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WHO OWNED THE PUPPY?
H OME on, bpartner!” laughed
pretty, blue-eyed Sally Warner.
“It’s up to you now!” -

“heave it to me, Sally,” said Don,
and leant forward, rope ring in hand.
*“This one’s going right over the peg
—1 hope!"

The four Merrymakers were on the
games deck of the Ocean Star, the
College Ship en route for Australia,
and Sally and Doun were artners
against fair-haired Fay Manners and
Johnny Briggs in a game of deck
quoits. :

“Bet you a strawberry sundae you
miss it !” chuckled Johnny. ;

Don grinned and pitched the ring.

Lt the same moment there was a
scuffling, clattering sound. Scamper-
ing on to the pitch came the chubby
body of a young spaniel, a walking-
I stick held between his teeth,

Ei The rope ring was in the air.

puppy paused, and as he did so the

! stick tilted up sideways, so that the

! ring slipped neatly over it.

& There was a roar of laughter from
the chums,

“Well fielded !” cried Sally. “Why,
you clever boy!”

She leaned down and patted the
puppy, who wriggled ecstatically,
dropped the stick, and rolled over on
to his back, waving his legs in the
air, his little tail beating a lively
: tattoo on the deck.
:  “Where did you spring from?"

asked Johnny, tickling the puppy’s
ibs. “Nice little fellow! Never seen
him around before.”
H “No name on his collar,” said Fay,
! laughing as a° wet tongue curled
: round her. fingeis. “Isn’t he a pet?
i But—-"
z “Here's somebody now,” said Sally,

as the thud of footsteps sounded
behind them. “Must We his owner.”

She swung round, a smile on her
lips. But the smile guickly faded at
the sight of the angry-faced man: who
thrust past her, agitatedly grabbed
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up the stick, and glared at the
pupPPY.

“Little brute!” he gritted. “Coming
along and snatching my stick!” His
fingers closed convulsively around the
silver-knobbed stick, then he swung
on the chums. “Why don't you keep
the little beast under control? Any-
way, dogs shouldn't bhe allowed
aboard!”

He, made a lunge at the puppy as
he spoke, flipping it spitefully across
its soft muzzle.

Immediately the anegry red flared
into the chums' faces.

“I say, steady on!" growled Johnny
truculently. “It isn't our dog, as it
happens, but that's no reason why
vou should knock it about.”

“In any case, he’s only a . puppy.
He's just playing,” protested Sally.

“Not your dog?” the man ecchoed.
A startled look leapt into his eyes
and he starsd at the puppy, now
rapidly retreating down the deck
with his tail tucked well between his
legs. - -He gave a start. “Why, I
believe——"'

He said no more, and started off
rapidly down the deck in pursuit of
the puppy.

For a moment the chums stood
still, wondering at the man’s extreme
anger and agitation. They had seen
him once or twice before, limping
around the deck or going into the
dining saloon,.always leaning heavily
on his stick. But thers was no sign
of a lmp now, thought Sally fleet-
ingly, as she  watched his hurried
retreat.

“Come on, Merrymakers!” she said
guietly. “If he thinks he’s going to
“touch that puppy with his -stick he's
mistaken!" .

The chums needed no urging. Like
a flash they darted off, skimming
down_ the companion-way where the
man had disappeared. There was no
sign of him, however, when they
reached the corridor below. But from
around the corner came a low whim-
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pering, the sound of scratching, and

excited Iittle barks.
“Must have found his way lome,”
said Sally, smiling with relief as she

turned the corner and saw the puppy :
scrabbling at one of the closed cabin :
if there’s anyone :

doors. “Wonder

in?”

Just then the cabin door swung :
Framed in the doorway stood :

open,
a black-haired girl—very pretty, with
an amazingly fair skin, but with a
queer, almost frightened look in her
grey eyes. At sight of her the puppy

velped 1 joy and leapt up at her, his :
whines :

whole body wriggiing, eager
coming from his throat.

The girl gave a little cry.
stinctively her hand went out, and
then she stiffensd as Fay spoke :

“I'm so glad he’s found his mi
ttess;. And isn't he pleased to sce
you?"

“He's not mine—he isn't!"” There

was o queer, {rightened defiance in
the girl’s instant denial. “I don’t
know anything about him. 7et him

away from here!”

Sally & Co. stared at the girl, then
at ecach other, in dumbfounded
amazement., It was so obvious that
the dog knew her, that she was all
the world to him. So why the denial?
And why that attitude of fear?

“Down!” said the girl fiercely, for
once again the dog was leaping up.
“Go away—bad dog!"”

The puppy cringed down, his ears
drooping, his whole attitude one of
unhappiness, his large brown eyes
pathetically asking forgiveness. And
as the girl stared at him, Sally saw
her mouth quiver slightly.

_The girl’ was lying. Sally felt con-
vinced of that. But for what pur-
pose? It was utterly bewildering.
But even while Sally tried to puzzle
it out, footsteps sounded around the
corner.

With one movement the girl
stooped down; swept the dog up into
her arms,

“Very well,” she sald' hastily.

In- |



“Since the dog seems to like me, T'll
let him stay lor a Itttle while, I'll
find his ovmer late

And slam! went “the cabin door
right in the startled faces of the

chums,

“Well!" Johuny let out his breath
in an explosive gasn. “Is evaryone
around here cmzy9" he asked ind:
nantty. *If that. wasn't her dog I—TI'l1
eat my hat!’

“I'm sure it was her d * said Pay
hotly. “Fancy not want ng a sweet
little thing like that! She must be
awfully unkind.”

“I'm not =0 sure,” said Sally siowly.
“It seema2d to me that she thought
the world of that dog, but for some
reason didn't like to show it. She
seemed sort of—sort of scared,” she
added {)uzzledly. “Look here, ship-
mates, I suggest we hang around a bit
and see what happens.’

The rest of the Merrvmakers were
in .complete agreement, and they took
up a gosttton where they could see
the ecabin door, but not be seen by
ani:one en’ceringhor leaving.

hey did not have to wait tor long.
A few moments later there was a
click. ‘The cabin door opened. The
dark-haired girl, now wearing huge
dark glasses, peered quickly up and
down the corridor. aving satisfied
herself that It was deserted, she
darted back into the cabin, to re-
emerge with something concealed
under the voluminous travel coat she
was wearing. With another quick
look round, she darted down the cor-

ridor, making for the stairs at the

end,
“She’s goin % down into the hold!™”
whispered Sally excitedly. “And she’s

got' the pup under her coat. Come
on!"”

They slipped after the girl, careful
to keep out of sight. It was that
caution which slowed them up, for
when they reached the bottom of the
iron staircase she was nowhere to be
seen,

“Now, where——" began Dox.

Warningly Sally held up her hand.

“Listen!

The chums strained their ears.
Faintly they heard the sound of a
murmwring voice, of smothered little

yelps,

“She’s in No. 3 hold,”
Johnny. *“This way.”

Very silently they made their way
forward, peered into No. 3 hold. A
mountain of carefully stacked luggage
confronted them, but the voice was
louder now. As stealthily as cats,
they crept round, then all stopped in
ulter amazement.

For there indeed was the dark girl.
But what a different girl! Her dark
glasses had been discarded. She sat
on the floor, holding the quivering
little pupp¥1 in her arms, her face
buried in his soft fur, laughing a
little chokingly as every now and
again he twisted his eager head
round to bestow wet kisses over her

muttered

ace.

“Oh, Folly! Folly!" she choked.
“¥You adorable scamp! Forgive me,
Folly, for mwmgl to scold you—it
nearly broke my heart!” She hugged

the dog tightly again. ''But how did
you get away, you rascal? Don’t you
realise you nearly spoiled everything?
Oh, if only 1 could have you with
mne——"

There was a world of yearning in
her voice, a little sob that made the
tender-hearted Fay blink quickly
once or twice as she looked in be-
wilderment at her equally baffled

i she whispered husklly.
does it all mean? Why——

“Gosh, she looks as if she hates
parting with the dog at all!” mut-
tered Johnny dazedly. ‘Yet—oh gee,
of all the mysteries——

“What do you think is hbehind it,
Sall P asked Don.

n't know,” his chum murmured.
But Sally, despite het puzzlement,
felt a glow of happiness. So the girl
wasn't the unkind person the chums
had thought her. She loved the
?upwhwas miserable at being parted
rom
But why was she parted from him?
What was the mystery here?
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A BLUFF IN
THE HOLD

Before Sally could
do mwore than ponder

came the distant sound
of & voice from the
head of the stairs.
The gi.rl gave a violent start. With
Onebbqegmﬁ’ agmm e s
gral er. glasses,
on, then lea.pt te her mw the
puppy in iher arms. An open suit-
case stgod’ at her feet, with a leash
fixed inside it. Ouickw she fixed the
leash to th Puppys collar, and
patted as she placed him
gently in the stitease,

“Please, Folly,” she wmspered
“siayd there. And don't make a
SO

She hurried from the hold, brush-
ing gabt the place where the chums

stood concealed
“Well, that beats ail!” muttered
Johnny. “That pup does belcmg to

her, aiter all 1™
“And she loves it,”
“She’s terribly upm at
slowly.

hlde it away.
x‘ea]:met:! Sall)
g or

“‘Queer it is,’
“That glrl's scal
somebody, and in some way the dog’s
connected with it. I do wish we
could help her, poor thing! She
seems s0 unhappy—so frightened——""
Then . she paused, staring, for the
man with the stick, his face even
angrler than the last time the chums
saw him, had appeared in th: door-

said Fay softly.
h.aving to
queer.’

‘way of the hold,

“So you're here, eh?” he growled.
“Have you seen that dog anywhere
around?”

The chums Iinstinectively stiffened,
returning the man’s probing glare
calmly. But Sally's mind was n-
ning to race. After all this time, the
man couid not still be after the dog
to punish him fer the stick incident.
There was something more to his
determination to catch the dog than
that. Could he, for some strange
reason, ke the answer to why the girl
Was keepieg Folly concealed?

It se2m far-fetched, and yet the
gitl had "obviously recogmsed this
man’s volce from a distance. S8he had
turned pals, had hidden Folly away,
telling him to keep quiet.

And suddenly Sally remembered the
man's startled exclamation up on
deck when he had watched the buppy
running away: “Why, I believe——"

He helieved what? Could he have
recognised the dog then? There was
something decidedly fishy here. But
instinctively liking th=2 girl as she
1 t wasn't likely that Saily was
going to give away tuhe secret of
Folly's hiding-place,

“The dog?” she asked blandly.
“Which dog was that?’

sThe man's face turned a dark red.

“You know quite well which dog T
mean !" he said threateningly. “I've
got an idea it's down here, and if you
know anything about it you'd better
tell me. if you know what's good for
you !

Sally & Co. syed cach other, their
hewilderment growing. Also growing
was the antagonism they ielt to-
wards this blustering bully, and their
determination to keep him and the
dog wall away from each other.

“But I thought it wasn’'t your dog,”
said Don coolly, “so why do you want
it so badly?”

The man gave an unpleasant laugh.

“But I'm pretty sure he’s the dog
belonging to a Jittle croek,” he
gritted; “and if I'm right. then that
girl is akoard this ¢hip. She’'s gzot to
be found before she can %t up to her
thieving tricks again, do yvou
understand why it’s dangerous for
you to meddle in this business?”

Sally [elt a shock go throuzh her
as the man made that statement.
The gjrl & crook! Then zalmost in-
stantly her mind rejected the accusa-
tion., It wasn’t true. The girl might
look scared, but she certainly did not
look dishonest. In any case, 1t wasn’t
Sally’'s policy to condemn—or see
condemuned—anyone until they had
had a chance to explain.

She shot a look at Don, Fay, and

that proplem there . ence,”

-narTowing as from

Johnny, and, by their almmost imper-

cepti ocls, she knew they were
wlllin% to follow her lead. She smiled
amiably at the man,

“Well, thart certainly makes a differ-

admitted. “Naturally,

we'll’ help look for him. Let's begin

aver there,” she added, pointing to

the corner farthermost from the
puppy’s hldj.ng-p ace,

"Very well. Come on——"

And then the man paused, his eves
the direction of
the suitease came a plaintive little
whimper

'The dog!” he roared.,

He rushed off across the hold. In
consternation, the chums saw him
reach the suitcase, unleash the whim-
pering puppy, teke him out, and
thﬁl: snap another leash 1o his
collar.

He straishtened facing the chums.

"“So thought you could fool
me, eh"" ‘he almost snarled. “'Well,
just for that there’ll be trouble for
/ou over this! What's more, this

ittle tyke will lead me straight to the

girl I want to find—his mistress!”
And, with a sneering rin at the
kers, he strode of
FOLLY FINDS
THE SECRET
“We've got to warn

her!"” said Sally iran-
tically. "We must let
her know what's hap-
pened.”

Full of horror and
dismay, the chums watched the
puppy being led up the stairs, getting
a vicious jerk on the leash every now
and then as he made growling little
darts at the walking-stick the man
carried.

“At least we've got a start on that
rotter there,” Don pointed out. “We
do kmckl where her cabin is. Come on

ui "
_%hey darted up another staircase,
pelted towards the girl's cabin, ham-
mered frenziedly upon the door.
There was no reply :

“out!” muttered Johnny. “Now
what?”
They dashed out on deck, looking

around. grl was nowhere to be
seen. But eoming along the deck was
Folly, pulling eagerly at the leash
held by his triumphant. captor,
“Goeodness, they're making for his

mistress’ cabin!” gasped Fay in
dismay. "We must do something—
we must!”

But Sally was already doing some-
thing. She was remembering Folly"
craze for sticks. It was a slender
chance—but the only one. With a

uick movement, she snatched one of
the pegs belonging to the game of
peg quoits, and sent it spinning along
the deck right past the puppy’s nose.

l“f.:ollyag-1 ave a shrill bark of joy, jerk-
ing wildly at the leash. It caught
the man off his balance. He tottered,
almost fell. And in that moment
Folly was free, scampering along the
deck in_pursuit of the peg.

“Good little Folly!” cried BSally
cxultantly. “After him, shi pma.tes"'

They started forward. The man
did the same, while Folly, grabbing
the peg, pranced proudly about.
Suddenly he dropped it, and, with his
nose glued to t e deck and little
whimpering c¢ries coming from his
tnroat, raced forward.

His sudden change of direction
gave the man a lead over the chums.
With an agility which surprised and
alarmed the Merrymakers, he hurtled
lforward between the lHne of cabins.
Racing desperately to get ahead of
Him, the chums saw Folly pause,
Wwith an ccstatic little " Wufl,” he
reared up, pushed his two front paws
heavily against one of the cahin
doors. Tt shot inwards, precipitating
Folly head-over-heels into the cabin.

There was a startled cry from
inside the room.

“Folly! Oh, Folly——" -

The voice died away 1l:l a wild cry
ol alarm as, with a triumphant
bellow, the man crashed the door
wide open and stood accusingly on
the threshold.

_{Please turn to the back page.)
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Startling News About The Mysterious Glynn Tracy
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PENELOPE’S PLAN

ENELOPE CARTWRIGHT,
daughter of the headmaster of
Harcourt Abbey Boys' 8chool,

sympathised with a secret society call-
ing themselves the Grey Ghosts,
They were out to fight against the
tyranny of the bullying senior master,
Mr. Aspell, and for a mysterious boy
numed Glynn Tracy. .

Whewn Peneiope asked her father
about Glynn Tracy he refused to dis-
cuss him, and as he had complete con-
fidence in Mr. Aspell and did not
approve of Penelope taking part in
school affairs, she found it impossiblte
to open his eyes as to the senior
masier's bullying character.

Penelope knew that Mr. Aspell
neant. to set a trap for the Grey
Ghosts, and she determined to warn
them, thougih she knew that they did
not trust her. ;

She overheard the Grey Ghosts
talking in the Art Room, and as they
made to come out, she put into action
hier plan to save them,

“JYELP—help! The Grey Ghosts!”

L Her eyves dancing with excite-
ment., Penelope managed to infuse
e right amount of startled alarm
into her voice—and the cry was just
loud enough to ensure that the three
Fourth Formears in_ the Art Room
would hear it!

A moment of tense silence, then
abruptly the Art Room door burst
open, Hugh Mason jumped guickly
into the dim passage, dark eyes
alert, fists clenched.

“Miss Cartwright!” he gasped in
surprise.
Penelope fAuttered forward. all

feminine agitation.

In the doorway behind Hugh,
Harvey Doane and Bob Gower
appeared. They stared at her,
alarmed, uncertain. 19

Penelope saw the lightning, warn-
ing glance Hugh shot them—and she
admired the way he swiftly con-
trolled himseif. Only his dark eyes
showed puzzlement and alertness to
danger.

“Miss Cartwright—we heard vou
shout, uabout the Grey Ghosts!
What did you mean?”

She sensed the bovs' tenseness as
they awaited her reply

“Oh, it was awful "—she pointed a
trembling finger—* the flgure was
outside that door. One—one of the
Grey Glosts, crouching, seeming to
listen. I could not mistake it. Then
—-ph, dear—it fled!”

A swift, meaning look passed be-
Iween them. They relaxed a little
1 say!” muttered Bob., "It must
have been——-"

He cut short &8s Hugh nudged him

‘Quick, chaps!" ordered Hugh.
“Search along the passage. Try tu
iind out who it was—thats vital,"
he added meaningly.

Y Definicely,” murmured Harvey,
and for all his languid manner_ he
went ofl like & streak, sturdy Bob
doggedly at his heels.
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Hugh turned back, putting & hand
under her elbow.
“Miss Cartwright—I'm very sorry

abcut this, It must have been a
shock. You'd better sit down a
maoment."”

He opened the Art Room door and
carefully guided her inside.

And in that brief second Penelope

swiftly dropped in the doorway the-

note. she had scrawled a minute
hefore!

“ Part two of her daring plan was
on its way!

Hugh had pulled a chair forward;
with a fluttering sigh Penelope sa
down. .

*“Miss Cartwright, can I get you
some water?” he asked quietly.

His lean, good-looking face was a
little anxious, and more and more
she admired him. ¥For Hugh had no
reason Lo trust or like her—rather
to the contrary—and his mind must
have bheen intent on the further
activities of this ‘'mysterious No. 4,
yet "he was instinctively concerned
for her, ‘

“Thank you, I am better. But
walt "—she "peered up at him primly
—*"“why, goodness, aren't you the boy
concerned in that fuss about these
awful Grey Ghosts this morning?
Hugh Mason?”

“Yes. Miss Cartwright,” he said
rather curtly. -

“I—I'm glad nothing was proved
against you 2

The words came out impulsively,

frankly. . Bhe was unguarded, and
perhaps there haud bheen a sparkie in
her eves, for he looked at ‘her
sharply. curiously.

“Why, thank you, -Miss Cart-
wright,”” he said slowly, “But 1
thought-—" )

- Penelope could have kicked .herself
for the slip—for acting out of
character, but fortunately Hugh had
no time to dwell on it, as heavy foot-
steps sounded on the stone passage
at that moment. E

. The rugged-faced Gower hurried
in :

*No sign, Hugh! The fellow obvl-
ously dodged down the back stair-
case.” He lowered his voice, casting
a rather grim, distrustful g'lance at
the hack of Penelope's head. * Hugh,”
he whispered, “it must have been
this No. 4!v

Hugh quickly touched his arm for
caution, . :

Harvey Doane lounged in, immacu-
late as ever, for all his speedy dash
down the passage.

*Nothin’ doing, Hugh," he drawled.
“These — er — Grey Ghosts are
tricky——"  He hesitated, starting,
and then, his long face still fmpas-
sive, he made a lightning swoop at
the floor, scooped up the ' note,
swiftly scanned it, then slipped .it
into Hugh’s hand. .

* Ah, Miss Cartwright "—he turned
and gravely, solicitously stepped to
her side. cleverly mgsking the other
two—"allow me 1o adjust your
cushion. Most upsettin' for you—
definitely.”

The Tourth
~_ GREY
HOST

By DOROTHY PAGE

“ Thank you,"  said Penelope
primly. -

Inwardly she was delightedly
gurgling, immensely appreciating

Harvey's little ruse to give Hugh and
Bob a chance to study her note.
The note that said:

“"YOUR MESSAGE ABOUT AB-
BOT'S ROOM :FELL INTQO WASP'S
HANDS. HE IS LAYING TRAP FOR
YOU TO-NIGHT—THE 4th GREY
GHOST.” . : :

Her mission had succeeded. She
had warned and saved them—with-
out them suspecting the real truth
atout No. 4 for one second!™

“Miss Cartwright "—Hugh stepped
forward, his voice amazingly steady
—*"just rest a few moments, while
we have & final.look round. Come
on, chaps!” #

They hurried from . the .Art Room
—and as the door closed Penelope
became a bhundle of activity that
would have amazed them.

She guessed Iinstantly that tihe
Grey Ghosts wanted to discuss the
vital note. What would they think?
What would they do? Four light-

ning steps took her to the door. She
listened, breath held.
It was as she suspected. They

were outside, talking in whispers. .

* ... if this note 'is true—and I
don't see how we can doubt No.' 4
now,” Hugh was saying tensely,
“he's saved us again!: We've escaped

a trap! But even so—we're beaten
—idished ¥
Penelgpe’s expression changed.

What did Hugh mean?

“Don't you -see” continued the
koy, “the Wasp now knows we're in-
terested in Abbot's Room. After to-
night he'll be constantly on  the
alert, probably have it locked up and
barred! For Glynn Tracy's sake
we've got to ‘get into that room
quickly, but how—how on earth is it
to be done?” .

PENELOPE
RECEIVES A SHOCK

" Oh, Zimmy — what
now?"

Penelope drew back
slightly from the door.
She had not foreseen
this aspect of the casc
fmportance of getting

—the wital
into Abbot's Room,

Once again this mysterious Glynn
TTracy had cropped up!

She heard & soft murmur oi talk,

then Bob Gower's
aEgressive voice:
“Look here, let's get rid of Miss
Cartwright—first i
Penelope whirled and [lushed hack
her seat. And as she did so' =

louder, Iore

to
gleeful smijle curyved her lips—for in-
spiration had come.

The door opened and Hugh led the

ay in.

“I'm afraid there's no sign of the
boy, Miss Cartwright,” he said coolly.

Penelope sat. up. Her glanoce flashed
over them. Thelr anxiety was con-
cealed. Harvey’'s face was sleeplly :
impassive; Bob Gower looked.at her
with frank distrust: Hugh was again
quietly courteous, with just that hint
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of uncertainty, curiosity in his steady
aze

Mies Cartwright,”
Bob, “what were you_doing
n this passage, anyway? There's
only the Art Room here.”

. Penelope hid a thrill. -This was
{igst. the lead she wanted—tc help
hem. B,
“I wished to see Mr, Aspell on an
errand, for my father,” she answered
.mm%. " Can it be I was misdirected?
Ah, boys, what a pity he wasn't here
Just now! He is very keen to catch
these awful Grey Ghosts, isn't he?”

“Very,” said Hugh rather grimly.

“In  fact,” continued Penelope
gravely, “he is visiting my father to-
night  at eight o'clock—to report, I
think, on the result of some plan he
has of catching these hoys!”

She noted the lightning glance that
passed between them.

“And then he’s going to stay on
with my father,” continued Penelope
brightly, “discussing daddy’'s work on
ﬁgeog' monastries of England, you
ho?_ga[n, the swift glance between the

"Ihcldexmny,
owled

. "i’ou mean."” put in Hugh quickly,
that Mr. Aspell will be with your
father from eight o'clock onwards—

for some time?”

“Oh, ves, indeed,” nodded Penelope,
thrilling to see how they were selzing
on her information. " Whatever
happens, daddy will want to press
ahead with his work, and dear Mr,
Aspell's assistance will, of course, he
invaluable.”

She rose, primly
frock—but did
“thumbs up”
other two!

Penelope was hard put not to show
her glee.

Her idea had got home to them—
and it was, she knew, a good one.

Mr, Aspell would lay his trap at
seven o'clock, After an hour's fruit-
less wait—at the very most—he would
certainly decide the trap had failed,
that the Grey Ghosts had been
warned somehow, ’

And as he had & definite appoint-
ment with her father at eight o'clock
—then eight o’clock was obviously the
rllzht_. if daring, moment to strike!

And equally obviously Hugh had
seized upon the idea.

“Well., hoys, 1 must not forget my
errand!” she announced. * Thank you
for your help, Now if you would
direct me to Mr, Aspell— "

" Of course,” said Hugh. * On up
the main staircase to the top land-
- ing.  Masters’ rooms are there, the
rooms lettered. You can't miss it.”
‘Thank you,” swid Penelope - with

smoothing her
not miss the quick
signal Hugh gave the

dignity.

The door closed. For a second
Penelope paused.

She just caught a quick, excited
“whisper from Hugh: )

“Chaps —our chance! Eight
o'clock

" Oh, Zimmy—done it!" Penelope

&leed, as she skipped down the corri-
dov, golden flecks of fun and triumph
in her brown eyes, “They trust
No. 4 now—hut they won't suspect
me in the slightest.”

Her heart was joyous. It was
grand to have lelped those three!
Feeling on top of the world, she
skimmed p the main staircase.

Fortunately, the whole school wa:;
at prep now, and there was 1o one to
observe this surprisingly tombeyish
trait in Miss Cartwright's supposedly
rim and proper nature.

She reached the top landing at a
run—and then hastily fell into a slow
and dignified walk.

little way along the passage
Jinney, the elderly porter, was col-
lecting the masters’ evening mali
from & small hox on the wall.

Penelope approached, preparing for
a prim “good-evening.”

ut. she did not speak the words,
for her lips suddenly dropped apart,
and brown eyes became fixed in a
etare of dumbfounded wonder. d

For there it was—that name!

“Glynn Tracy!" she gasped.

She hlinked, stared again. realiy
startled. Bur there was no mistake,
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Beside the post-box was a big,
highly polished oak board on rhe wall.
In gold lettering across the bead was
the inseription:

HARCOURT HONOURS BOARD.

And under the date, 1947, the name
that had so immeasurably intrigued
and baflled her seemed to’jump oui
like a blow,

GLYNN TRACY.

A jovous, thrilled smile slowly
curved Penelope's ml.;?s; ‘There was
still much_ that re ned a mystery:
but here—here at last was something
that cleared any doubt from bher
mind. - -

Glynn Tracy must have been =z
member of Harcourt Abbey last term
—and a highly honoured member at
that—to be on this board!

“Miss  Cartwright — you
Master Tracy?” . .

The porter's surprised, curious voice
brought her back to the present, She
turned, trying to conceal her intense
excitement,

“Why—mnot exactly, Jinner. I—I
have heard his name mentioned. But
you must have known him—of
course! He must have been a fine boy
to_have his name up there i

Her voice [altered uneasily, for a
look of contempt had spread on the
porter’s face. .

“By rights, Miss Cartwright.” he
said sharply, “his name shouldu't he
up there after: " He cut ofl. a&s if
conscious of having said too much.

“Why — why, Jinney " — Penelope
fried to smile—" what do you mean?”

He fidgeted uncomfortably,

“I'm sorry, Miss Cartwright, I
shouldn't have said anyvthing. I—I
just saw red a moment when you
spoke his name. You see, I'n one of
the few that know the truth ahout
Master Glynn Tracy.”

A slow horror stole over Peneiope.
killing her joyful excitement oi
seconds before. Oh, what was this?
With a great effort she masked her
apmehension. N

“Jinney,"” she said, trying to feign

know

casualness, “ you needn’'t mind saying-

anything to me—the headmaster’s
daughter. I shan’t say anything.
Tell me—it—it's so interesting, What
was the truth about Glynn Tracy?”

The porter hesitated, glancing uy
and down the passage.

* Miss Cartwright, I don’t know that
I should 1

“Please, Jinney!"”

" Well, then—it was only bhecause
Mr. Cartwright, your father,
wanf a scandal that his name stays
up there. None of the boys know
that the boy they thought a hero was
—Was I

“ Was—what?”

“Was the worst yvoung <coundrel
this school has ever known, miss;
that although most evervone thought
he'd left just normal like, he was
really slung out in disgrace!"

THE GREY
GHOSTS IN PERIL
Those words hiy

Penelope like a hlow.
She felt dazed.
“Jinney——""
“ Excuse me, ImMiss,

Please don't suy any-
I must go now 5

thing.
Instinctively her hand went ocut to
stop him. She must learn more.

But as she moved she realised
another reason for his sudden desive
to go. Mr. Aspell had emerged irom
& door farther along the passage.

Jinney shot the master a warv
glance of dislike, touched his can to
Penelope, and moved away with his
letters. i .

* Ah, my dear Miss Cartwright—--"

The master came up; gown Howing
about his lean figure, very white
teeth bared in the ingratiating smile
she so disliked.

Penelope somehow forced a prim,
answering smile. !

“Oh, Mr, Aspell, my father
dered i youw would lend Lhim

won-
yeuk

“hook on the History of Harcourt,”

didn't

‘going

she
said. *“ He'd like to have It now as he
Monastries of

is wor‘liri'ps on

land.

“Of course—delighted! I will get it
for you.” He ¥la.nced down at his
watch. "I shall be seelng the Head
later—perhaps with some very im-
portant tidings, Miss Cartwright!
Very important!”

slow, cruel smile touched the
thin face with its hooked nose and
bright, hard eyes.

Penelope knew what was. in his

mind. The trap for the Grey
Ghosts!  But her thoughts were no:
on that. She hardly knew what Mr

Aspell said, what she said, when he
produced the book from his study,
She took it, hastening down through
Junior House, her mind on ene thing
only—the sénsational, disturbing qdis-
covery she had made about Glyuu
Tracy!

“Oh, goodness!” she Dbreathed.
“Have I been wrong all along? Have
I really been helpln% a rotter in some
way? Jinney obviously spoke the
truth—he knows. Penny, what does
it mean?” :

Her mind in a dismayed whir!, she
found herself back at the head-
master’s private house in the grounds.
. "Penelope, wherever have you been
all rthis time?”

She looked up with a start. Her
futher was standing in the iyront
porch. Hastily she composed her
features. But her father's grey, pene-
trating eves sharpened.

* Penelope, you look pale, What has
been happening?”
“I~I didn't know Mr. Aspeli's

room, daddy,” she gasped hastily. her
heart beating fast. Oh, daddy mustn 't
stuspect anything! "“I'm.sorry I was
such a time. Here is the book >

He took it, nodding rather sternly.

“I see—you have been. hurrying,
Penelope!” he accused. “You have
heen overdoing it, forgetting how
frail you are.”

“I'm all right, daddy—yeally,” she
said softly, “but I think I will go to
my room, and—and rest, or sort my
musi¢, or something guiet.”

He nodded, patting her shoulder.
She entered the house, hurried up to
her room, and plumped herself down
on the eiderdown of her hed.

“ Oh, Peuny—Penny,” she miittereds
" What is this? Glynn Tracy did some-
thing awful. Hugh and the others
are lelping him in some way—and
youre helping them!”

She bhanged clenched fists on hoer
Kknees. .

“But it doesn’t make sense—it
doesn't. I just know Hugh is wizard.

He couldn't help a rotter, But sup-
posing the Grey Ghosts don't know
the true Glynn Tracy? Jinney said
only a. few knew about—about what
really happened.”

She Jeapt to her feet, and strode
about the pretty little bedroom.

Oh, what was she to make of iL?
What had happened last term?

Time pgssed. By now, she sudden!s
realised, the tyrannical Mr. Aspel:
would be taking up his fruitless posi,
A ghost of a smile touched her lip:,
It vanished.

" And soon the Grey Ghosts will be
into | action,” she mutterced.
" Are they doing something for u
rotter without knowing it?”

In desperation to try to clear her
mind, she in fact got out her music-
case and bhegan sorting the sheets.
But she broke off doing that and she
Took out the spare Grey Ghost rohe
rom her chest of drawers.

She stared at its rustling folds,
thrilling slightly, still trying to sort
This matter out—to decide what she
must do.

., penny,” siic told herself ruefully,

hi= isn't just a wizard adventure.
Ji—it's getting much bigger—more
bailing." Abruptly her peinted chin

came up.  “But I'm certain of oune
thing at least—Mr. Aspell is n mean
wvrant, and I hope the Grey Ghosts
dizh him! I just know they're top:.
But—but this Glynn Tracy i}

S0, ruminating worriedly. the tinie

(Please furn to the bael: page.)
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This Week The Holiday Célmpers Stage An '_Election

LORES

< Uakher

By HAZEL ARMITAGE

DOLORES PUZZLES THE CHUMS

AT ROCKWELL and her chum,
Chris Caslon, who were staying at
Westonmouth Holiday Camp, dis-

covered that a secret connected with
Chris’ dead uncle was hidden in Spy
Tower on near-by Dartfleet Island.

Dolores Belqrave Bellamy, a beauti- -

ful, weulthy girl, staying at the camp,
was nlso after the secret.

Spy  Tower belonged to Admiral
Harducre, who owned the island, He
told the chums that he would only
sllow the person who took the part
of empress in the forthcoming regatta
to enier the tower, and then only on
regatta day. "

As the role of empress called for a
really expert diver, Pat felt that she
would be chosen. But, to her dis-
may, Dolores also offered to take the
role of empress.

(*HRIS and Pat stared in blank
amazement at Dolores. They
kuew she was not a good diver and,
iherefore, were utterly taken aback
by her claim that she should be con-
sidered for the role of empress.
"You mean—you really mean that
vou would do that dive from the Spy
Tower?” Pat gasped.
“Absolutely I Dolores laughed.
“Why not?" she added. “If you can
do it, Pat, why not me?"”
“But, dash it, we've never seen you
ligh dive!™ Chris expostulated.
“You've never seen me do.a lot of
things,” Dolores said severely. “You'd

really he surprised, my dear Chris, if .

Pj'ou knew some of the things I can
0.
putting one's mind to it, and--well,

'Im putting my mind to this—Ilike
anything, We’re friends, Pat, and I
like vou immensely, but I not
going to let you have everything your
own way,” she added, with a smile
that robbed the words of thelr sting.

“Good for you!"™ Lucy Day cried.

“And s0,” Dolores went on, “I also
enter the lists for the honour of play-
ing empress at the regatta. And if
that's O.K. with everybody——"

There was a murmur—approving,
applauding. Everybody was looking
happily excited now. Such a spirit
of good-humoured rivalry appealed to
them all. But still Pat stared at
Dolores, wondering all at once what
new scheme this consummate actress
had in mind, and still convinced,
despite Dolores' s.iaparent sincerity.
that all this was biufl.

“OXK. it is!” Bruce said heartily.
“At least, ns far as I'm concerned.
Anybody any objections?”

“I'll say not,” Willis Green said.

"Anybody else want to put them-
selves forward, the understanding
being, of course, that they’ll have to
do_the dive from Spy Tower?"

Dead silence. A pood many gitls
there wolw.d have liked to become
empress, bhut there was. not one of
&l{wm anxious to risk that daring

ve,

S0 be it!" Bruce sald cheerfully.
“Then that leaves a clear field for
Pat and Dolores. And, in my opinion,
ihere's only one way to settle their
claims-—hy an election. Can't manage

. that beifore this evening, I'm afraid,
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fischief

It's all a matter, of course, of-

but I'll let yvou know the
time later. Meantime,

VASS the word
around——"

“And  may the best

girl win!” Dolores

laughed. *“Gosh, this is

going to be fun! I hope you don't

mind, Pat, but I'm going to do my
level hest to beat you, you know!"

“And are we going to back you up!"”
Lucy Day enthused.

“And aren’t we going to back up
Pat!” cried Muriel Dale, amid =a
hearty chorus of * Hear, hear!” from
Willis Green and a crowd of others.

Pat had ‘o force herself to smile,
though there was certainly no light-
ness in her heart. Though it went
against her will, knowing the mockery
that lay behind the gesture, she took
Dolores’ hand as impulsively that girl
thrust it towards her. And then a
great cheer went up as the'two rivals
shook hands, and as Dolores broke
into a rippling laugh which belied the
cold, measuring look in her eyes.
And then, with everybody in a mood
of high exuberance, the lunch bell
went.

Good-humouredly the crowd spilit
up. There was a high - spirited
scamper to the restaurant, and much
buzz and chatter as the meal was
consumed. For the moment the
regatta itseil had takea a back seat
in the excitement of the coming elec-
tion. From then until lunch was
finished it was all election talk, and
one great guestion was on every lip
and in every mind.

Who would win—Pat or Dolores?
Who was destin=d to besthe empress
when the regatta took place?

There was o cheer for Pat and

Chris when, just beiore the meal
ended, they rose and, nodding,
walked towards the door. It was a

cheer, Pat noticed, in which Dolores
hypocritically joined, waving merrily
as she did so. Pat smiled, ing to
gauge from the volume of cheering
exactly how many likely supporters
she had. But that proved difficult to
estimate.

Back in their chalet, she and Chris
faced one another, Chris was looking
a little grim and anxlous as she
realised what was at stake.

“Pat, what is Dolores' game, do you
think?” she asked.

“Obviousiy to win the election and
become empress,” Pat replied. - “And
we know why she wants to do that

“So that she'll be the one shut up
in the Spy Tower on regatta day,”
Chris said, and her eyes flashed.

“Exactly. And heing left alone in
the tower will enable her to search
for the secret hidden there,” Pat
pointed out. “Oh, yes, that's her
game all right, but what puzzles me
is how she hopes to wangle out of
that high dive.”

“It certainly is baffling,” agreed
Chris. “We know she’s no diver, so
she'd never dare attempt it, but——
Oh, blow Dolores and her tricks!"”
she ended. "They can walt. What we
have to concentrate on at the
moment is stopping her being elected.
COtme on! Let's start canvassing for
votes,”

She led the way out of the chalet,
but on the veranda she stopped.

“Oh, great pip!" she cried. “Just
look at that!™

Pat alsc stared, and she gasped as
she saw a small procession, headed by
Lucy Day, marching dowrn the road
between the chalets, All the boys
and girls in it were shouting-Dolores’
name, and three of them carried
striking placards: - i

“VOTE FOR DOLORES."
“"DOLORES FOR EMFPRESS.”
"RALLY NOW IN THE CAFE."

chgf two chums looked at each

THE
ELECTION
',3;1 For a moment the
(G chums  stood there,
‘> staring in dismay at

<

the procession, then
Chris plucked at Pat's
sleeve,

“Come on! Let's follow and see
what's in the wind,” she urged. *“Our
canvassing must wait.”

They fell in behind the procession
and entered the cafe after it. It was
to find the gaily decorated room on
the clifi-top crowded, and the centre
of attraction was Dolores. A bundle
of pound notes in one hand, a glass
of lemonade in the other, she stood
against the counter, and, as. the
chums entered, several of her sup-
porters toasted her. Dolores smiled
happily, and threw another pound
down on the counter.

“Let everyone have all they want,”
she told the woman in charge. “The
treat’s on me.” Then she gave a
whoop as she saw the chums standi:
in the doorway. "Hallo, rivals!" she
called, “Come amongst us! Ovder

‘But, here, wait u minute!"” Lucy

x an_ything you like!"

Day expostulated. “They're the
enemy!" J
"Rivals, Lucy —not enemies”

Dolores replied. “And friendly rivats
at that, even though the prize is an
empress’ crown. Grab a glass, Pat!
And you, Chris! And here,” Dolores
merrily added, holding her own on

high, “is to the purple rohes of
Rome!”
.“And may Dolores wear ‘em!"”

someone shouted.

“After,” Chris countered, “Pat has
finished with 'em! I'm sorry, people,
that we haven't the money Dolores
seems to have to chuck about——"

"Oh, Chris—aow, now!” Dolores
chided. “Don't be jealous! Don't I
always spend mongy on my friends? .
And shan't 1 wo on spending it,
whethel' I'm made empress or not?
Pat, here’s to you!" she added falsely.
“I hope all-who don’t vote for e
vote for you!” )
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There was a cheer. An enthusiastie
cx'y of i “Pal! Pat!” as glasses werc
raised.

“And here's to Dolores!” whooped
Lucy Day. “Wha says Dolores shan't
he em&n‘es&s?"

for one!”

“Well, I joé;a:ly well do
Chris retorted.  “Dash it. there
wouldn't have heen any talk  of
empress ii Pat hadwn’'t had the idea

in the first place!”

- "Fair enough,” supported Willis
ree1il.
“And there wouidn't have been any

Dartfieet Island if Dolores hadn't

fired it with the admiral,” Hetty
Grayle retorted.

"Right again! Good old Dolores!
Vote for Dolores!”

“And vote for Pat!™ eried Muriel
Dale.

Immediately the cafe was full

of noisy excitement, But it was all
good-humoured. And good-humoured
the campaign continued to be,
though, as the afternoon wore on,
‘excitement became more and more
intense, .

Definitely, Dolores meant husiness,
and she avas obviously determined to
make her money hel&l all it could.
Several times during e alternoon’s
canvassing Pat and Chris saw her
linerally treating her supporters.

oIt money ecan win  votes, then
Dolores’ll get em all'" Chris snorted.
“But she won’t get away with it—not
When the election comes. Pat, how
de vou think we stand now?"

"1 don't know." . Pat looked a hit
worried, “As jar as I can judge, :he
odds are a bit ¢n Dolores at present,
But, as you say, there’s 1o indication
as to what inight take place when the
election comes of. Hallo! Here's
Willis Green & Co. Let's sound

then.
Willis Green and  three of his

chwms came swinging along. They
stopped as Clhiris hailed them.
"How's it going, Pat? Going to

win?"

“Well,” Pat smiled. “that's up to
you. €an we rely on your vote?”

Willis nodded “+igoro.asiy.

“I'll say vou ean. I iniended to
vote for you, anywav, hut alter the
way Dolores has been throwing her
moiey ahout——"' He made a
grimace of disgust. “It’s not cricket,
if you ask me-—trying to win votes by
treating people.”

“That’s what Iots of campers feel,”
put in Muriel Dal=, “It's turhed quite
a number of them aver to you, Pat.”

Pat and Chris exchanged gleeful
glances, It was good to know that
101 once the mischiel-maker had over-
reached herself, Her - genernsity
looked like having the opposite effect
to that intended.

And as Willis and Muriel walked
nwtt;iy the cemp loudspeakers boomed
out.

“Listen. people! Listen, all! Every-
hody interested in voting. for the
legatta empress come now to the
main recreation-room, where the elec-
tion will take place. Hurry, pleasze!
All voters must be in hy half-past six,
alter which the doors will he closed.'

ff the chums raced [or the main
reereation-room, joining the excited
stream that was flooding through the
doors. Bruca was there on the p:lat-
iform, and with him two of the camp
stafl.  Dolores, brightly heaming, was
reated at his side. He signalled Pat
0 take a place beside her.

A lew minutes later half-past six
ehimed. and Bruce rose to his leet,

0, Close the doors!"” he said:
and when it had veen done he hriefly
introduced the rivils, then called for
a count,

There were a
voters in the roon "

“Right-ho ! Bruce said. “Let's et
on with the job., My assistants here
will net as tellers, und the ballot will
be taken in the usual way. all you
have to do is 10 put a cross agninst
the name of the girl you :avour. '

The ballot papers, bearing the type-
written names ol Dolores and Put,
were  handed oui. Pal  watched
tensely as she saw heads bent, as rhe
heard the multers snd saw  the
pencils moving.

And then, while that excitemeint
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hundred and ten
1.

nervously mownted, the tellers moied
out and collected the filled bzllog
papers, took them to a small Luble
on the far side of the platform. snd
hegan the counting. A
expectant silence fell,

At last one of the tellers ‘urned.

“Votes counted, =ir," le said 19
Bruce. 3
Everybody sat tense as Bruce

nodded, and.a slip of paper giving
the result was placed hefore him.
And then, as he rose, Pat held hev
hreath, .

At last the ballot was finished. The
m‘eat); question now was—who hud
won ?

e —

PAT CHALLENGES
HER RIVAL

While evervone
watched tenscly, Bruce
consulted the slip af
I'aper in  his hand,
and  his eves onened
wide as he scanned the
figures written there. Then he locked
U

iD.

“The result,” he satd, “is a e, Both
Dolores and Pat have each got fifty-
five votes.”

What do

Gasps of dismay went up.

“We've just got to find another W&y
out of this,"” Bruce declared, “If any-
one has any ideqs, please speak up.”

He paused, hopefully inviting sig-
gestions. Next to her, Pat saw that
Dolores, frowning now, was thinking
{furicusly, Thé result’ of the hallot
had ohviously bheen an unpleaszansg
dizappointment to her, and. obviously
now. she was tryinz to think D some
Dolores-favoured means of overcom-
ing it. Suddenly—just as Pat's own
idea came—she saw her rival's face
light up, her lips open. But iefore
Dolores could volce a word, Pat Dher-
self had jumped to her feet,

"L know!" she cried,"

"Yes?”

“Supposing,”  Pat suggested, ‘“‘we
Mmake a competition of it? upnos-
ing

“Just,” Dolores gushinzly enthusad,
“what I was going to -suggest, Bruce,
How clever of you, Pat, to think of
the same idea! Let's make & track
race of it.’

There was a murmur,
began to creep back into i
the hearers as expectantiy they
looked at Pat.

“I wasn't thinking of a race.” Pat
said. “After gll, this has nothing to
with racing.” My own idea Was 8
competition that fits the event, and,
seelilg we wallt to make sure we have
the best diver—well, what's wrong i
making a diving competition of jt5"
]";eBgtween you and Dolores?” Briice

we o

Excitement
the taces of

as

“Yes, that certainly
it Willis Green cried,

Another pause, with excitement
seething again, and with immediate
approval fegistering - itself on everv
Tace there. Pat saw Dolores for &
moment glance at her: saw those
lovely eyves of hers narrow in gleam-
ing, thwarted fury. But at once Pat's
suggestion caught on, Iis appropri-
ateness appealed immediately. There
was a shout, drowning the words
Dolores uttered.

“Tops, Pat! A great idea'"

“A whizzer!” Bruce Feitham agreed
warmly. “But whuat are the details,
Fat? Where do you propose the com-
petition to he neld? We can'y very
well stage it on Dartfeet Isiand—__>

"Rather not,” Dolores said guickly.
“I-think » S _

"I wasn't suggesting we staged it
from Dartfleet Island,” Pat salg. -
mile down the coast—at Lobster
Point-—there’s one of those old, high
Martello towers. It would be & pretiy
good test to dive from the top of thar,
and I don’t see why it shouldn’y be
done, especially when the tide is full,
as it will be to-morrow morning, If
Dolores is willing-——» ;

There was a_shout. Definiiely the
idea had caught the imagination of
the crowd. Once again Pat saw the
celd, turious slitter in her rival's

would sertie

breathless,.

eves, alid she knew then that Dolores
was as afraid of that suggestion as
she swas at the prospeet of diving
from’ the Spy Tower, But outwardly
she was smiling. -

“Well, of course,” she said, “if
evervhody wishes it, then. I'm in.”
She shook her head a little, smiling
with false  affection at her rival,
“You really are.dreadfully keen 1o e
the empress, aren’t you, Pat?" -

"L am," Pat admitted. “‘Very keen
igdeqe_d. But do you agree to my
idea?” -

Dolores hesitated, then nodded. .

“Qr course,” she said. *‘And again,
Pat, I hope the best girl wins.
Biruct;._ when does this contest take
plice?”

“To-morrow — before breakfast.”
Bruce briskly decided. “The tide will
be in then, which means that the
water will be nice and deep. “What
1ime? ‘Well, suppose we AX it for
half-past seyan?” . .

And fixed at that time it was. In
great jubilation the meeting broke
up.  Gleefully Pat and Chris rushed
off to their own chalet, feeling apain
that victory was theirs,

"Who savs we haven't got Dolores
sevmn up now?" Chris asked. “I'm
certain she hates the idea of a diving
contest.”

“Hate it Or not,” Pat dimpled, “she
can’t jolly well wriggle out of it. Or
can she?”’ che sdded thoughtfully.
“She's cunning enough even now to
think up some wheeze! ; yote we
Keep a close watch on her.'

Chris nodded, and keep an eve on
the mischief-maker they did. Doleres,
0 course, speedily became aware of
the fact, but she made no effort to
avoid their vigilance. She seemed,
rather to Pat's disapproving bewilder-
ment, to he enjoying herselt—seemed,
in fact. more utterly self-assured and
confident than ever. Pat was puzzled
and not a little uneasy, What was
Dolores’ game?

She was still trying—unsuccess-
fullv—to puzzie that out when she
went to bed that night. In_ the
morning. with ‘the first Peep of the
sun through the window, she and
Chris were up. Pat at once dressed
herself in the swim-suit she would
wear in the diving competition, and
went along to the ablution hut' with
Chris for a refreshing splash in cold
water. It was as the c¢hums were
leaving the hut that Chris caught

Pat's arm,
Dolores! What is she

“Pat. look !
up to?”

Instinctively Pat drew back into
the porchway of the hut. She stared.
Just below was Dolares’ chalet, and
out of that chalet Dolores had now
emerged. They saw her softly leck
the door of the chalet, saw her look-
round-—quickly, furtively, then, after
@ moment's hesitation, hurry along
the path that led to the sea, again
anxtously glancing over her shoulder
as she did s0. Pat's eyes glimmered.

“She’s up to something—and some-
thing pretty fishy,” she said: “Come
oun. Chris! This is where we get on
Lo _the game, whatever it is}’

Together the chums ‘stale after
Dolores, who had now entercd the
woods. 1t was not difficuit in the
dewy grass to follow the fresh tracks
she had left, and when they emerged
{rom the trees they caught sight of
her again, fifty yards ahead, heading
aloiig  the coastline, Pat's  eyes
gleamed more fiercely than ever.

“She's making for the Martelio
tower,’ she breathed. “We might
have guessed she had some scheme
on there, Chris, Gosh, what is the
girl's game?"

“Follow! Find out!” Chris said.

And stealthily 1hey iollowed the
trail, little guessing that Dolores was
acutely aware of their presence: little
guessing that Dolores was chuckling
1o _hersels.

Not for a moment did elther of the
chums guess the real scheme (hat
was in their rival’s mind. Not for a
moment did it dawn upon them that
they were_ bhlindlvy  walking into
another of Dolores' ingenious traps!

What is Dolores up to now, and wHl|
Pat and Chris fall into her trap ? See
next Friday’s thrilling instalnient.
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Nothing Disturbed Larry—He Seemed To Have An Answer For Everything And Everybody

LARRY IS NOT WELCOME

ERLE WASON believed that a

secret, vigal to the future of her

- home, Happy Valley Ranch, was

lﬁiigden in a trophy called the Gold
er, i

She encountered a strange young
cowboy named Larry Denvers.
Although he had once been employed
by Merle’s enemy, Nathanijel Garsten,
a neighbouring rancher, Larry de-
clared himself her friend, and stated
that he would come to Happy Valley
and work for her,

Merle learnt that the Gold Rider
Wwas a prize at a relay race to be held
at the Red Hill Rodeo. ‘When she
went to Red Hill to enter for it, how-
ever, she discovered that hot only
wauld she need z second horse for the
race, but that it was too late to enter,

L] . 4 .

»
THE sheriff's office closed!
In_blank dismay, Merle stared

at the office window. It seemed that
Al hope of her winning the im-
portant Gold Rider trophy had gone.

William Higgins, her uncle's old
[riend, patted her sympathetically on
the shoulder, then strolled away. At
that moment the office door opened
wnd a gaunt, grizzled man, wearing a
oig brass star in his shirt, emerged,

Undoubtedly it was the sheriff, just
about to go home, and eagerly rie
‘ushed across to him and asked if he
ouldn't possibly accept her entry,
He shook his head. g

" 'Fraid not. You're too late, miss,”
1e said. “ The entry sheet’s closed.
‘n fact, I was just about to post it
.

And he heid uﬁ the rolled sheet of
paper he clutched in one hand.
Forced to admit defeat, Merle nodded
and miserably watched him nail the
list to a post,

1 wouder whether Garsten’s put
g l:m entry,” she murmured sud-
enly.

She looked across at the notice,
aind the top name seemed to leap out
and hit her between the eyes,

" Celia Garsten.”

So_the rascally rancher's own
daughter was to compete! And as
Merle saw the names of the two
horses entered beneath Ceila’s name
she gave a startled gasp.

“Brown Dan and Hurricane!” she
exclaimed. ''Why, they avre two reai
thoroughbreds! The Garstens must
haveI bought them specially for this
race!l”

In consternation, she stood there.
Though Celia was not a particulariy
good rider, with two such magnificent
mollimts as these she was bound to do
well.

The possibility that her enemies
might secure the vital trophy—might
after all cheat her out of the secret
that meant so mueh to the future of
Happy Valley Ranch—drained the
blood from her cheeks.

It was little consoclation to know
that even if she had been able to
enter herself she would have stood
little chance against her wealthy

rival. i
“I'm a better rider than Celia, and

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—4.0.48

Pommie's

every bit as good as Brown
Dan,” she murmured, “hut I'd never
be able to find a second mount to
beat "

ea

And then she stopped, for as the
sheriff, his work done, stepped away
from the notice she had a good view
of all the names printed there.

“I must be dreaming!” she gasped.
“It can't possibly be true!”

Incredulously she stared at the list,
But there was no mistake. Her own
name appeared there!

“But ‘who can have put in my
entry?” ‘ she exclaimed in wonder-
ment,

The blood rushing back to her
cheeks, she stepped ¢ oser, and then
she gasped again, gaping at the
hames of the two horses printed
underneath her name,

One was Pommie. The other.

" Princel” sh cried, “Larry’s
haorse! Then—"

She caught in her breath.

It must have been Larry who had
entered her for the race. And,
apparently, he intended to lend her
his own magnificent black. Oh, how
wonderful it was! Why, Princé was
as good, If not better, than her own
beloved chestnut. With m as a
second mount, she would stand a
marvellous chance of beating Celia,

Her eyes -sparkled and her cheeks
glowed, and then, abruptly, she
looked shamefaced. For flooding back
into her mind came all her doubts of
this morning,

She had been disinclined to helieve
all Larry had told her. She had half-
believed foreman, Slim
Harris, was right—that the you
cowboy’s decision to leave the V-Bar-
and come to HapPy Valley Ranch was
but a cunning trick.

Oh, but how wro?g—how wickedly
wrong she had been! She could see it
a{l nc&rry Iti] 1:11ust ba tg.ée t,llgalt- all
along ad secretly been helping
her. Absurd in face of this notice to
think that he could ever have been
an enemy,

In her new-born joy she felt like
dancing. Despite Larry's mystifying
behaviour, despite his exasperating
manner, she had always liked him
deep down and it was grand to know
that from now on they could be firm
friends,

Rushing across to where Pommie
batiently stood at the hitching-rack,
she untied the reins, then threw her
arms around his glossy neck.

“Qh, isn't it swell, honey?” she
cried. “With Larry working on the
rench there’ll be no need to WOITY
about Nat Garsten’s rascally tricks,
And that's not all” She gave the
chestnut another hug. “He'll be able
to help me to train for the race.”

Swinging up into the saddle, she set
off for home. Larry had declared his
intention of coming to the ranch at
tea-time, and although she couldn't
possibly get back by then she was
eager to see the young cowboy as soon
as_ever she could. .

It was nearly seven by the time she
reached the ranch. Cantering through
the gate, the saw Mammie, carrying a
basket of newly collected eggs, coming
from the chicken-run. Jumping to

CowBoy

Hho fstitiad

Merte

By GAIL WESTERN

the ground, Merle rushed excitedly
across to her. g

“Where is he, Mammie?"”

The plump, motherly negress stared.

' Where am whom, Missy Merle?”

¢ Why, Larry—Larry Denvers! Don'L
say he didn't come!"”

“ Oh, yes, missy, he show up, hut
he no stay! When I tell him yo' was
out he rode off.”

" Rode Lo

The sparkle died from Merle’s eye-.
Surely Larry had not gone for good!

With an effort she swallowed her
disappointment and led: Pommic
across to the stables, there to groom
and feed him. When she had made
him comfortable for the night she
stepped back into the yard, there
tc pull up in surprise as she heard the
sound of angry voices coming fron)
bevond the orchard.

! Gee, what's Happening?”

Bursting through the trees, she
glimpsed a small tent 1n the meadow
beyond. Gathered in a hostile hali-
circle around it were the Happy
Valley cowboys, and, facing them, i
sardonic gleam of amusement in his
eyes, was Larry Denvers, <

As Merle pulled up in dispiay Shu
Harris  strode furiously forward,
indicating the tent.

"Pack up that outfit and clear oft,”
he ordered. " And make it snappy, or
T’ll chuck you off neck and crop.”

Larry regarded the young foreman
calmly. 3

"Chuck me off, will you?" he
drawled. “Gee, I reckon is ought
to be ‘good! Who'll you get to helyp
you?"

"Why, you _sassy interloper:i”
shouted 8lim.  “ I'll show youpr
himself forward. At
moment, with deceptive
swiltness, Larry side-stepped, with the
result that Slim’s furious biows hit
only the air. Reeling forward; he lost
his balance and fell headlong, but he
was ug in a flash, beckoning urgently
to Jake Binns and the rest of the
cowboys.

Come on, grab him!” he panted.

" Ay, give the coyote beans!” roared
the ~bandy - legged horse- breaker,
" Show him we don't want any cattle

rustlers at Happy Valley!”
'ﬁhere came a chorus of approval
an

the whole crowd sirged forward,

MERLE PUTS
DOWN HER FOOT

Desperately Metvrle
intervened, rushing he-
tween the still amag-
ingly nonchalant Larry
and the crowd of inen
N " that menaced him.

" Stop!” she gasped,

At sight of her the cowboys fell
back, while Larry turned and Ereeted
her with a cheerful grin. )

" Oh, hallo, hallo!”
“ Got. back, have you?”

" Yes, and only in the nick of time,
by the look of it!” she exclaimed.
“What does this disgraceful scenc
mean?” She whirled on the cowhoys.
“Aren't you ashamed of yoursclves,
all of you attacking one man?”

Some of them looked a little
sheepish, but Slim and Jakew faces
remained grim and angry. ) i

" Guess we only meant to give him
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what he deserves. Miss Merle,” said
the {oreman,

“ Ay, the impudence o’ it!"” snorted
Jake. “Pitchin’ his tent here, with-
aut 50 much as by your leave!”

Merle's frown cleared as she looked
across at the tent and saw the bags
and gear piled up beside it. She
understood -now, When Ty had
ridden off he had only gone for his
kit. He had- had' no  intentton 'of
de}‘arhng for good, as she had feared.

sigh of re ier escaped her lips; it

wag grand know at Larry had
come to stay But before she ccugl
speak SlUm came striding forwar

negarding her earnestly.
“You leave this to us, Miss Merle,"
he urged. * Reckon it'® only natural
‘hat a girl like you doesn't approve o
l(mgh stull, but it’s necessary scme-
times. Now you run off—-we 11 sling
him owt!”
Merle frowned.
‘But I don’t want him slung out.”
she ‘%rutcsted

In shocked surprise.- the cowboys
stured at her.
‘You mean-—" gasped Slim iu-
medulouql
That l haw decided o slgn hlm
oy, Merle announced. * We can do
‘with another hand ou the ranch.”
“ Sign him on!" exclaimed the fore-
mau, his face red with indignation.
‘Balt yvou must. be craz Mlss Metle!

feller he  is-—-they'll
enough. And that's not alll
league with your worst enemy—
workin® hand in glove with Nat
Garsten ™ 3

Merle shook her head. .

* No, he isn’'t—and never has been!”
she declared. I know the 4ruth
ahout him now.'

But Miss Merl

“Am I bhoss of Happs‘ Valley or am
I not?" Merle asked guietly.

* Of--——of course you are.”

‘And are you all going to keep
your romlse o rally round me while
uucle's away?'

Anxitously she looked around, and
from most of the cowboys came a
wurmur of assent.,

“0.K.! Then please let.s have no
nore of this bad Ieeling,” she sald.

' It we're going to pull through we've
got to work as a happy, united team,
and from now on Larry's a member of
that team. Please remember that,
and now run along, all of you. I've
got some business to discuss - with
arry.”

Shaking their heads dazedly, as if
still uwnable 1o helieve they were not
dreaming, the c¢owboys slowly
departed.

When they had Eone, Merle turned.
Larry was regarding her with a
twinkle in his eyes.

* Guess that was swell,” he drawled.
“Couldn't have handled them better
myself. The perfect girl boss, eh?”

She was so happy that she smiled at
the teasing note in his volce.

*Oh. Larry, I've been such a blind
Tfool!” she cried. " How ever will you
forgive me for mistrusting you?"

“Thats O.K. honey! There's
nothm‘ to forgive. Let's forget it.”

“But I can’'t—never shall! It was
splendid of you to put in that entry
Tfor me—and to include your horse’s
name! After the way I treated you, I
can't think what made you 4o it.”

He grinned.

“Well, seein’ that I'm employed
hete, I'm naturally interested in seein’
you ‘win.”

“But yvou weren't employ ed here
shen you put in that entry!" she ex-
zlaimed. " You couldn't possibly have
known then that I was going to sign
You on.'

His grey eyes twinkled again.

“Well, T kinda banked on it," he
said calmly. *“And now. if youl
excuse me, I'll start unpackin’,”

“But you can't sleep out here!” she
protested. I must find you quarters
at the ranch.”

nks, but I prefer to camp out.
Guess I can keep @ closer watch on
things out here.”

Merle caught in her breath, for sud-
denly she remembered how Nathaniel
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Garsten had threatened her when she
had met him on the trail.

“you think, then, that Garsten will
really try some more of his rasc ally
tricks?” she asked q‘lg:,lckly *Oh, but
he wouldn’t dare! ith you and all
the x-est, of- the cowboys here to guard

e_

9

gou think a8 lot of the g'uys who
work here, don’t you?" he eut i
~ %Ot course! The are all s ;glendid
chaps, and though they're a bit upset
because I've signed you on, th y'll
5008 €00l down, Every one of ‘them ig
‘wonrderfully loyal—'" She broke off
with a startled ga.a as. she recalled
what. Larry hinted  earlier on.
“Oh, you couldn t have been serious
this mornmg' ' she cried. “You can't
really think there's a traitor on the
ranch! It's so absurd. Oh, Larry——
Agitatedly she caught at his arm, and,
more gentle than she had ever seen
him before, he patted her-hand.

*There, there, honey, don't upset

yoursé{f "
B "

* Just ror%et it. And now you really
must be gol I've.got a lot of un-

packin’ to do, y'’know. See you in the
mornin’, when maybe I'll let you have
a practice ride on Prince.

e grinned cheerily, ‘then turned
and bent over his baggage For a
moment Merle stood there uncertainly
hefore walking away. What a tan-
talising boy Larry was!

Returning to the ranch, she found
Blim and all the other cowboys in the

ard, obviously discussing what had
ixappened Anxious to win them over,
she explalned fully what she had dis-
covered, and, to her delight, most of
them seemed to accept what she satd.

" If you're really certain that feller’s
on the Ievel then that's good enough
ior me,” declared Ted Gardner grufily.

*“Me, to0,” came in a chorus.

Only Slim and Jake looked uncon-
meﬁ and appealingly Merle turned
to

* Youli try to get on with him,
won't you?" she asked.

The  horse-breaker hesitated, then
rather reluctantly nodded. As for the
foreman, he gave a heavy sigh.

" You're boss, Miss Merle, so what
you say goes, but—I'm warhing you.
That guy's not to be trusted, If you
ask me, him comin’ here is just a ruse
between him and Nat Garsten.”

And, with a glum shake of the head.
he strode away. Merle gazed after him

- 1n dismay. She didn't for a moment

helieve Slim was right, vet, desinte
herself, she had the uneasy feeiing
that Larry's advent might be going to
cause trouble,

VOICES IN
THE NIGHT

But it looked as if
Merle was wrong. Cer-
tainly mnothing hap-
pened during the next
1wo days to re-awaken
those vague fears.

All but Jake and SHm accepted
Larry, and even the two exceptions
did their best to conceal their mis-
trust of the newcomer. .

As for Larry himself, his one
ambition seemed to be to give a good
account of himself. He oheyed every
order 1prcnmpd:ly, and soon revealed
himself as one of the most capable
cowboys on the ranch,

And in between his work he helped
Merle to train for the forthcoming
Gold Rider race. She would never
forget that first morning when she
had her first break-neck gallog on
Prince. The young cowboys lack
horse more than came P
expectations, and as she reined in at
the foot of the hills she patted him

admiringly.
“Youre a grand chap,” she told
him. “With you and Pommie as

mounts, I—I believe I can win the
relay race. What do you think?" she
added eagerly, smiling across at
Larry, who, mounted on Pommie, had
accompamed her on that exhilarating
gallop across the outer range.
Larrienodded but he did not speak.
Hig attention seemed to be fixed on
the water-hole by the boundary—that
water-hole’ which Nathaniel Garsten
had tried to fence in, Something

about his manner made Muorle feel
suddenly anxious.
*'What's the ratter?” she asked.

“Oh, nothin’! Just _kind
thmkm honey {” he sald hastily.

What. ahout?” persisted Mer, e,
e frowned,

L Oh just thinkin’ that it would e
kind of awkward if anything p-
pened to that water-hole! It's the
otnly reliable one on the ranch, isn't

Merle nod
t; Yes; but what could happen to

“ Nothin'. No need to get worrled.
honey.: 1 only day-dreamin’,
Come .on; I’ ll race you hack home."
Merle thoroughly enjoyed that gallop
back to the ranch, but during the
rest of the day she kept remembering
Larry's cryptic reference to the all-
important water-hole, She had the
feeling that though he had tried to
dismiss the matter li%hth actually
the subject was prominently in his
mind. e seeme re-occupied with
his thoughts, and when, after sup e1
she reminded him that the{
arranged to practise jumping in rht
morning, he only nodded ahsently.
Next day the sun shone brightly,
and, eager to continue her training
Merle hurried through her breakiast.
When she went out into the vard,
however, there was no slgn of Larry.
nor of the two horses. The only
person visible was Slim, and he was
glaring around bad-temperedly.

Mornin', Slim™ Merle called.

“ Seen anything of Larry?”
The foreman shook his hend.
“No, I haven't, Miss Merle—I wish
I had, Last night I gave him some
jobs to do, but he seems to have for-
otten them and ridden off on some
rlde of his own."

efore Merle could pass any com-
ment there came the clop-clop of
hoofs, and Larry came galloping down
the trail on Prince, Both he and the
horse looked tired-and dusty. Blerle
stared in surprise as they 1)assed
through the gateway,

. ‘\&;hy, Larry, where ever have you
een?”

“Yep. what's the hig idea?” added
Slim angrily. 1 thought I told you
to cut some hay first ing tihis
mornin’?

Larry nodded calmly.
o Sure——and I did it before I went

“And mend that boundary fenee!"
barked the foreman.

“ That's heen attended to also.”
Slim's eves rounded in amazement,
“But you couldn't have done both

those obs—not unless you" ve been up
half the night!”

“Maybe I have,” suggested Larry.
then calmly smiled at Merle. * Ready
for your jumpin’ practice, honey?" he
asked. I gr roomed Pommie before I
left.”

As he spoke he turned to the near-
hy stables and led out Merle's chest-
nut, agleam from mane to tail. Merle
gasped. How ever had the young
cowboy found time to groom him?
Slim must be right, she told herself.
Larry must have heen up half the
night. And what had taken him away
from the ranch?

‘When: they were riding for the
improvised hurdle course that Larry
had fixed ug on the home range she
questioned him herself, but he only
grlnned blandly

*Oh, 1 just felt like a bit of

of

exercise!” he drawled, and that was all -

she could get out of him,

In the thrill of tackling the un-
usually high hurdles Merle forgot all
about the puzzling incident, but that
night, as she went to recelve Slim
Harris daily report. she was quickly
reminded of it. The foreman locked

im and worried. and when they had

nished discussing ranch matters he
put a detaining hand on her arm.

“Just a minute, Miss Merle,” he
said. “There's something I fepl I
ought to tell sr

Merle regarded him wonderingly.

“What about””

“ About that no-good cowboy, Larry
Denvers,” was the unexpected reply.
“I've discovered where he went ridin’

{Continued on page 263.)
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Noel And June Were Partners—Yet It Seemed That They Were Working Against

Each Other On The Same Case

IN THE EMPTY FLAT

" ALLQO, that's queer!” exclaimed
June Gaynor, halting suddenly
in the dimly lit mews. “There’s

someone breaking into that empty

Hat—a girl!"

June had returned from a hrief
holiday, to find a message from' Noel
Ravmond, her famous partner and
uncle, explaining that he had been
culled away on an urgent case and
might be back very late.

The girl detective was on her way
to a nearby cafe when a furtive move-
ment on the fire-escape outside the
cmpty flat had arrested her attention.
She was just in time to see a slim
figure slin cautiously through one of
the windows. it

June was instantly intrigued. She
hesitated, then darted forward,
mounted the fire-escape and climbed
through the same window.

She heard an alarmed cry. The
mysterfous intruder whirled from the
rgiitre of the room, and June had a
chiance to study her in the moonlight.
She wore a light fawn coat and smart
hat, with a rather unfashionable, very
thick veil. That veil was raised, and
her bilue eyves were boldly defensive
in a youthful, slightly freckled face.

“I say—what are you doing here?”
asked the girl detective,

The other smiled a little unsteadily.

"I don't suppose you'll believe ine
when I tell you,” she replied Trankly.
“T've come to meet Ginger—my
hrother.”

“Your hrether?” echoed June. star-
ing in bewilderment round the bare
room, furnished only with a broken-
down tuble and hench. *“But the
flat’s empty—it has heen for several
days.”

“I know it sounds crazy,” admitied
the girl, “I suppose Ginger chose this
place to meet because it is empty,
and "—:her face paled a little—
“there’s not’ much chance of them
tinding us here.” .

“Them?” repeated June quickly.
“Is someone looking for-you?”’

The girl nodded, with a hwried
glance towards the door.

“Uncle William—and the detective,”
she breathed. Then, noticing June's
involuntary start, she added hastily :
"I promise you I've done nothing
wrong—and neither has Ginger. It’s
all a hateful ploc!”

Impulsively June stepped forward,
her interest fully aroused.

"LooK here—suppose you tell me
uhout it,"” she suggested. *“1 do a hit
of detective work myself. ' My name’s
June—June Gaynor.”

The girl drew in her breath qﬁxickly
as she encountered June's shrewd,
vmpathetic glance, A glimmer of

hope crept into her eyes.

“I've heard of you, of course, Miss
Gaynor.  Oh, if you could help——"

She -hesitated, then impulsively
blurted out her amazing story.

Her name was Doris Ashton, and sha
ulld her elder brother, Kenneth, had
beeil orphaned by the death of -their
father a year ago. While Doris had
heenl sent to a finishing school, Ken-
neth had been given a job in the
office  of their guardian, William
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Marnay, a distant relative, for whom
neither had any real affection,

“He was daddy’s partner,” explained
Doris, “and—and he always rather
scared me. I thought I was stupid,
until I received a letter from Ginger—
my nickname for Kenneth, you know
—Just hefore we broke up at school,
this week. He told me to come to this
address—without breathing a word to

Uncle William—and he asked me
particularly to bring the silver
amulet "

“The silver amulet?” echoed June.

Dorls nodded. Opening her hand-
bag, she took out a polished wooden
box and snapped open the lid, reveal-
imng a round silver object, engraved
with a bird’s claw and other signs.

“Daddy gave it {o me not long
before he died,” said Doris. *“Then it
vanished. T thought I must have mis-
laid it. Why Ginger wants it I don't
Know. But—let e teil vou what
happened first. I arrived home and
Uncle Willlam was in a tervible rage.
He told me that Ginger had robbed
him and left home. 1 flew into the
air, of course, and there was au awful
row. " He said he’d engage a detective
to find Ginger and have him arrested.”

She paused, gulping, and June
walted sympathetically,

“He asked me if I'd heard from

Ginger, I refused to answer, and he
locked me in my.room. 'Then I
thought about Ginger's letter. 1

searched, found the amulet—Uncle
William had it in his desk. It was he
who had taken it—why, I don’t know.
Anyway, I bolted with it, hid in the
woods and then hitch-hiked to
London. I managed to find the flat—
and the rest you know."”

June looked steadily at the girl.
Her story was an amazing one: but
her frank tones held the ring of truth.

“Your guardian sounds pretty un-
pleasant,” she murmured. “But why
should your brother ask vou to bring
the amulet here? And why isn't he
here to meet you?”

“I—I don't know,” whispered the
girl. “Of one thing I'm sure—Ginger
never committed a robbery in his life.
Uncle William is up-to something——"

She broke off with a gasp as there
came a loud knocking at the dbor.

“Steady,” said June. She stepped to
the window and peered cautiously out.
“There's a car with a chauffeur out-
side,” she whispered. “A big grey and
black saloon 2t

“Oh! That's uncle’s carl” gulped
Doris, going white. “He and that de-
tective must have traced me—some-
how. And if he finds me hell force
med to speak ahout meeting Ginger
2 i

June grioped the girl by the srm as
there came the sound of the front
door being forced. Her keen glance
rested on a cupboard.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “I'll
stand by vou-—promise. Quick, into
that cuphoard.”

‘Her trust was in the girl.

By PETER LANGLEY

“But il they look into the cupboard?
They're—they're sure to——"
“Not if my bluff works,” said June,

eves fleaming.
Quickly she crossed the room to
the window, opened it wide, and

tossed one of her gloves conspicuously
on to the sill, then raced to join
Doris Ashton in the cupboard.

Only in the nick of time. Heavy
footsteps mounted the stairs, and as
Juné kept the cupboard door siightly
ajar, two shadowy figures hurried into
the room. p

The burlier’of the two men turned
angrily to his companion.

“I employed you to find my ward,
and recover the amulet she stole from
me—also to find her rascally brother,
and what is the result? Why have
you hrought me to an empty flat?"”

The reply came in a cool volce that
sent June's heart leaping.

“Your ward came here, Myr. Marnay,
intending to meet her hrother. The
charred scrap of paper she cavelessly
left in her fireplace gave e the
address—and from your story hoth ef
them have robbed you. You can rely
on me to find them and see that
justice is done!”

The moonlight flooded into the
room, clearly revealing the detective's
clean-cut features. June bit her lip
to_stifle a cry.

For the .detective was Noel Ray-
mond, her own famous partner!

JUNE
UNMASKED

June’s thoughts
whirled as she erouchoed
in the cupboard beside
Doris Ashton. Never in
her exciting career had
> she found herself in a
quandary like this. .

She had promised to help Doris
Ashton, because she believed in the
girl and her story: while Noet seemed
equally determined to track down
both Doris ‘and her missing brother !

For a moment June wondered : had
she heen deceived by the girl beside
her? Doris sald the amulet was hers.
i\gmiam Marnay said she had stolen

June made up her mind msTtgntly.
en—

Noel had been misled. But supposing

Noel discovered their hiding place!

Holding her breath she peered
cautiously out. Noel had cressed to
the window. June watched, her
fingers tightening warningly on Doris’
arm.

“Do you recognise this glove, Mr.
Marnay?” came the detective's quiet
voice. ' “It _has no marking—hut it
was worn, I should say, by a tallish,
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siender girl, who is not in the habit
olf using nail varnish or wearing a
ring.”

The burly William Marnay examined
1he glove

e g A . v
“It might be my ward's,” he
grunted, “but Doris wears a small ring
on her right hand.” -
- “Strange,” murmured Noel, slipping
the glove into his pocket. “Youre
certain your ward was alone when she
escaped?”

“Positive!”

"How was she dressed?”

"I caught a glimpse of her. She was
wearing a8 fawn coat—and a green hat,
with 2 heavy vell, the latter to conceal
her features, I imagine. But we're
wasting time, Raymond. I'm no de-
tective—but this glove on the sill
obviously shows that Doris must have
left this way.”

June's heart ?oundcd as she awaited
her uncle's reply. 5

“Possibly you're right, Mr. Marnay.
1 doubt that your ward can be far
away. I suggest we search in the area.
Come on.”

Together they left: the room, and
June heard their footsteps descending
the stairs. Then the front door
slummed, and there came the sound
ol a cab starting up outside,

Only then did June relax. She
helz}rfr her companion’s stitled gasp of
reliel, -

“all right, Doris,” she whispered.
She darted out and across to the
window. “The car's gone!"

“Thank — thank goodness,” sald
Doris unsteadily. *“And thank vou,
Miss Gaynor—you were wonderful.
But did-you hear Uncle Willlam?" she
rushed on angrily. *The lie he told
about the amulet! It's mine—not
his! He's trying to blacken me—as
he hlackened Ginger!”

; me patted her shoulder sooth-
ingly.
“I helieve you, Dorls,” she .sald

auietly, “And it seems pretty
apparent that the mystery is centred
round that amulet! ['m certain your
uncle is up to something, and that
he's deceived—that detective.”

“But your ftrick put them off the
seent,” sald Doris admiringly.

June frowned slightly.

“I happenh to know that detective,
Doris—and he's not easily hood-
winked., The sooner we get away the
hetter. - Something must have hap-
pened to prevent your brother turn-
mg up—and we've got to talk over
plans.” v .

“Where?” asked Doris cagerly.

"“There's a little cafe—the Green
Cat-—at_the end of the road,” June
said. “But it would he wiser if we're
not seen together. I'll leave the flat
lirat—wearing your coat and hat.
That'lli serve as a_decoy, in case any-
one’s watching. I'll dodge down the
back streets and join you at the cafe
when the coast is clear.”

The girl's attractive face lit up.

1 say, Miss Gaynor, you're being
grand.  If only I knew that—that
(}lmgsr was safe—what all this is
abont———"

“Don't worry,” satld June guietlv.
‘I fancy the amulet is the important
link. Look, I think I'd better take
charge of it, just in case!”

For & moment the girl hesitated:
then trustfully she handed. over the
littie lished hox. Then they
changed coats and hats and June
slipped the bex into her handbag.
determined to examine it more thor-
oughly when they met, in.the cafe.

June swung through the window.
There was no one in sight. She de-
scended the fire-escape and dodged
down o shadowy alley.

She frowned a little as she thought
of Noel. It was so unlike him to be
1aken in by a plausible rogue---for she
was certain Willium Marnay was that.
Yet., much though she disliked the
task, she would have to pit her wits
against Noel—until she could discover
the truth.

Cautiously she emerged from the
dark alley—and without warning a
und fell on her shoulder. 2
i “i'I'!ve been waiting for you, young
ady!”

June siood motionless, staring
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through the meshes of the thick veil
intdo her wupicle’s stern, boyish face!

Her heart sank. It was clear that
Noel had seen through hey little.ruse
in the flat—and had walited for his
quarry to emerge. He imagined her
1o be Dorls Ashton, !

Juue's first reaction was-to reveal
herself. But suppose Noel was not
convinced- hy Doris* story? Supposing
he returned to the flat and arrested
Dorls? June had given the girl her
promise to help her—and she meant
to keep her word at all costs.

She must play for time, to give
Doris a chance to escape. Before she
could speak or act, however, a car
diew up at the kerb and Willlam
Marnay sprang out.

“Ah, you've got her, Mr. Raymond!"
he cried eagerly. "Good work! So,
Doris, you thought you'd get away,
did you—and Join' that rascally
hrother of yours, eh? Into the car,
my- girl—and we’ll have the. truth
from you when we get you home!”

June, with pounding heart, allowed
herself to be bundled into the car.
She had burnt her boats. It was too
late to draw back now. Her one cou-
solation was that Dorls was safe. Her
daring imposture had succeeded, 10 a
point : but what would happen when
Noel discovered the trick she had
plaved on him?

After a seemingly interminable
journey, the car turned into a private
drive, to pull up outside a gloomy,
old-fashioned house. The chauffeur
unlocked the door and Junc was
escorted into one of the rooms.

Wwilllam Marnay switched on _the
light and, momentarily dazzled, June
looked round at -the dark panelled
walls, lined with books and antigues
—and the chauffeur standing grimly
in the doorway.

Then her glance rested on Noel,

The young detective was smoking a
cigarette. The expression in his blue
eves was hard to fathom.

“I sueggest, Mr. Marnay,” he re-
marked, “that it might be beiter if I
questioned your ward on her own.
Perhaps I should be able 'to get at
the truth.”

willlanyk Marnay frowned, a cruel
expression ou his heavy features:

“You can leave Doris to me, Ray-
mond,” he rejoined. "I congratulate
you on a smart plece of work, and
you may name your own fee,
no need to detain you any longer.”

He held out his hand, momentarily
relinquishing his hold on June.
Seizing her chance, the girl detective
made a swift dive for the door—only
10 be grabbed by the chauffeur.

In the struggle, the veil was torn
from her facc. There came g startled,
incredulous shout from  William
Marnay.

“Raymond—you've bheen tricked!
That girl isn’t my ward!” :

Her tace pale, her grey eyes reckless,

© June turned to confront Noel.

NOEL PLAYS A
BAFFLING PART

The famous detective
regarded her steadily.
Not by a twitch of his
eyelids did he reveal
surprise or recognition,

Coldly flicking the
ash from his cigarette, he stepped
towards her, dropping a hand on her
shouider,

“An impostor—eh?” he demanded
grimly. “Who are you, and what's
your game?"”

~As he spoke, June felt his hand
tighten warningly on her shoulder.

In = flash. she realised that Noel
himself was playing a part! But—
why? Had he seen through her ruse
from the first? If so, why had he
brought her to this house—instead of
retarning to arrest the rcal Dorls
Ashton? .

Quickly June stifled the guestions
that rose £o her mind. She knew that
her famous uncle never acted without
a good teason, and she determined to
play up to him.

“For that matter—what game are
roul playving?” she countered. "I've
seen  kidnnpped—and brought here

There is.

against my wul. {'ve a good mind {0
call for the police!™

She saw a swift, apprehensive glance
pass between Willlam Marnay and bhe
chauffeur. i

“Be careful., young lady!" “said
Noel. “I have reason to believe that
you are aiding and abetting a girt
named Doris Ashton—who ran away
from her guardian's house, after
robbing him."”

“Oh—that’s not true!’’ gasped June
involuntarily, forgetting herself,
“Doris is innocent, "

William Marnay started forward.

“You hecar tnat, Raymond? The
girl admits being in league with my
ward ! It's quite clear that she

deliberately acted as a decoy, 10
enable Doris and her rascally brother
to get away with my amulet.” -

June caught in her breath, hev
fingers tlghtening involuntarily ou
%:erthandbag. with its precious coi-

ents.

“Your amulet?” murmured Noel, "I
understand you have proof that your
ward actually stole it from you?" ;

illiam Marnay nodded, producing
8 torn letter from his pocket.

“I found this after my mniece had
left the house,” he explained. *“She
obviously commenced to write it to
her brother—but changed her mind.”

Noel's eves narrowed as he held the
torn paper to the light, reading aloud
the few sentences:

Kenneth,—I've followed
your instructions, and  stolen
uncie's amulet. I'll give him the!
sltip. and meet vou as we arranged
At

“Deal

“Oh!” gasped June, starting for-:
{‘ﬁ"?f “Doris couldn’'t have written
at ! i
“Eh?’ demanded Noel, eveing her
keenly. “Why are vou 50 sure?”
“The girls in leaxgue with Doris—-
naturally she'd try to defend her!”

snapped Willlam™  Marnay. “That
letter speaks for itself, Raymond.
This girl knows more about the

amulet than she’ll admit, I shouldn't
be surprised if she's hiding something
1&3 %hat bag of hers—— Ah, hold

1

June made a desperate attempt to
reach the window, but Noel's hand
closed on her wrist. There was a
warning gleam in his blue eves as he
took the bag from her hand.

“We’ll soon see,” he remarked
coolly, ignoring June's imploring stare
and turning his back {or a moment

as he opened her bag. ‘“Hallo!" he
exclaimed—and June gave an in-
voluntary cry ‘as he held up the
polished wooden bhox.

“That's it!" exclaimed William
Marnay. “That's the amulet!” He

snatched the bhoxX, his hand shaking
in his eagerness. “Good work, Ray-
mond. I'll pay you well for this——"
He snapped open the lid and his
expression  changed. A  furious
ejaculation escaped hils lips—and
June gasped. For the box was empty!
Noel's expression was inscrutable.
“You're quite certain that is the
identical hox, Mr. Marnay?" he asked

coolly.

“Of course I'm certain!” rapped
the man, his heavy [ace pale with
Laffled anger. He rounded on June.
“What have you done with the
amulet, girl—and where is Doris?
Answer me!”

He made to seize her hy the.

shoulder, but Noel barred his way.

“Steady, Mr. Marnay. Remember—
we've no real evidence against this
girl, except that she's wearing clothes
similar to your ward's. I suggest you
lock her up securely, while we return
to the empty Hat to make another
attempt to find Doris.” -

June stared at her uncle, hoirified
bewilderment in hev eyes, Whatever
game Noel was playing, this, surely,
was going too far!

But Noel had turned his back, re-
fusing to meet her imploring glance,
as Willlam Marnay gave orders to the
chauffeur to lock June in an attic.
and to mount guard till thelr return.

June wuas marched away. The
chauffeur bundled her into a narrow
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attic room, locking the door. She
darted to the window—but stout iron
hars prevented any chance of escape.

She heard a car starting up outside
—heard Noel's brisk voice, and the
slamming of the car door. Then the
sound of the purring engine as it
receded into the distance.

She could not believe that -Noel
would have deserted her like this—
without a word of explanation! Yet
he had gone, with William Marnay.

A few minutes later she heard a
dull thud—followed, after an interval,
by the sound of heavy footsteps
mounting the stairs.

June walted rather anxiously. Pos-
sibly the chauffeur was returning to
question her — by his employer's

orders! The key grated in the lock
and the door opened. June gave a
ry.

“Nunky

i

Noel smiled as he caught her by
hoth hands. June stared at him, tears
of relief and bewilderment in her grey
eyes,

“Nunky —1I thought —I really
thought that you'd gone——"

“Then I must have acted my part
better than I imagined, dear,” he said
dryly, “though I couldn’t equal your
own performance! I made an excuse
to leave Mr. Marnay, and follow later.

The chauffeur gave me ga bit of

trouble,” he added, with a grim smile,
'}‘rbut I think I've safely settled wlt.h

“Then—they are crooked, nunky"‘
said June quickly. "I knew Doris was
telling the truth——"

“And you might tell me the truth,
June,” cut in Noel, with a quizzical
glance. "When I accepted this job of
tracing Doris Ashton and her brother,
1 suspected there was something
phoney about the business—but I
decided to bide my time, It was not
till T found your glove in the empty
flat that the case became really
Interesting:

June drew a quick hreath.

“You mean—you guessed, then.

“I guessed you were mixed up in
it,” nodded Noel. *“That's why I
waited for you outside. But I didn i3
get a chance to guestion you. I had
to think quickly, and as it was clear
that you were on Doris Ashton’s side

-—I decided to play your game.”
“But I was ing the same thing,
nunky!” exclaiimed June—and breath-

lessly she repeated Doris Ashton’s
story. Then a look of dismay flashed
into her eyes. “But, nunky--the
amulet! Where—"
Noel's eyes twinkled as he took the
snver curio from his pocket.
little sleight-of-hand  trick,
June!” he explained. “I've not had
a4 chance to examine it properly, but
do you notice that the ring on the

top of the amulet Is shaped rather
like a key

June nodded her eyes shinmg with
relief and excltement

“It's my guess,” said Noel, “that
this fits a safe—or box—in the pos-
session of Willlam Marnay : a box to
which he has no right. That's why
he did not dare to call in the police."

“But why did Doris’ brother send
her that message, asking her to meet
him at the empty ﬂat" asked June.

“And--where is he?’

Noel looked grave

“You-might nclp me there, June,”
he said. )

“1, nunky?”

“You seemed positive,” said Noel,
“that the incriminating letter thatu
Marnay showed me was not written by
Doris to her brother. Why were you
so certain it was a forgery?”

“Because,” replied June promptly,
“Doris always calls her brother by his
nickname—* Gingel She would never
have written * Dear Kenneth——'

Noel's eyes flashed.

“You've_ told me more than you
imagine, June!” he said tersely. *“I
know now where we shall find Ken
i&sht'on—and there's not a minute to
ose!”

DORIS ASHTON glanced anxiously
at her watch., Her freckled face
was pale as she walked up and down
outside the cafe where she had waited
for over an hour

She had trusted June implicitly, but
the girl detective had not returned.
And June had taken the amulet!

Doris retraced her steps towards the
enpty flat, in the faint hope that her
brother might have turned up. She
drew in her breath quickly. The
front door stood ajar!

Entering, she heard a sound of foot-
ste}g in the room upstairs.

“Ginger!” she called hreathlessly.
“Ginger!"”

She raced upstairs, throwing open
the door—and a scream was frozen on
hBl lips.

“S0, my dear Doris,” murmured
William Marnay, as he locked the door
swiftly behind her, “you have come—
at last! I trust you have brought
the amulet—and that you will tell
me where your precious brother has
hidden the lacquered box he removed
from my collection.”

“I—I don't know," gasped the girl
defiantly, "and—I wouldn't tell you
if I did. When Ginger—when Ken
comes, he'll——"

William Marnay laughed un-
pleasantly as she struggled in his
grasp.

“You won’'t see your brother again,”
he rejoined softly, “until I have re-
covered the amulet and box. Te

what you have done with them—-"
His fingers tightened on her arm,
bringing a cry of pain from her lips.

At the same moment, * the door
burst open with a splinverlng crash,
and a ‘burly young man leaped across
the room—a young man witih a shock
of red hair, his face clouded with
anger.

“Ginger!' cried Doris.

William Marnay started back, whip-
pmg out a revoilver,

“No, you don't!” rapped a voice,
and a second figure sprang into the
room, twisting the weapon from his
hand. Next moment, Ken Ashton sent
his scoundreily guardian sprawling to
the floor. and Noel bent to snap the
handcufts on the man’s wrists.

“Good work, Ken!” sald the young
detective, as June followed him into
the room and stepped quickly to
Doris’ side. “We got here just in time.
Where did you hide the casket?”

Ken Ashton smiled across at his
sister, then bent to raise one of the
floorboards. He lifted out a stout
lacquered bhox, secured with metal

nds.

“Sorry I couldn't tell you mwore in
my note, Doris,” he said. "I never did
trust Uncle William. I suspected that
dad’s will was in this box—that's why
1 took it. But how to open it baffied
me, until I remembered that quaint
amulet that dad left you.”

Noel brought out the amulet aud
bent to unlock the box. He produced
the missing will.

“You were right, Ken!"” he said
grimly, after swiftly Bcanmng it. “It's
Elam enough that your guardian has

een systematically robhing you both
—but foolishly held on to that box.
He probably realised that the amulet
was of importance, but did not rguess‘
at its secret until Doris took it. Then
of course, he was des emte to gev
back both amutlet and

“But, nunky,” nput in Junc. "1 still
don’t understand how you discovered
that Ken had bheen made a prisoner
in Marnay’s house.”

“You told me, June,” replied Noel,
smiling. "“When I was first called in
by Marnay I noticed a hat lying on
the hall table. Obviously it had been
recently worn—and there were a few
red hairs clinging to the band I
didn’t give it a second thought at
the time—but when you told me that
Doris called her brother ' Ginger "—I
1ealised the significance of those
hairs."”

(End of this week’s story.)

ROSINA'S MOST DARING COUP
is the title of next Friday's Noel and
June story, when once again they match

their wits against the audacious girl
orook.

THE COWBOY WHO
MYSTIFIED MERLE

(Conlinued fromn page 260.)

s0 early. I happened to run across
old man Nag the postman, this
afternoon, an’ e told me that he saw
Denvers comin’ away from the V-
Bar-V.”
Merle gave an_incredulous gas)
*From Nat Garsten's ranch

cried.

Sllm nodded. .

*Yep, it's ﬁretty plain that he went
out for a tal knew all along that
he hadn't broken with that rascal,
that he and Garsten were still in
league, and I reckon_ this proves it.”

Agita tedly Merle shook her head.

0, N0, you're wrong, Slim. Naggs
must have been mistaken. I'm certain
Larry wouldn't visit Garsten. He's
our friend—not his,

But, though she refused to believe
the foreman’s story, it was worriedly
that she took her leave of him and
wandered back to the ranch-house.

Had he been right, or was there
some other lanation for Larry’s
early-morning ride towards Garsten’s
ranch? Perhaps some job——

Then she frowned and shook her
head. No for Happy Valley

¥ she
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Ranch would take Larry towards the
V-Bar-v!

“I'm getting sus icious again,” she
told herself chidingly. ‘‘After all
Larry’s done for me it's unfair. But
if T could see him for a moment, ask
him about it——=

With that purpose in mind she left
the ranch once more, and this time
made a round of the buildings in the
hope of finding Larry.

But he was nowhere to bz seen.
Neither was he in the meadow where
he had pitched his tent.

Disappointedly she was returning
once more to the ranch when she.ran
into Jake Binns, the horse-breaker.

‘“Seen Larry, Jake?” she asked.

“Guess I have, Miss Merle,” he re-
sponded. “He's _Elst out on a job."

Merle nodded, bade him good-night,
and entered the house. It was un-
easily that she went to bed, and when
she got there she found it impossibté
to sleep.

“I'll never mistrust Larry a%am.”
she told herself as she tossed restlessly
to and fro, “bu I wish he
wouldn’t be so secretive! I wish.

Abruptly she broke off and stiffened.
From outside come the sound of
voices. But who could be in the yard,
talking, at this time of night? She
glanced across at the old alarm clock

on the bedside-table, and her feeling
of uneasiness deepened as she saw
that it was nearly midnight.

On a sudden impulse she threw
bhack the blankets, got out of bed, and
tiptoed to the window. Peeung
through, she dimly made out two
figures in the yard. One was on foot,
the other on horseback, but it was far
too dark to recognise them.

The window was open, and so
eagerly she strained her hearing. Up
from below came a harsh laugh—a
laugh it was impossible to mistake.

hy. it’'s Garsten!” she gasped.
“But what's he domg here? And
who's that with him?

Certain it was that the rascally
rancher had not ridden over for any
innocent purpose; certain, too, that
his companion was & member Of the
Happy Valley staff!

he shivered as she remembered
what Slim had told her earlier on.
Surely it couldn't be Larry? She tried
to smother the awful thought, then
recalled the young cowboy's cryptic
suggestion that there might be a
traitor on the ranch,

Traitor or Larry—which of them
could it be?

Will Merle be able to discover the
answer to that question ?7 Don't miss
next Friday's exciting instalment.
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THE FOURTH GREY
GHOST

((‘o{lﬁnuﬂl from page 258.)

swiftly pus‘ied and M wias with ‘a
sudden start’ that:she heard a rather
high-pitched voice below.

‘I'me voice of-, Mr- sABpell.s. She’
glanced at her waich It was ‘nearly;,
eight o’'clock. <£-°

She moved to: the ha,lf opeh door’
in time t6 héar Juint say ‘harshly:

. the trap failed, Head. I
i pect. that these young scoundreis
somehow  learnt “my* intentiom

or,
more likely, saw" me walting:
In spite  of herself, Pe¢nelope

wrinkled her nose with scornful glee
in the direction of the hall below.
At least it was wizard to have out-
witted the tyrant.

She could mot catch her father's
answer. My, Aspell's brittle voice con-
tinued: - .

* <. . in which case I am prepared,

* Head. If they were watching and saw
me come here they will think they
can carry out whatever scoundrelly

* aflair they have in mind. So I have
taken no chances. 1 have posted

~eunning,

Smeeke will let them get inside the
building, not attempting to challenge
them, and then close the outer dool
that leads to Abbot's Roomi. They
will be trapped! Smegke will remain
on gu{\id unti[ I return——"

* Penelope htepped pack into her bed-
room. She stargd wnsesingly through
“.the.. window arto the duqk clonked

rounds.::
“ Oh gosh' I—j

“Oh!” she gasped
1‘evm dreamt:

She had Jeckoned withont thé-

relentless mind of The
Wasp. -~ He had taken no “¢hances
indeed! Harold Smeeke, the toady
and sneak, was in_hiding at East
wing—to trap the Grey Ghosts.

" And they will be trapped!” she
groaned. “They’ll walk rlght into it,
and, indirectly, Penny, youre the one
responsible!  You thought you were
S0 cle\.et ancl smart, and now—wha

now?

What now, mdesd On’
hand was this revelation abeut Glynn
Tracy to dismay and batie :her even
further; on the other was the imme-
diate peul to Hugh—and 1:0 t]‘re Grey
Ghosts. ; ;

Did’ she believe 1n the'boFs, despite:

he ‘one’

In which case She drew a decp
breath and made her deeision.

“Penny, my love,” she told herssll
slowly, “this is where you take the
biggest adventure of all. You owe it
--to the Grey.Ghosts, if you believe in
thelm, and you owe it to yourself
to find oui - about Glynn Tracy.
iSev:;\i:md&. are, precxous—bo get crack-
ng
- Mr, Aspell was still talking helow—
but” it would not be long before he
retwn to te East Wing.

-8 ndded across the carpet,

sna (hed up, *he grey, hooded robe,
stared .at 1t for a momeni, theil
crammeéd it into her music-case.

“ Now for it, Penny!”

She crossed to, the window, swunff
her long, slender legs over the. sil1, and
glanced down It was & nasty drup
but there was a flower-bed below, and
it was the-only-way put unobserved!

She dropped, saik her heels into
soft-- earth,- reeled;” recovered, anu,
clutching her, music-case, spcd across
the dim’ garden,

‘No. 4 of the Grey Ghosts' was going
*into action, heading for the Easrt
W‘ing—and Abbot’s Room !

Smeeke, that most trustworthy Fifth the evidence that. suggested they = “The strokes of eight o'clock tolled
Former, with definite instructions!™ rnight be acting in. an unwo:tm’ from, Clock Tower,
Penelope leant forward, suddenly cause? "

. alarmed. “1da!” she muttéred ﬁerce‘y . Oh You wiI[ find. Mext Fruday's Jnsealment
- If these boys carry out their plans I do!” et : evel’ fmore - “Iﬁf"’lq- Don’t miss it
e san ssmanins arsar

5 1emonstrated w1t,h her thesz four  angrily, “Haw you t’akcn 1 ve ol
THE MERRYMAKERS . yoau%terﬁ g T%cocm.emgtuouislv - ‘mcki- your sen‘;e%«-——« ea
§ - - cating 5ally 0.—'" interiere 5. Next moment - he
|t AFLOAT 3 a, matter ol fact, they've been helping gideways as, with a. l‘fc?\il qg[lm;iill;g
(Cantir il from page 2.11.) I her’ all-the time, despite what I told apq_ fear, Braydon sprang forward,
oy . therh about her’ ) siatehiing swagegy a.t the stigk
LoHS oo s step forward: iainda o The BISt oficer tuing fund wnon | prop, \matlhe rearsd
sougniy 8t e duri 'slnsses Wetn. by “iwe-ell, 'sort of," admitted Sally. - liige brute—

the whité-faced girl who ci’ow:h,ed
hack against the dressing-tableq-lear
in every ilne of her face, yet mingled
with it a defiant pride.

“'So,” he cried gloatingly, “it is you,
Fsme Pearson. Just as I, thought!
You can dye your hair blacl!: but you
can't fool me! And what’ ure you

., doibg-in my cabin, eh?” he asked
threateningly. Up to vyour old-
tricks, I suppose, you little thiel!”

The girl Hinchzd as though she had
heen struck. But next moment she
ruised her chin 1)1oudly. defiantly.

“You know that's not true, Herbert
Braydon !" she cried. “Oh, I know
you mddc everyone think I stole that
necklace But I know you have it
«omewhme—thats why I've Leen
searching your cabin!”

“a likely story!” The man gave a
sneering  laugh: then, in  sudden
anger, looked down, jerking at his
stick  at which ¥Folly was making
playiul little grabs. “'Get out of it,
you hrute!”

He litted the stick and gave the
puppy a whack which made it squeal.
With o  sharp .cry,  Esme started
forward, and at the same moment

Sally, her heart beating suffocatingly
with fury, darted into the cabin, her
chiums behind her. X

“Don't you dare strike that dog!™
sheol)nnted

ho!” Braydon looked her up and

down offensively, *“The crook's little
pals, eh? Still sticking togethei.
well, birds of a feather

“1hat's enough of that!” snapned
Don. “Keep your roiten remarks to
yoursell 1™ -

“V@"hy. you young whippersnapper

In an instant there was uproar in
the eabin—uproar. that was suddenly
quelled as o shar) voice sounded
from the doorway. '

“what on ecarth is going on here?”’

It was the frst officer, a rather
angry cxpression ecn  his _usually
amiable Iace. Herbert Braydon
.-,m:]r\d unpleasantly.

“Glad you came, oﬂlccx " he said
affably. *“I found this girl in my

cahin polng through my things. I
lmmmn to know she was dismissed
from her last job for the theft of a
dinmond necklace, so I didn'l relish
finding her in my cabin., When T

*dered whether

“Blt, you see
- *1 see that this is all very un-
pleasant said tne first officer grimly, -
“and that there's going to be a spot
of bother for you when I tell Pro-
fessor Will‘lrd. what's been going on.
Meantime "—he looked at Esme—
“you'd better come with me to the

captain. And you, sir,’ he added to
Braydon.
Braydon nodded triumphantly.

Esme turned even wkiter.

“You don't understand,” she cried

ifrantically. “He's lylnguthe way he
lied belore! Oh, you must believe
me! I was a pallummmd at my last

job; he was the butler. When the
necklace was missing he accused me
had me dismissed in disgrace. But I
know he took it. I'm sure he's got it
with him somewhere. -Oh, why can't
1 find it?" she sohbed wnldly

Sally felt o lump rise in her throat
as &he saw the girl's distress.

Herhert Braydon, about to speak
again, suddenly glanced down, glar-
ing at Folly, who was once again-’
attacking his stick. He tlght.em-d his
orip on “the stick, stealthily kicking
Folly aside. Sally saw that move-
ment, saw the convulsive way the
man gripped the stick, saw the queer
agitation on his face.

Sally started. She was remember-
ing now the man's immense agitation

when Folly had first snatched his
stick; she remembered the limp which

had suddenly disappeared when the
man had darted in pursuit of the
puppy. As far as Sally could re-
member., sie had never seen him
without the stick, the excuse being
that he needed its support for his
lame leg. But if he wasn't really
lame, if he was only pretending

A wild idea came into her mind.
It seemed crazy, and yet she’d got Lo
test it out.

“Good dog, Folly!" she said loudly
and clearly. *“Bring the stick!

For an agonmed second she won-
the puppy would
understand, obey. Then, before
Braydon realised  what was happen-
ing. Folly leancd forward with a glad
i)alk grabbed at the stick, and
dragzed it slickly away, scampering
over to Sally with 1t in his mouth,

“Sally I rapped the first officer

Sally got the st‘.lclf fivst
sprang forward ~ to -
_before he.could touch Ltheze 'a'.?amu
a splintering noise. The k Biroke

taggedly in two, and from . Mlow

* interior. fell what seemed to be a
shimmering mass ot fire. :

“The necklace!” cried Esme. ‘“He

did have it! I knew—I knew——
Ch, how did vou guess?’ she asked
the triumphantly smiling Sally.
“How did you know?” .

Sally did not answer that immedi-
ately, for, with a very different ex-
pression on his [ace, the first oflicer
had caught up the necklace and was
staring at the cowed - locking
Braydon.

“You'd belfer come with me to the
captain!” he sald curtly. "It scems
Miss Warner has discovered the ieal
truth.”

“Just a lucky hunch on my part,”
said Sally. modestly, as Bravdon was
led oll. “You might tell us some-
thing yourself, Esme—how did vou
keep Folly concealed for so long?”

Esme, happily fondling the puppy,
smiled back.

“A member of the crew was Jooking
after him  for me,” she explained.
“You see, alter my dismissal I de-
cided to join my brother in Australia,
but I couldn’'t bear to he parted from
Folly. When I found Braydon was
travelling on the game ship I guessed
he must have the necklace with him,
I was determinad to get it back and
clear my name, but 1 daren't let him
know I was aboard.”

“S0 you concealed Folly in case he
gave the pame away, dyed your hair,
and wore dark glasses,” Sally nodded.

ell, it’s a good thing Folly's got a
passion for ticks, otherwise you
might never have solved the mys-
tery.”

“It's a good thing Folly's got the
sense to scent out the kindest, most
helpful people on the boat,” said
Esme fervently and gmt.efuuy.
“otherwise I'd never have proved my
innocence!”

(End of this week’s story.)

In next week's complete story of tho
Merrymakers afloat Johnny Briggs
causes a considerable stir—when he
becomes a prefect !
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