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What Was The Sec

A TRAP FOR MAGDA

ILL GARDINER and her cheery
band of girl chums who were
staying in Switzerland for the

winter sports, were being coached for

the difficult Havensbuig test by
Hans Peterson, an ex-guide. Jill was
convinced that Hans had been un-

justly accused of cowardice.

No girl had ever before gone in for
the test, and Max Kildare, the coach
who was tramiing the boys at the
hotel, believed it was too difficult for
them.

Jill began to suspect that Magca
Beaumont, one of the Revellers, was
working against herself and Hans.

Magda stole the contents of a letter
addressed to Jill. But when Jill
examined the envelope she discovered
something which Magda had missed.
And as she unfolded it a cry of amaze-
ment left her lips.

"“TELL. of all the strange things!"

The startled murmur burst
from Jill's lips as she gazed at the
half-sheet of paper she had drawn
from the air-mail envelope. Whatever
she had expected to find, it certainly
wasn't this.

“It’s music!” she gasped. “Part of
a tune!”

She stared in utter amazement at
the seven or eight bars of music that
were written by hand on that half-
sheet. The crochets and quavers
seemed to dance bewilderingly before
her eyes in the bright Alpine sun-
shine.

It wasn’'t a complete tune, for the

aper ‘was torn across, leaving a
?aggged edge.

And on top were scrawled a few
brief words :

“Gondolier’s Waltz.
land, ‘1932.”

Yes, it was a waltz tune—or part
of one. Jill .could read music, and
softly she hummed these few bars of
haunting, lilting melody which broke
off so strangely in the middle
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But why should anvone want to
brevent her from getting the torn
piece of music? And what had been
the contents of the typewritten letter
which had accompanied it? The
l2tter she was certain Magda
Eeaumont had stolen!

Jill shook her head in bafflement.
Then, as she gazed at the initials
“H.C.” that followed the title of the
waltz, her heart gave a sudden leap.
Involuntarily her gaze went to the
lofty gap between the distant moun-
tain peaks.

Havensburg Pass! The perilous
way that led to the next valley where
stood romantic Havensburg Castle,
home of Mr. Paul le Grand, who
would soon be holding his famous
Venetian Ice Carnival there,

“Do those initials stand for
Havensburg Castle?” she asked her-
self, pulses racing. “Does it mean the
waltz was played there during the
carnival revels in 19329"

The thought thrilled her strangely.
Yet, even so, what meaning could it
have for her in 19487

She shook her brown curls.
bafling—mystifying—it was!

Yet one fact was clear.

This made it all the more im-
portant that she should achieve her
ambition, for she felt certain that
that fragment of melody was linked
in some mysterious way with Havens-
burg Castle, the goal of her hopes.

That thought was in her mind as
she sped into the hotel and raced up
to her room to get ready for lunch,

She halted quiveringly  there,
gazing around her.

“I must find a hiding-place!” she
breathed. “I can’t risk this clue to
the mystery being stolen.”

One of the bricks in the old-
fashioned fireplace was loose, and Jill
decided to conceal the torn scrap of
paper behind it.

“And before I go down to lunch,”
she told herself, “I'll lay a little trap,
just in case Magda or her friend do
come in search of that paper.”

A few minutes later she was run-
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ning lightly downstairs to the big
dining-room.

It was certainly a gay lunch-party.

Jill and her girl chums shared &
table with Gerald Clarke, Tony
Barnes, and their other boy rivals, :
who were also training for the .
Havensburg Test, and, as usual, there
was plenty of good-natured banter
from the boys.

“How's the training
How many spills so tar? :

“If any of you have cold feet, I've
got a jolly old 'hot-water bottle I can
lend youl!™

going, girls?

And then, in Gerald's rather lofty
tones :
“If you feel like resigning, girls,

don’t mind us. TI'll see that nobody
pulls your legs about it. Frankly, 1
think it’s a bit stiff for girls, and——"

“Come off it, Gerald!” laughed
Jill. “It'd be a loud off your mind if
we resigned, no doubt. Perhaps
ygl%‘t'e scared of six girls beating you,
eh?”

But though she joined in the
chatter. Jill’'s mind was elsewhere,

Through her brain throbbed a few
bars of melody in waltz time,
haunting tun e—mysterious,
finished ! !

She didn't even notice Rosemary’s
uncle, Mr. Gavin Walsh, watching
them with a doubtful little frown
from another table.

Mr. Walsh had been doubtful about i
letting Jill and Rosemary train for i
the difficult test under their boy
coach, and ud%mg from his expres-
sion, he still hadn’t made up his
mind on that point, g

Jill noticed nothing, however, and :
a5 soon as the meal was over she :
s?ed up to her room again, and her
glance went to the Ilittle writing- :
table against the wall. 3

On that desk she had left the :
empty air-mail envelope, carefully :
noting its exact position. :

“It's been moved!” she breathed, :
her heart thudding.

Somebody had been in here during
lunch-time, searching for that in-
triguing half-tune. It wasn’t Magda,

un-




hecause she had heen [unching with
the rest of them, -

It must have becn her
ally 7 Jill told herself.

Her pulses racing, she searched the
room to make sure no intruder was
vonceated there. Then she knelf in
front ol the hearth and removed-the
loose brick.

The folded paper was stili securely

unknown

tucked away,

“Thank goodness it's safe!” she
Lreathed.

But shc must be on her guavd.

How very umportant that half-tune
must be for her if these mysterious
plotters were muking such eflorts to
secure it!

JILL'S NEW
IDEA
That  waltz tune
haunted JilI's mind

during the days that
followed. She just
couldn’t get it out of
her head, and some-
times she would wake up at night
with those lilting notes throbbing in
her brain,

But her puzziement didn't prevent
her throwing herself heart and soul
into the winter sports practice with
their boy coach, Hans Peterson.

“What o wizard trainer he's prov-
ing!" Jill told herself, one alternoon
when she and the rest of the Alpinc
Revellers set out for another practice.

Hans had told them to bring sKates
as well as skig, and they were all
excitedly curious as to what new
form ol training he had devised for
them. )

They had arranged to mwect him on
i snowy.  tree-studded  slope  thal
swept up from the bank of u small,
frosen lake, and when thcyv reached
the spot Lhey saw that the Swiss boy
had certainly been busy.

He had rolled a nwunber of logs into
pusition on the slope, like obstuacles,
whout ten yards apart. He had just
put the last one in place when the
pirls hailed him.

Jill gave him o laughing sslute,

“The Alpine Revellers report for
duly. captain!”

Hans returned her smile gravely.

“Ready for a difficult test, Jill?" he
inguired. “Something svecial?”

“T should jol)v well think we ara!™
Jill declared

“Alter the lunch we've just had.”
piggled plump Surie Millard, “were
1eady for anything !

Without, another word. he led them
to the top of the steep slope nnd
rdlzwily  they  looked down  at  the
1rozen lake [ar below.

“Golly, talk ahout n switehbaek !
e murmured,

Hans chuckled softly.

“Watlch ! he said.

Grasping his ski sticks, he hent
forward, studying the slope neuneath
him. ‘T'hen he swooped. .

Never had they secn such hreath-
taking ski-ing. At every log he dug

his «ki sticks Into the snow and
clearnd the obstacle with a [fiving
Ieap, whirzzing forward to the pext

one, over and over.

And then, on the hank of the lake,
he took off his skis, pulled on the
rrating boots he had left there, and
«lided across ihe rough, difticult ice.
vwavittg to themy from the opposite
tank almost hefoire they rcalised he
had started.

“T've been timing him,” T mur-
mured, her eves glowl O
minute forty-three seconds 1o.. $lul'l

ta finish!"”

“Staggering, Jill '™

“Otterly smashing !

JI1 knew a sudden thrill as sie
heard their admiring coxclamations.
They were coming to appreciate iha
worth of their coach—that cdd.
moody boy whosc iriendship Jiil ielt
she was winning,

Only Magda was silent, walching
them from under her long lashes 1n
that mocking way of hers,

Magda had been very gquiet these
last few days. She Dad nade ho o2
Lreacherous attempts to upset their
practices, thouzlh not for ene moment
did Jill trust the hlazi-haired girl.
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Aand then Hans was back again.

“That litile test,” he told them,
“should teach you three things—to
jump obstacles on a slope, to take off
vour skis quickly—which has to be
done sometimes in an emergency—
and to skate across rough ice, very
different from what you are used to
on the hotel rink, All things youw’ll
need to know for the Havensburg
Test. Are you ready to tackle it?”

Jill tried it first, and never would
she forget that first hreathless swoop,
her skis hissing over the snew and
the logs seeming 1o rush towards her.

Somehow she cleared them-—all
¢xcept the last, when she misjudged
her distance, and ook a tumble on
the soft snow. But she was up in a
moment, removing her skis, pulling
on her skatss.

A minute later she had completed
that tricky bit of skating across the
rough ice and was turning to wave
gaily to her team.

Pluckily they followed their leader.
Even Magda sesmed to be straining
every nerve, her face set and hard, as
she tried to do better than Jill.

Of course, there were tumbles at
first. But, with Hans correcting their
faults, they tackled it again and
again till even 3uzie could do it
without a fall.

Breathless and flushed, they paused
for a rest, and eagerly- Jill turned to
their boy coach,

An idea had dawned on her, and it
brought an impetuous sparkle to her
brown eves.

“Hans, how does our performance
compare with what boys could do?”
she asked. 1 mean the ordinary boy
guests at the hotel who've been train-
ing with Max Kildare?”

His deep-set eyes gazed at her
earnestly.’

“They might do a little better,” he
replied, "but not much."”

“Then how about issuing a chal-
lenge?" Jill c¢ried, wheeling on her
chums. “A challenge to the bovs!”

They staved at her excitedly.

“A challenge!”

“Tt sounds thrilling, but——"

“No ' buts'!” sparkled Jill. “Well
do it! We'll draw up a challenge in
proper form and hand it to Gerald &
Co. to-night. Boys versus girls! A
preliminary contest before the
Havensburg Test itsz2lf. Of course, we
couidn't hope to heat them, but we
might run them jolly close.”

Rosemary and Brenda were catch-
ing on to the idea now.

“Say, it's a dandy
drawled Brenda.

“It's flzzing !
“And won't I chuckle as I watch
Gerald's face when wec hand him the
challenge !”

Jill was thinking fast.

-There's something else,” she went
on “guickly. “You know that Rose-
mary's uncle and some of your
sarents are not too keen on us train-
ing for the test at all. Max Kildave,
the boys' coach, has stuffed them up
with the idea that it's too hard for
us. We'll invite them to watch this
preliminaly tussle. We'll give them
ringside seats for the hoys-versus-
girls event, and convince them that
they were wrong.”

“Good wheeze, Jill!”

“It's the tops!™”

And Jill, quivering with excile-
ment, had now caught Hang' arm.

»and  you'll help, Hans?”. she
appealed. “Because we want the
cocaches to be iIn this, too. Hans
\’ersu's Max, as well as girls against
hoys!”

The rugged [ace of the boy guide
wasn't often broken by a smile, but
he certainly smiled now at Jill's
Aushed and cager [ace.

“OK, Jill! T help!”

Jill drew a deep breath, and then
she saw that Hans was pointing to
a circle of smooth ice in the centre
of the lake.

“Jill,” he said, with another rare
smile, “don't you think your team
need a treat aiter all that hard work?
How about some skating on the
smooth ice to music?”

“To-—music?"”’

For answer, thg Swiss boy marched
off 1o a spot belubd the bushes where

scheme!”

Rosemary laughed.’

he hud left his rucksack and otler

belongings. He came bhack with an
accordion slung over his  sturdy
shoulder.

Next moment he was playing 2
lively two-step, and, with whoops ol
delight, the Alpine Revellers glided on
to the smooth ice and bhezan 1o
dance.

Jill, paired with Rosemary, met her
chum’s blue eyes.

“That challenge idea iz really top-
ping, Jill,” Rosemary breathed, “be-
cause Uncle Gavin is still awlully
douhtful about letting s go on with
the plan. He keeps dropping hints
about it to me. Il we can put up a
good show agalnst the bovs aund con-
vince him "

“We will!
Jill.

For hall an hour Hans played o,
but at last he paused, while the girls
came to a standstill cn the lee, clap-
ning.

And then ;

Jill caught her bhreath as the Swiss
boy began to play again, his lingers
idly passing over the keys.

For a moment he seemed to have
forgotten Jill and the other girls. A
litting, haunting melody floated out
{from the accordion. Just a few hars
in waltz time. X

A few notes of strange, intriguing
melody that Jill had certainly newor
heard before.

Yet, as she listened with straining
ears, lier heart began to throb wildly.
Something seemed to click in her

Never fear!™ laughed

brain, and she whirled round on
Hans. )
“Hans! That tune——" she burst

out impetuously.

For she felt almost sure that those
lilting notes Hans had played were n
continuation of the dance tune that
had been sent to her so mysteriously
from London. The other half of the
* Gondolier's Waltz !

A STRANGE
DISCOVERY
Jill's words died on
her lips, for a startling
changze had come over
the hoy guide’s
manner.
Something of {he

oid moody, stubborn light flashed in
his eyes, His lips set almost grimly
as, with a guick movement, he
unslung the accordion.

~(Oh, it was nothing!” he muttered.
“A few notes played at random.
Nothing at all.”

“But, Hans, won't you tell me the
title of that tuine?"”

He shook his head.

“I've forgotten,” he muttered.
“Anyway, it is of no interest 1o
you.”

BUL——"

Jill stopped =abruptly as Magda
cume gliding forward. At all costs,
that girl's suspicions must not be

aroused, so Jill quickly changed the
subject.

*“Thanks, Mr. Trainer, for the
music, and the coaching, and every-
thing ! she said. T take it we will
meet again to-morrow at the usual
time?"”

“Hear, hear!” 2

“We've had a smashing day, Hans!
We've learnt a lot, thanks to you!”

The others chimed in enthusiastic-
ally. A few minutes later they had
taken leave of Hans, and as they
made their way back to the hotel the
Alpine Revellers chattered excitediy
ahout the challenge they were 1o
issue to the boys, but Jill hardly
heard what was said. She was think-
ing of the mystery tune, and, once
bhack in her room, she took the torn
sheet of paper from its hiding-piace
and softly hummed the notes written

there. Then from memory she added
on the few bars that Hans had
played.

Her brown ¢ves glowed excitedly as
she did so.

“It fits in!” she whispered. '“Hans
was playing the other half of this
tune. I'm sure of it now!”

APlcase turn to the back page.}
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Was The Magpie

Responsible For The Baffling Hotel Thefts ?

THE CLUE OF THE FEATHER

- UNKY—what was that?”
June Gaynor gasped out the
words as a sharp report rang
out. wakening the echoes or the pic-
turesque little valley.

A shot of some kind,” remarked
Noel Raymond. "It seemed to coine
from the direction of the hotel
There are people hurrying across the
grounds—something must have hap-
pened.” '

He staresd towards the hotel that
stood on the cliff, its grounds sloping
down to the sea.

The famous detective and his young
parther were on their way to the
hotel, where Noel had booked for a
Tate autumn holiday. They had
walked from the station, taking a
winding path that ied them through
the quaint fishing village nestling in
the hollow.

" Oh, look—it's a bird!" ecried June
indignantly. * Someone’s shot it!”

She darted forward, to drop to her
knees beside a squawking, fluttering
bundle of black-and-white feathers
that had landed among the bushes.

“Hallo — a  magpie!” exclaimed
Noel. as he joined her. ' And a tame
one, by the look of it. There’s blood
on its wing—let me sce!”

Deftly, without hurting it,
examined the bird's injured wing.

“Is it—is it badly hurt, nunky?”
asked June, peering over his shoulder.

“Only a graze, luckily,” replied
Neoel, “but it should be trented.
There m™may be a chemist’s or pets'
shop in the village. 1I'll make in-
quiries about the shooting when we
reach the hotel,” he added grimly.

Together they hurried wup the
cobhied village street with its ple-
turesque cottages and scattered shops.

* As they approached the corner they
noticed a gquaint, gabled house that
had been converted into two shops
on the ground floor.

The nearer of the two was a
typical seaside curio stores, its bay
window stocked with a miscellaneous
collection of old pewter and china,
fishing-tackle, postcards, and model
ships 1in botties. Its grey-haired
owner pauced in the task of sweeping
the step to beam at them hopelully
over his spectacles.

But his expression changed as he
saw the bird futtering in June's
hands. ) )

*“Why—that's Nita Dane's inagpie!”
he exclaimed. ' She keeps the pets’
shop next door, The bird must ha’
slipped out of its cage while her back
was turned. She'll be that upset -

Just then a fair-haired girl came
running from the doorway of the ad-
joining shop, her attractive face paic
with distress.

"Uncle Jeff1” she exclalmed.
“Blackie's got out again—and I heard
someone shooting from the hotel.
Mr. Chadwick, the manager, threat-
ened to——"

She broke off as she caught sight
of the two visitors.

“Qh, you've found him!"”
breathed, a catch in her voice.
isn't—they haven't hurt—"

" Nothing serious,” put in Noel reas-

ne

she
“He
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suringly. *“The bird fluttered to the
ground, more scared than hurt. But
it must have been a narrow shave.
You were saying"—he eyed her
keenly—"that the hotal ‘manager
ac%!,r}a[ly threatened to shoot your
pet?” ’

The girl nodded as she took the
frightened magpie in her arms,

“He—he—you see 3

“There's been a spot of bother up
at the hotel, sir,”” explained the
curio-dealer, meeting her appealing
glance. “Some of the guests have
been losing valuables—rings ang
such-like—and Mr. Chadwick’s got it
into his head that Nita's magpie's to
blame o

“But it's not true!” exclaimed the
girl. "Blackie—Blackie would never
do such a thing. I've brought him up
from a tiny fledgling—and he’s the
only one of the pets that isn't for
sale. But just recently he's taken
to escaping from his cage—I can't
understand how ¥

“Suppose we have a look at the
cage, Miss Dane?” suggested Noel,
his interest keenly aroused.

He made to enter the shop, only to
turn again, as there came the dis-
tant sound of a car approaching
along the winding, cobbled street.

"That—that's the car from the
hotel!” gasped he girl. “They're
coming to make inquiries o

“Better get the hird back into his
cage before they spot him, Nita,” ad-
vised Jeff Hudson, :

The girl nodded, and Noel and
June followed her into the shop.

They were greeted by an excited
yvapping of puppies, the mewing of
kittens and a general twittering and
squawking from the feathered occu-
pants of several cages,

On a table at the rear of the shop
was an emply cage, its door wide
open. While June quickly assistecd
the girl to bathe the magpie's in-
f‘iured wing, Noel examined the cage
oor. i

It had a strong metal catch that
could not possibly have come open
accidentally; and it seemed equally
improbable that the magpie could
have opened it with its beak, however
intelligent the bird might be.

And vet Blackie had escaped —and
someone had shot at him|

Noel’s eyes narrowed as he exam-
ined the latch more closely. There
was a tiny scrap of gummy substance
clinging to the metal-work, but it
flaked off on his finger as he touched

it,

“Varnish!” decided Noel. He glanced
quickly towards the attractive owner
of the little shop
anxiously tending her pet, “Miss
Dane,” he said, “have you been using
any varnish lately?” .

For a moment the girl looked
puzzled, then she nodded.

“Why, ves,” she exclaimed. "I
thought that wall there looked & little
dull, so I bought a jar and varnished
it early this morning. But why-—"

i

who was still-

By PETER LANGLEY

“Did you leave the shop at any time
this morning?" he interrupted her,

“Yes, I did. But only for a few
minutes while I put the kettle on to
make a cup of tea.”

“Could anvone have entered the

premises without  your hearing
them?”
“Impossible ! declared Nita. “The

door rings & bell in the kitchen, and
the gupples always van like anything
at the sight of a customer. No one
could have come in——"

“Then how did Blackie manage to
fly out of the shop?” put in June, her
grey eyes puzzled. 'Quite apart from
getting out of his cage.”

“ By the og)en skylight, I imagine,”
said Noel, with a quick glance to-
wards the ceiling, then turned as a
burly man wearing tweeds and catry-
ing a shot-gun, strode into _the shop.

“Mr. Chadwick!” gasped Nita,
_stepping protectively in front of the
cage.

‘The newcomer scowled.

“I want a word with vyou, Miss

Dane,” he snapped, ignoring Noel and
June. "That bird of vours was a bit
too guick for me this time—but I'm
standing for no more of his thieving
tricks t

“So—you shot at him!” exclaimed
June indignantly,

Tne manager rounded on her with
a frown.

"1 had a perfect right to shoot, voung
lady,” he rejoined grimly. *“As yvou
know, magples are notoriously given
to stealing, and that bird has been
systematically robbing mv guests of
small, valuable pieces of jewellery.
And as Miss Dane seems unwilling or
incapable of keeping the creature in
check, I'm taking matters into my
own hands. The bird must be
destroyed, or——"

“Excuse me, Mr. Chadwick,” Noel
interposed dryly, groduclng his card,
“perhaps I can help. Miss Gaynor
and I have booked to stay at the
Chine Hotel—so w2 are naturally
interested.”

The manager's truculent attitude
changed immediately as he glanced at
Noel's card.

“Mr. Raymond—the detective!” he
exclaimed. ‘“Why, this Is a fortunate
coincidence., I must apologise, Miss
Gaynor, for speaking a trifle abruptly
—but you will understand that this
business .is very upsetting to my
%ues}:s, and to the reputation of the

ote '

“Do I understand that there has
been another theft—this afternoon?”
asked Noel keenly.

“Barely twenty minutes ago,”
nodded the manager, ‘‘A* valuable
brooch was stolen from the mantel-
piece in one of the.guest-rooms, The
owner left it thsre while she went
to her room “t9 change. Two mem-
bers of my staff actually saw the
thieving bird fiving away from the
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upen window; they gave the alarm,
and I hurried out on to the terrace
in time to see the magpie fluttering
over the trees.”

“Mr. Chadwick,” Noel said, “my
niece picked up the bird, slightly in-
jured by your shot, ‘There was
nothing in its beak or claws——"

“Then it must have dropped the
brooch—or hidden it,” retorted the
manager., "I tell you, the bird was
practically caught in the act. The
owner of the brooch has threatened
to sue the hotel, and I hold Miss Dane
directly responsible.”

Noel looked thoughtfully at the
magpie for a few moments.

M'With your permission, Mr. Chad-
wick, I should like to investigate
these thefts—Irom the hotel end,” he
said at last. "Meanwhile, I suggest
that Miss Dane takes speclal precau-
tions here.”

Unsteadily the girl explained that
when they had arrived she had been
about to lock up the shop, as she
had some deliveries to make. On
Noel's advice, she closed the skylight,
and the young detective himself saw
Lo the fastening of the magpie's cage.
They left the shop together, locking
the door securely.

The manager escorted Noel and
June to his car, insisting on driving
them to the hotel.

At Noel’s suggestion he led the way
4t once to the guest-room from which
the brooch had been stolen. It was
a spacious recom on the third floor,
and a glance from the window con-
vinced the young detective that no
ordinary thief could possibly have
scaled the wall.

June saw her uncle bend swiftly as
though to adjust the heavy velvet
curtains; there was a glint in his eyes
when he straightened himself,

*1 should like to check the stories
of the room-maid and the porter

who uctually caught sight of the
bird,” he said.
The manager hurried away, and

Noel lit a cigarette, glancing thought-
Tully at his young partner.

. Wwell, June, what do you make of
it?” he asked.

“I'm certain that Blackie's inno-
cent!" declared June warmly. "“Even
if he did escape from his cage, it
doesn’t prove that he came here—or
stole the brooch., It was probably
some tramp or gipsy——"

“Unfortunately,” murmured Noel,
"'gipsies don't have wings!”

As he spoke he opened his hand
—and June gasped.

There in his palm lay the object
he had picked up from behind the
curtain.

It was a glossy black feather that
m_igh}; have fallen from o magpie's
wing!

INCRIMINATING
EVIDENCE

“Nunky” June
faltered, “that means
that Blackie did come
here, after all! You
think he was the
thief?”

I didn’t say so, June. There's a
bigger mystery here than I imagined
at first-—and. I'm wondering exactly
what connection there can be be-
tween these thefts and the magpie’s
r;:cent inexplicable escapes from the
shop,

“Our first job, however, is to dis-
cover how t{his flying thief operates
—and here come our witnesses, L
believe.”

The door opened as he spoke, and
Noel swiftly concealed the incrimina-
ting feather as the manager entered,
accompanied by a fair-haired, perky
room-maid and & rather sullen
norter.

. Bella, the maid, gave her evidence
first. She had come into the room
with some fresh flowers, when she
heard a fluttering sound and saw
something streak out of the open
window. Her cry had brought the
porter running—and he, too, had
been just in time to see a black-and-
white bird heading for the tree's.

“And you noticed that the brooch
was missing from the mantlepiece?”
asked Noel keenly,
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“Oh, yes, sir—T spotted it at once,”
replied the girl, “and informed the
manager, He hurried to fetch his
gun and ran out on to the terrace.”

Both Giles, the porter, and the
manager himself confirmed her story
in detail.

“1 see,” murmured Noel at last,
and turned towards June. “This fiy-
ing thief is certainly a menace. June
dear, you had better take great care
of tnat valuable rinF Aunt  Agatha
gave you. You're irr the habit of
leaving your things lying about—and
it’s simply inviting trouble!”

June gulped, concealing her be-
wilderment., She never owned
a valuable ring in her life—and she
certainly—did not possess an Aunt
Agatha!

*“Er—yes, I'll remember,
she murmred.

A few minutes later they descended
t0 the restaurant for tea.

“Nunky, what on earth are you get-
ting at—about that ring?" gasped
June, when they were out of earshot.

Noel’s eyes twinkled. .

“I'm afraid I rather sprung it on
you, June,” he said. "As a matter of
fact, the idea only just came to me,
You'll notice I raised my voice for
the benefit of anyone who might b2
listening—outside, for instance.”

A glimmer of enlightment dawned
in June’s eyes.

“A trap!” she whisnered excitedly.
“Then—you don’t really think that

nunky!”

Blackie was guilty?” she added
gilad‘i}y. “But—where is this supposed
ring?"

“I'm just going out to buy it!” re-
plied Noel. "I noticed a bazaar of
sorts as we turned in through the
hotel gates.”

While June selected a table in the
restaurant, close to the doors that
opened on to the pleasant terrace,
Noel went for a stroll.

When he returned he showed June
his purchase—a very ornate ring with
a4 large imitation diamond.

A pretty good copy, as it happens,”
he murmured. “Well worth half-a-
crown!” Then, raising his voice, he
added : “If you're guite certain you
left the ring in your Jewel-box, my
dear, we may as well go out, [l
lfeteh my hat.” A

June looked at him expectantly as
he rejoined her.

“All set, nunky,” she breathed, fol-
lowing him out on to the terrace, lit
now by the last rays of the setting
sun.

Noel nodded, drawing her into the
shadow of an overhanging tree,

“We can see the window of your
room from here,” he murmured, “and
if anything goes in—or comes out. I
left it open purposely.”

June’'s pulses quickened with
mingled excitement and suspense.

“Blackie's shut up safely in his cage
in the shop,” she said. *“So if anyone
—or anything—makes an attempt
this time, nunky i

C'It's not likely to be Nita's mag-
piel” agreed Noel softly. "But keep

an eye on the window, June. The
light's fading quickly, and nothing
may con of my little experi-
ment i

“Nunky—look ! June broke in sud-
denly.

Noel stared up as, with a whirr of
wings, a dark, feathered shape shot
out of June's open window, speeding
towards the trees. At the same in-
stant there came an excited clamour
from within the hotel.

His face flushed and angry, the
manager raced out on to the terrace.

“Mr. Rayvmond,” he panted, “that
dashed bird—did you see it? It flew
past Bella on the landing, and disap-
peared out of the window, Two
guests have reported the loss of valu-
able trinkets——" .

“June,” rapped Noel, “slip upstairs
quickly and see if your ring is safe.”

June sped on her errand. She re-
turned breathlessly.

“Nunky—it's gone!” she gasped.

" Miss Dane’s magpie has been up te
its thieving tricks again!" barked the
angry manager, .

“Miss Dane's magpie could not pos-
sibly - have escaped!’” retorted Noel.
" Leave this to me, Hardwick—and I'll

guarantee to catch the thief. Come
on, June!”

Tolgether they hurried out of the
hotel. "
“Nunky,” panted June, as they
made their way quickly down tihe
cobbled street, “that thing we saw
was & bird—a black-and-white bird—
and it looked just like a magpie! Do
you—do vou think that Blackie could
possibly have escaped—again?”

“We'll soon know, my cear.” re-
jolned Noel tersely. '"Ah-—here is
Miss Dane!”

They overtook Nita, a basket on
her arm, hurrying towards her little
shop. They caught her up.

“Miss Dane,” began Noel grimiy, “a
ring has been stolen, among other
things from the hotel. You haven't
been near your shop since we left
you?”

“No—I was just on my way back,”
she told him., “Everything looks all
right.” She fumbled for her key, un-
locking the door. They were greetect
by a loud, excited squawk as they
entered the darkened shop. “Blackie
—thank goocdness he's still here!”
she exclaimed, with a tremulous
laugh of relief.

Then the laughter was [roren on
her lips—and June gave 4 horriied
gasp as she pointed. . i

For Blackie, the magpie. his
feathers rutfled, was perched on the
roof of his open cage, squawking
excitedlyv. And zleaming brightly on
the floor of the cage was & ring—the
imitation diamond ring that had been
stolen from June's room at the aotei!

THE FEATHERED
IMPOSTOR
“Biackie! What—
what have vou done?”
With « lictle
hroken cry of dismay,
Nita stared frem her
rurffled pet to the tell-
tale ring gleaming in the cage.
Noel strode [orward without « word.
snatching up the ring and examimng
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it closely. His face grim, he slippea
it into his pocket, and bent tu soruti-
nise the cage door, while June stured

incredulousiy ut the ruffied bird.

Blackie—Nita’s pet—was the flving
thief! Burt how had he escaped 1rom
his cage—und from the locked shop?
By what uncanny means had he con-
trived to carry out his daring raid, mn
spite of the precautions taken?

 Noel turned at last to the tearful
girl owner of the pet store. He
placed a reassuring hand upon her
shoulder.

“Miss Dane. I um not going to men-
tion this to anvone. That ring be-
longs to my niece, so the matter will
g0 no further. But I want vou to
promise me that you will not let that
magpie out of your sight during the
day—and to keen all the doors and
windows shut after dusk.”

 "Of course—of course I promise!™
exclaimed the girl graveiully. “1
don’t know how' to thank you, My,
Raymond. I promise that Blackie
won't escape again!”

Arfter making a further examination
of the shop, Noel and June departed,

As they strolled back to the hote!l 1n
the autumn dusk, June stole a glaice
at her uncle's stern face.

“Nunky.,” she challenged, "I still
don’'t think that Blackie is guilty.
There must be another explanation—
in spite of that ring!"

“There is. June,” Noel replied
grimly, “That ring proves the bivd's
innocence!"”

“How?" gasped June incredulously,

Noel took the ring from his pocket,
handing it to her.

“Notice anvthing?” he asked.

"Why, there's a piece of thread tied
to it!” said June in surprise.

“I tied it there myself,” nodded
Noel. " The other end was fastened
securely to vour jewel-box which I
emptied of Its other contents, No
bird could have snapped that thread,
June. The ring was snatched by a
human hand—the same hand respoi-
sible for those other thefts,”

“But how did it come to be in
Blackie's cage?” June gasped. “"And

fPlease turn #o the back page.)
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Penelope Rings The Practice Fire Bell—With Startling Results

TOO CLEVER FOR PENELOPE
ENELOPE CARTWRIGHT, daughter

of the hcadmaster of Harcourt

Abbey Boys' School, joined =a
secret society known as the Grey
Ghosts, the members of which were
Huszh Mason, and his two chums,
Harvey Doane and Bob Gower of the
Fouirth.

The society was out to fight the
bullving senior master, Mr. Aspell,
also Known as the “Wasp,” and to
prove the innecence of Glynn Tracy, a
boy who had been expelled.

To do this they had to find a
secret room in the old school belfry.

But after leaving a meeting of the
Grey Ghosts, Peneiope was dismayed
to hear her father and Mr. Aspell
talking by the bellry and saying that
11.‘mulsu e put out of bounds to the
sehwol,

H zimmy!" exclaimed Penelope.
“Why has daddy decided to
shut up the belfry?”

Impulsively she hurried through
the dust to the old tower, and as she
saw the two figures standing in the
doorway she called out.

'Daddy, so here you are!” she cried
hrightly.

Both masters turned, peering in the
poor light.

“Miss  Cartwright!” Mr. Aspell
started, then added softly: “Now, I
wonder, Head, what bhrings your
daughte: to the old helfry ?”

Penelope tensed a little.  :she

detected a ring of suspicion and—
was it mockery?—in his purring voice.
Her father watched her come up,
with a slight frown.
“Penelope, what are you doing
hPle“ It is getting late——-

*Yes, indeed, daddy,” she mur-
mured meekly, “but I heard your
voice and I thought you sounded
rather anxious about something.”

am anxious,” he responded
gravely. “Perhaps it is as well you
are here, so that I can warn  you

helore pusting an official notice.”

“Warn me, daddy?” Penelope asked.

“Yes, my dear. Mr. Aspell has
brought to my notice a most disturb-
ing fact.” He waved his hand towards
the old stone tower. ‘' He has dis-
covered that the belfry is unsafe—«m
a very dangerous condition.

“ Unsafe! But—but——"

" Aspell, in making his round, heard
a rumbhng noise. He hastened to
investigate, and found there had been
a fall—as you see, my dear."”

As he spoke he touched with his
foot two heavy blocks of granite lying
just outside the arched doorway of
the belfry.

Penelo;_)e dropped her gaze. she
started viclently. Like a cold gush of
water the truth burst upon her.

Oh, the cunning of the Wasp! For
these were the two blocks she had
earlier seen_him deliberately levering
down from inside the doorway, So
this was the explanation of that
amazing actlon—to give the false
impression that the tower was unsafe!

nd, she caught her breath, there
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could be one reason for his so doing—
because, somehow, he knew that the
Grev Ghosts had designs on the

tower! Because, for some strange
purpose of his own, he had deter-
mined to smash their efforts by

having the belfry locked up and put
out of bounds!

“ It was fortunate I happened to be
in the vicinity, don't you think, Miss
Cartwright?” Mr. Aspell’s suave voice
came as from a distance. *' It would
have been disastrous if anyone had
been near the tower.”

Indeed" The Head nodded
%ravely ' You must keep well away
rom this area, Penelope. It is
dangerous.”

She was speechless. She stared at
My, Aspell, She sensed cold triumph
in his smile; knew he had suspicions
of her. Sudden anger at his two-
faced cunning shook her usual con-
trol; a flerce, hurning desire to rattle
him and defeat his purpose swept
through her.

*“Goodness, daddy,” she burst out,
“gurely Mr. Aspell has made a mis-
take? Those stones don't look as if
they fell naturally at all N

“ Penelope!” ‘Her father was
thunderstruck, as much by her out-
burst as her actual words. * What
are you talking about?”

“An amazing statement indeed,”
murmured Mr. Aspell,

“They look to me,” continued
Penelope with dangerous recKklessness,
“as if they'd- been levered out of
position_ from inside the doorway.
Daddy, I'm sure that if you examine

“Bxcuse me, Miss Cartwright,”
broke in Mr. Aspell gquickly, * but how
do you know those stones did fall
from inside the archway? You cannot
possibly see that from out here!™

Penelope cquid have kicked herself.
She realised that she had endangered
herself in her desperate effort to
defeat, this blow at the Grey Ghosts.

“ Why — why h She rallied.
Why, it’s obvious thzy must have
rolled out from the doorway. And,
daddy, if vou look

Her father's sharply upraised hand
checked her like a knife. In amaze-
ment and stern disapproval he
regarded her,

“Penelope, be silent this instant!
Really. your manner is guite extra-

~ordinary and discourteous, to say the

least. What possible authority have
you for daring to state in the face of
Mr. Aspell's evidence that the helfry
i5 in a safe condition? What can you
know of the matter?”

Penelope was silent. Even she
hadn't the nerve to nursue further
under her father’s very obvious dis-
pleasure and surprise,

“Let us have no more of this non-
sense,” added the headmaster curtly.
“You had better return to the house.
I wish to make arrangements with
Mr. Aspell for eclosing up the belfry
and pla,cing it out of bounds.”

He turned back to the
master. It was her dismissal.

“ Y-yes, daddy.”

Penelope spoke meekly, for all she

senior
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seethed inside, Beaten—cunningly
beaten by the Wasp! And worse, the
senior master suspected the Grey.
g}hosts purpose; was fighting against

She caught a crooked smile from
him as he politely raised his mortar-

board. To her that smile said as
plainly as words: "I suspect you, my
girl. Well, if my suspiciens are cor-

rect, I've been far too clever for yvoul!”

Back through the dusk toc the
Head's private house Penclope
wandered, all her high hopes of the
past hour shattered.

A VISIT TO THE
WASP’S STUDY

The hoot of an owl
sounded in the dark
shadows of the school
grounds, Silence fol-
lowed, broken by the
slight whisper of the
wind in the tall elms. And then from
the bottom of the headmaster's
garden came an answerlng, softer,
bird call,

Two dim figures moved forward and
met

© Hal]o Hugh!"

“ Hallo, Penny!
getting out?”

*Not a bit. Daddy's working in his
study. I Just dropped from my bed-
reom window.”

“¥You dropped from——"
peered down at her; a wondering grin
split his rather serious features.
“Gosh, what a girl yvou are! But,
Penny, have you my robe? I haven't
much time. The raid on the bellry

Her hand on his sleeve checked
him. Her smile had gone. i

**Hugh, here’s your robe, hut—hut
there's awful news!”

And then, in a swift, urzent
whisper, she 'told him of the dismay-
ing events in the belfry with her
father and Mr. Aspell. Hugh heard
her through without a word, but she
felt the muscles of his forearm tense
as he fiercely clenched his hands.

Have any difficulty

Hugh

"80 you see, Hugh?” Penelope
finished, peerin up anxlously into his
lean face. *“The Wasp knows some-

thing—goodness knows how-—and he
means to stop the Grey Ghosts getting
into the belfry.”

For a few seconds the bhoy did not
answer. He was plainly badly shocked
and worried.

“Oh jiminy!” he muttered at last.
“Penny, this is bad. Top marks to
vou for getting the gen, but——" He
stopped, biting his lip, running a
hand through his dark hair. * Penny,
we've got to get into that helfry! For
Glynn’s sake. And, don't vou see?
This maans for certain that the Wasp
is mixed up in this somehow. We've -
got to beat him, too!”

Penelope nodded,

“But, Hugh, how?
do?”
A leader herself, she nevertheless
looked to Hugh in this anxious
mronri'lent. He was silent again for a
W,

“There's one chance, Penny,” he
said slowly. “I—I hate to ask you to
do it—especially as the Wasp suspects
you—but it shouldn’t be risky——"

“What is it, Hugh?” she asked
eagerly. “And blow the risk! I'm one
of tke Grey-Ghosts, aren't I?"

What can we



His smile came back momentarily,
warm and admiring,

*It's this,” he said, *Try to find
>ut, without raising suspicion from
your father, who is going to hold the
keys of the belfry. If you can discover
that, then”-—a determined ring
cntered his level tones—* then some-
how the Grey Ghosts will get their
hands on those keys and so enter the
beliry. Do you think you could find
out, Penny?”

She thrilled and nodded energetic-
ally.
“The very plan, Hugh !., Of course I

will! Leave it to me——
“If you succeed,” he cut in
quickly, *“contact onc of us. No

dangerous acting on your own, Penny,
Promise now?" L
Her eyes sparkled, He was thinking

of her again.
Nothing that I

“ Promise, Hugh.
cousider dangerous.”

And on that they parted, he to
dodge back into Junior House, she to
siip into the Head's house unobserved.
She went with spirits that were sud-
denly soaring again. Trust Hugh to
see a way! The keys—aof course!
They would beat the Wasp even vet,
and then the terrific thrill of finding
the secret of the bellry!

But finding who heid the keys of
the barred and padlocked belfry was
not 1o prove so easy—as Penelope dis-
covered at breakfast next morning.
She casually mentioned the belfry to
her father, meaning to lead up to a
question that would elicit who held
the keys. But her father, perhaps
remembering her strange—to him—
behaviour of the previous night, gave
a rather curt reply which was clearly
meant to dismiss the subject, and
Penclope daren’'t press the matter
without arousing his suspicion.

When lesson bell rang he went off
to Senior House. Penelope roamed in
the grounds with her knitting, think-
ing hard. Who held those keys?
Perhaps her father? More probably
the asp? Perhaps  Jinney, the
porter?

She sought out Jihney—or tried to.
He was not to be found. Penelope
hegan to feel she was up against a
brick wall, X

And then came hope. This was
when, just before break, she met her
father coming from Senior House, &
pile of papers and 2 book under his
arm.

“ Ah, Penelope, my dear! I have a
lot of papers to correct; would you
take back Mr, Aspell's Dook to him,
with my thanks? He should be out
from lessons shortly.”

Penelope's heart gave a leap. In-
stantly she saw the chance of investi-
gaLting the senior master's study in
search of the beliry keys,

“Qf course I will, daddy,” she mur-
mured, hiding her eagerness. .

He passed over the book, giving it
a little pat. ]

“A  wonderful work indeed, my
dear,” he said warmly. ' Aspell's re-
search work must have been monu-
mental and it is told so brilliantly. I
am not surprised it won the Dorcliffe
Prize. Indeed,” he added, with a faint
smile, "1t so impressed the governors
that Aspell will probably come into a
headmastership one day. You should
read the book, my dear.”

" Yes, daddy,” murmured Penelope,
who really couldn't have cared less
about the senior master’s * History of
Harcourt Abbey"” and was very
anxious to get to the Wasp's study
while it was still empty.

She left him, walking sedately,
book under arm, But once he was out
of sight she fairly sprinted. The
quadrangle was empty; break bell had
not vet rung, so there was no one to
see her,

Quite breathless, she entered
Junilor House and sped un the stair-
cases, only_slowing in the masters’
corridor. Hoping against hope, she

tapped gently at Mr, Aspell's door.
) “ Come in!”

Her heart sank at that snapped,
irritable reply. The Wasp was there!

She patted her disordered halr,
li:)pene the door, and walked primly
11,
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The senior master was seated
behind a paper-littered desk, pen in
hand. He glanced up impatiently,
and instantly his eyes narrowed.

“AR,” he purred, “my dear Miss
Cartwright!  You almost look sur-
prised to find me here. May I ask,”
he added, intently watching her face,
“what you want here?”

“Of course you may, Mr. Aspell,”
sald Penelope imperturbahbly, " Daddy
asked me to return your book, with
his thanks.”

“Oh!” He glanced at the book: the
suspicion faded from his hawk-like
features. “I see, Put it down, please,
Miss Cartwright.”

She stepped primly forward and
placed the book on his desk. As she
did so she glanced down, and saw two
large, shiny new keys in a half-open
drawer. There was a label attached
to them, but before she could see
what was written on it the drawer
was swiftly closed.

She looked up, to find the master's
glittering eyes watching her.

“I am very busy, Miss Cartwright,”
he said pointedly, " otherwise I would
be delighted te have a talk with you—
about, say, those scoundrelly Grey
Ghosts, in whose adventures you have
50 'unfortunately been dragged on
several occasions. Or about,” he
added very softly, " your strange con-
viction that the old belfry is safe!”

Penelope did not bat an eyelid. She
just smiled demurely.

“My conviction about the heliry
may appear strange,” she said quietly,
“and as you say you're husy -

Mr. Aspell frowned impatiently,

"I certainly am busy,” he declared.
“Unfortunately, Miss Cartwright, I
have had to take over the duties of
fire master this week, and the orders
Tor the first pra#etice are taking some
time, so much so that I shall be in
this study for the rest of the day.”

A great thrill of certainty rushed
through Penelope then, Those keys in
the drawer were the vital keys. that
last remark of the senior master’'s had
been something in the nature of a
mocking warning.

Not by one iota did she allow her
expression to add to his suspicions of

her. Indeed she shook her head
sorrowfully,

“I'm sure you work too hard, dear
Mr. Aspell,” she murmured, L

wouldn't dream of interrupting you a
minute longer. Good-morning!”’ .
And with a bhright smile, and an
inward joyous thrill at the sudden,
almost venomous gleam that entered
his eyces, she left the study.
In the corridor she gently closed the

door and stepped out briskly. But
round the corner she stopped, her
face transformed, her heart in-
creasing its beat alarmingly,

“Theyre there—the keys!" she
breathed. " Oh zimmy! If only—if
only——"  She paused, her brain
whirling with reckless thoughts.

“But he's going to he there all day,
thanks to this wretched fire master
business——"

She stopped short. Her hand flew
to her mouth. An idea. so incredibly
audacious as to make her feel weak,
had leapt unbidden to her mind.

“ Penny, that's crazy! No, it's not—
it's wonderful! It would work—or
would it?” Starry-eyed, she argued
and counter-argued with herself.
“Supposing you were caught? But
why should you be? And no one
could suspect you. Oh, Penny, don’t
stop to think! Do it—do it!” -

She whirled, just as the break bell
started to ring, Down to the floor
below she scuttled. She heard boys
streaming from their class-rooms.
And then, at the end of the corridor,
she saw_the Junior House fire point,
where hung two hrass hells, the
smaller one marked * Practice Bell.”

Penelope stopped, heart behaving
most erratically. She closed her eyes,
opened them again, and rushed for-
ward. Seizing the leather thong on
the tongue of the practice bell, she
sent brazen, high-toned echoes ring-
ing through the house!

THE VITAL
KEYS

! Practice hell!”

“Get moving, Out
into the quad!”

Shouts and countor-
shouts rang through
the Junior House. The
boys, who always treated fire practice
as rather a_ spree, went whooping
down the staircases.

Up in the master's corridor a door
banged open, Mr. Aspell raged into
the corridor, staring glittering-eyed
up and down,

“Who rang the bell?” he gritted.
“Some rascal " Dark-faced, gown
rustling behind him, he sped for the
floor helow, “If I eatch 3

At the foot of the staircase was an
alcove, half-curtained. He passed it
in a rush and his footsteps reccded.
The curtain guivered, and Penelope's
rather pale but excited face peered
after him.

“'Now!" she gasped. “Like a streak,
Pennyv—the keis—the keys——"

Still rather amazed at her own
daring, she fled sllently up the stair-
case. The uproar below was consider-
able. She hardly heard it, In twentv
secontds she was inside Mr. Aspell’s
study and the drawer of his desk was
opened,

With trembling fingers she snhtche,d

at the keys. The label hore tlie
single, vrecently pencilled word
“Belfry

“ Got them—oh, got them! Bur get
moving, you ass—quick!”

Thrilled and joyous she was, but
not out of the wood yet. She shot
into the corridor and sped down the
back staircase, thus ensuring she
would not run into the senior master.

One floor down she joined a stream
of“ggnmng juniers.

h dear!" fiuttered Penelope. A
fire, boys! Do hurry!”
They winked and nudged each
other.

“ Better run, Miss Cartwright,” said
one hoy solemnly. *“Must be a jollv
blg fire to cause all that ringing!
Make way for the Head's daughter,
chaps!™

They grinningly made way, amused
to see the headmaster's ~daughter
scurrying down in a way so unlike
her prim and proper self. Penelope,
hiding her inward glee, made the most
of the chance and ran even faster,

On the floor below another stream
of boys swelled the exit from the
building, and she found herself not a
yard away from Hugh Mason. He saw
her; his eves flickered in surprise.

"“Gracious, isn't this awful, Hugh

Mason?" Penelope fluttered, and
adroitly forced her way to his side.
purposely falling against him.

" Hugh,” she hissed into his ear, “I
got the keys—from the Wasp's study.
I'm slipping them into your pocket,
Please contact me later about plans.”

She heard his tiny exclamation:
caught a gleam of wondering admira-
tion in his eyes before she allowed
herself to be carried on in the throng
of schoolbhoys,

t last, really breathless, but
gloriously triumphant, she was out in
the open, and while the boys hurried
to form up under masters and prefects
on the fringe of Little Side, she
turned towards the Head’s house.

She reached it to see her father
standing at the drawing-room window,
staring, with a slight frown, towards
Junior House! He beckoned her.

“Penelope.” he asked as she joined
him inside, " was that a fire practice
I heard?”

" Yes, indeed,” murmured Penelope.
“ Most exciting, daddy. The bell must
have gone just after I left Mr, Aspell.”

“H'm! Aspell’s taken over duties of
fire master this week, but I arranged
with him to have a practice this after-
noon. It's not like him to alter plans
without consulting me.” .

Penelope locked at the ceiling with
an angelic little smile.

“Mr. Aspell’s so keen, daddy,” she
murmured. “Perhaps he’lll have
amlnlther practice this afternoon as
well "

(Please turn to page 39.)
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Save Sally From Disaster

Fay's Desperate Bid To
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THE SEARCH FOR THE LETTER

¥ OME on, Sally!™”
“Up with her the
triumphal chair!™”

“This way for the election parade!
Sally for captain!™ -

A" laughing, e¥cited crowd of
students surrounded Sally Warner as
she stood by the rail of the Ocean
Star, otherwise known as the float-
ing college, en route for Australia.

But Sally, usually so gay and ready
to enter into any fun, was looking
rather pale and very unhappy. Beside
her, Don Weston, her special boy
chum, gazed out to sea with a gloomy
expression on his race. While Johnny
Briggs, another member of the little
group, sat slumped in a deckchair.

"Just look at them!™ eried Linda
Powell, the American girl student,
“Suy, shap out of it, you three! You
look as if vyou've lJlost your best
friend! Oh, gee!” Linda clapped a
contrite hand over her mouth, her
pleasant face reddening as she saw
Sally wince. “I'm soiry, Sally!” she
murmured. ‘‘Guess, I'm just a clumsy

into

idiot 1"

“That’s all right, Linda.” Sally
forced a smile to her lips. “It—it's
just that I—1I don’t feel like

triumphal chairs and so on.”

“Then you've jolly well got to feel
like it!"™  said Tubby Winwood
vehemently., “We know you're feeling
upset about Fay, Sally, and we're jolly
sorry aboutl the whole thing, But we
want you for captain of the Merry-
makers’ Club, and you've just got to
win_that election this afternoon r

»QOr Carmenita will pushh you out!”
put in Slick Kaptin.

“They're right, Sallykins,” said Don
seriously. "Try to forget about Fay
for a bit, eh?”

Try to forget Fay! Sally bit her
lip.  Fay, her dearest chum, the
fourth member of the little group—or
she had been until recently. What
had brought about the change in her?
What had made her suddenly desert
her old friends with whom she had
always been o happy and go over to

Alec Burt, Carmenita Pascall, and
their cronies?
Sally could find no answer. She

only knew that Fay, instead of help-
ing her in her etection fight, was now
sarading round waving Carmenita’s
panner aloft. That had been the final
straw Ifor Sally, had hurt her so
deeply, so bitt.eriy. that she had cut
: Eigy dead when she had seen her a
short while ago. And ever since she
had done that Saliy had bitterly re-
gretted the action. She_should have
been more patient with Fay, she told
herself remorsefully; should have
tried harder to find out what was the
ﬂnd?‘lylng cause for this change of
eart.
But she mustn't brood on it now.
She owed something to these other
good iriends of hers, tco. They
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wanted her to win the election—and

she wanted to win it, too, so very
much. She had been captain of the
Merrymakets’ Club since its inaugura-
fmn, and that meant a great deal to
1er.

So somehow she forced a semblance
of gaiety into her pretty rface, seated
herself in the gilt-painted, gaily
decorated chair which was mounted
on four poles, and was hoisted aloft
on the =shoulders of Don, Johnny,
Tubby, and Slick. i

Behind her Linda Powell piped un-
tunefully on a tin whistle, while
Sylvia Cresswell and Bob Halliwell
held aloft a large banner:

“SALLY FOR CAPTAIN.”

Despite herself, Sally found a
chuckle coming from her lips, and
her heart lightened as she heard the
regounding cheers with which the
procession was greeted.

“Speech !” toared Bobh Halliwell,

His demand was greeted with loud
cheers. Sally waved her hands ior
silence. i

“In a few minutes,” she treplied.
“I've got some notes in my cabin for
several improvements I've thought of
for the club. Back in a jifiy.”

She jumped Irom the chair and
darted off towards the companion-
way which led to the students’
cabins. And there she suddenly drew
up, sharply, a flood of colour rushing
to her cheeks. For approaching the
companion-way from another cor-
ridor was a pretty, but wan-looking,
fair-haired girl.

“Pay!” Satly choked, a sudden
feeling of tenderness rushing over
her. ."Oh, Fay!”

Fay heard the whisper., She stopped
short, a look of incredulous happiness
flooding her eyes. Now was her
chance to speak to Sally, to explain

“Hallo, Fay!” said a reedy voice
behind her. ‘“Have you got those
notices yet?”

PFay whirled round. There stood
Alec Burt, the weedy, sneaking
student, one of Carmenita’s cronies.
There was an unpleasant sneer on _his
face as he Iooked sharply from Fay
to Sally. And Fay, seeing that sneer,
seeing the suspicion in his crafty
eyes, clenched her hands convulsively.

“I'm just getting them, Alee,” she
said meekly. *I'll bring them up to
you,”

Burt gave a little snigger as Fay
marched forward, brushed past Sally
as though she didn’t exist, and _hur-
ried down the companion-way. Sally,
shrinking, white-faced, from that
deliberate cut, could not guess just
what it cost Fay to treat her this

way.

Fay, rushing blindly down the
stairs, pressed a hahd to her trem-
bling lips to choke back her sabs.
Oh, why had Burt arrived on the

" The
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secene just then? Another moment
and she would have been able to ex-
plain to Sally about the letter—-that
awful letter which Burt had typed on
a sheet of paper bearing Sally's
signature, a letter speaking in most
disparaging terms of Senor Gonzalez,
the school governor who was at
present in the ship’s hospital.

Burt had been clever, no doubt
about that. He wanted Carimenita to
win the election, and if she couldn’t
win by fair means, then he'd see she
won by foul. Once Senor Gonzalew
had that incriminating paper in his
hands, there would be no use plead-
ing with him, trying to explain. Hc
was the type who would not listen
to arguments. The letter was signed
by Sally, therefore Sally must have
written it, he would assume.

As a  result, Sally would un-
doubtedly be ‘thrown out of the
election, out of the Merryvmakers’
Club. Perhaps it would even aflcct
her school career.

But Fay, utterly appalled when she
had overheard this plot, had deter-
mined that it should not succeed.
She must find out where the letter
was hidden, get it back. And if, in
doing so0, she had to appear {riendly
with Burt & Co., whilst ignoring her
own friends—well, she was prepared
to do more than that for Sally, the
gest and truest Iriend a girl could

ave.

Just the same, it hurt unbearabiy
to have her chums think even for a
moment that she could turn against
them so completely, especially at
election time, when normally she
would be going all out to help Sally.

“Oh, Sally,” she breathed to herself.
“1f only vou could know. Yet, if you
were In my position you'd do the same
—and it's almost over now, anyway.
We'll soon be friends again.”

Resolutely Fay swallowed hard:
and though her lips still quivered, her
eyes grew bright with hope and deter-
mination, Her act had succeeded.
She had fooled Burt & Co. cowmpletely
—s0 completely that they had spoken
unguardedly in her presence about
the whereabouts of the letter.

“And in just a few moments I'll
have it!” she said, with a fierceness
unusual to her gentle nature. "“Then
I'll be able to explain to Sally,
Johnny, and the others. Everything
will be all right then."”

She hurried to Burt's cabin., Once
inside, she crossed to the bureau;
with an eager hand pulled at the ’
drawer,

As it came open she gasped with
dismay. It was full of an untidy mass
of papers. Feverishl she raked
through them, heedlessly spilling the |
discarded papers on the floor. Where
was the letter? It must be here. She
had hea:;d Burt say so——

a wild cry, Fay flung round
as the door swung back. Carmenita
and Alec Burt stood there. They
started, stared, then glanced mean-
ingly at each other, .

“So that's it!” exclaimed Alec
. “Sog Fay's playing a clever little
game, eh? Just too bad,” he added,
sm%e'ring. “that you were caught
cut!”
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FAY IS
TRAPPED

At those snieering
words a4 surge of anger
took possession of
Fay. She glared at
Burt and Carmenita,

“Where 1is that

cried  passionately,

Quite the firebrand!”
“So that's what
'I'rying 1o
save Sally ! Show her the letter, Alec.
She wants to see it.” ) )

With his crafty eyes glinting with
malice, Burt thrust a hand into the
top pocket of his shirt, withdrew an
envelope, and waved it tauntingly in
Fay's lace.

“There you are!”™ he said mock-
ingly. ‘*'T'ake a good look at it—
because,” he added, his voice chang-
ing to threatening tones, “it’s the last
time you’ll see it before I hand it
overlttc: Gonzalez. And when he does
see lt——"

“Give me that letter—give it to
me!'" Fay cried wildly. “You shan't
do this to Sally i

She leant, whipping out her hand
to snatch the letter. But Carmenita
was quicker. She jerked [orward her
foat, and Fay tripped over it, sprawl-
ing to the floor. Before she could get
up Carmenita and Burt were out of
the cabin. The door slammed.

“we'll let you out—when Sally has
got it in the neck!” called Carinenita
spitefully.

Fay staggered up in time to hcar
the key turnecd in the lock. Then
the precious pair's footsteps retreated
along the corridor. She hurled her-
self ot the door, shouting, banging.
But it was no good.

Fay suddenly sank back on her
heels, white and distraught. Heart-
broken sobs racked her slender body.

She'd failed Sally, after all, All her
scheming, her tioadying to Car-
menita & Co., had heen to no pur-
pose. She'd failed to get the letter.

Even now Burt was making his way
to the ship's hospital; would be leav-
ing the letier for Senor Gonzalez, At
any time now the governor would be
reading the letter, and then——— Fay
shuddered. Then, as Carmenita nad
slangily said, Sally would get it in
the neck with a vengeance.

That thought acted like a douche
of cold water on Fay.

“I'm not beaten yet!" she told her-
sell fiercely, *“I can’t give up this
easily, [ must get out—I must!”

She stared at the locked door, then
suddenly a light sprang into her eyes.
She remembered the trick Sally her-
seif had shown her on one occasion
when some practical joker had locked
them in their cahin.

Sne leapt over to Burt's buak:
grabbed up the ship's newspaper
which had been fiung on it. Very,
very careiully she slipped it under the
door; then, taking a clip from her
hair, she inserted it into the keyhole
and pushed gently. -

Carmenita, she kuew, had only
given the key one turh, just sufficient
to lock the door. There should be
no difficulty about pushing it out. A
satisfving ilttle plop told her there
was no difficulty, but had the key
fallen on the paper? Would she he
?lbi;." to get it under the door if it

a

she

letter?”
“"Where is it?"
"My, my!
taunted Carmenita.
she's been after all along!

» Careluliy Fay pbulled the sheet of
paper. Slowly, slowly it came under
the door. She gave a whoop of joy.
The key—she had it!

With hands that trembled, she
grabbed it, inserted it into the lock,
flung open the door. Perhaps even
now she could reach the hospital in
time to prevent Senor Gohzalez Irom
reading the letter.

She raced along the seemingly
interminable corridors; climbed
countless stairs until finally she

reached the ship's hospital.

A (Eulck glance through the glass-
panelled door into the glistening
white ante-room showed that Burt
and Carmenita were nowhere about.
They must have left the letter by
now. Perhaps the governor was
already reading it!

56

Fay gave a sob, swayed a little,
Then she starved incredulously.

For on one of the white-enamelled
tables was 4 wire hasket. And that

basket bore a nheat label:

“Senor Gohzalez—Correspond-
ence.”

Fay could hardly suppress the cry
that rose to her lips. In a fiash she
had whipped opeu the door, slipped
inside. Wilh a quick look round, she
tiptoed over to the table, picked up
the pile of letters and flicked through

e

m.

Then she cried aloud in joy.

For here was the letter—she recog-
nised the envelope Burt had waved
mockingly before her.

So, despite all his cunning. all his
trickery, all her hearthreak, she had
won through in the end! She had
the letter—she had it! Oh, wonder-
ful—wonderful !

With her heart singing, she put the
others on the table. And then a brisk
volce sent her whirling round with a
cry of fright.

“Why are you interfering with
Senor Jonzalez's  correspondence?
asked the disappreving volce of a
while-clad nurse. “Put that letfer
back in the baskel at once!”

JOHNNY VISITS
ALEC BURT

Fay™ took a step
backwards, clutching
tie letter to her- She
couldn’t give it up
now — she wouldn't
give it up, not when it
meant saving Sally.

Her thoughts in a wild turmoil, she
somehow managed to force a smile to
her pale lips,

. " she stuttered, searching
Trantically for inspiration. “It—it's
a letter to do with the election, you
seg.  Two of-—of the other students
delivered it a few minutes ago, and—
and a mistake has been made. I—T
ngg}st alter it before the governor sees
it.

The nurse peered at the envelope,
then, to Fay's heartfelt relief, gave o
friendly nod.

“That's right. I remember them
bringing it in. Something to do with
your club elections, isn't it? OK.!
But don't he too long altering it.
Senor Gonzalez will be coming out
sooit.”  And, with a pleasant smile,
she passed again through the swing
doors into the hospital.

Fay stood still, feeling weak with
relief.

Then a wave of joy swept through
her. She'd done it. Sally was saved!
And she’'d be able to go to Sally now,
explain everything.

With a happy smile, she swung
round, then stared Incredulously.
For there, just in the doorway, stood
Sally herself. A strangely altered
Sally, with a gentle, tremulous smile
playing ahout her mouth, with a
nmisty look in her blue eyes.

A WORD FROM YOUR EDITOR

Dear Readers,

This week I have good news for you.
In response to many requests, | have
decided to re~introduce the double-
length complete stories which were
once so popular.

1 your favourite anthors are con-
tributing to this grand new feature,
and the first story, which will appear
in next Friday's issue, has been written
by Renee Frazer, the author of “Their
School On Castaway Isle” and many
other famous serials.

“Prisoner of the Boy Sheik”—that
is the title of Miss Frazer’s fine story,
and ] can promise you it will contain
something new in the way of excite-~
ment. Look out for it next week,

Your Sincere Friend,

THE EDITOR.

“Sally !" choked Fay, her face sud-
denly working. “Oh, saliy!”

And, with an impulsive movement,
she Hung hersell towards her friend.
Sally’s arms closed round her; held
her tightly while Fay multered in-
coherentiy into her shoulder.

"Oh, Sally—Sally, I'm s0 terribly
sorry about evervthing!” hlurted
Fay. "I th-thought vou'a never speak
to me again! It's been awtul!”

“It certainly has,' agreed Sally in a
wobbly voice. 'I feel pretty terrible
about the whole thing mysell, Fay

“I didn't want to be so heastly—
really, I didn't,” said Fay, drawing
back a little and gazing heseechingly
into Sally’s face. "And I really and
truly loathe that horribie Burt & Co.
You see, it—it was all over this letter
for the governor——""

“Don't worry about it any more,

Fay dear,” sald Sally gently. "“Were
iriends again now v
“But you don't hegan Fay.

Her words ended in a little shriek of
horror as the envelope was suddenly
plucked irom her fingers,

“Ah, this is the letter about the
clection, yes?”

Belfore Fay could move, Senor
Gonzalez ripped open the envelope:
began to withdraw the sheet of paper
inside.

“No!” cried Fay hoarsely. *Oh, no!
Please, Senor o

“Shush-shush ! said Senor Gon-
zalez impatiently, frowning testily at
Fay as he began to unfold the letter.

“But—Dbut 1t isn't ready ! hlurted

Fay. "I mean, you mustn’t—— Oh,
goodness !

She relaxed, watching in horror.
Too late now,

She should have destroyed the

letter straight away. By omitting to
do so she had failed her chum-——her
Iriend, Sally, who stood by now with
a tender smile on her Tface. little
realising the terrible hlow that was
te fall.

Fay's breath caught on a sob.

Slowly, without a ciange of expres-
sion, the governor read to the end
of the page. Slowly he raised his
eves. And even as Fay took a step
forward, in a last desperate attempt
to shield Sally [rom the worst of the
storm, he cast a beaming smile upon
that girl.
_"Thank you—thank you!" he said
in a pleased voice. "As yvou say in
England, I hope the best man wins.
Now off you go—yes?”

"Yes,” sald Sally promptly, and,
taking Fay's arm with a firm hand,
she led her outside. *“Brace up, old

thing!” she said anxiously. “Every-
thing’s all right.”
“But—but [ just don’t under-

stand,” muttered Fay bewilderedly,
“Do you mean there never was a letter
written by Bur "
“There certainly
voice was suddenly grim,
it here in my pocket.”
“You—you have it?" Fay stared at
her dazedly. “Oh, Saily, I—I don't
undeistand, but I'm so—so glad
The sudden release of the dreadfu!l
tension, the strain under which she
had heen living scemed to overcome
her., She swayed a little. With a
sharp exclamation of concern, Sally

was !’ Sally’s
“But I have

led her to a deckchair; tenderly
helped her into it
“Not another word,” she said

firmly, “until you've had a cup of hot

coffee to buck you up. Sit still. I’ll
he back in a jiffy.”
Sally was as good as her word.

Under the stimulating inAuence of
the coffee, the colour began to creep
back to Fay’s cheeks, the sparkle to
her eyes.

“Now tell me how you knew about
the letter—how you managed to get
it,” she said, looking at Sally fondly.

“Well, after you _cut me on deck”
—here Sally gave Fay's hand a tight
squeeze to show that she understood
now just why Fay had| acted as she
did—"I wenl down to the cabin. I
was feeling pretty low, especially
when I saw you go into Burt’s cabin.
Later, I heard upraised voices, I
didn't take much notice for a

(Please turn to page 50.)
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The Concluding Chapters Of GAIL WESTERN’S Magnificent Story

THE TRAITOR'S LAST BID
ERLE WASON was anxious to
win the' Gold Rider Trophy
race, which meant so much to
the future of her home, Happy Valley
Runch,

Nathaniel Garsten, a rascally neigh-
bouring rancher, und his daughter
Celia, were working against Merle,
with the aid of an unknown traitor
on Merle's ranch.

As a_result of Garsten's scheming.
Larry Denvers, a voung cowboy who
was helping Merle, was outlawed.

Ridmg Larry's horse, Merle won the
Gold Rider race But as the trophy
was being presented to her, Celia
Garsten appeared on the scene, de-
manding that Merle should bke
disqualified.

had striven so hard
o win was i danger of being
taken away from her! .

The =startling development which
had followed her success at Red Hill
rodeo was zo totally unexpected that
Merle was robbed of her hreath, For
a moment she could only stand and
s{;are, her eyes filled with consterna-
tion.

The cheers of the crowd had died
away. It was as if Celia Garsten had
exploded ® bomb in the judge's en-
closure. Dazed and shocked, everyone
gaped, first at the white-faced Merle,
then at the spitefully glaring Celia.

The chief judge was the first to
recover,  His face stern, he looked
down at the rancher’s daughter.

“It's a very grave accusation you're
makin',” he commented. "I hope [or
vour sake that you can justify it."

Celia  tossed back her head and
taughed shrilly. . .

“Of course I can justify it,"” she
snapped. *“ Everyone knows that that
horse Merle Wason rode doesn't helong
to Larry Denvers. The sheriff himself
warned her that it was stolen.”

“It's not true!" gasped Merle.
“Larry never stole anything in _his
life. Prince really does belong to him
and I had a perfect right to ride him
in the race.”

“You hadn't!” Celia shouted. "1
insist vou hand back that trophy.
It's not fair that you should keep it.”

Desperately Merle's fingers tightened
their hold on the Gold Rider as her
i‘ival made to snatch the trophy from
her.

" You shan't have it!" she panted.
"1 won it fairly and I'm going to keep
it. You shan't-—"

She broke off as she saw the judge
jumping down from his box, and in-
voluntarily the two girls separated,

“ Just a minute, please.,” It was to
Celia he spoke. “I hapopen to be in
charge here and it's for me to say, not
yvou, whether Miss Wason is entitled
to keep that trophy or not."

'[‘HE trophy she

The watching crowd raised a
murmur, and from the Happy Valley
cowhoys present came approving
shouts, :

' Hear, hear!"

“Tell her where she gets of,.
mister ! )
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“Missy Merle shuah won fairly!”
added the indignant voice of Mammie,
Merle's negro housekeeper.

The judge held up his hand for
silence, then again turned to Celia.

“ Let’s get this quite clear,” he gsaid.
“ Your application that Merle Wason
ls disqualified is based on the fact
that she is alleged to have ridden a
stolen horse?”

Celia nodded.

“That's the only cause for com-
plaint?”
" Yes—and it's enough, too! With-

out that stolen horse she could never
have beaten me.”

The judge stroked his chin with a
reflective hand.

In an agony of suspense Merle
waited for him to give his decision,

Surely he would not order her to
hand back the precious trophy?

The mere possibility filled her with
dread. The Gold Rider meant so
much to her. Hidden in it, she was
convinced, was the other half of the
map that would reveal old Sam
Crogan's secret-——that secret which
was in some mysterious way bound up
with the future prosperity of the
ranch she and her uncle loved.

Anxiously she surveved the judge,
striving to read his thoughts from the
expression on his face, but his features
were impassive. He stroked his chin
again, then he looked up. .

“My decision is,” he announced
s]orrly. “that the objection won't hoid
water.”

There came a delighted cheer from
Mammic and the cowboys, while
Merle's heart gave a wild leap for joy.
As for Celia, her cheeks went scarlet
with rage.

“But that's crazy!” she shouted.
“She rode a stolen horse. I tell you,
and that ought to disqualify her!”

The judge regarded her steadily.

“I've only your word for it that the
horse was stolen,” he said. “ Anyway,
there's nothin' in the rules to say a
competitor can only ride their own
horses. If Merle ason has broken
the law, then that's a matter for the
sherifi-——not for me.”

‘' But *

The judge
patiently.

“It's useless to argue. You've heard
my decision. If you're not satisfied,
you must lodge a complaint with the
rodeo committee.”

And he turned away, leaving Celia
standing there, red with baffled fury.
There came another cheer from
Mammie and the Happy Valley cow-
boys, then Slim Harris, the young
foreman, stepped forward.

“Your uncle's walting for you in
the stand, Miss Merle,” he said. **He
wanted to come over to congratilate
you, but his broken leg's still a bit
stiff. If you like, I'll také charge of
your trophy while you pop over and
have a word with him.”

Merle shook her head.

“Thanks, Slim, but I'll hang on to
it myself,” she said. “I've got some-
thing to do before I see uncle. Now,
if you’ll excuse me, I'll be off. And
thanks for all your good wighes.”

She smiled happily around, gave the

raised his hand im-

a4 The COWBOY
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erle

beaming Mammie a hug, then pushed
her way through the crowd.

Eager though she was to see Uncle
Stephen. she felt she simply must
first examine the Gold Rider. She
would know no peace until she had
discovered whether or not the other
half of the precious map really was
hidden in it,

The trophy clutched tightly, she
made her way to the stables s=t apart
for the use of the competitors. There
<he could examine the statuette with-
out fear of interruption,

Slipping into one of the deserted
huts, she seized the golden head of the
cowhboy and gave it & twist, To her
delight the head turned, With guiver-
ing fingers she unscrewed it and

peered into the cavity bheneath. Her
neart gave a wild leap. .
“There's comething there—a biece

of paper!” she gasped. “Then——

She broke off and spun round as
iihe heard the door creak open hehind
her.

It was to see that someonc had
entered the hut, and at sight ol him
she recoiled in startled fear,

For it was a masked figure that
stood there—a figure whose slim hody
was hidden beneath a long macintosi
slicker.

Merle's face went deathly white. It
was the one person she had forgoticn
in the excitement of her triumph.

The mystery traitor!

THE
UNMASKING
His eyes glinting

mockingly through the
slits in his mask, the
traitor stepped for-
ward, one hand tucked
in his macintosh ecape.

“So the second half of the map is
hidden in the tronhy,” he commented.
his voice husky and obviously dis-
guised. * Waal, I'm afraid vou'll never
learn its secret.”

Merle stood as -if petrified.

“What do vou want?" she gulped,
though she knew only too well,

He laughed and pointed to the gold,
glinting trophy,

“That!™

Merle gave a horrified ery.

" No, no! You shan’t have it!" she
gasped,

“Don’t be a little fool! Give it me
before you're hurt,” he ordered. And
suddenly a gun axygeared in his right
hand. " Come on, hand it over!”

Menaced as she was by that gun,
Merle dared not disobey. Tears of
despair in her eyes, she reluctantly
held out the statuette., With an
exultant laugh, the traitor snatched
it with his free hand, then, still kcep-~
éug her covered, he backed to the

oor.

“If you take my advice vou'll stay
here until I'm well clear,” he sald.
“There's no one about—everybody's
watchin' the buck-jumpin’—so it's no
good yvou expectin' help.”

As he spoke he kicked open the
door and slipped out into the open.

Despite his warning, Merle instantly
rushed forward, but by the time she
reached the door the unknown man
had mounted his horse and had
already begun to gallop away.

" He'll take it to the Garstens!” she
gulped hopelessly. " Oh. 2

er voice tralled away, and with
wide, incredulous eyes she stared.
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For suddenly there had come the
thunder of hoofs from away to the
left, and into view rocketed a slim,
hoyish figure, mounted on a beautiful
chestnut horse.

“It's Pommie!" she gasped. " And—
and that's Larry riding him!"”

Larry who, when she had last seen
him, had been striving desperately to
escape from the sheriff's pursuing
posse!

But what was he doing here? What
daredevil audacity had brought him,
a hunted fugitive, to the rodeo?

Breathlessly she” shouted, but the
voung cowboy did not seem to hear.
His garze was concentrated on that
masked figure galloping for the gate-
way, Settled low in the saddle, he
thundered across at right angles,
obviously trying to cut ot the
traitor's way of escape.

Her heart in her mouth, Merle
watched the battle ol speed.

The fugitive was almost at the gate
now. Larry wus creeping up—up!

Merle gave a yell, Larry had sud-
denly kicked his feet {ree of the
stirrups and hurled himself out of the
sardle.

Through the air he plunged, and
Merle gave another cry as she saw
him erash against the traitor and
knock him clean off his horse, With
a thud both men hit the ground.

For a moment Merle dared not look.
Then, as she opened her apprehensive
eves, she saw that the two figures
were roiling over and over, struggling
ior the mastery.

Frantically she screamed for help
and went running forward. For the
traitor had managed to get to his feet
—and whip out his gun.

“Larry, look out!” shrieked Merle,

But there was no need for the
warning. Larry was alive to the
danger, and even as the traitor made
to fire he grabbed at his legs.

‘The gun went off, but the bullet
whistled harmlessly up into the.air,
for that flying tackle had swept-ihe
traifor off his feet. With a bone-jar-
ring thud he hit the harad ground, and
as, dazedly, he strove to rise again,
Lla_rry's right fist cracked home on his
chin.

There was a groan, then silence.
The masked figure lay still.

“Larry! Oh, Larry!"” gulped Metle
again, “ But for you he would have
got away with the Gold Rider!”

Larry wiped his bruised hand and
grinned coolly.

“Aw, it was nothin'. honey!” he
drawled. “Guess I just happened to
be around, that's all.”

Scornfully he looked down at the
wnconscious traitor, and wonderingly
Merle's eyes followed his,

Y But—but who is
whispered.

He chuckled.

“Curious, eh, honey?
soon remedied.”

~nd, bending. he plucked ofl the
disguising mask.

Merle took one look, then she
gasped, for the man who lay there
was the very last person she had
expected to see.

It was Slim Harris, the yvoung fore-
man she had always so blindly
trusted!

he?" she

Waal, that’s

THE SECRET
AT LAST

“glim! The traitor
was Slim!”

There was an almost
incredulous note in
Merle's voice,

“Oh, I can hardly

helieve——" .
“It's true all right, honey,” said

Larry, his tone grim, *And playin’
traitor at Happy Valley isn’t_the only
trickery he has been up to. It was he
who rustled those cattle up at
Snake Canyon for which I was
blamed. But never mind that coyote.
Let's discuss something more
pleasant.” .

He picked up the Gold Rider, which
hncti fallen to the ground, and held it
out.

" Open it

“Let's see
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up, honey,” he urged.
cxactly what it was old

Sam Crogan hid in there just before
he died.”

Her mind still in a turmeoil, Merle
made to grasp the trophy, but
abruptly she paused, swinging round
as she heard excited shouts coming

. from the near-by grandstands. It was

to see a crowd Of men runping
towards the stables, Evidently her
screams and that revolver-shot had
been heard, and leading the oncoming
figures was a burly man.

At sight of him Merle's face paled.

“The sheriff!” she gulped, and
looked in dismay across at Larry.
*Quick, ride for it!” she cried. " You
mustn’'t be captured! Hurry! Oh,
hurry!"” N

But the young cowhoy did not seem
to share her apprehension. Calmly he
stood there.

“aAw, I guess I've done enough
ridin’ for one day!” he drawled.

“But don't you realise you'll be
arrested! Sent back to gaol!" Merle
gasped. " Oh, please don't fool, Larry!
‘'his is no time for joking."”

“But I'm not joking, honey. I'm
serious. And stop worrying. Open up
this trophy. I guess I'm tickled pink
to learn its secret.”

Merle did not know what to make
of his amazing behaviour, but_she
made no attempt to take the Gold
Rider. Deepening apprehension in
her eyes, she watched the crowd come
rushing nearer. There was a gun in
the sherift’s hand, and as he saw the
voung cowhoy standing there it
moved swiftly.

Merle gasped. It seemed that it
was all up with the young cowboy
now, But, to her amazement, the
sheriff made no attempt to level the
gun, Instead, he thrust it back into
his holster and grinned.

“So you got him.,” he said un-
expectedly. =

Calmly Larry nodded.

“Yep, you can take charge of the
cayote mnow,” he drawled. HIve
finished with him. Guess he’ll make
a fittin' prison pal for Garsten.”

" For—Tfor Garsten?” Merle, hardly
knowing whether she was on her
head or her heels, gaped from the
grinning Larry to the sheriff. “Do
vou mean that—that Celia's father
has bheen arrested?”

The sheriff nodded,

“Yep: we took him away as soon
as we learnt the truth.”

*The—the truth?”

“Guess I'd better explain, honev,”
Larry said, his voice more gentle than
she had ever known it before. "“It's a
shame to tease you. I was able to
satisfy the sheriff of my innocence a
good hour ago.”

While Merle listened, first dazedly,
then in increasing delight, he ex-
plained that some time ago he had
discovered that Nathaniel Garsten
had Jocked in his safe an in-
criminating letter which proved that
slim Harris, his secret hireling. had
rustled the Snake Canyon cattle, but
the problem had been how to get hold
of that vital evidence,

His chance had come during the
race when he had knocked Garsten
down in_ order to give Merle an
opportunity to ride on, Before flee-
ing, the young cowhoy had taken the
safe key from the rascallv rancher’s
pocket and had ridden post-haste to
the V-Bar-V.

He had managed to throw off the
sheriffi and his men, but just as he
had opened the safe and secured the
letter. which not only proved the
treacherous foreman's guilt. but also
chowed that Garsten himself had
cecretly been engaged in cattle-
rustling. the rancher had come rush-
ing in.

In the fight that followed Celia’s
father had been knocked out, and
when the sheriff had arrived on the
scene it Iad not taken long to con-
vince him of the truth.

“So you see, honey, there's nothin’
to worry about,” said Larry, with a
grin. “NOow, no more arguments,
please. Get erackin’ on solving old
Crogan's secret,”

On fire with relief and happiness,
Merle at last consented to take the
statuette from him, and with quiver-

ing ﬁn%ers she unscrewed tac tiny,
golden head of the cowhoy.

Everyone watched, most of them
wonderingly. Then a gasp went up
as she was seen to withdraw a folded
scrap of 1pau:\er. One look at it con-
firmed all Merle's hopes. ,

“Tt’s the second half of the map!”
she exclaimed.

Eagerly she smoothed it out, and
with thrilled, expectant eyes she sur-
veyed it. ‘The mavp portrayed the
eastern half of the Happy Valley
Ranch. Dotted lines led from the
jagged edge across to the rugged hills
marked on the far corner, and drawn
there in red ink was a curious kind of
tOWwWer.

Frowningly Merle surveyed it, then
her gaze went to the single hine of
writing underneath, and instantly she
knew the whole amazing truth,

*Oilt" she gaspe

v Oil, honey?”
surprise.

Excitedly she nodded.

“ Yes; this tower is a derrick, and it
marks the spot where theres oil
That's old Sam Crogan's sccret, He
discovered that there are rich oil
deposits on uncle's land, My good-
ness, but no wonder the Garstens
didn't want me to get hold of this
map! No wonder they tried to get
hold of the ranch!”

She caught in her breath and in
speechless delight gazed around.

She realised what this meant to her
—10 the ranch.

No longer would they have to
struggle for existence. The money the
oil deposits would bring to- them
would enable them to restock-—and
extend—tie land they now owned.

"Oh, oh, it's wonderful!” she
gasped, her voice shaking. "And, for
uncle this will be the hest news ever
—we're rich. And we can make
Happy Valley the biggest and best
ranch for miles arouna.”

~“It sure is splendid,”
Larry.

Before any of them could get over
the first shock there came a shout,
and a tall igure came hohbling on to
the scene with the aid of a stick.

“ Uncle!” Merle cried joy{ully,

For a moment they ciung ‘o one
another, then, of course. Merle had
to explain all the amazing happenings
of the day. Uncle Stephen listened in
silence, then his own eves gleamed as
he studied the map.

“ill” he exclaimed., *Then that
mean's we'll be wealthy. my dear!”

Happily Merle nodded.

“Yes, uncle, thanks—to Larry!”

d.
echoed Larry In

murmared

THAT night there was the biggest,
happiest celebration Happy Valley
Ranch had ever known. Mammie
cocked a dinner that for months
afterwards was the talk of the whole
district.

And when everything was ready im
the gaily decorated dining-room Metle
rushed off in search of Larry,

She found him in the bunkhouse
with Jake Binns. Ted Gardner, and
the rest of the cowhoys. anrd as she
pushed open the door she was just in
time to hear a delighted cheer go up.
With shining eves she looked in,

“Are you all friends, then?”
cried.

It was Jake Binns who answered.

*Sure we are, Missy Merle. Reckon
we've apologised for bein' such a pack
o fools and Larry's agreed to [orgive
an’ forget, like the good 'un he is.
We was just cheerin’ the news o’ his
new appointment when you opened
the door.”

* New—new appolntment?” echoed

Merle. :

His eyes twinkling, Larry looked
across at-her. i

“Yep: my appoiniment as foreman.
Seein' that you're in need of one, I've
decided to take on the iob. I hope
1it’s O.K. by vou, honey?"

But there was no need for Merle to
answer. The look in her eyes was
enough!

she

THE END.

You must regret leaving Meorie and
Larry, but next week's surprise should
compensate you. it is a double-length
complete story entitled : * PRISONER
OF THE BOY SHEIK.”

.
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THE MERRYMAKERS
AFLOAT

(Continued from page 56.}

moment, then I heard my name men-
tioned, I listened i

“"And vou heard enough to tell yonu
what was going on?” put in Fay,

“I certainly did,” agreed Sally.
“And, Fay, I just can't forgive mysell
lor ‘ever having doubted you.. I was
@ fool, I should have known there
was something like this hehind your
sudden change towards me.”

“At least I've proved myscli & good
actress hy fooling you so complectiely,”
murmured Fay. “But never mind
ahout me, Sally, Go on.”

“1 peeped out into the corridor just
as Burt and Carmenita hurried off,
Sorry I couldn’'t wait to releaze you,
old thing, but I knew I just had to

do something about that letter
straight away. So 1 followed that
precious pair to the hospital. As soon

as they left the letter and sloped off,
I sneaked in and got it. Then I
quickly wrote the proper letter to
Senor Gongalez, notilying him of the
elections. ‘The gum on the envelope
was still wet, so 1t was easy te change
the letters. And that was that.”
“Then I nearly destroyed a per-
feetly innocent letter,” said Fay, with
a shaky laugh. “"What a chump I

um!”

"No, never that,” said Sally in a
voice lilled with ‘gratitude and
admiration. “Youwre just the truest,
best {riend a girl ever had, Fay, and
I want to thank you Irom the bottom

of my heart for all you did—and
suffered—for me.”

“Thanks., Sallykins!” smiled FPay
tenderly. “It’s a nice ieeling to know

you'd do the same for me any time
I needed it. But what about taking
me along now 10 make my peace with
Johnny and Don?”

“Of course!" agreed Sully. “And
there's a little matter of an elcction
10 go through—remember?"

“That’s  something TI'll
forget,” said PFay feelingly.

Arm-in-arm, the two friends hur-
ried =along the deck, their {faces
wreathed in radiant smiles. Looking
s0 happy, indeed, that Don and
Johnny, on their way to look for
Sally, stopped and stared in amaze-
ment.

It took only a few momcents for
Sally to tell them the whole story.
And the looks of admiration, the
words of praise they showered on Fay
made that girl blush rosy red with
pleasure,

“You're n little brick, Fay,” said
Don, “and I should have my {ool head
cxamined for ever having doubtted
you!'"

“She's one of the hest!” agreed
Johnny fervently.,  “Gee, Fay,” he
added boyishly, “am I glad vou don’t
really like that pill Burt hetter than
you do me! You had me worried.
Couldn't understand what vou saw in
him after you'd beenr around with
me.'’

Which remark was so
Johnny that the chums
into peals of laughter.

“Just the samne,” he added grimly,
“there's a_little settling up due with
a certain little cad——"

He said no more, but there was a
light of battle in his eyes which
boded ill for Alec Burt.

“But what are we goingz to tell the
others?” asked Don.

“Nothing,” saild Fay quickly “Just
—-just let them think it was all a
stunt on my part to find out how
Carmenita was getiing on with her
election campaign or something. See-
ing we're all friends again, they can'y
disbelieve it. And—and I'd inuch
rather there wasn’'t any fuss.” -

S0 it was agreed. The rest of the
Merrymakers ware a little puzzled at
first. but the excitement of the
election quickly drove all speculations
on the strangeness of Fay's conduct
out of their ntinds. ;

“I guess Sally ought to win by a
huge number of voles,'’ speciilated
Linda Powell, as the Mernymukers

Tlever

tvpically
dissolved

GIRLS' CRYSTAL-6-11-48

r.led into Ihe large state-room where
the voting was o he lheld.

“She olight to, 1no one else could
make such a good skipper,” Bob Halli-
well said_cheeriully.

“Hear, hear! Good old Sally!” cried
Slick  Kaplin. “sShe'll  still  he
captain !

Fay heard them and her heart
glowed. She, too, believed that with
all her heart.

No one was going to throw over
such a splendid girl as Sally for the
glidcat they all knew Carmenita to

€.

A buzz of excitement went up as

Professor Willard strode on to the
platform, accompanied by Senor
Gonzalez. Sally and Fay saw the sly

grin that came into Carmenita'’s cyes,
saw her turn to look for Alec Burt.

But  Burt, strangely enough, was
nowhere around. Neither, Sally
noticed with quick surprise, was

Johnny. But of course he’d he along
in a few moments.

Professor Willard raised his hand
for silence. Carmenita’s smile hecame
evenn more malicious. This, she
thougbt, was the moment of Sally's
humiliation—the monment for her
own triumph.

Sally and Fay, watching her, almost
chuckled aloud at the ludicrous look
of dismay and rage on her face as
Protessor Willard simply announced
the names of the two candidates, and
stated that voting would be hy a
show of hands,

“Senor Gonzalez agrees with me
that that is by far the simpler
method.” he said beamingly. “And
now —hands up for Carmenita
Pascali. Get ready to count,
Phineas,” he added in an aside to
the head prefect.

Up shot a number of hands, Edgar
Phineas solemnly counted.

“Now—>Sally Warner,” announced
the headmaster,

A veritable forest of hands went up.
And as Phineas counted, a cheer
swelled out.

“Good old-Sally ! Sally
for captain!”

“Cheers for Sally!"

And then, before Carmenita’'s
chagrined, utterly stupefied gaze,
Senor Gonzalerz descended {rom the
platiorm, smilingly shaking Sally's
hand.

"1 say the best man win, ves?” he
beamed. It is good?"

“It's very good,” put in the voice
?fftJohnny Briggs as (he governor
eft.
And Johnny, rubhing a pair of very
sore-looking knuckles, joined the
group around the beaming Sally and
Fay. He smoothed down his very
untidy halr, pulled his tie from
around his left ear. “'Yes, very good,”
he murmured again, his eves straying
to a quarrelling. group on the other
side of the room.,

And Sally & Co, glancing over,
undersiood. For there was Alec Burt,
cporting two rapidly blackening eyes.
Irantically trying to stem the torrent
of Carmenita’s wrath. .

“Burt’s had his bunishiient, it
seems,” chuckled Don. “And I
imagine Carmenita has, too, by losing
this election. And—ahem! About
the committee members, Fay. I sup-

Sally wins!

pose your recommendation doesn’t
still stand?*’

“It does not,” announced Fay
firmly. And taking a pen she drew

a thick black line through Alec Buit's
name, substituting that of Bob
Halliwell in its place,

“And that's that!" said Sally, heam-
ing delightedly. “Now, shipmates,
what about a celebration in the cafe
—all of you, roll un1!”

There was _another outburst of
cheering, a wild surge as the crowd
swarmed towards the cafe, singing
lustily :  “For she’s a jolly good
feilow!” i .

“She is indeed,” zaid Sally softly,
“the best ever.” .

And the gratitude and admiration
in her eyes as she looked towards Fay
made that girl blush with sheer
pleasure, .

(End ot this week's story.)
. Bally plays an important part in a
romancs aboard the Qcean Star in next
week’s story.

and turned

THE FOURTH GREY
GHOST

(Continued from page 54.)

Her fathor nodded, still frowning,
] back to the table, on
which Nelly, the maid, had set the
mid-morning coffee and biscuits,
Hardly able to contsain her excitemecng
and joy, Penelope joined him,

Within three minutes there came an
agitated step in the garden, followed
swiftly by a tap on the door. Beiore
the Head could answer it opened, and
My, Aspell almost burst in.

His thin features were working with
anger.

“ Really, Aspell——" protested the
Head sharpiy.

Penelope, half expecting the visit,
felt a slight quickeniug of the pulses,
but stared with the utmost innocence
into the glittering, suspicious ecves
that fastened on her immediately,

“Forgive me. Head,” gritted the
senior master. T had to see you——-"

" About this practice, Aspell?” The
Head frowned. “I am surprised voii
held it just now, I arranged for it 10
be this afternoon during lessons—--"

" Head, it was not I-who sounded
the alarm! And it was only indirectiy
that I wished to meuntion the tire
alarm. It is connected with u [ar
more serious aftfair!”

The Head stared at Lim blankly,
kit Penelope drew in a deep breath.

She knew what was coming, There

could be only ole reason lor Nr.
Aspell’s visit, she decided.
“He's come about the keys,” =i

told herself. *“He must have di«
covered that they are missing.”

For a moment she [elt appreliensive:
Suppose he suspected that she had
taken them? Even worse—suppese he
had come Lo accuse her!

Her heart missed a heat, and taen
her cves glowed confidently.

There was no need to worry. She
was certain she had left no ciues
behind. Let Mr. Aspell suspect what
he might, she had nothing to lear.

The Wasp's angry volice cut into her
thoughts,

“Bome young scoundrel,’” went on
the senior master harshly, "deliher-
ately scunded the practice bell- wilh
the sole purpose of luring me irom
my study and making a raid on iln
my absence!”

“What!" exclaimed the Head

“ Gracious. how [rightful!”
mured Penelope innocently.

Mr. Aspell regarded her frowningly

“I am glad vou think so, Miss Cart-
wright,” he said. “But, ol coursc, us
the headmaster's daughter, yoit
naturally appreciate the gravity ot the
offence.”

"Naturally,” agreed Penelope.

The Head rose sharply, his
extremely forbidding.

" Aspell, this is
gather Have
Ghosts _in _mind as
responsible?”

The senlor master nodded. He bad
calmed.

“I am convinced 1t
them, Head.”

* And vou have no clue? They have
escaped again?”’

For a second Mr. Aspcll did not
answer. Then he smiled slowly, his
cold, bright eyes turning towards
Penelope, and suddenly she experi-
enced a dreadful sinking feeling.
There was 50 much meaning, so much
gloating triumph in that darting

gaze,

“Oh the contrary, Head, I have a
very conclusive clie—and I must ask
vou to prepare yourself for an ex-
tremely considerable shock!™

He licked his lips, savcuring the
moment, while Penelove f{elt every
muscle tense under the chill "of
horror. His eyes still held hers.

“I not only know the identity of
the person who pulled that bell and
raided my study,” he purred, “but I
can prove to you without the vestize
of doubt who it is—here and now!”

Will Mr. Aspell acouse Penelope 7 Seu
next Friday's thriiling chapters.

-
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LEADER OF THE
ALPINE REVELLERS
(Conlinued from page 50.)

But was it, after all, only a coin-
cidence? "

Jill had never heard that tune
hziere, though she had a good know-
iedge of dance music, But perhaps
Huans had heard it somewhere, and
had just been playing froin memory.

“No, it wasn't that,” she told her-
sell. ~ “Because his manhel was s0
strange as soon as I mentioned it.
He shut up like an oyster.”

And there was.another peint that
occurred to her now.

“He didn’t begin at the beginning,”
she mused. “He started hall-way
t.%r.ough, just where my half lecaves
off.”

In growing excitement, she gazed at
the half-sheet of paper. R

Was it possible that Hans had the
other hali which would just fit the
jagged edge of this part? If so, what
a sitrange link it-would bLe between
her and the boy guide.

“I' must see Hans to-night—right
away!” she vowed. " Question him, as
1 couldn't with Magda looking on.
Find out. & x

A sudden thought checked her.

" Steady, Jill!" she warned herself,

For she was remembering how Hans
had shut up like an oyster as soon us
sne had referred to the tune that his
fingers had plaved almost by accident
on the accordion.

“He looked really .grim for a
moment,” she mused, “Just as he did
when I first meét him. But I teased
him out of his grimness before, and
- I can do it.again, ohly——" ~

Only she couldn’t g0 rushing across
to the cdottage, bursting out with
questions right away. If, for some
reason, Hans was touchy and.secretive
on this point, she would have to go
carefully, .

She must have some other &xcuse
for paying him a call,

“Jill," yvou_dunderhead!” she
chuckled. *The challenge to our boy
rivals! That's your excuse, for you'll
gertainly need to consult Hahs about

at.”

She flew to the writing-desk,
grabbed the bhiggest Diece of paper
she could find, seized her pen, and
wrote as follows :

“CHALLENGE!

“The Alpine Revellers have the
honour to challenge their boy rivals
to a preliminary contest before the
Havensburg -‘Test. Events to include
ski-ing - througn woods,
obstacles, -ski-joring, skating over
rough ice, etc. The coaches, Max
Kildare and Hans Peterson, to take
part, too, matched against each other.

ow about it, boys?”

Jill flung down her
chuckle and breathlessly .changed out
of her ski-ing kit into an evening
frock, slipping a warm coat and hood
over it.

Into her handbag she tucked lier

MYSTERY AT THE
PETS’ SHOP

(Continued from page 32.)

what was it we saw flying from the
window?"

“That, June,” replied Noel grimly,
“is the mystery we've got to solve—-

before anything more serious huap-
pens! Mr. Chadwick informed me
that he 1is expecting a foreign

countess to visit tne hotel to-morrow
—a lady renowned for her jewellery.
Should anything be stolen, it will be
a serious mAaller for Nita Duane and
her magple—unless we can bring the
real thief to book!™

THE next afternoon Noel and June

set out with a picnic-tea, an-
nouncing that they would spend the
time exploring the neighbourhood.
After visiting Nita’s shon, to make
certain that the muagpie was safe, Noel
prowsed for a while round Jeit Hud-
son’s curio-shop and bought a good
pair of secondhand binoculars.

Armed with these, they set out on
iheir walk—but they did not go far,

Among the luxuriant trees that
covered the slopes of the valley, Noel
selected a vantage-point from which
they could keep watch on the dis-
tant hotel and the nearer pets’ shop,
without any risk of being seen,

While June read, and Noel busied
himself with his notes, they took it
in turns to kKeep watch through the
binoculars.

But it was not until dusk was fall-
ing, and the outlines of the hotel
were  becoming blurred, that they
heurd a sudden, distant outcry—a
clamour of voices.

June snatched up the binoculars,
and a gasp escaped her lips.

“Nunkv—there it goes! It's the
magpie! It's flying f}‘om the hotel
towards the shop. ’5

Noel looked up swiftly, his eyes
narrowing, The feathered thief was
almoest directly overhead—and June
cried out as she saw her uncle whip
a revolver from his pocket and take
deliberate aim.

“Nunky—stop! You can't——"

There came a deafening report
that echoed back from the clifis as
Noel -fired twice. The {feathered
shape, checked in its flight, turned

over and fell like a stone into ihe
bushes near the pets’ shop.

*Oh, vou've shot it, nunkyv—veu've
shot  Blackie!" exclaimed June, in
bewildered reproach. -

“Don't  worry, June,” said Noel
tersely. “We've got the thief this
flme'ﬁbut there’s not a moment to
ose!” ,

He raced up the winding path to-
wards the spot where the feathered
shape had fallen. But even as they
reached the village the car from the
hotel swung round the corner, and
Mr. Chadwick sprang out, followed by
an agitated wonman guest.

“My diamond pendant—my
precious dfamond!” she exclaimed,
"The maid saw that bird teke it from
my room——"

Just then the manager caught sight
of Noel, the revolver still in his hand.

"Well done, Raymond!” he panted.
“You're a better shot than I, Where
did that magpie fall L

June heard a broken sob behind
them—and she turned in time to see
Nita Dane running frantically back
towards her shop.

"“Blackie!” she sobbed. “Where lIs
he? You—you have killed him "

"Miss Dane—the key of your shop,
please.” Noel spoke quickly.

He took the key from her
swiftly unlocked the door,

An amazed cry escaped June's lips
—for out of the

and

jumping -

pen with a -

shop Huttered theory,”

half of the “ Gondolier’s Waltz,” and
then folded the challenge and popped
it into the bag, too.

She hurried out into the snow and
some time later reached Hans' little
cottage. A light glowed in the
sitting-room window, and the frout

door was slightly ajar, but there was -~

no answer to her ring.

“'Golly, it's cold!” she murmured.
“Hans can't be far away, since he's
left the door ajar. He won't mind,
I'm sure, if I wait inside.”

Next moment she had stepped
lightly into the cosy little sitting-
room witn its glowing stove.

Her eyes sparkled as, on a chair,
she snied Hans' accordion.

“Suppose I give him a surprise!”
she chuckled impulsively. “Suppose I
greet him by playing the first halt of
the waltz! That ought to make
him understand that I'm naturally
anxious to know where the other halfl
is—and what it all means.”

She picked up the accordion, and
then gave a staruled gasp, He' finger
had accidentally pressed a tiny de-
pressicn in the polished wood at the
back of the instrument. There was

sharp click, and a small panel
flicked back, disclosing a cavity from
which feil a.-folded paper.

Jill picked it up, then her heart
leapt. The paper had a jagged edge,
1;(: wars the other half of the mjstery
une !

MNext Friday’s QIRLS' CRYSBTAL will
contain another exciting instalment
of this enthralling serial.

“And you'll find the stolen jewels
inside; I fancy,” snapped Noel, “As T
thought! It was a cunuing plan,
Hudson. Your confederate, Bella, the
room-mald at the hotel, actually stole
the jewels and slipped them into the
mode!l planc—giving the alarm alter
she had released it. -

“At the same time, with the aid
of a fishing-rod—and a secret panel
which I discovered in the wall be-
tween the two shops—you managed
to unhook the latch of the magpie's
cage, and also open the skylight, en-
abling it to escape. I saw varnish on
a fishing-rod in your shop when I
bought the binoculars—and that gave
me the clue I wanted!"”

“But how did you suspect the truth
nunky?” demanded June, as the
scowling trickster was led away by the
village constable.

“I suspected Bella when she gave
her story about the flying thief,” Noel
told her, "“According to her state-
ment, she noticed at once that the
brooch was missing from the mantel-
piece. But how did she know thai
the brooch was there in the first
place—unless she ' had been spving
on the gccupant of the room?”

“So that's why youlset that trap
with the ring?" asked June.

Noel nodded,

“I'll admit that finding the ring in
the magpie's cage rather shook my
e admitted. “It was clear

Blackie, the magpie, to perch on his 'y}hﬂ.l’. Bella couldn’t have put it theve.

young mistress' shoulder.

“I don't understand! What—what
on earth deoes this mean?"” spluttered
the bewildered manager.

“Come on!" jerked Nnel. “The
thief can't be far away.”

He led the way at a run into the
garden at the rear of the two shops.
Old Jeff Hudson was busily garden-
ing, but he straightened himself,
staring, at the sight of his visitors.

“What's happened?” he exclaimed.
“Have you caught the thief-—"

“I have!” rapped Noel, seizing the
curio-dealer by the shoulder, A pair
of handcuffs snapped on his wrists.
“Look under the weeds in the barrow,
June—it's probably there.”

June searched beneath the weeds
in the barrow, Anh amazed cry went
up as the girl detective drew out a
feathered shape that, at first glance,
looked surprisingly like a magpie.

“Nunky—it’s a model plane!” she
gasped. “A plane covered with
feathers—-—" :

hen I remembered the trace of var-
nish I'd found on the cage.

“When we visited Jeft Hudson’s
shop next door I saw the fishing-rod
and toock the opportunity of examin-
ing the wall closely.

“Hudson cleverly disposed of the
ring—when he realised that it was a
fake—by slipping it over the end of
the fishing-rod and dropping it inta
the cage.” .

“But the feathered plane, nunky—
what made you think of that?" per-
sisted June.

Neel grinned.

“That black feather we found, June,
was old and brittle. It belonged to
a magple that had been dead for a
long, long time, And Blackie was
very much alivel”

(End of this week's story.)

You will meet Noel and June again in
the future. In the meantime look out
for a series of grand double-léngth com-
plete stories. The first is in nex{
Friday's GIRLS' CRYSTAL.
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