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The Vital Water-Hole

(OWEOY
% ho MYSTIFIED
MERLE

Fenced Off' Agaig It Seemed That Larry Was Acting

Against Her—Written by GAIL WESTERN

LARRY’'S AMAZING STATEMENT

ERLE WASON believed that a
secret, vital to the future of
her home, Happy Valley

Ranch, was hidden in a nophy called
the Gold Rider.

She encountered a strange young
cowboy mnamed Larry Denvers,
Although he worked for Merle's
enemy, Nathaniel Garsten, a neigh-
bouring rancher, Larry declared htm—
self to be her friend.

Later, Slim Harris, the ranch fore-
man, brought news to Merle that
Garsten had hit another blow at her
by fencing in a vital water-hole—and
apparently it was Larry Denvers who
was doing the job.

Furiously Merle rode off to investi-
gate.

ANGRILY Merle rode across the
sun-baked home range, past the
cattle that were streaming hack from
]thﬁ richer pastures at the foot of the
ills.

Her heart throbbed with indigna-
tion as she realised that Nathaniel
Garsten had not only dared to drive
the Happy Valley steers away ' from
the boundary, but had actually sent
one of his men to fence off the dis-
puted water-hole.

“This is his revenge because I won
the hurdle race,” she told herself, as
she sent Pommie galloping on. “But
he’s not going to get away with it.”

Wheeling round a small copse of
pine-trees, she checked her chestnut
horse, for ahead was the water-hole
which was of such vital importance
to the ranch now that the supply of
water on the home range had almost

dried up. ;

The water-hole consisted of a
jagged, rocky -basin sitaated at the
mouth of the steep gully which

separated Happy Valley from the
V-Bar-V. A long, curving fence now
enclosed it, shutting it off not only
fromi Happy Valley, but also from the
entrance to thc guily.
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Near the newly erected fence stood
black horse, and
beside it was a boyish figure wearing
woolly chaps and a checkered shirt.
He was engaged in banging at one
of the wootlen bars with a hammer.

Merle's . eyes flashed., She recog-
nised both horse and cowboy.

“So what Jake told me was right!”
she gasped. . “It is Lariy!’

With a touch of the heels she sent

Pommie cantering forward.

“What are you doing on uncle's

land?” she demanded angrily. “How
dare you trespass! And how dare
you mterl‘ere with Happy Valley

property !

Hammer in hand, he turned, but
he made no ﬁttem])c to answer her
questions. Instead, he smiled cheerily.

“Oh, hallo, honey! This is a sur-
prise, Gusss I didn't expect to ruan
across you here.”

She regarded withering
contempt.

“I don’t_suppose you did. Your
idea was, I suppose, to sneak away
the moment your rotten work was
done!"

“Rotten_work? Gee, that's tough,
honey! I thought I was makin' a
real swell jnb of it. I'm sorry ‘you
don’t approve.”

“As if I'm likely to approve! Oh,
how dare you try to make fun of me!
You—you trickster! I hate you!”

Merle swung down from the saddle
and strode forward one hand furi-
ously thrust out.

“Giive me that hammer!"

“Sorry, hut I still want it, honey.
1 havent finished yet.”

him iu

“And you're not going to finish!”
cried Merle fier cely

“But, honey

“Don’t you ‘honey’ me! Hand me

that hammer at once! If you think
I'm going to let you finish building

that fence you're very much mis-
taken!”
“Build it Larrv stared at her

red, angry face, (:ce you've got it
all  wrong, honny' 'he

protested

“‘Somebody else put il u;) and-—gusss
I was knockin' it down!

“Wha-a-at!”

Mouth wide open, cyes goggling
with the shock, Merle gaped at im.
He took a lusly swing at one of the
cross-bars, and then, as it went clat-

tering to the ground, he grinned
again.

“Yep! Just knockin’ it down,” he
repeated.

Merle gasped.

“Do you really expect me to belicva
that?" she cried. “Do yoa really
expect me to believe that soud dare
disobey your hoss?”

“But I'm not disobeyin® my
honey,” hL declared cheerfully.

“What !

“You see, I'm no longer \'.'orkm‘ ab
the V-Bar-V. Nat Garsten an' - me
have kinda fallen out, so I've left.

“L-left?’

“Sure thing, honey, and it's not
surprisin’ really. Celia was easy to
fool, but her dad was another kettle
of fish. Guess there are no flies on
Nat Garsten. Sooner or later he was
bound to suspect that I wasn't really
on ‘his side. I managed to string him
along for a time, but even I found
it mighty difficult to ‘explain how 1
came to lose the hurdle race at Lone
Pine. Then, when he learnt I'd
handed you back the Silver Rider
trophy—well, 1 guess ‘that kinda
clinched things.”

Merle staved dazedly, Her brain
was in a whirl. Larry's statement was
50 unexpected, so astonishing, that
she was left hreathless.

“Are you trying to tell me that you
never were in league with Garsten?”
she asked, her voice little more than
a_whisper. “That vou only went to
the V-Bar-V in order to trick him?"

Calmly he nodded.

“Sure thing.  You see, it was the
only way to help you, 0n1v by bein’
right on the spot could I discover
exactly what he was plottin'.”

Despite herself, Merle’s heart hegan
to glow

hoss,
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she might have misjudged Larry—
that he might be, after all, a friend
and not an enemy—sent a delicious
thrill coursing through her veins.

But searchingly she looked at him.

“If all along you were only out to
helgl me, then why did. you make
such a mystery of it?" she demanded.
“Why didn’t you tell me?”

He shrugged, a rather bitter expres-
sion on his face.

“Would yeu have bhelHeved me if T
had done, honey?” he asked, “Me—
a stranger—a guy who everyvone
thinks is a cattle rustier!”

She Aushed, for she knew that this
was trie. Then, as she remembered
vesterday's hold-up, she frowned.

“What about that mask and gun
we found in your saddle-bag?”

“Guess they belos t0 the real
hold-up man. I grabbed 'em at the
~ame time as I did the trophy.”

“Then you mmust know who the
outlaw was?” she cried excitedly.

He nodded.

“Sure, I know Lim.”

"Then who was he?”

He hesitated, then his steel-grey
cyes looked straight into her own.

“I guess you trust all the fellers on
Happy Valley Ranch, don't you?'" he
asked.

“Of course!” cried Merle., "But I
don’t sec B

“And you wouldn't helieve a word
against vny ol 'em?”

“Not likely! They're all
chaps!"

“Q.K. Then I'll say nothin’ more.”

Merle lelt the blood rushing to her
cheeks. 4

“Are yvou daring to suggest that
that masked man came from Happy
Valley?” she gasped. “That there’s a
traitor on the ranch?”

“I'm suggestin® nothin’, honey. And
now, il youwll excuse me, I'll get on
with my Work. Got to earn my pay,
y'know."”

“Earn your pay?’' Merle ejaculated.

Calmly he nodded, that sardonic
gleam again in his eyes.

“Sure thing,” he drawled. "For
you'll he delighted to know that I've
dcecided to Join the Happy Valley
outtit—that I've decided (0 hecome
one of the staff!”

grand

GARSTEN'’S
THREAT

Helplessly Merle
stood there. Larry's
c00l announcement
took her breath away.

It did not seem to
occur to him that she
might not believe his astonishing
story—that she might nol wish to
employ him. And how typical it was
for him to announce that he had
decided to accept employment, in-
stead of asking whether she would
give him a job!

Then there was the disturbing hint
that the masked rascal who had
rohbed her was actually one of the
Happy Valley cowboys. Surely Larry
had not been in earnest? And why
did he want to join the ranch?

As slie stood there, grappling with
the conflicting emotions which seized
her, there came the thud of hoofs and
angry shouts,

“There he is!"”

“There’s the coyote who's in Nat
Garsten's pay!"”

“And, by the look o' it, Miss Merle's
caught him red-handed !"

And on to the scene came gallop-
ing Slim Haris, Jake Binns, Ted
Gardner, and the rest of the Happy
Valley cowboys., They glared as they
recognised Larry, glowered more furi-
ously than ever as they saw the
hammer in his hand, and, in a
threatening half-circle, they reined
and dismounted. Bui Larry seemed
to be oblivious of their hostility.

“Howdy, pards?’ he said, with a
casual wave of the hand. "Guess
you're Just in time to hear the glad
news.”

“Glad news? What d’you mean?”
barked the young foreman.

Larry grinned.

“That I've just decided to juin the
outfit,” he drawled.
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Slim & Co.’s faces were a picture.

“Join the ‘outfit!” Siim shouted.
“You must be plumb crazy to talk
like that! Come on, pards! Grab
the pesky cattle rustier! Run him off

-the ranch!”

Instantly an angry rush forwayrd

was made, but impulsively Merle
stepped bestween her cowboys and
Larry. iy

“No!" she ]%asped. "I don't want
any rough stuff at Happy Valley!”

“But, Miss Merle——"" protested the
foreman.

“No!” said Merle again. “Let him
go—pleas2 !

Reluctantiy the cowboys drew

hack, and, as if oblivious of their
scowling looks, Larry tossed down the
hammer, then sauntered leisurely
across to his horse.

"Guess 0 many cooks spoil the
broth, so Til leave you Tfellers to
finish knockin' down the fence!” he
commented,' as he swung into the
saddle and gathered up the reins.
“'Sc-long, honey!” He grinned cheer-
fully down at Merie. “I'll be along at
tea-time to fix up the details about
my job.” ’

And, with nnother flip of the hand,
he sent Prinee cantering forward.
Dark, furious eyes watched the young
cowboy disappear amongst the t{rees.
Then Slim turned almost desperately

10 Merle.
“It isn't true, is it?" he asked
hoarsely. “You dom't intend to

empioy that tricky rascal?”

Merle did not reply. Her brain was
still rather in a whirl.-

“But vou can't, Miss Merle!" he
shouted. “Why, it would be just
askin' for trouble! You know Nat
Garsten’s plottin’  against you, an’
you know Larry Denvers is workin®
for him.”

“But he isn't,” put in Merle, find-
ing her voice at last. *“He and Gar-
sten have gquarrelled, and Larry's
packed up and left.” -

Slim pave a derisive laugh.

“That's W -he says, but how
dlvou know it's the truth? Suppose
Garsten an’ that young cattle rustler
have rtgged up this yam between
them! uppose it’s just a cunnin’
trick to plant an enemy right here in
Happy Valley!"”

Merle gave a start. She had not
thought of that.

Seeing the unsasiness on her face,
the foreman clutched at her arm,

“You ecan’t do it, Miss Merle!” he
cried. “I[ that feller has the nerve
to turn up at tea-time you must send
him packin’.”

Merle bit her lip. She hardly knew
what to say.

"I'llI—I1l  think about it, Slim.
Meanwhile, there's work to be done.
Jake "—she beckoned to the horse-
hreaker—" knock down the [fence,
will you? The rest of you help me to
drive back the cattle”

Eagerly Jake picked wup the
hammer, and he attacked the fence
with savage relish, The other cow-
hoys Iollowed Merle to the home
range, to set to work to round up the
s«teers that were restively wandering
over the sunburnt ground, seeking in
vain for juicy grass, They needed
little persuasion to return to the rich
pasture at the foot of the hills, and
it gave Merle fierce satisfaction to see
them crowding round ihe water-hole,
drinking thirstily.

That was one plot of her enemy she
had beaten. And she was ready for
any more he might try, shé told
herself,

Returning to the ranch-house, she
had lunch, consulted v about
one O two household matters, then
re-saddled Pommie and set out for
the hospital.

When she reached it she saw the
motor-ambulance that was to take
her uncle to the convalescent home
drawn up outside the door, and a few
moments later the injured rancher,
swathed in blankets on a stretcher,
was carried down the steps.

Uncle Stephen seemed greatly ex-
cited, and he clutchad at her arm as
she bent to kiss him.

“Have you found out what race the

‘Gold Rider Is being offered at?" he

asked. Merle shook her head, and he
chuckled. “Well, T have. The doctor
says it's being put up for a race at
Red Hill Rodeo next Thursday week,
He thinks: that entries have to be
made at the sherifi’s office.”

Merle's eyes sparkled.

“That's fine!” she exclaimed. “I'll
ride over tc Red HIill as soon as I've
seen you off and put in my entry.”

It was an_ affecting leave-taking she
hai with her uncle, and hner eyes
wers misty with tears as ths am-
tulance went purring away. With an
effort she mastered her emotion,
swung back into the saddle, and sent
Pommie galloping down the winding
mountain road that led to the
near-by township of Red Hill.

On r way her mind was a-buzz
with a mixture of thoughts. She
thought of the Gold Rider, that all-
important trophy which she believed
contained the othar half of San
C; 's secret. She must win that
trophy !

She tho t of Larry, and won-
dered whether she dared ignore
Slim’s warning and trust the youns
ccwboy, Amnd then the suggestion
Larry . had made crept into her

brain.
Bosalble that there was a
appy Valley Ranch?
she shook her head.
I refuse to believe it!” she
told herself.” “Slim and the rest are
loyal and trustworthy.”

At that moment there came the
OIDMM hoofs and the rattle of
wheels ahead, and she reined in
Pomumie as she saw a horse-drawn
buggy come whirling into wview, for
t‘h% ma% was.nm-roiw. _— A

wo figures sat in the buggy, an
%i(ierle frowned as - she recognised
€m.

Nathaniel Garsten and his
daughter, Celia! -

Anxipus to avoid an’ angry scene,
she made to squeeze by, but the
rancher reined in and vaised a detain-
ing hand. =

“Just a minute—yau!" he bharked.
“I've just heard you've had the im-
pudence to pull down the fence I put
around my water-hole!”

Merle flushed indignantly,

“Your water-hole!” sie cried.
“You mean, uncle's watzr-hole!”
“I mean nothin’ of the kind! 1It's

on my property, and you'd bhetter
keep your hands of it. or there’ll be
trouble! Yo seem to forget that I'm
a person of influence in these parts!”

Merle gave a scornful laugh.

“I don't care if vou're the State
Governor himsell: you can't scare
me!"” she snavped. “That fence is
down, and it's staving down!"”

His bushy brows met in a [urious

scowl.
“So that's the way it is, en? Waal,
IT'll s00a teach you to defy me! I've

set my heart on ownin' the Happy
Valley, and from now on I won't rest
until I've got you and vour fool uncle
slung out! You :ust wait, my gal!
I'll see "

And then his bullying, threatening
voice died away as his daughter put
a soothing hand on his arm.

“Don't upset vourself, dad.” she
sald. “This cheeky pauper's only
carryin® on like this because she
thinks she's going to win the Gold
Rider!”

Merle's eyes flashed.

“So I mean to!” she declared.

“Yes?' Celia laughed sneeringly.
"That's what you think, but you
walt until you get to Red Hill!
You'll change your tune then!"”

“Ay, that she will!” agreed her
father, and he gave a booming laugh.

“What do you mean?’ Merle de-
manded quickly.

Garstens laughed again.

'l';zou'll see soon enough!” gibed
Celia.

And then her father sent the horse
plunging forward, so qtiickly that the
bu almost knocked Pommie down.
and in a cloud of dust the rascally
pair whirled round the corner and
out of sight.

{Please turn 1o the back poge.)
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‘Why Did The Masked Man Aim

His Blows Against Little Tony?

She CASE of the

BROKEN

By PETER LANGLEY

A STRANGE DISCOVERY

- E'RE trespassing, I'm afraid.
\' June,” remarked Noel Ray-
mond, the famous detective.
glancing round him with a smile,
“When we followed this path through
the spinney, I thought it would be &
short cut to the station——"

“and instead of that, it's led out
into someone's private drive!” mur-
mured June Gaynor. “We must have
taken the wrong turn—oh!”

She hroke off with an involuntary

start. as a shrill, purposeful voicc
cume [rom the bushes behind them.

“Han's up!” it ordered.

They both turned, and June's
startled ext)le';slon gave pla‘ce to a
quick while Noels eyes
twinkled.

Confronting them was a st.urdv.
curly haived youngster of six years old
or there abouts. His blue eyes re-
garded them with solemn determina-
tion, and in his chubby hand was a
new water-pistol,

June flashed a laughing glance at
her uncle, and raised her hands, Noel

followed sulit. .

“Oh dear!” said June, trying to
look suitably alarmed. “I-hope you
wou't really shoot us! What's your
name?"

“Tonv,” replied the youngster,
“That's my house over there, an’ il g
vou're hurglars ['m goin’ to shoot'

“That’s fair enough, Tony,” said
Noei gravely. “A big man like you
must look after his property. But
we're not burglars, as it happens—
just trespassers, You don't shoot
them, I hope?”

The ‘.oungate: considered, turning
the large word over in his mind; then,
fAnding it too much for him, he
hecame suddenly confidential, as
5mall boys will.

“1 shotted a burglar this morning.”
he announced proudly. “But that one

had a big, black mask—an' he got
away "

“Hard luck, Tonyv!" sald June,
smiling.  “Next time-—" .

A twig cracked sharply behind

them, and & burly figure loomed
ag?m.st the fading afternocon sun-
lig

“Hey. Master Tony—what are you
doiny’ so far from the house?” de-
manded the newcomer gruffly. “And
who might you be?” he added ¢ '1¥gx e5-
sively, staring from under grizzled
brows at the detective and his attrac-
tive young partner. “These grounds
ave private!”

Noel smiled apologetically as he
took in the other's appearance at a
swift glance—from his greylng hair
and weather-beaten face to the
gardener's green baize apron and hob-
nail boots.

“I'm sorry,” said the young detec-
tive, “I'm afvaid we're trespassing
dccidenmlly

“That you are!” rowled the
gavrdener. “You get off these grounds,
sharp—before I turn you off!"

Noel was taken aback by the other'’s
tone, and June flushed. But it was
clear that young Tony was quite at
home with the gliltrdener. as he held
trustingly to his hand.

“There'll be no need for that,” said
the voung detective dryly. “We'd
better suy good-bye, Tony. Come on,
June——-"

His words trailed away as, from_the
direction of the house, came a mumed
horrified cry

June's heart missed a beat. The
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gardener's aggressive frown gave place

to a look of 5ha1p anxlety.
“Not again! he muttered. It

can't he " He glanced at Tony,

who, quite unalarmed, was examining

the trigger of his water-pistol. “Youl

Stlal{l here, Master Tony—just for u

e

With another suspicious glance at
Noe!l and June he made off at a run
towards the house.

“I'm going to look into this, June.,”
said Noel. “Better keep an eye on tae

youngster. 5
hurried after the agatatod
1dene1 while June ‘took Tony's
nd following more slowly, ard taik-
istract the littis boy's

gaily to
entmn

Noel reached the house, close on the
heels of the gardener. A pale, atfrac-
tive woman—obviously Tony's mother
—came out of the porch, accompanied
by a maid.

“Mrs. Farrel — what's happened
ma'am?" panted the gardener.

“The same thing, Foster|"” re alled
Tony's mother, her volce shaking.
“Nellle went into the nursery just
no ' __She broke ofl.
“Where is Tony? He mustn't sus-

pect.

Just then Noel stepped forwsrd.
ignmlng the gardener’s suspicious
glare,

“Excuse my 1nt1udm$ Mrs. Farrel.”
he said_courteously. I am a detec-
tive. Perhaps I could be of some
assistance?”

Mrs. Farrel glanced quickly at his

card.

“Mr. Raymond—I've heard of you,
of course. I should be deeply grateful
if you could help us. We had in-
tended to call in the police, but we
were all anxious to_ avold scaring
Tony. You see,” she added unsteadily,
“he i$ so imaginative, and if he learnt
about this masked man——"

“Masked man?” echoad Noel curi-
ously. But Mrs. Farrel touched his
arm warningly as June appeared. on
the drive with Tony.

“Han's up—evewhodies eos I'm a
p’liceman ! announced the youngster
solemnly, flourishing his pistol.

Mrs. Farrel whispered to the maid,
who hurried to take charge of the
little boy.

Noel iutt‘oduced his young partner.

“And now, Mrs. Farrel,” he said
quietly “what is this about a masked
man

June started, her grey eyes widen-
ln% as Tonys mother explained.

n three oceaslons a sinister,
masked figure had broken into the
house and. caused deliberate, malici-
ous damage. Twice he had been actu-
ally seen by the servants as he
esca?ed but they had only been able
to g ve a sketchy descrtgtion of him.

It was thought that

had gained

access by means of a halcony outsid=
the window of Tony's nursery, which
was also his bedroom, hut all thi-
had carefully bheen kept from the
little chap's ears.

The servants were all devoted to the
boy—especially Foster, the gardener,
who had appointed himself Tony's
bodyguard

Noel smiled faintly, meeting June's
glance.

“I can confirm that,” he murinured.
“My niece and I narrowly escaped
being thrown out. Now I should like
to see the damage caused by the
scoundrel,” he added. "It may give
me some clue tg his purpose.’

Mrs. Farrel at him in a
troubled fashion.

“That is the strangest part about
the whole thing, Mr. Raymond. But
—come and see for yourselfl.”

She led the way upstairs to the
nursery, opening the door and point-
ing without a word. An amazed, in-
dignant cry escaped June’s lips, and
Noel caught in his breath shairply.

The nursery was a pleasant room,
with cream-papered walls, a small,
white bed, and a cupboard stocked
with toys to delight a youngster's
heart.

But a number of the shelves had
been ransacked, and on the floor layv
a heap of broken, splintered toys—
wantonly smashed by an unknown,
vindictive hand.

ANOTHER RAID
ON THE NURSERY
June was the first to

break the amazed

silence.
“Toys—broken!” she

gas ed, her voice

i.ug with indigna-
tion coupled with bewilderment. Do
you mean that this masked man actu-
ally broke into the house to smuash
the little chap's treasures?’’

Mrs. Farrel nodded, hardly trust-
ing herself to speak. Noel, who had
been examinin, .some of the broke:
toys, intervene

"“Was nothlng ehe damaged, Mrs.
Farrel? Or stolen

“Nothing at all " replied Tony s
mother. “That is what rightens me.
It’s not as though the man were an
ordinary  thief, I'm  afraid--Ior

ony——

"St.eady, Mrs. Farrel,” put in Noc!
gently. “We mustn’'t jump to con-
clusions. I wonder, is there nuy
chance that one of your servants is
responsible—through spite, say?’

“Mr. Raymond, that's impossible!"
exclaimed Mrs, Farrel. *“They have
been wonderful—all of them,”

Noel thoughtfully lit a cigarette.

“We seem to be up against ELYY
less mystery,” he murmured.

50-
ut I

243



suggest, Mrs. Farrel, that we take
certai» precautions at once. This
room s far too accessible from out-

side, If you could have the remainder -

of the toys removed to some place of
safety, and allow Tony to sleep in
another room for to-night, I'll do
what I can to trap the scoundrel.”

“I shall see to it at oncel” declared
Mrs, Farrel, crossing to the door. "It's
Tony’'s bed-time now. He is devoted
to his room, and that's the only
reason why I haven't moved him
pefore. On the last two nights Nellie
has slept with him, and my own room
adjoins the nursery, so that I could
hear at once if he called out. I'll per-
suade him to sleep in the spare room
to-night, an "

At that moment a tearful, appeal-
ing voice sounded on the stairs. .

‘I'm tired of staying in the garden,
Nellie. I want to go up an’' play with
my toys!™

Noel encounfered Mrs.
anxious glance, X

“June, keep the youngster away
from here,” he breathed warningly.

June hurried out on to the landing,
jollowed by Mrs. Farrel. Tony,
blue eyes a little rebelllious and tear-
ful, was tugging at the maid's hand.

June dropped to her knees, taking
him firmly by both arms.

"So here you are, Mr. Policeman!”
she exclaimed, smiling, “I've heen
waiting for you to tell me some of
vour exciting adventures.”

Tony cheered up immediately.

“Auntie June, tell me a story,” he
said. “About big, bad burglars.”

Mrs. Farrel and Nellie looked
startled, but June smiled at them re-
assuringly. "It’s Tony's make-believe,”
she whispered. Then, turning to the
little boy, she added: "All right,
Tony. And for a treat mummy'’s going
to iet you sleep in a grown-up room

Farrel’s

—-just for to-night. Come quickly,
hefore I forget that story!”
Obediently, quite pacified, Tony

accompanied June and his mother to
the spare room, while Noel busicd
himselfl in the nursery, examining the
door and window and making certain
preparations in case the intruder
returned.

On his instructions, all the toys
were removed to a box-room at the
end of the landing, and Neel himself
took charge of the key. Finally the
voung detective descended to the
garden, completing his arrangements
below the nursery window.

As he straightened, a Tfootstep
crunched on the gravel path, and the
gardener appeared in the dusk, cap
in hand.

“Beg pardon, sir,” he remarked
aruffly, “I reck'n I spnoke a bit sharp
like to you an’' the young lady just
now. 1 was worried about Master
Tony and these here scares. If you
want anyone to help keep guard, sir,
I'm your man.”

And he held up a stout, knobbhly
stick in his powerful hand.

Noel grimned boyishly.

“Thanks, Foster—I could do with
vour heip. You might collect the
other servants, and we'll have a
council of war."”

Hall an hour later all arrangements
were made. Noel himself was to
patrol the grounds in the vicinity of
the house. The gardener was posted
in the now empty nursery, ready to
tackle the masked intruder if he came
through the window, The remaining
servants were to keep watch in the
downstair rooms, winile June and
Tony's mother took it in twns to
remain with the little chap till he fell
asleep,

June assisted Tony to undress, and
sat by his small bed, inventing a not-
too-exciting “burglar ¥ story to satisfy
ihe youngster's demands.

Gradually Tony's blue eyes closed,
and he fell fast usleep, his curly head
nestled on the pillow. With a smile
June rose to her feet—and then she
stiffened.

From somewhere in the house or
srounds came a startling crash—a
muflied shout, and something like a
groal.

Paling, June flashed a quick glance
at, the peacefully sleeping youngster,
and ran to the door,

On the landing she encouiliered
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Tony's mother, her eyes wide with
anz:let-y.

"

“He's all right—sleeping,” breathed

June. “I'll find out what's hap-
pened.’

She raced along the landing, and
with a little gulp of relief she heard

downstalrs questioning
The neXt moment she
him ..as he hurried.

Noel's voice
the servants.
encountered
upstairs. .
“Tony?” was his first question. .
“He's safe, nunky. But what's
happened? Who calied out?”
“That's. what I want to Kknow.”
jerked the young detective. "I was
eeping watch on the nursery win-
dow, but there was no sign of an
intruder. The servants swear that no
one came apstairs, but that crash

“The toys!" gasped “June,

Without a word Noel sprinted down

the passage to the box-room, unlock-
ing the doar, and flashing his torch.
June held her breath, peering over his
shoulder. But the toys were un-
harmed, lying neatly piled where Noel
had left them.

Just then there came another dis-
tant groan. The young detective
whirled, staring along the darkened
landing.

“The nursery!” he muttered.
“Fopster's on guard there, but 5

Breaking off, he led the way down
the landing, to find the scared
servants assembled outside the doov
of the nursery.

“There's something wrong in there,”
faltered Nellie, her teeth chattering,
“Mr. Foster didn't answer when we
called.”

“Stand back, all
Noel

oel.

He applied his shoulder to the door,
It was not locked, but there was some-
thing in the way. With an effort he
forced it open. switching on the light.

June gave a horrified gasp, and
there came & scream Ifrom the
Servants.

Lying behind the door by an over-
turned table was Foster, the gardener,
his eyes closed, an ugly hruise on his
head. The window. was open, the
curtains fluttering in the breeze,

But it was at the dainty, cream-
papered walls that June was staring.
Thickly daubed in tar over the paper
were hideous, grotesque drawings—
drawings of leering witches and grin-
ning goblins, calculated to strike
terror to anyv youngster's heart.

“Nunky, that's bheen done to
frighten Tony!" she gasped. “But
who could have done such a hateful
thing, and why?"”

of youl!™ cried

THANKS
TO TONY

June's guestion was
echoed In every heart.
The white-faced ser-
vants whispered agita-
tedly, as they crowded
in the doorway, while
Nozl bent over the injured gardener,

“The scoundrel's a powerful and
daring fellow. whoever he is,” he com-
mented grimly. "He seems to have
laid Foster out with a blow on the
back of the head, and set to work to
daub those pictures on the wall while
the hue and cry was actually on. 1It's
quite clear that he wasn't after the
tovs. He brought that tar-pot and
brush with him Tor the purpose. If
it's an attempt to frighten Tony, the
scou_l}drel cartainly means business

He was interrupted by a stifled cry
from the doorway. and Mrs. Farrel
up{pem’ecl. her attractive face deathly
pale,

“What—what has happened?” she
gasped, staring from the injured
gardener to the hideous tar drawings.

Tersely Noel explained,

“Tony mustn’'t see ‘them!"™ Mrs.
Farrel whispered. *“Whatever hap-
pens "

Just then June’s sharp ears heard a
hatter of small, bare feet on the land-
a swift glance at her
uncle, she ran to the door, in time to
sec little Tony, in striped pyjamas, his
eyes still misted with sleep, pattering

sturdily down the landing, water-
pistol in hand.

“Tony!” she exclaimed, quickly bar-
ring his way. “Why are you out of
bed, dear? It's much too late for
little boys——""

“I'm not a little bhoy,” declared
Tony stoutly. “I'm a hig p’liceman,
an’ I've come to find the bad burglar.
TeYou're a very bhrave policeman,”
agreed June, taking him firmly by the
hand, though there was an anxious
jump in her throat. “But the burglar
isn't here, Tony—you must have left
him in dreamland. Let's go back to
find him."”

But the yoyngster refused to be
ecoaxed away, declaring that he wasn't
sleepy any more. He wanted Lo 5o
and play in his nursery, .

Just then, to June's relief, Mrs,
Farrel came to her aid, looking very
pale but more composed. Between
them they persuaded the little chap

go into his mother's bedroom
adjoining the nursery,

With a sigh of relief June heard the
door close after them, and hurried to
rejoin her uncle, who was examining
the nursery.

. The gardener had recovered undeyr
Noel's skilful ministrations, and had
been assisted downstairs by his fellow
servants to have his head bandaged.

He blamed himself hitterly for what
had happened. He had been taken
completely off his guard, he sald, and
had not even caught a glimpse of his
assailant. Like the other servants, he
was furious at this latest,- dastardly
attempt to scare little Tony.

The ‘grotesque pictures leered ot
June from the wall as Noel beckoned
her to join him, )

“What do you make of this, June?”
he asKed. P

He pointed to the sill, and her eyes
widened as she saw_that it wuas
covered by finely powdered chalk.

“I sprinkled that powder there over
an hour ago,” sald Noel quietly, “und
it hasn't been disturbed. Moreover.
several strands of black cotton that I
stretched across the flower-bed bhelow
the window are still unbroken.”

June drew in her breath quickly,

“You mean the masked man didn’'t
come in through the window?’ she
said. "But if he came in through the
door he would have been seen by the
servants below. Nunky!"” She caught
at his sleeve. “You don't think—it
couldn't have heen the gardener him-
self-—but, no—that oesn't  make
sense! His injury o .

“@uite!” agreed Noel, with a grim
smile. “Foster would hardly have
struck himself a stunning blow on the
head for the sake of daubing a few
frl?‘{ltening pictures on the nursery
wall.”

“Then what is the explanation?”
gasped June. “And what can we do
to prevent P .

“To prevent anything worse hap-
penin%?" Noel's tone was grave,
“Looking round in here, I think I've
got a glimmer of the truth—ifantastic
and incredible though the whole affair
seems. The servants are all anxious
to help. They'll take it in turns to
keep watch, and even Foster, in spite
of his Injured head, has promised to
stay up all night, if necessary, clean-
ing those tar drawings off the wall—
in case Tony should catch sight of
them in the morning.”

At that moment the gardener came
in carrying a mop and pail and a
bottle of turpentine. His grey head
was bandaged, but he grinned dourly
in response to June’s sympathetic
inguiries.

“Don't you worry about me, missy,
Takes moren a masked man to settle
with Jefl Foster. If he comes back
he’ll get a taste of his own tar!”

“Good for yvou!" said Nocl. "I've a
feeling that we've not seen the last
of the scoundrel. Come on, June!"”

“What are we going to do. nunky?"
asked June, as the door closed behind
them.

“We're going into ithe next room.”
Noel replied calmly, '"to ask young
Tony to help us solve the mystery.”

June stared at him in amazement:
but with a warning glance Noel
tapped on the door of the adjoining

(Please turn to the back page.)
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This Week Pat And

OID DOLORES KNOW THi TRUTH ?

AT ROCKWELL and her chum
Chris Caslon, who were staying
al Westonmouth Holiday Camp,

weare unxious to obtain a mysterious
bruss plate in the possession of
Admiral Hardacre, who owned near-
by Dartfleet Island, for they believed
it was a clue to a secret connected
with Chris’ dead uncle.

Dolores Belgrave Bellamy, a beau-
tiful wealthy girl staving at the
camp, was also after the plate, and
she visited the admiral in order to
try to borrow it

The chums were too clever for
her, however, and managed to get
hold of the vital plate. They ex-
amined it in their chalet—and Pat
?ur‘hl!enly discovered the secret it
1eicl,

i (- .

“'I‘HESE figures are the key to the
secret—I'm certain they are!"
Excitedly Pat pointed to the figures
seratehed on the back of the brass

plate, then hastily she snatched up a .

pencil and plece of paper. “Half a
tic!  Walt until I've jotted them
down!" she cried.

Wonderingly, Chris watched as her
chum first copied the figures, then
the words engraved on the front of
the plate.

The result completely baffled her.

*1, 5, 7—18, 22, 27, 30, 31—32, 37, 38,
.45, 46—47, 50, 57, 61.
Sharpey Kirabee, Captain of the
Warernymph, Inverfirth. Scotland.
Died Sept., 1837."

L don't get it,” she said.

Pat chuckled.

“It's simple, really,” she declared.
“Those figures show which letters in
the statement gbout Kirabee are part
of the hidden message. For instance,
the first figure is & * 1, =0 we take the
first letter—that's an 's’ The second
figure is a ‘b5, so the next letter in
ihe message is the fifth one across—
a 'p.’ Then comes the figure ‘17, so
we select the seventh letter, and so
on. Now do yvou sec?”

Slowly Chris nodded.

“T think so. Then ‘ 18" means the
eighteenth letter—a ‘t.’ * 22’ refers
to the "o, *27' “or the ‘w," *30° for
‘e and '3l for ‘r.' Golly, there's a
nanle there!” she exclaimed.

“I'll _say there is,” agreed Pat.
' 8pyv Tower'! That’s the old tower
on Dartflect Island. It's marked on
my map. But go on—read on.”

Excited:y the chums set to werk to
decipher the rest of the message. Now
that they had the key, it did not take
the_tgl loug to write down the whole
ol it:

“SPY TOWER, NINTH STEP.”

“Thea that must be where the
secvet’s hidden!” cried Chris, her
cheeks flushed, her eyes glistening.
“Under the ninth step in the Spy
Tower! But what can be hidden
there, Pat?"

Pat shook her head.
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“Haven't the fogglest idea, but it
must be something valuable, or 1no
one would have gone to the trouble
of concocting *his message. Let's see
where exactly the Spy Tower is
situated,” Getting out her map of
Dartfleet Island, she- studied it,
‘'Why, it stands rlght on the edge of
the cliffs | * she exclaimned. “Come on!
Let's get cracking, Chris!”

And, stuffing both map and brass
Rlate into her pocket, she jumped to

er feet. Her chum regarded her in
Lewildermgnt.

“Where are you going?" she asked.

Pat laughed.

“Why. to try te wangle an invita-
tion to visit the island! The
admiral’s still in the eamp, so why
not ask him? There's no time to ha
lost, you know. For all we know,
Dolores may have solved this clue as
well as us.” .

“Golly, yvou're right!"” gasped Chris,
and her face paled as she thought of
their rival. At all costs they must
visit the Spy Tower befare her.

Leaving their chalet, they rushed
dowin the main path—just in time to
meet Wiliis Green, Lucy Day, and the
rest of the campers returning irom

the beach.

“Where's the admiral?” asked Pat
eagerly.

Willis grinned.

“Hall-way back to his Jolly old
icland by now, I should imagine,” was
his unexpected reply. :

The chums stared at him in
dismay.

“But he was staying to lunch,” pro-
tested Chris.

“1I know, but he changed his mind.
Apparently, he suddenily remembered
a spot of bhusiness that needed
attending to.”

Willis and tihe others pa:sed on, and
rather ruefully Pat and Chris cyed
one another. Then Pat smiled.

“There's only one thing for it," she
sald. "“We must see Bruce and get
his official permission to go over to
the island and see the admiral. Tt
wouldn’t be wise to go withoui per-
mission. There would be a fine old
row if we were spotted breaking
bounds.”

Chris nodded, and they hurried
across  to the office, where they
guessed they would find the popular
young sports master; but as they
approached the open oor  they
paused and stared in smay, for
Bruce Feltham already had a visitor.
It was Dolores, and glearly they could
hear what she was saying.

“But, Bruce. I simply must go
across to Dartfleet Island,” she was
declaring earnestly. ‘

“Why?" asked Bruce. :

For a momeat Dolores seemed to
hesitate, then——

“Oh, to talk to the admiral about
the regatta!” she said. “He ought to
be given full details now we've got
him interested, and I'd like the job.
Please let me go over this afternoon,
Bruce.”

Pat caught in her breath. Not for
a moment did she believe the mis-

Chris Solve The Secret Of The Brass Plate

OLORES
.

By HAZEL ARMITAGE

chief-maker had given her real reason
for wishing to visit the island.

“She has solved the message on the
brass plate,” she whispered, “She
wants to go over there so that she
can visiv the Spy Tower.”

Chris nodded. and anxiously they
waited for Bruce's reply. 'To their
delight, he shook his head.

“Sorry, but I don’t think it would
he wise to worry the admiral so soon,”
he said.

Appealingly Dolores regarded him
with her lovely eyes, but for once the
young sports master was proot against
her charm.

“No, there’s 110 hurry about supply-
ing the details,” he said, “and. unless
any of us has some really urgent
reason for going to the island, I think
we ought to leave the old admirnl
alone for a day or two. - THouzh he's
interested in the regatta, he's a pep-
pery old fellow, and——"

He Dbroke off as he saw Puot nnd
Chris standing there,
“Hallo! What can I do for you

two?" he asked cheerily,

Pat, seeing the angry scowl on
Dolores’ face, hesitated, and theu, 1o
Chris’ surprise, she took the bhruss
1)Iaﬁte jrom her pocket and held it
out,

“We've come to consult you about
this,” she declared.

THE SPY
TOWER

At sight of the brass
rlate Dolores gave an
unxious stare.

“Don't  say o vou've
solved the clue thar
:  it's supposed to con-
tain " she cried,

‘To Chris’ increasiny wondorment,
Pat shook her head.

“That's what we've come
she said, and turned to the sports
master. “Bruce, we've just got 1o see
the admiral,” she asserted. “We want
his help.”

“To solve the clue, yvou mean®”
asked Dolores, and her eves gleamed
mockingly as she saw the look ol
dismay on Pat's face.

“Yes, the admiral may know what
this jumble of figures meuns,” Part
;;'Jaig.. “(_2}11'15 and I have studied them,

u

She shruggzed helplessly. and her
heart leapt as she saw how gleefully
Dolores was smiling. The mischies-
maker had completely heen taken in
by her bluff. She really thoughy the
secret of the hrass plate had baffed
the chums. That was splondid, It
Dolores thought her rivals were st a
loss, then she was less likely to try
to prevent them from being allowed
to visit the island, for she knew thart
there was no dabger oi Admiral
Hardacre devoting sufficient time to
solve the all-important clue.

'S0, you see,” went on Pat, again
turning to Bruce, “Chris and mo
simply must visit Dartfleet Island.
Unless we see the admiral

But Bruce was already shaking his
head. ]

“Sorry, Pat, but I'm afraid I can't
give permission,” he said, “I've
already refused Dolores.”

“But this is different!” Pat ex-
claimed. “You can't refuse, Bruce.

) M5

abott.”




This sceret may mean everything te
Chris. You can't rob her of a chance
i solve it, and I'm sure that if we
saw the admiral on his own he'd agree

1o help.

"Of course he would,” put In Chris,
who now understoo at’'s subtle
scheme to fool their rival. "Oh,
please, Bruce, say we can go! So
much is «t stake. And this may be

vurr only chance!” -

Bruce hesitated, then looked across
il Dolores, \

“What do vyou say?’ he asked.
“You won’t think it unfair if T give
them permission, will you? After all,
this is an urgent, private matter.”

Dolores dld not reply immediately,
She was regarding the chums sharply,
evidently considering carefully =zll
that had been said. Then suddenly
+he smiled.

“Of course I won't consider it
vnfair,” she said, and Pat snd Chris’
hearts leapt.

The mischief-maker had no sus-
picion of the truth. Convinced that
ihe admiral could not help them, she

had decided to win Bruce's approval

by pretending to be generous. .
“Very well,” the sports master said,

with a smile, "“"You can go after
wunch.”
Delightedly the chums withdrew,

and the moment lunch was over they
et out in a rowboat for Dartfleet
Island. As they neared it, they
scanned the top of the high cliffs
vagerly, and suddenly they saw an old
wtone tower perched on the edge, but
s overgrown with ivy was it that ic
was alimost indistinguishable from
the green copse that backed it.

“Na o wonder we didn’t notice it
hefore ! Chris observed, as she pulled
again on her oar. “But what's ihe
programne, Pat?"

“We'll ask for the admiral—try to
get him to allow us to explore the

tower,’ said Pat, “Golly, but I
wolndet what secret can be hidden
there? And_ what connection had

youir uncle with it?”

On tenterhooks of expectancy, they
leuched their boat on the tiny kcach
and rang the hell fastened to uhc {'on
gates. Malcolm, the admiral’s nephew,
answered the summons, an@l he
frowned when he learnt their busi-
eSS

“Uncle's out rabbit shooting,” he
said. "I doun’t know whether he will
agree to see you, and it may take me
some time to lecate him, anyway.”

“Well, do your best, there's a pet!”
ur;;'r_:ld. Pat. “We'll wait on the cliff-
ton.

To their delight, Malcolm nodded,
+1d when he had unlocked the gate
he led the way up the steep steps. At
the top he left them, and the moment
he hed gone from sight Pat clutched
her chum excitedly by the arm,

“Now's our chance to have a look
around,” she said.

As she spoke she glanced along the
clilf path leading to the old, ivy-clad
tower, Did this really hold the secret
that Charles Caslon had written
ahout?

“But it must!” she said aloud.
“There couldn’t have been a mistake:
there's no other tow=r on this island.”

“Lev’s look!” Chris sald impatiently.

Their hearts thumping, they ran
along the cliff-edge to the Spy
Tower but when they reached it they
saw_that the door was padlocked.

“Oh, bother!" exclaimed Pat.
“That means that unless the admiral
gives us his permission to visit it,
we're stumped.”

She pulled ruefully at the padlock:
then, seeing a jagged hole in the
ancient door, she eagerly put an eye
to it. Dimly she made out a stone-
walled, circular room lined with glass
showceases, but hefore she could
locate the staircase Chrls gave her a
warming nudae.

“Look out!” she whispered.

Hurriedly Pat straightened up, hut
not before an angrily suspicious voice
had rung out :

"What are you two eirls up to?
Whiit do you mean by prowling
around without permission?”

And there, striding towards them,
followed by his nephew, was Admiral
Hardacre himself,
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THE ADMIRAL
APPROVES,

! ] Desperately Pat
racked B
She saw
admiral was in  one
of his most touchy
moods. 1t would be
Iatal to ask him to let them explore
the Spy Tower
yood excuse.

As she and Chris stood there the
admiral frowned again.

“What were you gals doing there?”
he demand=d again.

The germ of an idea flashing into
her active brain, Pat conjured up her
most winning smile.

“Oh, just looking!™ she said, “I
hope you don’t mind, hut, you see,”
she rushed ony the idea in her mind
quickly taking shape, “we've thought
of a simply wonierful stunt.”

“Stunt?” growled the admiral.

"Yes—for tine regatta. I'm sure
yowll approve of it. Oh, but it will
Just make our plans perfectc!”

She paused, and Chris regarded
her wonderingly. As for the admiral.
i,!_%wly his suspicious seowl legan to
ade.

“What is it?" he demanded.

“It’s a stunt for the empress to
perform,” declared Pat. “You Know
that when she escapes 1rom the
Ancient Britons she rushes to the
cdge of the cliff and throws herseli
into the sea?”

"

“Aye, I know." Admiral Hardacre
mfreed. “and it will take a dashed
plucky girl to do it; but I don't see

what that's to do withh, you gals
prowling about my tower.”

“But the tower's the king-pin of my
ideo I cried Pat, “What I suggest is
that, instead of diving (rom the
clili-edge, the empress dives [rom the
top of the tower.”

“Gi-golly ! gasped Chris,

“Don’t you think it's a peach of an
idea?” Pat asked, . surveving the
admiral with shining eyes.  “Just
picture ic. The emworess imprisoned
i1: the tower by the Ancient Britons,
then climbing up inside to the top
and plunging down into the sea.
Why, it’ll be the :hrill of the
pageant !

To her delight, the =admiral slowly
nodded.

“Sink my timbess, bhut it certainly
would cause a seusation!™ he agreed,
"“Yes, it's an excellent idea. but &
He paused and frowned. "But where
would you flnd a girl with nerve
enough 10 make a dive like that?”
he asked, -

It was Chris who answered, and as
she spoke she gazed admiringly ucross
at her chum.

“Pat could do it,” she declared.
“She's a wizard diver! It she's
elected empress o

“And even if I'm not,” put in Pat,
“I'm certain we can find someone
clse. Do you give your approval to
the idea, admiral?”

“Aye.”

“Then could we just take a look
inside the tower now,” asked Pat,
“just2-just to get an idea as to how
difficult the stunt would be?”

But, to her dismay, the admiral
shook his head.
“Haven't got the key, and can't

spaﬁe t3;1'1(3 time to get it,” Le said.
“Bu fo

“No, you’'ll have to wait. I'm not
very keen on people trampinz about
inside the tower. It's packed with

KEEP IT UP

Woaste-paper—and cardboard, too
—is still urgently needed, so don't
slacken your efforts. Save every
bit you can and ask your dustman
to collece it. And ask vour
chums to ds the same.
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without some very:

some of my most prized curios. 17l
open it up on the day of the regatta,
but even then I don't want a whole
heap of people rushing around. It
will be enough if the empress enters.”

“But—hut what about practising?”
asked Chris, disappointed that her
chum’s scheme had only partly suc-

ceeded. )
“You can practise on the main-
land,” the admiral declared. “There

are plenty of Martello towers that
will dd. Now you miust excuse me.
I've wasted too muzh time here as it
is. Off vyou go, my gals! Malcohn
will escort you down to the beach.
You can tell Feltham that 1 approve
of your idea, but, remecmber "—he
shook a warning finger—" only the
empress will be allowed inside, and
only she on regaita day.”

The chums nodded and followed
the admiral’s nephew down the
cliff steps. When they had taken
leave of him they began their long
row hack. When they were some dis-
tance away Ifrom the island Chris
looked bhack and surveved rather ner-
vously the high cliff on which the
Spy Tower stood.

"“Do you really thiak you could dive
from the top of there?” she asked.

“Positive I can,” Pat replied. “And
that's what makas Ty stunt so per-
feet, for Dolores is a roiten diver.
I've beenn watching her in the swim-
ming-pool, and she even funks diving
off the low board, so that mcans -

“That Dolores won't he able to play
the part of tThe empress!” Chris cried
in delight. "“So vou're hound to be
appointed empress, Pat, and when
you're locked inside the tower, wait-
ing for the signal to do your stunt

“I'll be abhle to search under the
ninth step and collar ithe jolly old
secret!” laughed Pat.

It was happlly that the two girls
rowed on. When they reached the

‘camp a crowd of curious campers, in-

cluding Dolores nnd Bruce, met them.

“How did_ vou get on?’ came in
a chorus, “Did the admiral help yvou
to solve the mmystery of the hrass
plate?”

Pat shook her head, and Dolores
[rowned suspiciously as she saw that
the chums ditdn't seem to be very
dowrncast.

* 'Fraid not,” said Chris. “But the
admiral simply jumped tor joy when

he heard about Pat's Spy Tower
stunt.”

“Spy Tower?"

There could ¢ no mistaking

Dolores alarm now, and, as Pat pro-
ceeded to explain, she bit her lip
angrily. For to the quick-witted
mischief-makor it was obvious that
she had been tricked.

“Good Ior you, Pat!” said Bruce.
“That was a real brain-wave, but it

means that the girl who plays
empress must be a fine diver.”
Pat saw Dolores’ lip tighten as

Bruce spoke. Perhaps she was realis-

m% her helplessness.
hen Chris, Iace

stepped forward.

“And that's Pat!"” she cried eagerly.
“She's the only one who can do that
stunt,”

“Steady on! What about Dolores?”
pus in Lucy Day.

Chris laughed.

“She's out. She could never dive
from the tower,” she declared confi-
dently.

“Now, now, Chris! You mustn't
under-rale me too miuch, you know.”
It was Dolores who spoke, and,
Lhoufh there was a iriendly smile on
her lips, there was a look of desperate
cunning in her lovely eyes. “As a
matter of fact,” she went on calmly,
“I'm not too bad at diving. Anyway,
just to make a sporting fight ol it,
I'd like my name to be considered.”

Pat- and_Chris gasped. This de-
velopment had taken them completely
by surnrise. They were positive
Dolores would never have the nerve
to dive from the high Spy Tower.
What, then, was her object in nomi-
nating herself for the daredevil role
of empress?

More surprices and thrills
Friday’s snihralling chapters.

animated, had
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Who Is The Fourth Grey Ghost? The Secret Society Would Like To Know!

A SURPRISE FOR THE SECOND
FORMERS)

CARTWRIGHT,
daughter of ihe headmaster of

ENELOPE

Harcourt Abbey Boys' School,
sympathised with & secret society
calling themselves the Grey Ghosts.
They were out to fight against the
tyranny of the bullving senior
master, Mr. Aspell, and for a
mysterious hoy named Glynn Tracy.

When Penelope asked her father
about Glynn Tracy he refused to dis-
cuss him, and as he had complete
confidence in Mr. Aspell, and did not
approve of Penelope taking part in
school affairs, she found it impos-
sible to open his eves as to the
senior master's bullying character,

Penelope found a note arranging a
meeting of the Grey Ghosts in the
Abbot’'s Room 1In "the east wing.
Later, on her way to explore the
Abbot’s Room, Penelope realised she
had dropped the note—and that
Harold Smeeke, a sneak who was out
Iﬁo dexi?ose the Grey Ghosts, would

n ‘

PENELOPE‘S lively [eatures were a

picture of dismay as she stared
‘through the window on the top land-
ing of east wing.

She could clearly see the furtive
figure of Harold Smeeke searching in
the bushes by the clock tower.

“He's sure to find that slip of paper
with No. 1's orders on it!” she
groaned. "He'll give it to Mr. Aspell.
The Grey Ghosts will ne bowled olut—
ond it’ll be my fault!™

Mentally ~kicking hersell, she
whirled ahxiously from the window.

A helter-skelter dash down the
winding staircase might get her to
the clock tower bhefore Smeeke found
the paper.

But at the top step she checked
with another groan. From below she
could hear the doys clattering out of
itheir class-roo lor break,

Time was precious, and yet she, the
headmaster’s  supposedly  prim  and
proper daughter, couldn't possibly
barge her way down through that
mass of boys like a runaway horse.

Frantic, her brown eyes flickered to
right and left, then lit up.

She had seen a double, harred dbor
marked “ EMERGENCY EXIT."”

“The firc-escape! A chance!
cracking, Penny!"

She pelted for the doors, pushed on
the bar, and banged them open. She
found herself on an iron platform,
looking out from the rear of east
wing over Big and Little Sides. There
was no one about.

“Wizard!" she gasped, and started
down the iron stairs at almost dan-
gerous speed, skirt swirling, hair toss-
ing. “Wow, II daddy could see me
now!'!"”

Buty thank goodness, this was at
the back of the school. Down, down,
typlcally ignoring the danger of a
passible slin in her anxiety to get to
tne clock tower, somehow check

Get
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Harold Smeeke, and save the Grev
Ghosts,

She lithely leapt the
steps to the ground.

“Now,” she gasped, “forward to—-—
Oh, gosh, that's torn it!"”

Standing some ten feet awary.
gaping at her blankly, were half
a dozen highly intrigued Second
Formers,

They had turiied the corner oi east
wing, carrying a cricket net bhetween
them, in time to see the last part of
Penelope's whirlwind descent.

And, worse still, in their rear was
Mr. Burchell, the double Biue sposts
master, equally as thunderstruck.

Penelope nearly slumped, having
awlul visions of her tombovish he-
haviour getting baek to her father,
and having to face sharp and pene-
trating questions as Lo its meaning.

She recovered her poise like light-

last seven

ning, and masked her dismay by
gluncing  earnestly down  at hor
wrist-watch.

“Twenty-two seconds!™ she an-

nounced aloud, with a prim little nod
ol satisfaction. “Excellent time! Ah,
littlé bhaoys,” :he added. apparently
seeing them for ‘he first time, "I
trust you will note my actions and
profit by them!”

The " little boys™ just stared at
her. A couple of them sniggered.
“In case of fire,” econtinued

Penelope, {rowning on them severely,
"do you think you could get down
from. the top landing in twenty-two
seconds? 1 doubt it—I doubt it.
Fractice, hoys—practice! That's what
is needed instead oi—er—ragging
ahout! Good-morning, Mr. Burchell !
Good-morning, little hoys!™

And, with an inward gurgle at
the little boys’' varied expressions,
Penelope turned and walked sedately
away, leaving the sports master
mildly amused—but certainly with
not the slightest suspicion of the real
purpose behind  that surprising
descent !

With dignity, Penelope retired. but
once from their sight—she pelted,

There was now 110 olle 10 see her,
The main mass of boys streaming
from school were already thronging
the tuckshop in the Cloisters.

The irrepressible smile
from her face suddenly.

Had Harold Smeeke found
vital note?

Then she saw him and slowad.

The burly, rather fat Filth Former
was on his hands and knees by the
hedge surrounding the garden, peer-
ing under and around bushes.

slipped
that

Penelope's heart turned over.
Another few yards and he would
reach the spot where she had

dropped the betraying slip of paper!
It was a moment for desperate
decision—snap action.

And Penelope had inspiration. She
strode forward.
“Oh, you wicked boy! I have

caught you—in the very act|”

The Fiith Former jerked round in
blank amazement. He stared up,_ at
Penelope, his heavy faw sagsing.
Then he strugeled to his feet, and

FOURTH
£Y GHOST

By DOROTHY PAGE

the
lor

nput on
recerved
suthority,

“Miss Cartwrighs!
cqarth do vou mean?”

Penelope's face was a
~hocked disapproval.

“You cannot deceive me, boy! 1
YaW o You quite clearly crawling under
ihe hedge!”

“Bur, look here, I don't wiider-
stand S

i _i‘sg:niceful.' Fruit-stealing at your

ingratiating smirk
theose connected

‘he
with

I say, what on

masl  of

age !

Harold Smecke almost recled.

“Wha-a-at!”

“Bo not shout at me, boy!" said
Penelope stifHy, UAnd haven't you
been taught 1o raise your cap i the
presence of younz ladies?”

A veniomous glitter showed in (e

sieak's  eves, With an  offort e
checked the snarling words on Ljs
tengue,

“Lock here, Miss Cartwright.” he

choked, tugging at his cap, Uyouive
got it all wrong! I'm 2z Fifih Former,
#nd I doi't go ahout Pinching iruit.
I wus merely —-—"
“Then why were
under that hedge?”
suspiciously. “The Iruit-trees are
just on the other side—and your
reckets appear rather full—- -
Despite  the jmportance af the
moment, Penelope was begiuning to
enjoy herself. Time was passing, and
she had checked the search—got the
wnEcrupulons sneak’s mind ofl it.
“WIlL you let me  explain?” he
spluttered. I was searching, 1 tell
you—searching for that robe I'm sure

you creepiirg
asked Penclope

was thrown away by onc of thoss
Grey Ghosts this morning!”
"Robe?" "repeated Penelope, hedg-

ing for time. Her heart hegan to heat
fuster. He would find no robe—thanks
to her—nut if he continued with this
search he would find the vital note,
“Dear me, can this be true?:

"Of course its true!” he cried
furiously. "I was——"
H: hroke off, gritting his teeth.

The bell signalling the end of Ereak
had hegun to toll. Penelope con-
cealed her surge of relief and eyved
the angry Fifth Former with wide-
eved innocence,

"Well, goodness, why didu't you.
explain this before?”

"Why—why didn’t I " Harold
Smeeke fought for hreath.

“Now vouwll have to wait until
Itnch-time to search, silly boy ! said
Penelope severely. “But hadu't yvou
better hurry along? Break is over,
and I'm sure as a senior you should
sel 4 good example!"”

He glared at her. He breathed hard
and Turiously, Then his gaze won-
dered to the bushes ahout him. It
was clear he was thinking of muking
a last swift search,

“Hurry!” said Penelope, with a
quick frown. "I shouid not like to
report to my f{ather that you were
delibérately late for lessons!”

That did it. Worst type of sneak
and toady himsel{—ever eager to
keep on the right side of authority-—
Harold Smecke classed Penelope with
himsell when it came to tale-hearing.

He hesitated, then, with a sullen
tug at his ecap, he twned wand
stamped away towards Senior Howusc,
Penelope watched him, and sighed.

“Phew! Was that hot—or was it !~
She pave g tiny dance of glee, “Bug
you dished him, Penny, without him
suspecting a thing! And now——"
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she hurried through the hbushes,
suddenly” anxious. But that anxiety
swittly vanished, for there, where she
had dropped it, lay the orders for
to-night for the Gt‘ey Ghosts, written
by the daring No.

With o tiny thuil she whipped it
up and scanned those exciting, in-
triguing words again :

“SEVEN O'CLOCK . .
BROOM . .. FIGHT FOR

There was a step, a sudden ex-
clamation behind her.

“Miss Cartwright —that note,
please! You hdve made a most
important discovery "

Beiore Penelope could get over the
shock of that harsh, excited voice. a
hand had taken the note—a hand
that belonged to the master who had
sworn to catch the Grey Ghosts.

Of all people—Mr. Aspell himseli !

SHE MUST
WARN THEM

It was heart-stop-
ping, the bhicterest of
had luck, so great that
Penelope could not
prevent her fave show-
ing it She nearly

Aspell had looked at her

. ABBOT'S
G. T.”

groancd.
Ir Mr,
then he must inevitably have been

suspicious. But he didn't. His
attention was riveted to the note.

“Excellent—excellent!” he mut-
tered.  “This refers to to-night! I
shall have them now!"

His eves flashed with an ¢ager
trinmph  that shocked and repelled
Penelope.

“Miss Cartwiight, you have done
the school a great service by inad-
vertently stumbling across this siin og
paper !

Peneiope somehow hid her sinking

dismay.
“Really., Mr, Aspell, I—I am sur-
prised. ‘There appeared to he hut a

Tew rather meaningless words
“Not meaningless to me., Miss Cavt-
wright! By no means!” He ran a
finger over his moustache, and his
smile was slow, cruel, cat-like, “You
will he deli hted to hear that vour
finding of this note will enable me
ta  crush mtell\' this scandalous
secret society !
Penelope writhed.
“Most—most  excellent  indeed!”
Somehow she forced th:> words out.
“Mr. Aspell—er—what do you intend
to do?"
Again that slow smile.
“My dear Miss Cartwright,” he
puried, “there is no need for you io
worry your pretty head about this
outrageous affair. Rest assured that
ufter te-night the school will not be
bothcred iurther by these young
scoundrels, But you must excuse me,
Bieak s over.

He strode away, gOwnd ﬂap}nhg
ahout his lean figure,
The polite, interested smile on

Penelone's 1lips Troze. Her brown eyves
flickered with contempt and anger.

“You— youu awiul type!” she
choked “Gloating—lik2 that~ hate-
ful! Wouv my 1)rett§ head,” indeed !
Urgh!

She stoppecl
blank horror.

“But—oh, Penny, think of that vowv
Hugh! Think of the rest ol the Greyv
Ghosts ! Mr. Aspell's dangerous! - No
wonder he's called the Wasp! He's
ot that note! He'll know they'il go
to Abbot's Room, and he’ll lay some
Lorrible tran for them!”

She gulped, staring miserably at
the ground. She daren’t think ot the
consequences to the Grey Ghosts iy
they were caught and unmasked.

“And you’ll be to blame, Penny!”
she told herself, with sudden fierce-
ness.  “Oh, vou thought yourself so
jolly clever, but you let that note fall
into Mr. Aspell’'s hands! So vou've
got to do something, do you hear?
You bhelieve in the Grey Ghosts.
‘You've got to save them-—somehow !’

She turned back towards the Head's
private house, thinking furiously.
She wandered round the Head's
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The anger faded to

garden, rathar absant-mindedly pick-
ing flowers for the lunch-table.

“Warn: them!” She stopped sud-
denly. tilting her chin aggressively,
“That's it! Yowve got to warn them
of the danger. It’s the only way.
ZBuc—think you impulsive ass, there
are snags!

Snags there were. They began to
mount one by ‘one in h:r mind.

Firstly, she knew the identity of
only one of the Grey Gaosts. That
was Hugh Mason, of the Fourth Form,
their daring leader.

“Good old Hugh!"” she muttered
involuntarily, “He's a wizard type,
though "—she %llm"tced ruefully—
*he can't be thinking much of me,
thanks to tiat livtle act I had to put
on_this morninz!”

Secondly, could she even get hold
of Hugh Mason before seven this
e?entng" ‘She had no idca where his
study was, and her father had sternly
forbidden her to wander about the
school buildings,

And suppose she could manage &
private word with Huzh—what then?
Alter this mmnm would he possibly
believe that she, vhe Head's daughter,
was planning to sme the Grey Ghosts
from danger?

“He—he might think it was some
sort of mean tran,” she muttered.
“And, Peuny, i vou start telling
peopie the part you'rs playing and it
leaks out to daddy's ears

hat was o really Ifrightening
thought: she must keep her part in
this a secret at all costs. She loved
her {ather and she knew he loved her,
but he wouldn't tolerate or under-
stand stich a thing for one moment.

Already she had tentatively tried
to speak for the Grey Ghosts—and
against Mr. Aspell—and had been
sharply rebuked for her pains.

nddy doesn’t know what Mr.
Aspell’s reaily like. But—oh, what
am I going to.do? I just can’t—won't
—be Dheaten. even 1if there are a
hundred dificnlcies!™

Brave words, and Penelope meant
them, But the day wore on, wilh her
anxiety deepehing and no sclution
presenting itsell.

After lunch with her f{ather, she
took a prim stroll on the fringes of
the stone-flagged quadrangle, hoping
against hope that she might catch a
glimpse of Huzih Mason and somehow
—goodness knows how—warn him,

The stroll was in vain. Hugh
Mason did not appear. Time passed,
Seven o'clock was the dead-line, and
she hegan to feel desperate.

But when tea in the Head's draw-
ing-room had_ Dbeen finished, .and
Nellie, tThe maid, had cleared away

“Penelope, my deac’—John Cart-
wright, B.A., rose {roni the table—"1
am e\qaectmg Mr. Aspell at eight
o'clock” to-nfght—on a matter, I
believe, of soime impor tanee—-—"

Penelope's heart leapt, her mind -
flashing 10 the Grey Ghosts. Tt was
at eight o'clock, obviously, that the
Wasp hoped to arrive in triumph.
She looked anxiously at her father,
Luc his rather forbidding face told
her notmng

Also.” continued  her father
calmly, "he was bringing over a copy
ol his *'History or Harcourt Ahbey,’'

which he is kindly lending me as a
re.[elence for my own work on
* Monastries of England -

He paused, smiling slightly.

“You are perhaps aware, Penelope.
that Mr. Aspeil has written a really
bhrilliant work on Harcourt Abbey from
the Middle Ages, a masterpiece of
%eseatch that has eaurned him some
ame

Penelone did not know. She
couldn't have cared less. Her
thoughts were ajl for Harcourt Abbey
of ro-day—on the peril of the Grey
Ghosts.

“Bur, 45 I have an hour to spare
for my writing now, Penelope, would
you be kind enough to go over to
Mr. Aspell and regquest an immediate
loan oI his ook ?"

Penelope caught her breath. Here
was a chance to get into Junior
House—a chancze to find Hugh, per-
h'u)s and somehow warn him !

“Oh, ves, «daddy! Of course I

will !

It tpok all her self-control not to
show her excitement. And what an
effort to walk with slow dignity from
Head's house and across the open
quadrangle to Juniot House!

But once through the entrance of
-the old stone building, she hurried—
for the cool hall was empty—up the
main staircase.

The masters’ quarters were, she
knew, on. the third floor; studies
mostly on the second. Her heart

began to flutter with anticipatioa.
“The boys will be starting prep.”
she murmured, “hut I'm sure to find
someornie can casually ask about
Hugh——"
She stopped and froze. From some-
where quite close at hand a voice said

softly :
“Who is the Fourth Grey Ghost?’
Penelope nearly eried out in

startled wonder. It was as if that
question had bheen directed at her.

She jumped round, eyes wide—and
5aw No one,
second she had a sense of
eeriness. The stone-flagged passage
was rather dim, It was quiet; her
crepe-soled shoes made no sound. A
shivery thrill crept up her spine as
again came the soft volce :

“If it wasn't either of you who
wole the spare robe, then—it 1must
have heen this chap who sighed him-
siilfh the JFourth Grey Ghost last
n

Penekope gave a tiny sigh. She re-
laxed, and a flicker of excitement
widered her eyes. She saw now that
just ahead and to her left was a door
marked * Art Room,”

The volce came lrom heyvond that

door, and the voice, steady, cool, was
that of Hugh Mason, No. 1 oi‘ the
Grey Ghosts.

“Then the Grey Ghosts are lmlde' '
she breathed cxcitedly “They're
meeting—ali three! ‘Oh, zimmy'

And—and, although they don’t Know
it—they're talking about me!”

WHAT PENELOPE
OVERHEARD

The discovery held
her enthralled.
Curiosity about these
three daring. boys
made her step soltly

to the door— three
hoys who had courageously bandad
together to defy the tyranny oi Mr.
Aspell.

More than that—three boys with a
strange Imission centred around a
mysterious boy called Glyvnn Tracy.

“We had to Mmeet iike this, risky
though it is,” she heard Hugh Mason
say quletly, “because we've got to
make up our minds abhout this un-
known No. 4. Who is he? What does
he know? Does he know who we are?
And—is he to he trusted?”

Penelope smiled. If only they knew
that No. 4 wasn't a boy at all—but
herself!

But wait. Another volce wus
answering, a lazy, drawling voice :

“He’s got nerve, Hugh, whoever he
is—definitely. And he saved us last
night., My humble guggestion is—
trust him and go ahead with vour
plan, What says friend Bob?”

“Not "certain, H:u»ev It's
Hugh. He's leader.’

There was a little silence. Penelape
waited. This conversation about her-
sell thrilled her.

Her hand was lightly  resting
against the Art Room door. A slighe,
inadvertent pressure on it caused the
door to open a little.

She froze. Had that
been seen inside?

But there was no outcry, no sign
of alarm. And now

The golden flecks in Penelope's eves
sparkled with intense excitement.
Through the open doorway she could
see into the room.

The three Grey Ghosts, without

un to

movement

their coacealing robes and hoods,
were before her,

Holding her Treath, Penelope
eagerly studied them.

Standing near a hig easel, feet

planted firmly apart, hands deep in
his blazer pockets, was the boy who

(Please turn to page 251.)
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When One Of The Students Thought He Could Trick Sally He Reckoned Without

DON IS WORRIED

“Y'LL fix it! I have a way with girls,
and I'll have Sally Warner doing
just what I want her tc do!”

Don Weston, strolling along the
students’ deck on board the Ocean

Star—known as the Floating College

and bound for Australia—stopped as

he heard that snatch of conversation.

Sally Wurner, leader of the Merry-
makers, was Don's girl chum, and to
hear her name mentioned naturally
interested him. But now he frowned.

It was not so much the words he had.

overheard, as the tone in which they
were uttered, that gave him cause for
Lhought.

The voice was hoastful, with a note
of satisfaction in it: and there had
heen an underlying hint of something
lse—Don could not gquite define what,
-—that immediately had him worried.

He took a dquick uvward look at the
iron steps of the companionway just
ahead of him, and up which two boys
were 1making their way to the
promenade deck above. One was a
boy named Rolf Ferani—it was his
voice Don had heard—and the other
was his pal named Manuel -Rosso.
Both were comparative newcomers
among the students, having joined the
«<ollege ship at the last port of call.

They vanished from sight along the
deck. Don made 1o follow them. then
paused again.

“Wonder what they were talking
about?” he muttered, still [rowning.
I wonder what they want Sally to
do? Dashed il T liked the sound of
Ferani’s voice as he sald it—some-
thing sly about it. Or am I just
imagining things?"”

Don attempted tp grin, but the
frown soon furrowed his brow again.

“Think I'll have a word with Sally,
Hyway, just in case. Ferani might
e one ol those japing bounders who's
ot some idea of playing a trick on
her.'

And with ihat thought, Don went
hurrying off in search or Sally. But,
us it happened, he just missed her.

Sally Warner, hlue eyes bright, her
pretty face deeply tanned by sun and
sen Dbreezes, went up one flight of
stairs us he descended another. Arriv-
ing on the promenade deck, she was
looking round for Don and her two
other chums, fair-haired Fay Manners
and energetic Johnny Briggs, when
she almost collided with Rolf Ferani
as he suddenly appeared from round a
corner of the Palm Lounge,

“I'm s0 sorry!” The boy stepped
back, giving her a little bow.

“I'hnat’s all right,” smiled Sally. She
wasn’'t to know that the near-collision
had been carefully staged.

She made to move on, but Ferani
suddenly caught her by the arm.

“Sally, may I speak to you, please?"”
he asked politely. ;
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Don Weston

He was undoubtedly very good-
looking, she thought, with his sleek
black hair, flashing eyves, and a most
fascinating sile. q

“Of course,” she revlied laughingly.

And then his exoresslon became
serious, and he seemed to lose a little
of his confidence.

“I—I don't auite know how to hegin
and—-— Sally, we don't know each
other very well yet, but I hear the
students talk about you, and 1 say to
myself how nice vou must be. Therc
is a girl, I say, who is kind and alwavs
ready to do 4 kind act. And so I comne
to vou.”

His tohe was very glncere. Sally
ilurned a little pink. She didn't quite
know what to say. :

“Well, here I am, Rolf,"" And she
looked at him wonderingly, in-
terestedly.

“Yes. It is very difficult. I'm doing
Lhis, not for myself but for somcone
else. Sally, a friend of mine has done
something very silly, and he will get
into terrible trouble with the head-
master if it is found out. If vou
would help him—piease do, Sally ™

Sally was very conscious of Rolf
Ferani's earnest gaze upon her. She
Telt she liked him for‘{naki.ng this
appeal on behalf of a iYi
showed real {riendship—the sort of
friendship that existed between her
and her own chums.

“In what way can I help, Rol[?"

she asked. “What's the trouble, and
who's your friend?" -
“Ah!” Rolf looked distressed.

“Sally, I would rather not tell vou thag
—you understand? As for what the
trouble is, I'll explain.”

._And he did. His friend had handed
in a French primer to Professor Wil-
lard, the headmaster. And, when it
was too late, he had remembered that
he had scrawled in the hook a number
of remarks and caricatures of the
Floating College masters, including
the Head himself,

“It was done only as a joke,” Rolf
added, ‘but perhaps they're just a
little offensive, and you can imagine
how angry Professor Willard will be.”

Sally could indeed. The head-
master’s sense of humour was 1ot one
of his strong points.

“You're right,” she agreed. “But
how can T help?”

"By getting back the hook hefore

the Head sees it!” Rolf said. “I tried
to get it myself about an hour ago, hut
Professor Willard almost spotted me.
I dare not try again, or he will hecoine
suspicious. But you, Sally—you'll
have the opportunity, for you're see-
ing him a lot just now.”
_ Sally was, for she was busy organis-
ing an arts_and crafts exhibition in
which the Head was taking a greac
personal interest. She wanted to see
him again that afternoon, as it
happened,

end. That-

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

“Pleasc say you'll do it, Sallv?”
vleaded Rolr. "My friend’s in an
awful state about it, cxpecting to ne
hauled on the carpet any moment.
You can't miss the book—it has a
blob of red ink on the cover, and is
on the shelf behind the Head's desk.
1t vgl be very simple to get 1t.”

Y%, it would be simple enough,
Sally realised. And she could see no
Lharm in  getting back the hoox.
Always ready to do anyone a good
Lurn, she nodded smilingly. *

“I'll do it, Rolf.”

“Thank you, Sally. But there is
just one thing. Will you promise to
tell no one—tor my friend’s sake? 1t
is hetter that no one should know
anything about this. You do unaer-
stand?"

Sally did, and again she 1odded.
She found herself liking Rolf Feran:,
lor apart from his charm he was cer-
lainly proving himself a true iriend
10 the other bhoy.

“I promise,” she smiled, and then
heurd approaching footsteps along th.
deck. “All right,” Rolf. Leave every-
ihing to me. 1'll see you later."

“You're very kind.” The hoy guave
her another courtly little bew, and
then hurried away. )

Sally turned, smiling checrily as she
saw that the newcomers were her
three chums,

“ Been looking for you, shipmates,”
she told them,

“And I've heen looking lor vou,
Sally,” raid Don, staring aiter the
retreating fhigure of Rolf Feranl, " Fay
and Johnny said you'd come un here.
What did that chap want?” he added.

“ Oh, we've just been talking!" Saily
replied, and looked at her hoy chum
in surprise. " Golly, don't sound =0
fierce, Don."”

Don glanced quickly at Fay and
Johnny. Then ne turned to Sally
again,

“What's Ferani asked you to do,
Sally? 1 wanted to warn you that he
may try to get up to some tricky
business. I don't trust that chap,
after what I heard.”

Sally laughed, amused by Dom's

manner, )
What did

“He's very nice, Don.
yvou hear him say?"

“That he was going to fix &ome-
thing. That he'd have you doing just
what he wanted you to do."

Again Sally smiled. It sounded as
if Rolf had been very confident that
she would agree to help him.

“Well, what's wrong with
Don?" she asked.
he’s asked e to."

“ And what's that?”

" Sorry, Don, but I can't tell you. I
promised not to.”

" Oh! I still think you ought 1o he
careful,” Don saild anxiously. "If
vou'd heard his tone of voice——"

*1 assure you there's nothing to
worry ahbout,” Sally chuckled. "1It's
all very simple, so do stop getting hot
and bothered. And now I must go
along to see the Head about the
exhibition. Be back later. Oh, by the
way, Don, the ship's carpenter said he
had that piece of wood for your model
aeroplane! He wants you to collect it,
Be sceing you, Merrymakers,”

And off went Sally with a cheery
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wavé of her hand. While Fay and
Johnny found themselves steamer-
chairs, for the afternoon was at its
hottest, Don wandered towards the
stern of the ship to see the carpenter,

Don was feeling a little happler
now. Sally had assured him there was
nothing to worry about. and he was
trying not to. But what ever was she
doing for Rolf Ferani, and why the
secrecy? He and Sally and Fav and
Jounny didn’t_ usually have any
secrets from each other.

“Oh, well, Sally knows what she's
doin H

But a moment later Don's thoughts
received a jolt. For from arouund the
3hip’s superstructure just ahead of
him came a volce—Ferani's voice.

“She fell for it just as I said she
would! We'll be  sitting  pret:y,
Manuel. and Sally Warner won't sus-
pect a thing!™

Don clenched his hands.  Now.
hearing that, he knew that his fears
had heoen justified. Sally was heing
tricked in some way by Rolf Ferani!

SALLY’S STRANGE
BEHAVIOUR

Sally made her way
along to Professor
Willard's study on C
Deck, and_just for a
moment her _cheery
smile faded and she
Lecame thoughtful,

Don _had certainly heen agitated
ahbout Rolf. Sally knew that he was
not in the habit of jumping to wild
conclusions. Johnny did at times, in
that impetuous way of his; but not
Don. And, of course, she didn't really
kuow much about Rolf Ferani,

Then her smile returned. Rolf had
sounded very sincere, and she had no
Treason to dishelieve what he had told
ler. Don was worrying himself. on
her behalr, over nothing. It was sweet

of him, of course—hut then, he
always was, Sally thought with a
lictle glow,

She reached the headmaster’s suite,
knocked, and his voice bade her enter.
She went into the study, and found
Professor Willard seated at his desk,
He had one of the drawers open, and
was raking around inside it; but he
leoked up as the door opened.

“Ah, come in, Sally! I expect
You've come for that plan of the
exhibition you wanted me to examine.
An cxcellent arrangement—excellent!’
I'm very pleased indeed with your
handling of everything, Sally.”

* Thank you, professor.’”

Sally beamed her pleasure and took
the sheet of paper he passed her.
Then he opened another drawer and
began searching inside that one. He
wus evidently lTooking for something.
and Sally decided that this was just
the opportunity, while he was thus
preoccupled, to get the bogk she had
come for,

“'Hem!" She cou%hed politely to
show that she was still there,

" Yes, Sally? What is it?”

“I wonder if I might borrow the
complete passenger list, pleaze? 1
believe you have one H

“Yes; you'll find it on the top shelf
over there.'

Sally had known it was there—that
was why she had asked for it. She
crossed over to the shelves. Her gaze
went quickly to a lower shelt where
there was a pile of French primers.
and almest immediately she saw the
one with a red-ink mark on the cover,

She stretched out a hand
towards it.

“On the top shelf, Sally,” came the
Head's voice.

Sally gulped,

Hastlly she reached
up to the shelf above, took down the
passenger list, which was neatly
slibped in a leather folder. A quick
glance showed her that Professor
Willard was examining a drawer. She
caught hold of the French primer and
swiftly slipped it into the folden

" Thank vou, professor,” she said.
"I have it now. I will return it this
evening.” : ;

She made for the door. The Head
looked up again.

" Oh, just let me look inside that
passenger list, Sally.”

Sally’s  heart thumped.
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“it. then handed it back.

away with the hook wasn't proving at
all simple! -

She juggled with it, holding it
behind her back as she handed the
folder conta_lnmg the passenger list to
Professor Willard. He peered through
Once again
Sally made for the door. Outside in
the corridor, she sighed with relief.

* Golly, T neariy came unstuck!” she
murmured. *If he'd seen the primer
e might have looked through that,
too—and then the fat would have
been in the fire. He seems to have
lost something. that's obvious.”

She walked on down the corridor.
She hoved this was the right hook;
but it must be, because it _had been
the only one in the pile with a blobh
of red ink on the cover.

Rolf would he pleased—and his

JAriend. And Don, if ever he knew the

explanation. would bhe amused how
he had suspected that the boy was
trying 1o trick her. Funny that Don
should have jumped to that con-
clusion. o

Sally hegan flicking through the
pages of the hook: 1ot hecause she
wanted to see the caricatures and
remarks in it. but just to make sure
that they were there,

And then' she started. ran through
the” leaves again. There were no
caricatures inside it; no remarks of
any sort written in it.

What did it mean? It meant—it
surely meant that Rolf had not told
her the truth,

There was a startled light in Sally's

eves now. Goliy! Had Don heen
right. after all? Had she been
tricked? If so, why?

Sallv =ped on down
her thoughts racing.

And at that moment Don appeared
at the other end. Extremely agitated
and worried after hearing that second
snatch of convepsation between Rolf
Ferani and Matiuel Rosso, he had
come charging after Sally, knowing
that she had intended to see the
Head. He'd got to warn her, and this
time he'd make her listen to him,

He zaw Sally with the book in her
hand. and guessed she must have col-
lected it durm%1 her interview with
the Head. He chased after her, but a

the corridor,

moment later was staggering back as
Edgar T. Phineas, the hustling head
vrefect, came racing down a com-

panion-way in even more of a hustle
than usual,

" Sorry. Weston
recovering first

” hbegan Phineas,
and adjusting his
horn-rimuned spectacles. “ Oh, here I
am, sir!" he added briskly, *“I came
down al once after getting your tele-
phone call.,”

Don saw that Professor Willard had
emerged from his cabin, The Head
did not see Don leaning agalnst the
wall and getting his breath back.

“We _must look into this at
once, Phineas” the professor said
agitatedly. " One copy is missing—a
very Brave matter indeed. I first
missed it from my volume of Lautrez’s
French primer. I have searched
everywliere. And now I find that the
primer is also gone. Obviousiy there
1s & connection between the two.

The culprit will be most -severely
punished.”

“Yes, sir! A terrible thin to
happen. May I ask when yvou missed
them, sir?”

Within the last hour, Phineas."

“And have you been in your suite
all that time, sir? Can you remems-
ber who has been in to see you?”

*“I have had 1o slip out on two
occasions. Sally Warner has been the
only caller, She borrowed the pas-
senger list. that is all. Phineas, I will
rely ou yvou to make the closest
investigations inmmediately.”

Phineas rushed off. Don, too, broke
into a run. And now his eyes were
horrified. The Head had said that
Sally had borrowed only the passenger
list; but Don had seen her with a
blue-covered book—which could have
been the missing Lautrez’s French
primer! .

Don became frantic with fear., He
knew—he was sure—that Rolf Feranl
was hehind this. In some way he had
versuaded Sally to take that book.
and now there was going to be a
tervific  upheaval because it—and

something else much more important
which had been contained inside it—
were both missing.

He found Sally on the promenade
deck in the_act of being joined hy
Johnny and Fay. Don rushed forward
and grabbed her arm, noticing as he
did so.that she had only the pas-
senger list in her hand now.

“8ally,” he hissed_ _ irantically,
“where's that primer? You've got to
put it back in the Head's study as
soon as you can. There's going to be
awiul trouble o

Sally stifferxed.

“Really, Don, I don’t know what
you're talking about,” she said. _ .

“Listen, old thing!" gulped her
“ You've been tricked by that

"

chum.
Ferani fellow:

“Don, I'll have vou know he's my
friend!” Sally said indignantly. [
don't like you talking about him in
that way!"”

Her chums stared at her In amaze-
merét{. Sally, speaking to Don hke
that!

“ Sally,” he pleaded. “he's taking
you in. I know, and I'm just fryving
to warn you——"

“Thank you, but it's not at alt
necessary. I'm 3ulte capable of
choosing my friends. Surelv you're
not jealous. Don? Now. vlease let go
of my arm. I have a lot to do.” |

Don was looking at her in_ pained
surprise. He was shaking his head as
if he couldn’t believe this was really
happening. While Fay and Johnny
just stood as if transfixed. Never had
they Known Sally treat her boy chuin
like this before.

Sally, her face palé, strode on. And
then she smiled as Rolf Ferani sud-
denly appeared.

*“QOh, hallo, Rolf! I was coming to
look for you,” she said, and held out
her arm,

He took it, and together they went
off along the deck, leaving a stricken
silence behind them. ° Deeply hurt,
almost dazed, Don watched them go.

HER CHUM TO
THE RESCUE

- Rolf Ferani's
eyes glittered
satisfaction,

"You got the hook,
Sally?” he asked
eagerly.

Sally nodded,

“That's wonder{ul!” The boy could
hardly keep a gloating note out of his
voice. He flashed her his fascinating
smcille, * Give me the book now, Sally,
an "

“I'll see you in my cabin,” Sally
hurriedly broke in, breaking free from
his arm. I just want to see Fay
about something.’

She turned and ran bhack along the
deck before he could say anvthing

dark
witly

more, She seemed to be labouring
under the stress of some greai
emotion.

Don and Johimny had gone., But

Fay was there—Fay almost near to

tears. She was shocked and bhe.
wildered, and. for once in her life,
angry with Sally., Anegry with her

because she had treated Don so
shamefully, when Don had been only
trying to help her,

“Bally,” she cried now as that girl
{T}Lsgped up, “oh, how could you do

'Sa}ly's voice quivered when she
replied.
“Because I had to. Fay! I didn't

mean it! Oh, poor old Don! But I
didn’t mean it. I knew Ferani was
listening, and I had to play a part to
bluff him."”

Fay Dblinked, utterly astonished.
hut the joF was back in her eyes.

“Oh, Sa ly, and I thought—-~

“Fay, Don's right about Ferani. I
know it now. Listen, there's a dear!
Run along and tell Don how fright-
fully sorry I am-—tell him what I've
Just told you. And tell him——"

Sally spoke quickly for a few
moments, The smile was back on
Fay's face now: then a startled ex-
pression chased across her features.
She went hurrymf off in the direction
Don and Johnny had taken.

‘While Sally made her way down to
her cabin. Her eves were thoughtiul,
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but her lips were set in a tight, grim

line, and the spasmodic clenching and -

unclenching of her hands showed the
anger that consumed her.

Rolf Ferani, as she had expected,
was awaiting her in the cabin. He
turned eagerly as she came in,

' 'The book, Sally!"”

Sally stood by the door. She took
up the book from where she had con-
cealed it behind a cushion. Her eyes
were cold now. :

"It isn't only the book you want, is
it. Rolf?” she asked.

He gave a little start.

“ What ever do you mean, Sally——"

“You know what I mean,” Sally
said icily. " In fact, it’s not the book
at.all you want, but something con-
ceﬂlq!:l in it. Fortunately I've found

" You meddling fool!” The smile
WAaS w-iped off Feranil's face like a
n “You’ve looked down the spine
and found i *

" The spine! So that's where it is!”
Sally gave a triumphant laugh, and
next moment was thrusting the tips
of two fingers down the spine of the
book. Then she was pulling out a
tightly rolled-up sheet ot paper. * Just
a little bluff erani, pretending I'd
already found g

“You—vou let me have it!” ‘The
boy's face was savage as he leapt
towards her.

But already Sally had unrolled the
plece’ of paper; had taken a quick
glance at it. Horror filled her eyes—
and contemnpt, ioo.

“The questions and answers Tfor
nexL. week's exam: Let go of my
arm!" -

She screwed up the paper in the
palm of her hand. Then she was
s}rwi}‘ggling fiercely. as he caught hold
of her

“Give me that paper!” He was
.'showin% himselt in his true colours
now. is eyes flashed with vicious
fury,

“I won't! What do you tﬁink you
can do?” Sally panted. "I shall teil
the Head——"

“And I shall deny it!" Ferani
grated. It will be your word against
mine. But I'm going to have that

paper "

His grip on her wrist tightened
viciously. She cried out as he slowly
twisted it. And then

" Hands off, you rotter!” The door
burst open, and Don Weslon canie
rushing in like a whirlwind, Fay and
Johnny behind him. *“O.K. Sally, Fay
gave me your message. We heard
everything. And now——"

His fist shot out, striking Ferani on
Ehe jaw. The boy staggered to the

oor,

“Get up and take what's coming to
you!" Don exclaired.

" Give him socks, Don!" yelled
Johnny. *“Look here, I'il take him
on for you, if you like——"

“You leave him to me, Johnny! I'll
teach him to try to trick Sally——"

" Look out!” cried Fay.

For Ferani, still on the floor, had
suddenly lashed out with one fool.
Just in time Don dodged, and as the
other hoy leapt up and rushed he
stopped him with his right fist.

*“Now a left, Don!"” roared Johnny.

Don followed that advice. Ferani
went reeling across the cabin. And
Sally -was_ conterit to stand there,
knowing that the boy was receiving
his  just deserts. With the exam
paper stiil clutched in her hand, she

aled as she realised what might have

en the conseguences had she not
discovered in time how she was being
tricked.

Such an uprear, however, could not

go on long unnoticed, Already a
crowd of excited students were
gathered in the doorway. And then

Phineas’ volce was heard.
going on down here?

“ What's
What——" He arrived outside the
cabin with a rush, saw what was

happening, and stepped in. * Weston
—Ferani! Whai's the meaning of
ithis——"

“Better ask Ferani,” Sally said
guietly. " And you'd better take this,
dgar.”” She handed him the exam

paper, and the prefect's eyes bulged
behind his spectacles as he saw what
%t \:zss. “Ferani will expiain that,
ool

. The beaten boy stood there, pant-
ing, wiping his bruised face. He knew
that there was no way out of it. Sally
and her three chums had overheard
everything. :

He owned up, confessing how he
had known the exam paper was in the
French primer in Professor Willard's
study, He had 'rled to sneak away
with it, but had been interrupted by
the headmaster’s return and had con-
cealed the paper down the spine of
the book. Another attempt to get the
book and paper had failed, and then,
knowing that Sally was frequently
visiting the Head's study, had hit on
gim idea of getting her to do it for

m.

Phineas scribbled it all down on one
of his forms, ready for filing in his
precicus index system,

"Say, what a worm!” he grunted,
“ Now you can come and tell that all
over again to the professor, Ferani!"

He uled off the boy. and sent
another prefect to get Manuel Rosso,
who was_also implicated.

*Oh, Don "—B8ally was looking at
her boy chum—"can you forgive me
for playing timat part—even though it
wagq_‘to bluff Ferani and bowl him

ut?

Don grinned happily.
" Now that I know why vou did it,
Sallykinwge_e. just forget it!"”

(End of this week’s story.)
A very intriguing pet plays an im-

portant part in next Friday’s story of
Sally & Co.

THE FOURTH GREY
GHOST

{Continued from page 248.)

had last spoken. Very sturdy, falr-
haired, and rugged-faced, Penelope
instantly recognised the outspoken
Fourth Former who had shown scorn
that morning because of her apparent
sneaking to Mr. Aspell.

“That’s Bob Gower,” she told her-
sell quickly.

In direct contrast was a slender
hay, lounglng hack in an armchair.
He was very tall, long-faced, wore
glasses. His blazer was a perfect fit
and cut; the knot of his blue-and-red
school tie was exquisite; the crease
in_his flannels knife-like.

He was apparently lazily absorbed
i.l]l admiring his brightly nolished
shoes.

“Harvey Doane,” Penelope nodded,
as she now recognised him. “Obvi-
ously not such a dreamer as he looks.
And "—-oddly she felt her interest
quicken—" and Hugh!"

The leader of the Grey Ghosts was
just withia her intent vision.

Well-built, seated on one of the
Art Room stools, was the Fourth
Former who had so impressed her.
There was an air of restless energy
ahout him, for all his steady voice,
the calmness on his lean, good-look-
ing face, topped by curly black hair.

He was nodding with decision.

“Right! Then we trust this No. 4
—until we can discover more about
nim. I needn't tell you chaps that
things are getting hot. The Wasp
suspects that the Grey Ghosts are
Fourth Formers. Some of his Form
may wonder, 100, but they'd be on
our side. The Wasp'll do anything to
gect us *

“Definitely,” murmured Harvey
Doane. "“Not forgetting the unmen-
uon-.'x)ble Fifth Former, Harold Smeske

“And don't 'orget, either,” put in
Bob Gower, with an aggressive thrust
of his jaw, “that we’v: got Janother
sneaking type in the school now---the
Head’s daughter!”
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Penelope started. She %ave a tiny
grimace. It wasn’t exactly pleasant
10 hear that, though she didn't blame
the outspoken Bob for his honest
conviction. It was actuaily a compli-
ment to her acting that morning.

“You weren’t there, Harvey,” con-
tinued Bob angrllé., “but Miss Cart-
wright nearly put Hugh in the soup!
Just iike a girl! They're all the
same—sneaky types! Wouldn't sur-
prise me if she starts to toady round
the Wasp like that lout Smeeke!”

‘'Steady, Bob,” said Hugh quietly.
“Keep your voice down. We shall
hear anyone approaching on that
stone passage, but no need to take
unnecessary risk.”

“Sorry!” growled the fali-haired
hoy. “But vou know vourself that
that girl’s a sneaking type.”

Hugh ran- a hand thoughtfully
through his curly hair.

Suddenly, strangely, Penelope found
herself expectant, as if his answer
was of utmost importance.

“I don't know, Bob.” Hugh was
speaking slowly. “Youl think I'm
crazy, maybe, but—somehow whan 1
first saw Miss Cartwright I felt she
wasn't that sort. I haven't a sister.
I don’t know much about girls,
hut o

He hroke off, a slight flush on his
lean cheeks, perhaps conscious of
Bob Gower's stare and of the fact
that Harvey Doance was staring
curiously at him.

Penelope—absurdly, she told her-
self—felt a little surge ol pleasure.

“But forget Miss Cartwright,” said
Hugh abruptly. “Il she is a danger,
we’'ll be on the alert for her. We can’t
afford to tuke any chances—there's
too much at stake——" He hesitated,
“Look, chaps, you're still with me in

this, whatever happens? Even if it's
expulsion?"

‘Ass!” grunted Bob.

“Definitely !” drawled Harvey.

“Don't waffle, Hugh1”
Penel s heart warmed to them
bot.h.' %aried types — but  wizard

types !

“Thanks,” sald Hugh quietly.
“Then listen. Orders for to-night.
Ang, remember—to-night we strike

ihe first blow for Glynn Tracy. The
Abhot's Room Is our chance, I'm sure.
Now, we haven't much time——"

Penelope swiltly drew back, in-
trigued by that reference to Glynn
Traey and the Abbot's Room, but
mentally kicking herself. She had
been so intent on the Mtile scene
that the real, urgent purpose of her
visit had receded into the kack-
ground of her mind.

The Grey Ghosts must be warned
that they would walk into a deadly
trap set by Mr. Aspell!

But they must be warned—especi-
ally after what she had just over-
heard—in such a way that they
implicitly trusted 'he warning: in 3
way that would show no possible
connection with hersell.

Time was growing dangerously
short. Her Lrow wrinkled with ferce
thought as she heard snatches of
Hugh’s cool voice.

*. . . We meet in robes, of course.
Any questions? If not, we'll scalter.
The less we're seen together, the less
chance ol bheing suspected——"

Penelone began to feel frantic. She
must do something—and quickly.
© “Oh, =zimmy, I've got it! A
chance,” she hreathed, and softly
stepped back towards the end of the
passage, "“il only I can bring it off I

.She stopped: drew out a pocket
diary, a2 pencil. Words were scrih-
bled swiftly on a blank sheet. She
tore it out and folded it in her palm,

Footsteps sounded in the Art
Room. The Grey Ghosts were pre-
paring to leave.

“Now for it, Penay—and act for
your life!” )

She tensed, thrilled by the daring
and unusualness of her plan to save
the three Fourth Formers.

The Art Room door started to open.
This was the moment! Penelope
parted her lips, infused startled alarm
into her voice, and cried out:

“Oh! The — the Grey Ghosts!
Help! Help!”

What is Penelope’s plan? And will ehe
save the QGrey Qhosts? There will be
further exciting chapters of this grand
new serial in next Friday’s QIRLS"®
CRYSTAL.
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THE CASE OF
THE BROKEN TOYS

(Continued frmn puyo 241 s
room. Mrs. Farxels sott voice mdc
them enter. “4

-The -boudoir was dlmlv lit hy. a
shaded Jamp. . Little” Tony was
ensconced in a cody chalr, obviously -
against his will,. his mo\trher seated
beside him. She rose quickly as Lhey
entered, her eyes_inquiring,

“I"want to:go back to my nwrsery,
'Iony announced. e

",

S0 you shall, laddie,” replied Noel.
“But rst Uncle Noei quts _to’ tell
ou a BLOYY.

gv brlghtened' ‘up im‘i‘nedlately
“about a; Burglar ! he ‘insisted. -
“About a burglar,” promised Noel
gravely. “You sit” over there with
Auntle June, while I have a wo1d thh

. In ummy.'

- He drew Mirs. Farrel aslde, a‘skmg
swift question.. She looked stmt,led
but réplied in an undeitoue, noddmg
across the room.

,“Thanks!"” mmmmcd Noei "“And .
now for the story, Tony." He pulled
up a chair and sat down.

“Once upon a- time,”” he began,

“there was a brave little boy called

Tony, who lived in a big house with -

his mnemimy.
came along
‘“Like the burglar-man that Tony
shotted this morning?” interrupted
the. little boy eagerly.

Mrs: Farrel looked rather startled,
but Noel nodded gravely.

One dny a bad burglar

“Just like that one, Tony. He ecame ~

first for Tony's toys, but Tony shot at
him, and he ran away,’

“So that's what the bur glar-man -
came for?"” murmured Tony.

“That's what he preteiwded to come
for,” replied Noel. “But he was very
clever.
nursery, and he was trying te frighten
Tony's mother so that Tony should he
put into e\:lother room. That wa$ his
real purpose——"

Abruptly he paused. Ile seemed to
be listening. But June could only
hear the clock ticking loudly on the
mantelpiece, and a faint sound like a
mouse in the walnscotting.

“But Tony was too brave to bhe
scared by the burglar-man,” went on
Noel, “so that man tried something
more frightening He paused,
uang June Knew that he was thinking
of those terrifying pictures daubed in
tar. “Something that was®to scare
Tony's mother, and to cover up the
man’s real purpose. You see, Tony ™

'RNoel rose_mx is

“He knew that Tony loved his

feet—"you see,
n was really try-

ny, the blirgla
g vewwauabig

1o steal somet
\mmy‘s"jewe S— z

Mrs. Farrel bit back a cry P,s Noei
ﬂashed heisa-Walnmg -glance

“And thig is where the story gete;

really exciting, Tony,! he said softly!
“because Uncle Noel Is going: to make
it come frue "~ We'td going - to catch
thet ‘old "burglar—but don’t make a
sound. Just watch!”

Tony's blué eyes grew very wide,
and he held tightly.to June's hand as
- Noel crossed .the room noiselessly and
pulled aside a picture that hung on
the ' gll—r&v a.m‘g a small, hidden .
clipbolfdwith<n metal door. ;

.“"The key,- Mrsf Fanel——qmcklv"’ he
b:‘enthed

er hand tremb;mg she took the
key from Her' bag, and Noel inserted-
it in the lock, turning it swiftly and
Jerking open the door, e

“There came a.gasp from June—w
“cry from Mrs. Farrel: " The thin metal ™~
at the back of the cupboard had beeh
ghshed, the bricks and plaster behind
it had been removed—and through
the - opening a ‘gloved hand was
groping to open the jewel-box.

June saw the flash of handculils,
and heard a sharp click, a furious,
snarling grunt as Noel dlopped the

1ng

;)lcture back.into. place. .
‘Little Tony clapped his  hands
delightedlv

“A bu\glar-man——m the wall!" he
exclalmed! v

Noel glanced leassmlngly,nu Mrs.
Farrel, 'uld ‘beckoned June,

“¥ou're right, Tony!" he declared.

“We've caught ; the. burglar-man— .
. thanks tp vou Now wait here with
Tmummy.

Her t;houghts mcm,g June followed
him out of the room and into. the
adjoining nursery. -As Noel switched
on the light sne 5aw  Foster, the
gardener, his face convulsed with
fury, ohie hand in 4 gaping hole in the

- wall, where it'was securely handcuffed

%u the handle of Mrs. Farrel's jewel-
0X

June gasped. She began to under-
stand now.

“The game’s up, you scoundrell”
said Noel sternly. “You Knew of the
wall safe, but couldn't gain access to
it except through the nursery wall,
and when no one was about. So vou
hatched this despicable plot to scare
the boy's mother and the rest of the
household to make certain that you
would get the room to yourself.

“Your offer to keep guard was
simply a blind to hide your real

wa

THE COWBOY WHO
MYSTIFIED MERLE

(Continued from poge 242.)

TOO LATE TO ENTER
FOR THE RACE

“What were they
getting at?”

Again and
Merle asked
that  question
rode on down
wountain road.

Nathaniel Garsten's declaration
that he would stop at nothing to
secure possesston of Happy Valley
Ranch had come as no surprise, Nor
did his threats worry her at the
moment. What sent an icy shiver
down her spiite was Celia’s dark, mys-
terious reference to the Gold Rider.

Why was she so confident that
Merle would not win the trophy?
Why had she hinted that Merle
would change her tune when she
reached Red HIN?

With an effort Merle smothered her
1ears,

“She was just belng spiteful—out
to scare me,’

Yet it was anxiously that she gal-
loped on until at last she saw the
frame houses and ted roefs of the
little township loom before her.

The sherifi’s officc was at th.c [a:

again
hersell
as she
the

end of the wide, dusty main street,
and Merle's eyes lit up as she saw a
mg* placard mnailed to the veranda
posk,
“Red Hill Rodeo—Entries Received
Here,” it said, and in bold type
amongst the lisi of prizes were the
words : "GOLD RIDER TROPHY.”

Jumping down irom the saddle,
Merle tethered Pommie to the hitch-
rail, gnve him a fond pat, then walked
eagerly towards the veranda steps.
But at that moment there came a sur-
prised voice from behind her :

“Well, if it isn't Merle Wason!
Say, we dont often have the pleasure
ol seein’ you in these parts!”

Merle turned. She smiled as she
saw a plump man crossing the road,
one hand outstretched.

“Hallo, Mr. Higgins!” she cried,
xecognism%{ an old fl‘lelld. of her
uncle’s ow are you?

“As full of bounce as a balll” he
chuckled, *“But what's brought you
this way?"

Merle indicated the placard.

“I've come to enter for the rodeo.
I've set my heart on winning the
Gold Rider.” )

“The Gold Rider!” William Hizgins
stared at her. “But you can’t enter
for that race!”

Merle looked bewildered.

“Why ever not?”

Her uncle's friend tugged at the
gold watch-chain that adorned his
ample walstcoat.

activities. And those tar daubs were
made to frighten but also to
“Of course !"=byoke in June. “They
to congceal where he had

bf?an

help
working at the wall.”
tly,!" said Noel grimly.
will y 1 phone for" the police 2

“June,

BUT nunky” demanded June, as
she joined him after the exclte-
nitnt was over what made you'sus-
pect Foster in the Arst place?”
Noel's eyes twinkled.
“Tony can tell'us that, June."
Once again they entered Mis,
Farrel’s room. _She greeted them with
a grateful smiiles for she had been -
acquainted wibh'what had happened.
t,:;:You ve come :to> me another
story, Uncle Noel?™ Tony demanded.
“No, Tony,"-replied . the young de-
té‘“ctive ~ '*This time "you're going to
S tell tI‘Se stcuy Show mummy and
‘ Auntig “June’ exactly how you shot
that- bmglm— this. merning. On second
thotights,”” he added hastily, his cyes
tiwlhktmgf ‘“we'd better have the
window’ open.”
fl& June and - Tony's mother
Iuoked on in bewud.erment Noel flung
the Window wido.
““Come~on, Tony,” he amd. “You
were playing in the garden tmn mern-
ing when you saw a masked bul'&!a:-
man “hirrying - towsi:ds the t,:ees
What did you do?’
Eagerly, as though pluy}ng a thl 111- §
ing game, Tony produced<hls water-

pistol,- smd mtuched over . to’ the,
window : S e

el D! he called m h;s shun 1
“young" veice. - “Han's up=gl cmy 11 i
shoot you. » Bang—bhang 2. ." =

*AS He spoke he pressed.the trig
“and a ‘Stream of crimson ~nqmu ST
“over the §ill. ;

Red:ink | cried June.

“Oh, Tony '™ cxclainied. Mys, Fm:el.
“You must have been” at - my Hureau
again!" - i

Noel's eyes twinkled. S

“Perhaps ‘you wouid“ forgive him--

this time, Mrs, Farrel,” he said. “You

see, the Ted ink that Tony shot at
‘chsI ‘burglar’ spattered the man's
boots. It was that tiny clue, and the
fact that I noticed that Tony’s pistol
was stained with red, that enabled me
to bowl out the scoundrel. 86 really,”
ne added gravely, “it was you, Tony.
who caught the burglar-man after

(End of this week’s story.) *
WHEN JUNE BLUFFED NOEL is the
unusual title of next week's -detective
story—a story in which you will ruud of
very unusual happenings.

“Waal, for one thing, it's a kind o

relay race,” he sald.

"“Re .

“Yep. Every competitor has to
enter two horses, and I happen to
know, my dear, that you haven't
much choice at Happy Valley.
Pemmie's a grand feller, but you'd
never be able to find a companion
for him.”

Merle's heart began to sink.

“I'll have to find one somehow,"”
she declared. “Maybe I can train up
one of the cowboys' horses.”

Willlam Higegins shook his head.

“Doubt it, my dear. But that's not
the only obstacle I'm afrafd you've
left it too late."

“Too—too late?” stammered Mecrle.

He nodded.

“Yep. All entries have to be in by
this afternoon.”

“You mean i

Merle’s voice died away,

and the

blood drained from her face as My
Higgins pointed. B
“Look for yourself, my de¢ar,” he

said grufily,

Merle stared across at the sheriff's
office, and her heart sank as rhe saw
that the door was closed, saw that
inn the window was a card—a catd on
which were printed three words :

* CLOSED UNTIL TO-MORROW."

What a blow to all Merle’s hppes!
What can she do now? You will see in
next week's fine instalment.

N G
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