by Mr. con, revolver in hand.
“Avril—Miss Gaynor' he exclaimed as he

caught slght. of them Where have you been—
and what's ha
‘*“The mystery thier' gasped June. “He's
bmken 1nb%1ﬂ}e study!” N st
mpossible!™ rap . Deacon, A
"rhe door’'s still locked. Where's young
Clayton" He was supposed to be keeping
tactful ullence
sha.k.lng sl

Jl‘lg:t bit her 11 reta.inlng oLt
on poin'
Deacon ocked the study door and lwiy

on the lj

Then Junes heart sank, and a horrified og:-g
went up from-the onlookers. For the I
study was in a state of wild confusion. A table

ﬂeen overturned in the middle of the room,

the safe was wide open and paperu and valu-
ables were scattered on the carpet.

“The baron's jewels—they've gone!” ex-
claimed Mr. Deacon broki kenly. “The h.ier—

“The thief’s escaped— Miss
Gaynor' exclaimed an angry volce n'om the

l130110.- turned. Horace Clayton stood there,

breathless and dlshevelled. the torn state of

& clothes showing that he had broken out of
er

ﬂnger at June.
rmm first, :lr" he

dl 1 31111 I t
scoun rel when ea
she got ck a.nd prevent.e& my
catc the thief red-hm
Almost stunned by the accusation,
359



June euwunteled the accusing stares of the
nost nnd his guests.

“Well, Miss L-ayum . demanded Mr. Deacon
coldly,  ‘*‘What have you to s:
.With an effort, June pulled he:self to et.hen

“Horace missed his vocation,” she said. “He
really ought to write stories. How does he

think - that-David Brent got into the locked

study?”

The mystery thlef had come sooner than

- June had expected!

-For a moment the astute youth looked baffled. 3

He glared at June,
% “You ought to know,” he retorted. *“'How
did he get in?
June u:n;ed up at the lofty ceiling and the
xl;lxcolmn sks light chm g usl.ble against the night

“That’ s the only w.i'. =
"He dew!
. Horace face crimsoned.
"'She'’s mnkmg fun of us now, sir!" he hooted
Mr. Deacon’s 1 ace clouded.
... “"Miss Gaynor,” he said 11m13 "you will
kindly pack your things and leave this house
first thing in the morning. - Meanwhile I'll get
in touch wlt% the police. and have young Brent
arrested on Clayton's evidence. I'm satisfied
that he is the thief!”

There came a broken cry from Avril, and
June’s hand tightened on the girl's arm.

- “Don’t worry,” she breathed.. “Horace hasn’t
had the last word. That's a lady’s privilege!"

UNE breakfusted slone the next morning,

and was ready to depart, with her suitcase
packed, when the other guests assembled.

. Horace encouutered her -in the hall and

smiled pitirx

“Better ur%-y—or l;,ou'n miss your train, Miss
Gaynor,”, he said just going -down to the
village to alr&uge 1‘01 a warraut. for young
Blent's prrestl” . o

«*¥ou ough{ to cntch your bird befme vou
,gok. it, Horace,” she mmmutecl sweetly, as

e turned away

-The youth gldlfd and then his eyes narrowed,
As June picked up her case a scrap o per
fluttered to the‘ﬂoor ‘Quickly the rival sleuth
Put his foot ou.it, and waited till .Iune had

lt the hall before examining his i

A triumphant smile curved his lipb as he
scanned the brief message—in a handwriting
ver, like David Brent's.

ust see you before you go. Will be wait-
ing in the grotto—D.”

Thrusting the note into his pocket,
huwried to find his host.

June, meanwhile, walked pensively out into
the sunlit grouuds. followed by the suspicious
stares of several of the guests. Only one kindly
smile greeted her.

Old Dr. Benny, baSklni;hl the sunlight in his
wheel-chair, held out h

“Good-bye, my dear,” he said “I still think
young Clayton is wxong and you are right.. But
I'm aifraid you'll never prove lt-

“You never know, Dr. Benny,” replied June,
smiling mystmlousl\ “The thief was clever—
but there was one little thing he forgot! It's
in my handbag now, and I'm meeting a friend
at the grotto who'll take the matter up for
me. Good-bye and thank you so much!”

Her head held high, she walked down the
drive, out of sight of the house. Then, turning
%uickly into a side pafh, she made her way to

the grotto.

Her heart was beating quickly as she
approached it. Everything depended on what
happened in the next few minutes—to prove
or disprove her startling theory.

There was 110 one in the grotto, but June had
expected that. The note she had dropped for
Horace's benefit had been purely imaginary.

But she had barely stepped inside the dim,
cave-like opening when a shadowy ire
loomed behind her—a figure whose head and
shoulders were concealed by a black cowl.

Horace

she declared simply.

An involuntary cry was torn from her lips as
he sprang at her—and her scream was un-
ex ctedly answered.

leaped from the/bushes, landing on

_the shouldels of the hooded enemy.

-you, you scoundrel!” panted Horace.
“It's no use struggling, young Brent!"

A pair of handcuffs snapped on the wrists
of the cowled enemy as Mv. Deacon and severnl
of the guests emetged from the bushes.

“Here you_ are, sir,” panted Horace.
caught the thief—thanks.to Miss Gaynor.
young Brent, right enough

“Does anyone want me?"” inquired a cheery
voice, and David Brent stepped mm view, Avril
huldmg tightly to his arm.

An  amazed shout went
onlookers. 2

“Brent!” gasped Mr. while Horace's
mouth dropped open “Then
who—who is that?

And he pointed to the handcuffed figure.

With a smile, June stepped forward, whip-
ping off the scoundrei’s enveloping hood and
revealing the chagrined features ol the invalid
Dr. Benny! .

In the sensation that rollowed June took an
envelope from® her pocket, * raducmg a news-,
paper cutting she had r ed- that morning
in rleply to her urgent phone message fo her
uncle

“Dr. Benny—alias Kenneth Benton, ex-trapeze
artlste and jewel thlef, wanted by the police
for a number of daring burglaries,” she ex-
plained coolly. “The rope he u.sed for his
descent from the Eagle's Nest on to the root
of the house is coiled under tue seat of his
wheel-chaif—with most of the stolen jewels.
Your disguise was clever, Dr. Benny, but you
ror ot that mark on your second finger On

hich you wusually wear a diamond 1lug—-
menttoned in the police report!”
wTﬁ}g trlgkate; smiled wryly as he struggled

“I never thought that I'd be beaten by a
girl!” he remarked.

The abashed Horace found his voice.

“Neither did 1,” he declared. "1 say, Miss
Gaynor, I owe you an apology £

une ]'\ughed her eyes twinkling as she held
out her hand.

“Never mind, Horace,” she sald. "It was a
smart arrest on your part—and ,some day I
really must study yvour methods!’

THE END.

“I've
Its

up from the

Deacon,
incredulously.
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The exciting adventures of a
girl newspaper photographer—
and of a boy who thought she
was a notorious jewel thief!
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