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“ HER DANCING DAYS
IN MEXICO” -




WHERE WAS HER BROTHER?

W ~HEES is the Boundary Rock,
senorita. You hal say your
brother weell come here 1o

meet you!”

from @ dream. She picked up her
case, the only one not sent on in
advance, and jumped. lghtly down 1o

the trafl.

< QOh, thank you. I—I'm afraid I
haven't been paying much attention.”
Her grey cyes sparkled with excite-
ment and laughter. “You see,
there's so much in Mexico to o

“Al, our zo beautitul scenery?”
the moustachioed _driver s i
knowingly. ' Pedro, he understand.”

He pushed his battered sombrero
to the back of his head, bowed aiter
taking the fare, and, with a further
salute. wheeled the horses in the
opposite direction.

“ perhaps 1. too. viseet your dancing
school one day,” le called back.
“Until then—adios. senorital”

Lesley, a slim, attractive figure in
riding bresches and gay polo sweater,
was left alone with her case and light
coat. whilst, in a cloud of dust, the
clattering buggy retreated.

She drew a deep breath as she
gazed towards the
below. The rocky
through  greasewood  and cacti-~
studded country, fell away to rolling,
green pastures. And in the bhack-
ground rose the purple-white peaks
of the mighty mountain chain, the
Eastern Bierra Madre.

«11's wonderful—I can still hardly
believe it,” Lesley murmured. " Obh

verdant . valley
trail, windiug

and there's the Ramon
hacienda!”
In the heart of the valley,

surrounded by gay orange trees.
nestled a group of white, adoba
buildings—the ranch where she was
going to live, goé_tng to teach modern

dancing. n Ramon, her father's
old friend, had given lher this won-
derful chance which brought her

from England to join her ranch-fore-
man brother, Jim Brailsford.

Tt was an experiment—an experi-
ment which might even result in a
central dancing school being built at
San Redas. Lesley was to start at the
ranch by instructing the little com-
munities of the great haciendas,

“Tt must work!" she breathed. her
cyes shining. “I know it can be a
EL1CCess. only wish Jim would
hurry and meet me.”

Her brother had arranged by letter
to bring a horse for her to Boundary
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— thrill,

Rock. It was to be an additional
for he knew how she had
always loved riging.

She craned forward eagerly. intent
on that winding. white riebon of
trail to the valley. A joyous cry
sprang to her lips when a distant
cloud of dust heralded the appreach
of a rider.

“Here he comes now!” Lesley gleed,

Nearer and nearer drew the cloud,
and she was able to make out 4

second horse being led. He had seen
her! The young rider, his green ker-
chief ~fAuttering in the . breeze,

whipped off his cream stetson and
waved it. She saw his blonde hair
tossed by the wind.

“Jim! Jim!" Lesley cried, hev heart

“Oh., bhother! Now he's
vanished again!”

The gaily waving rider was hidden
from sight by a formation of trees,
and she waited tmpatiently 1o see him
em;m‘%e. A puzzled frown clouded
her flushed face when the scconds
dragged with no sign of her brother.
She glanced about, fidgeting resi~
lessly, until

“On!" she gasped.

she stood as if rooted. searcely able
to believe her own gaze. For again
the cream stetson fashed into view.
but the horseman wias no longer ap-
proaching. ‘Riding furiously.
crouched low in the saddie, the young
rider swerved away at a tangent.

He took no notice—not even an
answering wave. Horse and rider
crashed through the brushwood axd
sage to disappear finally in the dirvec-
tion of the hills.

What could have happened? Why
had he gone?

Lesley stared after him in startled
dismay
she faltgr-ed.

~“1 don't understand.”
“1 wonder what c¢ould have

Snatching up her case and light
coat. she commenced running to
where her brother had been: ran
stumblingly towards the green belt of
trees. Perhaps he had seen some
stray cattle—some urgent job be must
do? A dovzen reasons suggested them-

selves.
“But I should have hardly thought
he'd leave me flat,” she decided. " 1t's

jolly queer he should go off like that.”

This Grand New Serial
By DENISE COWAN
(Author Of *The im-
postor At The Winter
Sports ) Begins To-day

Lesley smiled ruefully,
sense struggled with dismay.
just halting to recover 1er
when a clatter of heofs mede her
glance up.

* Hallo,
merrily. .

Galloping fram out of the trees, his
horse mearing vecklessly, camc the
owner ef the gay. langhing veice.
Lestey had a startled glimpse of
tanmed. darve-devil features sui-
mounted by a tousled mop of brown
curls.

A fawn, low-crowned sombrero
swung frem the rider's neck on o
broad, jaunty shoulders. white teeth
flashed in a smile. Dropping to the
ground with the lithe ease of a cat,
the young rider sauniered lowards
her, leading his horse. )

“genorita Brallslovd, I believe?” He

bowed smilingly and pushed back the
unruly curls with a gesture. " 1'm
alraid vou must_have thought we'd
forgotten you. Impossible now I've
seen vou, of gourse.”
“Lesley blushed, but returned ihe
cool regard eqgually coolly. From her
brother's letters she realised she was
being addressed by Kirk Denbw, Don
Ramon's nephew. She took stock of
the silk shirt thrown artisticallv
open, short bolero jacket and high-
heeled, spurred boots.

«vyes. the scapegrace Kirk at your
service.” he bowed again laughingly.
“genorita, I have a horse for you
here. 1 shall be charmed to ncconm-
pany you back—my honow.”

“Thank you, bul I'm afraid I must
waif lere for Jim.” she smiled buck
with answering charm.

“Then I. tao. amn afraid, senorita.’”
he rejained. * You see, I'm lere Lo
meet ¥ou because your brother can't
possibly come.”

“What, you mean he's not conming
pack here?’ Lesley coried in astonish-
ment. “I've just seen imm. He =

»] whink you Wwere mistaken,
genorita. It was, no doubt, myszii
you saw.”

“But I didn't—I saw Jim!" she
burst _fmt. «1 don't know whal you

meam.

Lesley stared in utter bewilder-
ment: the air of mystery about her
arrival increased with a rush. Sho
gave a gasp when Eirk led a second
boree irom the trees—she thought of
the horse ber brother hed led a lew
minutes ag2

“Please. Senor Denby. where is
Jim? Why did he ride oft?” she
bluried. “1I know I saw him—he was
lemdimg that horse.™

“#irk, to you. And T'm sorry
you're not mistaken. Lesley.” The
young rider sheok his head sadly,
“Er my uncle's waiting Tor vou.”
he reminded. *In Mexioe it’s not
polite to be late.”

for conznen-

there!” somcone called
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Bowildered., Lesley mounfed the
horse. her brain awhirl.

What did it mean? What was ali
this playlng with words? If this was
a joke, then Kirk Denby was taking
it too far. - ;

“Please, Kirk, where
brother?” she pleaded.

She watched Kirk gather ler case
and light coat, and vault lightly tu
the saddle of his horse. Whistiing

is my

carelessly, he slapped both thie
mounts into motion.

“8o you've come to teach us
dancing,” he grinned. “Did ¥you
ever: 12

“1 asked you about Jim!" Lesley
flashed. . .

Kirk Denby stopped whistling and
nodded thoughtfully.

“So wyou did. And I'm talking
about dancing,” he , answered. 1L
know, we'll' talk about the scenery
just for a change.”

_Lesley bit her lip, for her anger was
rising.  Why was le ignoring bher
questions?

Her earlier uneasiness was now a
definlte anxiety. The mystery ol her
brother’s behaviour was bheightened
by Kirk's evasive replies. They rode
on in silence until the white, adobe
buildings were reached.

The beauty of the ranch, the scent
of jasmine and pink oleanders
thrilled Lesley despite all hev
thoughts, She was greeted by the
white-bearded Don Ramon, _ tall.
courtly, and aristocratic. Lesiey
Lugged him as she would her own
auncle.

“T still don't know how to thanx
vou Senor Ramon,” she began,
blushing at her own temerity. ~I--—
well "

“Don't try to. my dear.
very happy about this.” Don Ramon
smiled Kindly. "My eople love
dancing. like you do. I think the ex-
periment will’ work out very well.”

He led the way into the delight-
fully Spanish ranch-building where a
plump, homely Mexican woman came
Torward to take Lesley's things.

“This is Rosa, our cook,” Don
‘Ramon sald. "I will have to leave
vou in her charge, my dear. I hope
vou will accept a host's apologies for
having to leave you so soon, but Rosa
will, no doubt, make amends.’

“Rosa’'s a great cook!” Kirk Denby
laughed rerrvily.

The sound of his voice, hall-mock-
ing, half-serious, brought Lesley
sharply back to the thoughts of her
brother.

“Senor Ramon., I—is my
here?” she burst out,
see him, and ot

Her voice trailed off at the sight of
Don Ramon's grim face. Thers was
something wrong—but what? Her
heart missed a beat. Kirk Denby
took a sudden step forward.

“Er—Lesley rather fancied she saw
Jim," he drawled. *“She was vight,
uncle, 1 guess I didn't like to
explain.”

“No, Kirk—thank
Ramoi said quietly.

I, too, am

brother
“I'm dying to

you,” Don

“Please, [ don't understand,”
Lesley faltered.
She broke off, for Don Ramon's

expression had become graver thaa
ever.

My dear, your brother has gong -
left us. He will not be coming back,”

Don Ramon replied.

LESLEY IS MYSTIFIED
“ OT coming back?”
The incredulous cry echoed
Lesley's bewildered dismay.,
“But—buf Jim works lere,” she
protested pleadingly. * He wouldn't
go without seeing me—without even
a word. It doesn't make sense.”
Lesley scarcely knew what she said:
the shiock robbed her of words.

“My dear, a lot of things don't
make sense in this world,” Don
Ramon said gently, and his arm

tightened around Lesley's shoulders.
“T shouldn't try to brobe into them
too far—just accept them. You've
come here for a very special purpose,
vou know."

He smiled, and Lesley's head came
up proudly. She knew Tor certain
{here wuas something they were trying
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to hide; something they realised
would hurt her. X

“Now 1 really must leave you to
Rosa.  And, my dear. don't inguive
too closely into—shall we say—mys-
teries,” Don Ramon _said - kindly.
“Let’s leave 1t that Jim wants to
better himseif.”

Gratl'u?rh'tfiz1 his wide - brimmed
sombrerg, he squeezed Lesley's arm
and hurrled away through the door.
She stared after him, trying to speak

“'Dinner, senorita. You must be
very' tired,” Rosa's volce -interrupted
her thoughts I theenk you better
come with old Rosa.” .

“That's right, look after her,” Kirk
exclatmed softly. “No, no more
questions, Lesley,” he smiled.
the time being, adios, senorita.”

with a playful flick of Rosa's dark
hair, he  vaulted -the low-railed-
veranda and, with clinking spurs, ran
to his horse. The devil-may-care
swing of his shoulders was Lesley's
final impression. She followed the
motherly Rosa to where a charmingly
laid mea! was prepared.

“ah, but he 1s a real vacquero,
that one!” Rosa shook her head
laughingly. *“Eet is 'appy he make
everyone here.” .

“You speil him, I'm afraid,” Lesley
smiled.

““ My dear, your brother has left us.

She smiled for the old lady's sake—
Rosa was rather a darling. Yet the
mystery swrrounding her brother
made it difficult to eat with enjoy-
ment: the joyvous thrill of avrival had
been partly lost.

What was it the kindly Don Ramon
was hiding? Why should Jim have
left so abruptly—ridden wildly away?
The questions surged into her mind.

1 must find out—find out from
Kirk,” Lesley murmured. “There’s
something wrong, terribly wrong.”

sShe had just finished the meal and
thanked Rosa when the lattice
window was drawn open wide, and a
mop of unruly brown curis appeared.
Broad shoulders followed. and Kirk
Denby swung into the rocm.

“ Hallo, Kirk. Anything the maftter
with entering by the door?” Lesley
asked. “Or do you always come in
by the window?”

Although surprised, she rvegarded
nhim coolly, for the unexpected entry
prought a twinge of annoyance. It
seemed to her slightly theatrical.

“Oh, 1 don't know—I thought it
was rather impressive, he grinned,
and suddenly appeared very boyish.
“genorita. I have the pleasure of con-
ducting you over the ranch—uncie's
orders. I rather thought you might
like to se2 where you'll dance.”

“Dance — the  school?”
caught her breath.

Her eyes lit up, and she gazed hard
at the bronzed, handsome features,
trying to fathom what was in Kirk
Denby's mind. Was the voung rider's
gay charm sincere, oy

Lesley

“Well, I'm waiting'”  His own eyes
sparkled mockingly. I am honouved
to carry out all my ordees.”

+Kirk, there's something T want to
ask you.” Lesley said_ very quietiy.
“about this morning. I want to know
wha iy

“T1l show vou the school” Ilirk
replied, interrupting her smilingty.
“T'm so bad at answering auestions.”

Lesley's lips tightened, and the
angry colour flamed to -her cheeks.
Always evasive answers or teasing.
But she was determined to find out
about Jim: more determined now
than before.

¢ After you. senorital”
ridler held open the door. .

He led the way out of ihe ranch-
house, past a little orange grove, and
to & white, adobe building around
which clustered honeysuckle and jas-
mine. He bowed and stepped back
to allow her to enter.

«On!" Lesley whispered. enthralled.

The beauty of the snowy-white hull
its Moorish arches and magnificent
floor took her breath away tor that
first thrilling moment, Sunlight

The youug

He will not be coming back,”” Don Ramon
said gravely, and Lesley's uneasiness deepened. What was the mystery which
surrounded Jim’s unexpected departure ?

streamed through the high, lattice
windows %0 illuminate suspended
baskets of Howers. There was s little
dais at one end for a band, and on if
steod a radiogram for use when no
band was available,

“Like it, Lesley?” Kirk leaned
back on the door-jamb. ‘" Perhaps
vou'll even teach me to dance? ‘T'hc
senorita will give her first lesson this
cvening.”

“his  evening?’ Lesley ecuool
delightedly. .

“A littie surprise.,” he sald gailv.
“The band will be men from the

ranch, Dancers will come lLere from
all haciendas.”

“ Lovely!" Lesley sighed, and stood
enraptured.

Already she could picture the scene
—nher own cluss of European dancing:
dark-haired senoritas, swirling skivts
and picturesqueiy-clad riders. Her
imagination swept lLier away.

1 know I can do it” she mur-
mured. *I must make the school o
success. We can ran balls,
masgues 2

The ideas bubbled up in exciting
succession. All Lesley’s ambition=
and plans became more than mere
dreams; her glanee flitted experuy
over the hall.

SThe senoritn seems entranced™
Kirk exclaimed,

“T am—vou don't know what it
means, " Lesley breathed. “I love
dancing like——"

She broke oft, a shadow cloudlnz
her happiness. There was Lrcv
brother-——the strange mystery of why
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ne had left, the evasive replies to her
quesvions. she had to get to, the
iruth; there could be no peace until
she had done that, - g
“Kirk. I must know the truthl
she whirled upon him. "Don't you
see, T've got to know about Jim! He's
done something, hasn't he—he's
offended you in some way or other?”
“Yes, I suppose you might put it
t v
1 must know!" Lesley
begged,
‘T'here was a little silence before
Kirk repiied. A
“'He's been sacked!" he said grimly.

“Sacked!"” Lesley whispered in
horror.  * But—but why? What has
Jim done?”

Before Kirk Denby could answer a
clatter of hooves echoed outside, and
1, burly, dust-covered rider ‘strode in.
He grabbed Kirk aside and whispered
something in Spanish. )

** Right, Juan, I'll be there at once,”
Kirk Denby rapped, and turned
towards Lesley again. * Senorita, I

- think you had better come, too,” he
said softly. ' This will answer tle
question you asked me.” .

He was smiling and boyish again;
the teasing, bantering note returned
to his voice, But what did he mean?
Lesley wondered. She was aghast at
the news she had received.

Jim sacked—forced (o leave in
disgrace. It didn’t seemn possible.
Her heart sank as she followed the
pair of them to where an excited
group of Mexican girls—members of
the ranch staff—were gathered
around a young cowboy seated on a
black harse.

* Sorry, Lesley, I hate to do this”
Kirk murmured, “but I guess il's
better you find out for yourself.”

Lesley did not answer, but a chill
of dismay increased her misgiving as
the young Texan cowboy advanced
cn hisg horse.

© *It's them rustlers again, Eirk,” he
nodded. I reckon they struck from
the hills. Anyway, we've lost thirty
steers and Michele's stopped a bullet
in_his arm-—he’s being fixed up. He
told us how he tried to go after ‘em.”’

“Did he recognise anyone?” Kirk
asked grimly.

The Texan looked towards Lesley
uncomfortably, and pressed some-
thing into Kirk Denby's hand.

“Waal, yes and no, Kirk,"” the rider,
Jess Williams, giunted. “The
hombres wete pretty well masked.
But one of them must have dropped
that,” he said slowly. I reckon you
can guess who it was.”

“KirK, what is it? I want to see!”
Lesley cried. :

_ She thrust forward, an overwhelm-
ing fear growing each moment, With-
out a word, Kirk Denby held out a
bright green bandana—a neckerchief
of highest grade silk. It was folded
and in it had been cut two eye-holes.
Obviously 1t had heen used as a
mask !

_ Lesley's heart seemed to stop beat-
ing. She herself had sent that
bandana from England—she had also
seen it that day once before. Her
gasp of horror died hefore uttered.

The bandana belonged to. her
brother, She did not need to guess
what they thought. 3

“It means Jin’s a rustler,” Kirk
said, " That's what we were trying to
tzll you before.”

A RIDE TO BARE PINE

ESLEY'S cheeks went white, 5She
took the bandana and stood
very still. For a moment every-

thing swam.

Jim a rustler—it could not be true!
There must be some mistake. Yet
the bandana was his without doubt.
She had bought the silk and made it
herself: made jt with a tiny, con-
cealed pocket which could held book-
matches and a few cigarettes.

She had been very proud of that
tdea, and felt the fold of silk to make
sure.

_“Kirk, vou can't really believe this.
Jim can explain.” Lesley cried. “It’s
a mistake—just a terrible mistake.”

She did not doubt Jim—could not
believe this, however things looked.
Kirk dropped his gaze and iurned un-
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comfortably towards the big Texan,
Jass Williams. " et .
. “You tell her, Jess,” he sald quietly.
Lesley listened in horror whilst the
whole story was slowly unfolded—
how someone answering to her
brother’s descrintion had been seen
working with the rustlers betore.
Then a large sum of money had been
found hidden beneath the boards of
Jim Brailsford's room., Evidence piled
upon evidence. L -
“That's when uncle sacked him,
Kirk explained slawly. " He gave him
the chance to clear out—get away
from the country. 1 guess Jim hasn't
taken that chance.” - .
“ Now he’s hiding out in the hills,
Jess said harsily. *There’s a whole
gang' of outlaws up there. Bratls'-'
tord’s. seen fit to team up with them,
Lesley did not speak; her heart was
too fuil, -~ .
“But it's not true—I know Jim,
she told herself. ‘*“He's innocent,
whatever they think. I must help
him—find out the truth!” .
Determination conguered her bitter
dismay: Jim was in trouble. He
needed a friend, someone to believe
in him and help prove his innocence.
She walked away slowly, the green
‘kerchief still grasped in her hand.
Understandingly, no one spoke; mno
one stopped her. -A'lump came to her
throat as she crumpled the smooth
silk of the scarf in her fingers,
“Jim's innocent—I know it. If
only I coul
She suddenly stopped dead, for her
fingers brushed against a thin slip of
paper in the hidden folds of thu

cket.

Idly at first, then with eagerness,
Lesley dragged the slip from where !t
was hidden. It might be of no im-
portance, of course, but—— For no
real reason her heart started thump-
ing. She unfolded the paper and
drew a sharp breath,

The paper—an ordinary cigarette-
paper—— e four words scrawled in
Jim's handwriting:

“FIRST ROCK. BARE PINE.”

The haste of the impromptu jot-
ting was obvious. The paper wsy
scored where it had been pressed
against something hard like a saddle.
In two places the pencil point had
gone through,

“What did it mean, and why had
Jim written it?

*He did it hurriedly—something he
didn't want to forget,” Lesley gasped.
It was important enough for him to
usc_the only paper to hand.” .

She searched the pocket again,
hoping to find something else. Ther:
was only fluff and the dust of tobacco.

*Bare Pine,” Lesley murmured.

The name struck a chord in her
niemory—a_giant pine alone on the
hillside. vellow-white and devoid_ of
all bark, she had seen it during her
ride earlier on. " Struck by light-
ning,” she had said to herseli.

The memory grew clear, and her
pulses thrilled with excitement. Sup-
posing the note held a clue to the

mystery—was connected with her
brother's predicament?
“It's to do with that!” The

thought was a flash of intuition.
“ There's something at the first. rock
near the pine—something that might
help Jim.”

Lesley  tucked the slip of paper
away, and all but ran to reach the
lhacienda again. She must go there—-
find out what that note meant. The
rock near Bare Pine held a secret!

She reached the hacienda and
looked around hesitantly; the horse
she had ridden before was at the
hitehing-ratl, guietly cropping the
grass. Ought she to tell anyone first?

“No, better not,” Leslev decided.
“It'll be safer to do this on my own.
Even Don Ramon's against Jim—he
can only be convinced by real proof.”

She Enew her brother’s guilt was
taken for granted; it was up to her
to work by herseif, Her breathing
grew quicker as she unhitched the
horse from the rail.

Lightly, her hopes and excitement
growing each moment, Lesley swung
up in the saddle. Then she was away
—galloping the horse up the rocwv

trail which led from the valley. The
wind beat on her cheeks and heig)lqn,—-
ened her colour: The smooth yhythm

.of the horse brought an exhilarating

thrill, - . .

Great clumps of "prickly peas,”
jooming ' boulders, and stunted trecs
passed in a blur; grey-white dust
swirled beneath hoofs. At long lasi
they were mounting tlie uneven

‘slopes of the hills.

Like a white, pointing finger the
giant pine rose against the sky-line.
a landmark now impossible to miss.
There was something strange, almosti
eerie about it.

Lesley drew nearer and nearer, then
started in sudden dismay. For riding
wildly towards her, recklessly hali
out of the saddle, came the dare-devil
form ¢f Kirk Denby.

“Oh!” Lesley gasped,
sinking. )

The youne rider cleared his horse
over a whole mass of hrushwood.
swerved alongside, and brought hev
horse to a halt. . ! .

-+ QGoing anywhere, senorita?’'’ le
grinned. * Er—what happened to the
others in the race?” )

Lesley fought to keep her bitter
dismay from her face, If only she
could have gained the pine first!

“I don't think you're very pleased
to see me. Lesley, I'm hurt,” Kirk
went on. His eyes danced with
amusement. “ You—er—you wouldn’t
be keeping anything from me?”

“I—I thought I'd like to ride,”
Lzsley replied calmly. ,

“Then I'll come along with you.”
Kirk smiled, "“Was there any par-
ticular place you were making for?”

Lesley turned witlx a start, for
there was a strange note in his voice.
Its amusement held a flavour of grim-
ness.

What did he know—what was he
getting at? The uneasy questions
sped through her mind. )

“If you don't mind, I'l ride by
myself,” she replied,

“But uncle wouldn't like that!”
Kirk shook his head. *It's not sai¢
for you to ride out alone. There are
outlaws,” he added Inore slowly,

*OQutlaws!”

“That’s right, Lesley—rustlers, for
instance,” Kirk said. .

With a sudden movement he jerked
the bridle, so Lesley’s horse turned.

“I1'll show you around—I've to Jook
after you,” he explained gently.
“We mustn't let you fall in with bad
company.”

The young

her heart

rider slammed boti

Torses into movement, and_ they
headed away from the pine. Lesley,
her cheeks flushed with anger.

realised he was taking her back to che
ranch.

Had Kirk been hinting at her
brother? Could he suspect tlie real
reason behind ler ride to the pine?
A sudden warning of danger made her
pulses beat fastur.

They galloped on, Kirk pointing out
landmark after landmark.

“You see, Lesley, you can_be 50
very happy here,” he smiled. "Ii
would be a pity to let anything spoil
it. There's the dancing—the school.
It would be such a pity to do any-
thing silly.”

*8illy! What do you mean?’’

Lesley caught her breatlh, aware of
a far deeper meaning. Was this some
kind_of a threat?

“Why. like falling out with me.”
Kirk laughed merrily, *“Don’t woiiy.
I'm only teasing you, Lesley, I iaink
we'd better start getting back.”

Lesley did not reply, but her hands
clenched very tight on the reins.
Beneath Kirk's gay, bantering charm
she sensed something else. He had
achieved a purpose; done something
he planned.

“I don’t trust him. He's hard—
hard as steel.” she decided.

Her intuition of danger—of some-
thing wrong—had increased. Lesley
stifled a cry when they arrived befora
the low hacienda, A stern-faced Don
Ramon was waiting there with a
number of picturesquely-clad riders;
there were dark-eyed Mexican girls in
beautiful dresses.

(Plcase {urn to the back page.)
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A PRANK THAT DIDN'T PLEASE

* 00D evening! My name’'s Jill
Bentley. I think M. Archer
is expecting me.”

The slim, attractive girl standing
in the porch of Abbot's Grange
spoke g little breathlessly. It was
clear to the dignified butler that she
nad walked from the station with her
light luggage. Her face was flushed
from the exercise, and her dark hair
escaped in wayward tendrils from
under a close-fitting hat.

She returned the butler’'s grave
scrutiny with a friendly smile,

“You're Holmes, aren't you? Uncle
Norman mentioned you in_his letter.
I'm his niece, you know—Vic Chane’s
cousin,” ;

Into the butler’'s impassive features
flickered an expression that might
have been a smile. .

“Mr, Archer expected you to come
by a later train, miss. Master Vic
was to have met you with the car.”

He relieved her of her case, and
reached for the music-satchel she

carried.

“Please take great care of that.
Holmes,” Jill sald anxiously. It
contains some important papers

Uncle Norman asked me to bring.”

“T'll hand it to Mr. Archer person-
ally, miss,” %romlsed the butler, “and
I'll inform him that you've arrived.”

with dignified steps he led the way
to an ante-room. Jill started to
follow—and then a startled gasp
escaped her lips. .

Suddenly her music-satchel was
whisked out of the butler's hand—to
soal ceilingwards, as though of its
own accord!

Hovering for 6 moment as it
cleared the glass chandeller, it rose
again more swiftly towards the
landing above.
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“Must be a spook in the house!”
remarked a cheery voice from over-
head. “Don't worry, Holmes—I'll
take care of Miss Bentley.”

“Vic!” cried Jill, her eyes lighting
up as she recovered from her amaze-
ment. *“You—you spoofer!’

A cheeky, guite good-looking face,
surmounted by a shock head of
reddish hair protruded over the

banisters.

“Lo, Jill! How's tricks? TI'll be
down in a Jjifly.” The speaker—a
cheery youth of about Jill’s own age—
proceeded calmly to wind up a length
of black thread, with the music-
satchel attached by a hook. *Tea an’
crumpets for Miss Jill, Holmes!" he
added breezily,

The butler seemed to make an
effort to recover his impassive de-
meanour,

“Very good, Master Vic,” he replied,
and departed with an air of ruffled
dignity, while Jill hurried forward to
greet her cousin.

“Vic, you haven't changed & bit!”
she declared, smiling reproachfully as
he gripped her hand. “The same
old prankster.”

‘“Worse!” replied the boy solemnly,
“Let me see, how long ago was it that
you used to tell me off for putting
dummy ink-blobs on your home-
work—and floating sugar-lumps in
Aunt Agatha's tea?”

Jill's lips trembled in a reminis-
cent smile.

“ Ity must be nearly two years. Poor
dear Munt Agatha! She had a lot
to put up with, with the pair of us,
before she went to America, Since
then I've been at boarding-school—
and you've been at college. And now
Uncle Norman has found a real job
for us both!” .

“you're telling me!” Vie grinned,
glancing at the music-satchel, “I
see you've brought along those in-
ventions that your dad left in his

OY JOKER

By RENEE FRAZER

will. Uncle Norman got the idea of
manufacturiilg them in a big way,
and putting ‘me on the engineering

side—while vou help in the office.
Quite a jolly team!”

Jill's eyes sparkled.

“I think it's a grand idea, Vic!

You always were clever at mechantecal
things.” ?

“Umph! Uncle Norman doesn't
think so sometimes,” sald the bhoy
ruefully. “Well, better trot along
and see him, or he'll think I've
vanished you!”

He handed Jill her music-satchel
and then strolled off o\ his own.

Jill reached her uncle's study, and
raised her hand to knock. Then she

paused. The door stood ajar, and
irom within came a murmur of
volces, She recognised the pondet-

ous tones of Holmes, the butler.

“Young gentlemen will have their
fun, Mr. Archer, but I felt it my duty
to report the incident as vou hap-
pened to refer to Master Vic.”

Tha:}k you, Holmes "—Uncle
Norman's bluff voice betrayed his
annoyance—"I will speak to my
nephew about it. The boy is old
enougp to know better. No: vou
needn’t stay to clear up, I shall be
doing some writing in here after
dinner. If youll kindly inform
Arnold Trent that I would like to see
Eérl:lj—ill piuckéd Come in!" he added,

up courage to give a
gentle knock. 5 &
Uncle Norman rose from his chair
to greet her, while the butler stepned
unobtrusively out of the room,
closing the door,
“Well—well!” His massive figure
towering above her, eves shrewd yet
not unkindly bheneath his greying
hair, Unlgle Norman regarded his
niece. Had a good journey, my
dear—and brought the papers safely”

Splendid! There's no need to tell
you why I sent for you—all the
details were in my letter. Are you
keen on the job—hey?”

“I'm just longing to start, Uncle
Norman!"” Jill declared. *Thank

you ever so much!”
“Don’t thank me,” grunted Uncle

Norman. *1I like keenness and am-
bition in young {)eople—no use for
tomfoolery, Which brings me to

that hair-brained cousin of yours.”
Jill caught her breath as she saw
that frown that crossed the others

face, .

“Uncle, Vie's all right!" she
affirmed loyally. “He doésn’'t mean
any harm.”

“Oh, doesn't he?”

Norman, treating her to a keen
glance. “1I suppose you would make
excuses for him, seeing that you
were almost like sister and brother
together at one time., Bui I've had
about enough of his capers, If he
doesn't take himself in hand I'll
seriously consider handing the job
to someone else.”

The thought that Vic—her insepar-
able companion of schooldays—might
lose his big chance through his light-
hearted escapades filled Jill with
dismay.

“Uncle, you can't mean—you're
not really serious?” she burst out
impulsively. “Vic's as keen as any-
thing on the job—I know he is.”

“Then it’s up to him to prove it!™”

growled Uncle
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grunted Uncie Norman. “lve
warned him move than once, and 1I'm
beginning to loset patience. Upset-
ting my servants, annoying my
guests——" . "

“He won't do it again, uncle!” Jiil
promised. “I'll—}'1l have a .word
with him!"

Uncle Norman's manner chauged as
he saw lher distress. With a kindly
smile he patted hei shoulder,

“We'll say no more about it, my
dear,” he declared. * After all, it's no
tault of yours. Let ine take charge
of those pavers, and then I want
your signature to a little document.”

First locking the plabs in his desk,
he then explained that as her father's
inventions had never been patented
was taking out a provisional

he
patent in her name to safeguard
them, He merely required her to

sign . a paper agreeing to this, and he
had sent for one of his guests to wit-
ness her signature,

““A smart young fellow—son of a
neighbour of mine,” he went on, “No
nonsense about him. Ah—come in,
Trent!" he added.

The door opened to admit a sleek,
bespectacled Youth some years older
than Vic.

“Delighted to meet you, Miss
Bentley,” he said affably. ''Heard a
16t about you from your cousin. Jolly
ty{e. but a bit reckless with his
jokes, what?" .

Jill was up in arms at once at the
other's condescending tone. f

“ Vic's jokes never did any harm to
anyone!'” she announced hotly.

“well, well, we won't go into that
now!” put in Uncle Norman, with a
smile. ~ "I want you to witness my
nidce's signature. Trent—just a little
business matter, but very im-
portant.”

He switched on the reading-lamp
on the table by the window, and
spread out the document for Jill to
stgn.
ment as she appended her signature.
She had always longed for the day
when her father's inventions would
reap the reward they desecrved—a
reward denied him in his lifetime.
And it was grand to think that she
and Vic, working together, would b2
helping to bring about that success.

Arnold Trent added lhis signature
as a withess, and 0Uncle Norman
reached for thz blotting-paper.

And just then a slight sound
caused Jill to look round; a startled
gasp was frozen on her lips. She
saw the ornamental inkstand give a
sudden jump and overturn, sending
a dull mauve streamn over the pre-
cious document and over Arnoid
Trent's immaculate striped trousers.

A horrified shout from that elegant
vouth was echoed by Uncle Norman’s
exclamation of dismay as he stared
at the ruined document.

“Bless my soull Who did that?”

Jill's thoughts were racing &s she
recovered from her first Dewilder-
ment, She imagined she heard a
faint rustling outside the window:
and now, looking more closely, she
could see a slight bulge under the
plush tablecloth.

Next moment Ainold Trent had
whipped back the cloth—disclosing a
adeflated rubber football-bladder, with
a length of tube disappedring out of
the window. .

“There you are, sir, that's the ex-
planation!” he exclaimed. *“An old
practical-joke—and it's pretty clear
who's {o blame!”

“My young rvascal of a nephew!”
roared Uncle Norman, his face pur-

ling.

“Bhall I find him for you, sir?" de-
manded Arnold Trent, with ill-dis-
guised satisfaction,

“Yes—by all means,” Uncle Nor-
man growled. *“Tell the young
trickster to come along to my study
—at once!”

The young man departed, and Jill,
stammering some hasty excuse, sped
from the room.

She intended to find Vic first—and
warn him. It was the least she
could de, for old time's sake. Why
h= hsd done such a crazy thing,. she
could not imagine—but this was noi
the time for questions or reproaches.

As it happened, she almost ran into
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‘asked. Oor 1is

Jill felt a thrill of excite- .

Vic as he entered the house hy way of
the conservato:y. He stared at her
in surprise as she caught-at his arm,
and there was the old bantering smije

on his lips. ,
“ Hallo, Jiil—where's the fire?" he
d - someone chasing

Jill gulped for breath, her face pale
and_anxious.

“Vic—Armold Trent's looking for
you! TUncle's in a towering rage,
and says you've got to go to his study
at once. Oh, why d you have to
play such a trick——"

“What are you talking about?"” Vic
demanded, and now there was no
laughter in his eyes. "“Tell mel”

Unsteadily, Jill described the scene
in her uncle's study, and a curious
expression crossed. Vic's face.

“Listen, Jill,” he said tersely.
“ And believe it or not. That rubber
biadder's mine, right enough—I

hought it to play a 'spook ' trick on
Arnold Trent. But I swear I didn't
use it this evening, and I've no more
idea than you have who upset the ink
in uncle’s study!"”

THE UNKNOWN TRICKSTER

* IC—on vour honour?” demanded
Jill, staring him straight in
the eyes.

"On my honour, Jilll"

Jill swallowed hard, her mind in a
whirl. '

“Then—then, Vic—what does
mean?”’ she breathed.

Vic did not reply at once; there
was & strange expression on his face
as he stared across the darkened hall.

“1.00ks as though I'm not the only
joker round here,”” he commented
Hippantly. * Maybe someone’s
jealous of Arnold’s striped trousers—
oh, hallo, Arnold!"” he added, his
manner changing as that youth came
hurrying up. ‘‘Looking for anyone?”

“I'm looking for wou, Chane.”
panted the other, his face rather red.
“Your uncle wants to see you in his
study—at once! No doubt Miss
Bentiey has told you?”

“1 gather there’s been a spot of
trouble about the ink,” Vic mur-
mured. glancing at the youth's
mauve-stained trousers. “Y'know,
that colour rather suits you.”

Arnold glared.

it

“7 suppose you ‘think that's
smart?” he snapped.
*“Quite natty,” Vic grinned. "If I

were you, I'd take out a patent be-
fore anyone else pinches the ideea.
gﬁlllzl I must be off, See you later,

Whistling unconcernedly, he strode
off towards the study.

Jill’s heart sank as she gazed after
him. Vic might make light of the
affair, but the fact remained that he
was in for serious trouble—trouble
that might well aflect his whole
future, and hers. i

“I say. Miss Bentley,” remarked
Arnold Trent, " you want to be care-
ful of that chap. He's a menace with
his mad-brained pranks——"

“Thank you!" Jill flashed, her chin
coming up. "If other people Knew
Vic Chane as well as 1 do, they
wouldn't say such things about him.
I'm quite capable of taking care of
myself, Mr. Trent."

Arnold Trent was snubbed—and he
knew it.” The expression in his eyes,
nehind their horn-rimmed spectacles,
was not pleasanf at that moment.

But Jill had other, more important
matters to think about. Turning her
back on the youth, she made her way
slowly towards her uncle's study.

‘What did it all mean? If Vic had
not played that practical-joke—and
how could she doubt his word *—then
it meani that someone else in the
house had set up as & rival prankster.
Was it someone with a grudge against
Vie, personally—or against Uncle
Norman?

Jill knew that there were several
other young people in the house-
party; her uncle had mentioned the
fact, and she had heard the sound of
yvouthful voices, though as yet she
had not met any of the guests apart
from Arnold.

Hevr heart sank lower s she neared
ihe study, for she could hear her

uncle’s voice raised in anger, almost
drowning Vic's quiet replies. In-
stinctively she quickened her steps,
wondering whether she dared inter-
vene, and just then the study door
was thrown open, and Vic, his facz
rather white, stood on the threshold.

Uncle Norman's voice boomed after

m; :

“Remember, Victor, this is your
last chance! If it weren't that your
cousin interceded for you, I'd send
you packing at once! Not only have
you ruined an important document,
and annoyed one of your fellow-
guests, but you have held up my
plans concerning Jill and yoursell.
One more stupid prank in my house,
and I'll wesh my hands of you!"

“Uncle——" hegan Vic.

But the door slammed behind him.

Vvic turned, and a ilight Hush
crossed his pale face as he caught
sight’ of Jill standing there :

* Oh—hallo!" he sald, forcing a wry
grin. *S5o0 you heard?”

“Vic "—Jill started forward, catch-
ing at his arm—"did you tell uncle
that—that it wasn't you?"”

Vie shrugged.

“I started to tell him, but he
wouldn't listen. °‘Give a dog a bad
name,’ y'know, I say "—his flippent
tone changed—'thanks a lot for
backﬂlng me up. Jolly sporting of

ou.
Jill shook her head impatiently.
“Never mind that, Vic. The im-
portant thing is for you to Keep in

uncle’'s. books. Promise me you
won't play agg more jokes—please!’
Vic hesitated.

“But, look here,” he objected. "I
didn't play that trick—and I'm jolly
\érlegl going to bowl out the joker wh>

s

“Of course, Vie!' Jill's hand tight-
ened on his arm. *“And I'll help you
all I can, But meanwhile you
mustn't take any risks. Promise me,
Vic—word of honour!"

A slow smile cressed Vic's face,

“All right, Jill, you win,” he said.
“Word of honour!”

Jill gave a sigh of relief,

*“ And now——" she began eagerly:
but just then a dignified voice snoke
behind them:

“Your tea's served in the
drawing-room, miss. The crumpeis
are freshly toasted.” .

1 . I'm 'so sorry, Holmes!" Jill
turned quickly, to meet the butler's
gravely reproachful glance. *Y'd for-
gotten. Are you coming, Vic?” )

“Had my tea ages ago,” sald Vic
cheerfully. “You buzz along——
mustn't let the crumpets get cold,
eh, Holmes? I've a few little jobs
30 do before dinner., See you anon,

i

With & wave of his hand he strotled
off, and Jill, rather puzziled by Vic's
manner, followed the butler to the
drawing-room, where a dainty tea had
been laid for her on a tray by the

likeable young. gentleman,
Master Vic,” remarked Holmes, shak-
ing his head in a fatherly way as he
arranged the tea-things. “ But a bit
of a worry to his uncle &t times, I'm
afraid.”

Jill restrained an impulse to speak
up in Vic's defence; the builer, no
doubt, was still conscious of his re-
cent injured dignity. Instead, she
picked un a book that was lying near
the tray and glanced at it casually.

“The Legend of Abbot's Grange,”
it was entitled.

“Tnis looks interesting. Holmes!"
Jﬂll) said, anxious to change the
su

small

re,
WA

ect.

{Iery interesting, miss,”’ agreed
the butler, with a faint smile.
“Master Vic found it in one of the
attics, I believe, with an old [ramed
picture. He told me that Abbot's
Grange is supposed to be haunted—
not that I'm in favour of spreading
such stories, with vouung people
about. Is there anything further
you will be requiring, miss?"

" No, thank you. Holmes.”

Her interest fully aroused by the
book. Jill was scarcely conscious of
the butler’s silent departure. Her
tea became cold and 50 did the
toasted crimmpets as she read on.

It was quite an enthralling legend
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—aboul a sinister Black Monk. at one
time an occupant of the Grange.

“Just the kind of book Vic would
find,” Jill murmured smilingly, as
she skimmed several pages to reach
the most exciting part. “I wonder
if he had some idea of playing a
joke——"

She pulled herself up_ sharply,
loyally dismissing the thought. What-
ever her prank-loving cousin might
have had in mind, she reassured her-
self by the memory of his recent
earnest promise,

But her eyes were thoughtful as
she finished her tea,

If Vic had been teiling the truth,
there must be someone else in the
house who was playing tricks. But—
who? And what was the trickster's
purpose?

Jill was determined to use all her
wits to find out.

After tea, she went in search of
Vic, but her cousin seemed to be pur-
‘posely keePing out of her way.
Thoughtifully, a glint in her grey eves
Jill hurried to her room to change;
and half an hour later, excusing her-
self to the other guests, she stole out
i_ntok the grounds in the gathering
dusk.

Uncle Norman had introduced her
to most of the party—a stald enough
little gathering of adults, with_ 8
sprinkling of young people. Jill
could hardly imagine any of them
playing a deliberately spiteful trick
on_thelr host!

But with Vic's future at stake, Jill
meant to leave nothing to chance.

With the aid of a small torch, she
made a careful search of the flower-
bed outside the study window—and
was rewarded by the discovery of
footprints.

But the prints were very blurred,
and might have been left by the
gardener. Despite her enthusiasm,
Jill had no experience in detective
work and she decided reluctantly that
it was impossible to follow such a
faini trall.

Only one thing she noticed as un-
usual. The pattern of a rubber heel
had & small piece missing, as though
it had been broken off. That might
be important, and Jill made a careful
note of it, just in case.

The poom of the dinner-gong sent

her hurrying indoors, to the
party salready assem ling in the
taftered dining-room softly lit by

shaded candelabra.

To her relief, Vic had turned up
and was looking his old cheery self as
he laughed and chatted with the
others. .

But though she sat next to him at
table, with Arnold Trent on her other
side, Vic skilfully evaded all attemgts
on her part to question him about his
recent absence.

Dinner passed pleasantly, but
underlying the general laughter and
talk Jill was aware of a certain ten-
sion, possibly due to the fleeting,
hostile glances passed between Vic
and Arnold Trent.

But it was not till coffee was served
that this tension suddenly took a
dramatic_turn.

Uncle Norman had signalled to the
attentive Holmes to switch on the
overhead lights, and as the butler
obeyed, there came & stifled cry from
a preity, fair-haired girl seated oppo-
site Jill. )

She was staring in horrified fas-
cination over Jill's shoulder.

«“Oh!” she gasped. * hat =a
dreadful-looking Picture L2

Jill turned. Glaring down at her
from & dusty gilt frame, previously
unnoticed in the shadows, was a pale,
gaunt figure in & black robe, a cowl
partly shadowing his grim features.

“The—the Black Monk!” — ex-
claimed Jill, almost without thinking.

There came & murmur of interest
from the other guests, but a sudden
frown had crossed Uncle Norman's

ace. .

“Holmes, who hung that picture
there?” he demanded angrily. I gave
orders that it was not to be removed
from the attle, owing to its con-
dition.”

The butlei’s eves goggled as he
stared at the picture.

“ Beg pardon, sir, but 1 obeved vour
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instructlons and locked the attic
myself."”

“Then how did the picture get

out?” demanded Uncle Norman.
“Vic "—he turned sharply on his
nephew—""d you know anything

about this—hey?” 7

Vic's expression was bland, his blue
eves unfaltering; as he met Jill's
quick, chal:engin% glance,

“Must have walked,” he sald coollv.
“Queer things seem to be happening
in this house—don't they, Arnold?”

Arnold Trent glared.

“Very queer,” he agreed. 1
thought I saw you coming down from
the attics about half an hour before
dinner.”

“Must have been dreaming, old
man,"” said Vic, easily. “1 was—er—
snoozing in the library at the time.”

“That's your story v Arnold
began, but Uncle Norman interrupted

brusquely.

“Enough of that, you boys! 1
shall look inte this matter later.
Meanwhile, Holmes, you will Kindly
i‘&move that picture—burn it, if you

e
“Very good, sir!"

“But who is—who was the Black
Monk, Mr. Archer?” asked the fair-
haired girl. with a kind of shivery
fascination, as everyone stared at the
picture.

Rather shortly—aware of the goggle-
eyed curiosity of the young maid who
was assisting Holmes to remove the
dishes—Myr. Archer repeated the

'\, v

- i e

caeid

legend connected with the sinister
monk.
“ A lot of nonsense, of coursel” he

added.

When the party broke up, after
dinner, Jill saw Vic slip away and
hurried efter him. Crossing the
darkened hall, she heard the creak of
the library door, and caught =a

limpse of her cousin’s figure stand-
ng there in the moonlight,

“vic!” she called soffly.

But the chimes of the big grand-
father-clock in the hall drowned her
cautious voice, and the next moment
Vic had gone, Worried by his stealthy
manner, Jill hurried across to the
library and ogened the door.

Then her heart gave a jump, and
she stared round her in bewilder-
ment: for the lbrary was deserted,
though she had plainly seen Vie
enter barely a moment ago!

Baffled, she ran to an inner door
that communicated with her uncle's
study; but that was securely locked.
The windows, she could see, were all
fastened, And the only possible
hiding-place was an ornamental
cabinet in the carner. .

With an uneasy recollection of that
blandly innhocent expression on her
cousin’s face when he had left the
dining-room, Jill darted 10 the
cabinet and opened the door.

“yie—" Her voice trailed away.

The cabinet was empty—except for

a coloured silk handkerchiof that lay
on the floor: the same handkerchiel
that her cousin had worn in his
breast-pocket at dinnev!

“Then—where was Vic? Even as
Jill bent to pick up the handkerchief.
her anxious thoughts were startlingly
interrunpted.

From the direction of the hall came
a glrl's terrified scream.

Jill ‘whirled. Across the hall stood
a scared-looking maid, & tray of
broken crockery lying at her feet.
And in the doorway of the moonlit

library, arms raised, eyes gleaming
menacingly through the slits in its
hood, crouched the figure of the

Black Monk!

THE HOODED FIGURE

OR a moment Jill felt frozen, un-
able to move or crv out, There

. was something horribly fright-
ening about that figure, even though
she could guess its identity.

Tt must be vic. Her cousin had
broken his promise!

The figure half turned: at the same
moment the sound of running foot-
steps and angry volces came from
across the hall.

The monkish shape hesitated and
then made & dive for the stairs, Jill
shook off the spell that gripped her,
and sped frantically in pursuit.

Evenn now her loyalty to the boy
japer mastered every other feeling.
Though Vic's crazy action could not

s

+ What does this mean ? >’ demanded Uncle Norman, and sternly he pointed to
the incriminating hooded costume which hung over Jill’s arm.

be excused, she was prepared to stand
by him—whatever happened.

Sott-footed, its black robe rust-
ling, the cowled figure lided swiftly
up the dim staircase, Jill in purstit.
From the hall below came her uncle’s
stentorian shout:

“Stop, there—come back, you
scoundrel!”
As yet Jill herself had not been

seen, for the bend in the stairs con-
cealed her from view, But the
monkish figure was plainly visible as
it crossed & patch of moonlight on
the tandmi.

Jill quickened her steps. How she
could help her reckless cousin she did
not know: but at the back of her
mind was & loyal, rather hopeless
thought of assisting him to hide $ill
her uncle’s anger had simmered down

What would happen after that she
dared not surmise.

Panting for breath, she reached the
cornér of the landing and then cami
to & bewildered halt. For ths
hooded figure had vanished: the
daring prankster had momentarily
eluded pursult, .

But Jill's relief was short-lived.
Uncle Norman and the others werd
hurrying upstairs. Vic could not
hope to. escape eventual capture, FHe
would be caught red-handed, wearing
the incriminating black robe—

Then her heart missed a beat. As
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spe warneq, wish a desperate idea of
delaying the pursuit in some way,
she” stumbled over something that
lay crumpled on the floor in a .corner.

In the pale moonlight it lay there,
sinister and - unmistakable. The
Black Monk's hooded cloak!

Jill snatched it up, her thoughts
racln%. So Vic had managed to dis-
card his disguise. But if it was dis-
covered it might bear some clue to

. the culprit. She dared not risk its
being found.

Desperately she stared round her as
the footsteps came hurrying along
the landing. She remembered th2
attic stairs, and headed for them,
deciding to hide the cloak in one of
the lumber-rooms. But even as she
reached the foot of the stairs & ddor

opened suddenly, and a hand seized .

by the shoulder. :
Got him, sir!” shouted Arnold
Trent's trilumphant voice. “I've
caught the trickster!”

Someone- switched on the light—
and Jill stood there, white-faced and
panting in the dazzling glare, con-
fronting Uncle Nerman and an angry
crowd of guests,

« Jill!'" exclaimed Uncle Norman.

her

“ Great  Scott!” came Arnold
Trent's amazed tones, as he released
his hand on hegr arm. “ Miss
Bentley!"”

There was a moment's stupeied
silence. Then:

“Jill! What does this mean?

What are you doing with that robe?”’
Uncle Norman's volce was very stermn
as he pointed to the crumpled gar-
ment under Jill's arm,

Unflinchingly she faced him, her
hends tightly clenched, determined
not to betray Vic. .

“1—I found it, uncle,” she replied
truthfully.

“Found it?” TUncle Norman
peated, with a searching glance.

“Excuse me,” interrupted Ainold
Trent smoothly, " but isn’t it rather
peculiar that when I caught sight of
Miss Bentley she was running away
from you—as though intending to
conceal the costume?”

= Jill," sald Uncle Norman, in evi-
ciegt dlstress, “kindly hand me that
robe.”

Jill oheved; shz had no option.
Sternly Uncle Norman examined it.

“The retailer's name is here—Clin-
_fg;'ds, of Ashgate, Does anyone Know
9"

1 do, sir!"” deeclared Arnold Trent,
his eyes gleaming behind his spec-
tacles, “That's the theatrical and
conjuring store. I heard vyour
nephew speaking on the phone to
threm yesterday.”

JilI's heart sank as she saw her
uncle's grim expression.

*“T1 might have known it! I gave
Vic his final chance, but the young
trickster has chosen deliberately to
defy me—to continue with his mad-

re-

brained pranks. I've finished with
him! I'l not have him in my house
after this——"

~ "Uncle!”
ingly.

Uncle Norman tumed on her, his
eves filled with reproach.

“aAand vou, Jill—I'm forced to the
conclusion that you intended to
cover up your cousin's disgraceful
trick. I sent for you both to give

burst out Jill appeal-

vou a fresh start in life—but it seems

that vou are almost as bad as he is.
1 shall have more to say to you
later.”

The words seemed to pound in Jill’s
numbed mind as he turned away.

“Meanwhile, we must find that
voung scamp before he gets up to
any more mischief! Trent, I'd like
you to help me. You might ask
Holmes to bring my coat and torch,
as we may have to search the
grounds." . :

Arnold departed on his errand,
wiile Uncle Norman, without another
glance at Jill, descended the stairs,
followed by the little group of indig-
nant guests.

For a long time Jill stood theve, in
the moonlight, & choking lump in hec
throat.

This was a shattering blow to all
her cherished hopes.
grace, and someone else would get his
joh. And after this Uncle Norman
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‘'scouring the

Vic was i dis-

would never trust her to help him in
the exei task that had been
planned for them both.

Jill gulped, pluckily fighting back

the smarting tears that welled into- gl

her eyes,

One thought was uppermost in her
mind. She must find Vic! Even
now her loyalty .to her cousin was
unshaken. Whatever had prompted
his mad prank, he was still Vic—the
cheery companion of her schooldays
—who had so often stood by her in

the past,
She could hear the tramp of feet in

the house; the voices of the searchers..

But after & while the sounds died
away, and she guessed they were
ounds.

Where was Vic hiding?

After a brief, fruitless quest in the
attics, Jill hurried downstairs. There
was no one in the hall, and her foot-
steps led her to the library. That
was where she had last seen Vic, be-
fore the sinister apparition appeared.
And even now she could not guess
what ingenious trick had enabled
him to elude her.

The library was bathed in pale
moonlight that shone through the
tall windows, {failing aslant the
quaintly carved cabinet where she
had found Vie’s handkerchief.

Almost instinctively she crossed
over to the cabinet, opening the
door and peering inside. It was empty,

of course; she had not really ex-
pected to find anything there. Yet
there was something curiously

familiar abeut that q
furniture—something tha
memori
“HIT
From the empty cabinet & voice had
spoken—a mutlied, choked voice.
“Jill!" it repeated. “For good-
ness' sake let me out!”

CAUGHT IN THE CABINET

T was Vic's voice!
Her mind almost numb with
amazement, Jill started forward,
peering incredulously into the empty
cabinet. .
“Vie—where are you?” she gasped.
“Listen!" came the muffied voice.

nt piece of
awakened

“I'm in here! There’s a secret sprin
just inside, by the hinge, Press i
quickly and me out of this!”

Jili gro; for her torch, flashing
its brilliant gleam inside the cabinet.
it still seemed to be empty—no trace
of a hidden door. Then, just by the
gl e, she found a small metal

nob.

had supposed to be the back of the
cabinet swung out suddenly, and
there emerged a dusty, dishevelled
figure.

“yic!" Jill caught at his arm,
clinging to him in relief and bewil-
dermenti. “Vic, what does it mean?
How long have you been there?"

* All the time!” jerked Viec, with a
twisted smile. "I tried to tell you
last time you came in, but what with
that girl's scream, and all the comn-
motion, I coukin't make myself

heard.

Jill stared at him, her mind in a
whirl,

“Then—Vic—you the
Black Monk!” .

Vic gave a short, unsteadg laugh,
but his blue eyes were a shade re-
proachful as he met her gaze.

* Jill—1 promised.” .

“J—TF know,” gulped Jill. “But you
disappeared, and then the Monk came
and I thought - .

.Vie chuckled grimly, then his ex-
pression became serious.

“Listen, Jill,” he said. " The Black
Monk was the rival trickster—the
fellow I'm out to catch! I had an
idea he was up to fresh mischief this
evening, and I hid in this cabinet to
keep watch. It's one of my old trick-
cabinets—Uncle Norman let me bring
it along when I came. But the
spring's faulty and. like a chump, I
got myself caught by my own in-
vention!" .

His expression was so rueful that

ugh.
mind, Vic!"” she said
“We've only to explain to

weren't

eagerly.

Uncle Norman, and everything will be
all right——"
“Will 1t?” - Vic shook his head

umly. “Don't you bank on it, Jill.
After what's happened, d'you suppose
that unclk will believe either of us?

He’ll imagine that we made up the
yarn between us—and I can hardly
blame him."” £

Jill’'s face fell.

';:!.‘hen—-then what are we going to

“I've an idea,” muttered Vic. * That
trickster—whoever he may be—is
playing a pretty deep game. He's not
just out for a lark. To-night, Jill,
I'm going to keep watch, and you're
going to help me."” )

“But, Vie, uncle has practically
threatened to turn you out of the
house when he finds you!"” Jill

gulped.

“He won't find me!" said Vic
grimly. “I'll hide in one of the out-
buildings, and you can let me in after
the others have gone to bed—"

"Vic—hark!"” Jill caught anxiously
at his arm. “They—they're coming
back ngw!™

Footsteps and volces sounded on
the drive outside.

Vic drew a quick breath.

“Give 'em time to come in, Jiil,”
he muttered, *and then I'll slip out
of the window. Listen for me round
about midnight, at the conservatory
door. I know you won't let me
down!"

Jill assisted her cousin to climb
from the window, and closed it
quickly after him. Trying desper-
ately to compose herself, she hurried
out into the hall—to come face to
face with ©Uncle Norman, accom-
panied by Arnold Trent and Holmes,
who was carrying a lantern.

The butler looked at her pitvingly
as Uncle Norman beckoned her, Her
uncle’s expression was graver than
ever, and his voice shook with
emotion, :

“Your young scamp of a cousin
appears to have left you to face the
music, Jill,” he said grimly. "He
knew what he was about!”

“Uncle, what do you mean?” Jill
faltered, startled by his manner.

“1 mean, Jill,” said Uncle Norman
gravely, *“that not content with
scaring my guests, he had the
effrontery to rifle my desk as a last
act of defiance. Fortunately I had
locked by papers and valuables in the
library safe before dinner, but this is
the last straw, If he dares to show
his face in my house again I will have
him thrown out!™

Jili's heart stood still. The in-
dignant protest that rose to her lips
remained unspoken, She was staring
at the polished floor—at a muddy
footprint—and the mark of a broken
rubber heel.

The mark of the unknown
trickster!

. . . . .
A ALL clear Jill?"

* All clear, Vic!”

A distant clock was booming mid-
night as Jill unlocked the conserva-
tory door to admit her cousin.

“Heard anyone moving about?" he
whispered.

"In the library, Vic—just now,”
Jill replied. “I think someone must
have got in through the inner door
leading to uncle's study.”

An excited gleam came into Vic's

eyes.
“Leave this to me, Jill!” he mut-
“I don't know what the
ghme is—but I'll soon find

Y Vie, be careful!”

He grinned reassuringly as he led
the way towards the library door.
Jill handed him the key.

“1 borrowed it from uncle's iroom,
after he locked up for the night,” she
whispered.

“Good for you!' Vie sald, “Now
stand by to switch on the light as
soon as the door's opened. I want

my hands free.”
Jill heard the faint click of the

(Plcase {urn to the bael: page.)

tered.
blighter’s
out!”
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JUNE’S BRAIN-WAVE

NDER the name of Carolyn
sStuart, June Gaynor, niece of
Neoel Raymond, the famous

detective, joined a ilm company stay-
ing at lonely Knoll Castle. A mys-
terious flgure known as the Green
Archer was plotting to drive the fiim
company out of the castle.

Also staying there was a man who
was masquerading as June’s uncle,
and the girl detective discovered that
the impostor was also the Green
Archer.

June was forced to hecome a
fugitive by the Green Archer, and
learnt of a great coup he was plan-
ning which he called Operation Van
Dyke. She believed that the solution
to the mystery lay hidden behind a
locked door underneath the castle.

The girl detective decided that at
all costs she must return to the castle
and fnd some way of remaining
there,

Stealing back, she overheard the
noguss Noel Raymond talking to the
butler, Instantly a daring idea
occurred to her.

it!"”

“ MNOT

G Her blue eyes agleam, June
Gaynor tiptoed out of the alcove. The
conversation she had heard between
Bromley, the hutler, and the bhogus
Noel. Raymond had suggested a daring
plan to enable her to stay on at the
castle in secret. But to_put it into
operation she must visit Lerwick, the
nearby town, as quickly as possible.

Anxious to escape unseen, she
began to creep down the corridor
leading to the forbidden West Wing,
but suddenly she received a shock,
From behind her came a startled
shout, and, swinging round, she saw
that a boyish figure had emerged [rom
a side passagze beyond the stairs and
was regarding her with wide, incredu-
lous eyes. . )

It was Bob Staines, and it was no
wondel that the curly-headed member
of the Tweenles was amazed, for only
an hour or so ago he had seen the girl
he knew as Carolyn Stuart led away
under arrest.

“Carolyn!” he exclaimed. *Great
pip, where have you sprung from?"

Desperately June ~gestured as he
came running forward. .

“iS.gh! Don't give me away!” she
urged, her eyes elogquent with plead-
ng. “I haven't really broken away
from arrest, It was a trick. That
wasn't 8 genuine police inspector who
took me off in the car.”

“Not a real inspector!” Bob ruflled
his  black hair in _ astonishment.
“'What do you mean, Carolyn? °'Fraid
I don't get it. Look here, i5 this some
queer kind of a leg-pull?”

““No, it's the truth—honestly, it
is,” June said. “Oh, I know it must
sound fantastic to you, but——"

She broke off, and her heart gave
an np&;rehensive leap, for [rom near
by had come o sharp cry :
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“Hallo! What's going on up
there?"’

It was the bogus Noel Raymond,
and next moment his _ footsteps

sounded on_the stairs. June knew
something like panic as she realised
that the impostor was on his way to
investigate, It would be disastrous to
all her hopes if he found her here.
Imploringly she gazed across at the
bewildered Bob. |

“Please don't give me away!” she
urged again, then took to her lheeis
and fled, leaving the boy film actor
staring more amazedly than ever,

-In the nick of time.the girl detec-
tive disappeared round a bend in the
corridor, for next moment the bogus
Noel Raymond appeared at the top of
the staircase. With a frown, he looked
across at Bob,

“Who was that you were talking
to?"” he demanded.

Round the corner June held her
breath. If the boy gave her away,
then nothing could prevent her re-
capture, and that would mean the end
of her audacious plan.

There was a second or two of awful
suspense, then came Bob's voice,
som%dtng puzzled and a little indig-
nant,

“No one in_particular, Mr. Ray-
}nlom?.i. I was just chatting to a girl
riend.

“Who was it?" The impostor's
tones were brusque and commanding.

“Hear, steady on!” The boy actor's
voice sounded more indignant than
ever. I don't see what business it
is of yours. I suppose Vera March and
% can have a chat together if we want
o0

June gave a sigh ol relief.

Good old Bobh! He was playing up
nobly. 3

Not staying to heal any more, she
hurrled on. Gaining the West Wing.
she crossed to the wall where was
situated the secret panel. After run-
ning her hand over the woodwork,

ressing and probing at the carved

eading, she managed to gain
entrance to the hidden stairs. At their
foot was a slab of rock, but this also
presented little difficulty. Beside it
was an out-jutting knob, and on
twisting it she set in motion the
ancient mechanism.

Creakingly the slab swuing oven,
and thankfully she entered Rainbow
Cave. There she paused anxiously.
Suppose Captain Kummel and his
ryascally men were still on the beach
searching for her?

She tiptoed forward, to peer ner-
vously out into the rocky cove. But

This Week June Gaynor
Returns To The Haunted
Castle—In Disguise

By PETER LANGLEY

there was no need for alarm. The
beach was deserted.

The tlde had receded far enough to
uncover the narrow yath  which
wound round the great headland on
which Knoll Castle stood, so there
was nothing to prevent the girl detec-
tive from walking along the coast Lo
Lerwick.

A church clock was chiming out
twelve o'clock as she gained the little
fishing port, and she smiled with
satisfaction.

“Bromley said Milly Haytor's train
is booked to arrive at twenty past,”
she murmured to herself, “so I'll be
in plenty of time.”

And briskly she set ofl up the road
which led to the railway station,

“SAY_. Bromley, there’s a girl want-

ing to see you. Guess it must
be that new maid the agency promised
to send along.”

Theodore Cronberg made the au-
nouncement as _he entered the
hanqueting-hall where the rest of the
film company were already at Iunch.

The grey-haired butler put down
the coffee-pot from which he had
been serving and straightened up with
relief.

“That is good news, sir,” he de-
clared. "I was beginning to fear that
she didn't intend to turan up. Now
that the newspapers have begun to
print stories about the Green Archer
I am afraid there are very few people
willing to take service at the castle.”

He shook his head sadly at the
memory of all the recent alarming
happenings and went out into the
nhall. Standing there, suitcase grasped
in one hand, was a nervous figure. It
was a girl, rather poorly dressed, with
black hair whic! emphasised her
pallid cheeks, and hora-rimmed spec-
tacles shading her eyes.

The butler regarded her
pleasant smile.

“Are you Miss Haytor?” he asked.

The girl nodded.

“Yesgsir., I'm from the agency. T
don't know whether I've done right to
come. All those stories I've heard
about the Green Archer are very
secaring.”

. Bromley gave her shoulder a sooth-
ing pat.

“Don’t you worry your head ahout
them, my dear,” he urged. ‘' They are
all grossly exaggerated. There’s no
reason to be [rightened. T can assure
vou you will be very happy here.”

“1'm sure I hope so, sit,” was the
response.

The butler gave her shoulder
another paternal pat, then began to
ask questions about her home, her
domestic experience, and other per-
sonal details. The newly arrived maid
answered slowly, hesitantly. Bromley

49

with a



put her unpcertainty down to nervous-
ness, Not for o moment did he guess
ihe truth—that the girl's hesitant
}'egégzs were caused by & lack of know-
edge.

For it was not the real Milly Haytor
who stood there, but—June Gaynor!

1'0 retmim to the castle disguised as
1he new maid—that had beei June's
audacious plan, and it seemed to be
working well.

On meeting the real Milly Haytor at
the raillway station, the girl detective
had had no difficulty in persuading
her to catch the nest train home.
Owing to the disturbing rumours
about the Green Archer, Milly had net
leen very keen on coming to the
castle, and it was almost with relief
that she had learnt that her Ser-
vices were not, after all, required—
especially as June had given her two
pounds by way of compensation.

Having no suspicion as to the maid's
real identity, the butler breught his
Iriendly cross-examination to an end.

“If you will come slong with ms,
Milly,” he said, "I will show you 1o
your room: then, no doubt, you wouid
tike some lunch. Apart from helping
Lo serve at dinner, you need not start
work until to-merrow.”

“Thank you, sir.” .

June eyed him gratefully, This was
arand news. Now she would have all
iternoon to logk for the *iron glove ”
curio, and also to keep & watchiul
>ye on the hogus Noel Raymond.

“Let me have your suitcase,” went
»n Bromley, then stopped, for the
lloor behind them had opened and a
tall, athletle figure entered the hall.

June's heart gave a nervous laugh,
."%1' It! was the impostor who SU
there

“WWho's this girl?” demanded the
bogus Noel Raymond. *“Where's she
some from?” i

THE CURIO KE
FNOWING how alert and clever the
impostor was, June knew an
awiul fear.

suppose he had got wind of her
plan!  Suppose his keen cyes had
plerced her disguise!

On tenterhooks of anxiety, she
<tood there, but Bromley, at least, was
smiling.

“This is the new maid, sir,” he ex-
plained. * Miss Milly Haytor. You
will remember we were discussing her
before lunch.”

I'he hogus detective nodded, but his
probing gaze did not leave June’s facz.

“Arc vou absolutely satisfied as_to
ner credentials?”’ he asked the butler.
“we've had one confederate oi the
Green Archeir masguerading here, s0
we can't be oo careful, especially as
we're expecting the jewels this after-
neon.”

Bromley gave a rcspectiul bow.

“ Quite, sir, but you nead have nNo
appirehension, The agency have
vouiched for this young lady.”

The impostor gave June gnother
searchiug look, then, to her relief, he
gave another nod. 3

wall right,” he said, and turned
away.

When he had gone the butler took
charge of the suitcase and led the way
upstairs. Thoughtiully June foliowed.
The impostor's cry stic reference to
jewels had intrigue her.

uyWas that Mr. Raymond, the
ramous detective?” she asked inno-
rently; and when Bromley inclined
his head she pretended to be thrillted.
“Coo, fancy that, Now! And those
jewels he spoke of, I suppose they’il
{m!o:}g 1o one of the film stars staying
here "

The butler smiled.

“Hardly. They are real heirlooms,”
he seid. *They belong to the family
who own this castle. and they are
bhelng specially lent for use in the
filming to-morrow. Miss Selwyn, one
of the stars you referred to, is to wedr
ithem.”

Behind her spectacles June's eyas
gleamed.

“Coo, 1 should think ihat's risky
with this awiul Green Archer ahout!”
she exclaimed.

Bromley frowned.

“Nensense! There is no risk at all,
Mr. Raymaond is taking special pre-

£a
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Ghe had revelled in being a member
of the unit and would have loved LD
take part in the réhearsal, But that
was jmpossible. Carolyn Stuart was
in disgrace, and no doubt Theodore
Cronberg was already making arrange-
ments to fill her place.

Stepping over the trailing cables,
June made her way down a long cot-
ridor, and her eyes gleamed as she saw
the lbrary door before her.

Was the cwrio she wanted so
urgently lying hehind that closed
door?

After a quick glance around she
crossed over to the door, and, seizing
the handle, she quickly turned it
The door swung open and eagerly she
looked around.

In the ecentre of the book-lined
room was 2 great mahogany table, and
her eyes shoie as she saw the in-
triguing array of ancient curlos spreai
ouf on its polished surface.

Bows and arrows and other
medis@val weapons; carved wooden
crests; tattered flags; pieces of
armour; objects of evelry size and
description.

Her heart pounding, she took & slep
nearer, and then a wriumphant cry
escaped her lips.

For there, lying hetween two eni-
hossed copper shields, was the object
she sought.

The iron glove!

In appeunrance it looked like & man’'s
clenched fist. The metalwork Wwas
engraved so that it jooked as 1i the
hand was clothed in a chain-mail
glove, and sticking outr at right angles
from its back was u short, sharp
spike.

Wonderingly June gazed at the
strange curio.

What an extraordinary obiect to be
used as a key! How could it possibly
operate the door of the secret room?

She picked up the eurio—to drop 1t
on to the table again next moment as
{from behind her came a sharp cry.

“What are you doing in here?”’

_Round June whirled, her arm drop-

ing hurriedly to her side. Even

efore she saw that athletic figure in
the doorway she knew Who st
there, for there could he no mistaking
that ‘voice. ~

It belonged to the bogus Noel
Raymond.

Gternly disapproving, he strode
forward.

“wWell, my ghl, why don't you
answer?’ he demanded. * Why—"

And then he stopped. ’

His gaze had gone to the table, and
as he saw the iron-glove curio, which
had fallen on to one of the copper
shields, his whole manner changed.

He pgave a startled shout, and
furiously he seized June by the arm.

wyou little spy, what's your game?”’
he shouted. “ Why were you trying to
steal that curio?”

AN AMAZING DISCOVERY

UNE caught in hep breath.
She realised that her secret was
in danger of being found out.
But it would be disastrous if her
interest in the vital model of the
mailed fist were discovered—if helr
real identity were to become known.
At all costs she must allay the im-
postor's suspicions.

Remembering the role she was play-
ing, she gave a frightened sob.

#'0h, sir, don't go for me!" she
gulped. "I wasn't doing any harm—
honest, I wasn’t!”

He glared at her.

“Don't lie! You came in here to
steal-that curio!” .

“Oh, I didn’t, sir! 1—1I only picked
it up out of curlosity. Mrs., Bromley
spid 1 could look around, so I didn't
think anyone would mind me looking
at all these funny things. Please let
me go, sir!”

“ Not until—-"

The impostor broke off, his manner
undergoing another swift change, for
the door had swung onen again, and
a thick-set man almost as wide as he
was tall had entered.
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1t was Theodore Crounberg, the film
producer, and he frowned at the unex-
pected scene.

“Hey, what's going on here?” he
demanded, chewing aggressively at the
end of his inevitable cigar,

Instantly the impostor was _very
much the dignified detective. He let
go of June’s arm and shook his head
disapprovingly. .

“I'm afraid all my precautions will
be useless 1if pie are careless
enough to leave doors unlocked,” he
declared. * Desplite my strict instrue-
tions, this door was open, and when
I came in I found this girl about to
steal one of the curios.”

June gave a convulsive sob, and
appealingly she looked across at thz
producer.

*“Oh, I never, sir! 1 was only look-
1 didn't mean any harm!"” she
cried, X .

Het acting this time found a guick

response. Theodore Cronberg patied
her arm.
“Sure you didn't,” he agreed.

“Guess a girl like you wouldn't have
any interest in pocketing any of these
old relics. Still, you shouldn’t have
come in here without permission. See
that it doesn't happen again.”

And he gave her a nod of dismissal.

Only too glad to escape so lightly,
June hwrried from the room, though
she was acutely conscious of the
angry, suspicious way the impostor
was still regarding her. Obviously, he
was far from satisfied, ;

On reaching the end of the corridor
the girl detective paused and cast a
guick look -over her shoulder.

She was just in time to see the
bogus Noel Raymond lock the door
with a gueerly shaped brase key that
dangled, with halfl a dozen other keys,
{rom a silver ring.

If the library was to he kept locked,
how was she to get in and secure the
vital iron-glove curio? .

‘That problem occupied her mind all
ihe afternoon. It was not until nearly
dinner-time that a possible solution
occurred to her.

When the rehearsal was over all the
film gear was carried back up into the
West Wing. With it went wickerwork
baskets containing a collection of
lovely costumes which were reguired
for the filming of the masked hall
scene on the following day. Theodore
Cronberg and Noel Raymond superin-
teiided the storing away ol the gear,
and June, still determined to keep a
watchful eye on the impostor, covertly
watched from the corridor.

‘The producer looked unusually
harassed, and he frowned worriedly as
he produced an oblong, plush-covered
box from his jacket pocket.

“Are you ahsolutely certain, Ray-
mond, that there's no chanze of that
pesky Green Archer geiting hold of
this?” he asked, holding out the box,
*guffering mackerel, but I'd be ruined
if these jewels went astray!”

‘The hogus detective smiled.

“No chance at all,” he declared.
“There are special burglar alarms at
the windows and the door will be
double-locked, Here, you had better
lock up and keep the keys yourself.”

He took & bunch of keys from his
pocket, and the watching June gave
an excited start as she saw that
amongsi the keys was the one which
fitted the library door.

Reassured, the producer took them.
The jewel-case containing the valu-
able = castle heirlooms — borrowed
specislly for the film~—was placed on
top of one of the hampers, and then
Mr. Cronberg led the way out of the
room. Carefuu% he double-locked the
door, dropped the bunch of keys into
the ngat-hand pocket of his jacket.

Frightened of being seen, June stole
away. She was certain the impostor
had designs on the contenis of that
jewel-case. She felt certain that to-
night, inside that locked room, would
he struck the blow which he was con-
fident would drive the film company
out of the castle. Somehow she must
prevent its being successful, but that
was not her main worry at the
moment. . ;

How could she gain possession of
ihie bunch of keys Theodore Cronherg
nad put in his pocket?
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As she walked down the stairs an
audacious idea occurred to her; and
alter dinner, when the film company
was seated in the lounge, smoking,
chatting, as they waited for cofiee to
he served, she put it into operation.

The girl detective was helping
Bromiley, and, a steaming pot of milk
in one hand, a pot of coffee in the
other, she went from chair to chair.

‘The producer sat beside the bogus
Noel Raymond. Between them was a
low table, on which stood two cups.

“Black or white, sir?" June asked.

* 'White, please,” said the impostor.

“Same f{or me, I guess,’ said Mr.
Cronhberg.
~ Junme bent to fill the cups, and then
it happened,

To the onlookers she seemed to slip
on the polished fioor. The coffee-pot
clattered to the ground, while the
milk-jug tilted dangerously in one
outflung hand.

Next moment a white stream ol hot
liquid poured out—right over the
tilm_producer’s jacket.

* Suflering mackerel | ”

With & howl, he bounded to his feet,
nearly swollowing his cigar in his
ili] tation. Teariully June surveyed

m.

“Oh, T'm sorry, sir. but I couldn’t
help it!” she gulped, “I kind of
slipped. Here, let me have your coat,

June became anxious as sh

o

saw how keenly the bogus detective was surveying

ulong
library.

She would never get a hetter oppor-
%g{nw to secure the jron glove than

EN :

Almost trembling with excitement,
she unlocked the library door and
entered. To her relief, the vital curia
still lay on the table. She snatched it
up, pocketed it, then hurried hack
down the corridor. An overwhelming
desire to lose no time in investigating
the secret room seized her, and, let-
ting herself out of the castle, she wentg
racing across the courtyard.

Of course, ther¢ would he trouble il
her absence were discovered. But
against that risk was an even greater
one—the danger that Theodore Cron-
berg might discover the key had gone
and report his loss to the bogus detec-
tive. Vaguely suspicious of the sup-
posed new mald already, the impostor
would guickly guess the truth,

Breathlessly June made her way
down the steep path to the beach. It
was twilight now, and great black
shadows patterned the sand and
rocks.

Would the iron-glove curio open
the door? And, if so, what would she
find in the secret room? Would this
exploit revesl the truth about the
mysterious Operation Van Dyke which

the corridor lecding o the

her. Would he pierce her disguise ?

gir_. Let me clean it before the stain
ries.”

And almost before the agitated pro-
ducer realised what was happening,
the jacket was off and, with another
distressed gasp, June rushed off to the
kitchen with it.

Once behind the baize-covered door,

however, her mood was transformed.
She straightened up and gave a
triumphant chuckle.
~ “Done it!” she exclaimed. "It was
a bit tough on Mr. Cronberg, but if he
knew the reason for my clumsiness
he’d thank me-—not grouse.”
' Eagerly she thrust a hand into the
right-hand pocket and drew out the
bunch of keys., Extracting the
curiously shaped one she Knew fitted
the library door, she returned the rest
of the bunch to the pocket—and only
just in time, For at that moment the
green-haize door opened and in
hurried the butler.

“Why haven'l vou started to clean
off that stain?’ he demanded sharply.
" Here, give it to me! Martha will do

And, as his plump wife came in
from the scullery, he almost snatched
the jacket from June and held it out.
explaining to Mrs. Bromley what had
happened. _

June tiptoed to the door leading %o
the servants' parlour. The sooner she

‘made herself scarece the better, she de-

cided. Unnoticed, she slipped into the
adjoining oom. Once there, she took
off her apron, donned a warm coat.
and made her way into the hell znd

the Green Archer and his men were
planning? Would it enable her to
cxpose them?

Her pulses racing, she gained the
entrance to Rainbow Cave, and was
about to dart through when suddenly
she paused.

‘What was that?

It sounded like fect crunching on

the pebbly sand,
. In alarm, she whirled, and then an
icy hand seemed to clutch her, for
coming up from the water's edge,
making straight for her, was a tall,
athletic figure she had come to know
too well.

The bogus Noel Raymond !

For a moment ihe shock left her
incapable of movement.

In consternation, she stood there,
and then suddenly she irowned.
There was something strangely
different about the impostor. He wote
flannels and a dark sporis coat
instead of a lounge suit. His face
seemed  thinner; his  hair was
dishevelled, and he was stumbling up
the beach rather. than walking.

Wide-eved, she stared, then her
heart gave a leap.

“Nunky!” she gasped. “Its
nunky!”

For,all at once the truth was clear,
This was not the impostor. It was—
the real Noel Raymond!

Her uncle on the scene! Evenis are
now sure to move swiftly and dramatic-
ally, 8o on no account miss next week's
exciting chapters.
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THE RIVAL COOKS

E ALLO, boys! Come to learn all
about cookery?” asked Sally
Warner, @ smile on her face

and a dab of flour on her nose.

A cookery class was in progress,
and Sally, Fay Manners, and @
humber of other girl students were
pusv in one of the’large kitchens at
t h e International Co l1lege on
Waloorie Island, Australia.

The door had just opened, and
peering in were the cheery faces of
Don Weston, Johnny Briggs, Slick
Kaplin, and Tubby Winwood.

“Just come to give you the henefit
of our expert advice, you mean,”
grinned Johnny.

“What's cooking?” Don wanted to

know.

“Jam tarts!”

“Geel” Tubby's eyes lit up. T
always like a snack of jam tarts
pefore lunch,” he added hopefully.

“On, do you? Well, you caml have
just one—— Goodness!” gasped
ray.

For her words had been taken by

the boys as an open invitation.
There was a rush, a dive of hands,

and in a twinkling the batch of
tarts made by Sally and Fay had
vanished.

“Golly ! exclaimed sally. “There's

none lett, and Miss Mills hasn't in-

spected  them  yet. Fortunately.
we've got some more In the
oven——"

“Bring them out,” said Tubby,
munching happily. “These are
jolly good! Super. in fact!™

The girls were mollified. For
praise from Tubby was pralse Ih-

deed; even they admitted that he
wns a4 cook among cooks.

But Don and Johnny, ready for
some iun, were noet prepared to be
so lavish with their praise.

“H'm! Not so bad for beginners,”
mumbled Johnny. “Might have had
a little more jam in them!'™

“1 suppose. you think '{ou could
have done better, said Sally.

“Sure,” %aid Don. Tell vou what

_we'll make some for you, and
when Miss Mills says how wonderful
they are, yvou girls can take the
credit!”

For a moment the girls were
speechless.

wjust listen to them!" expostu-
lated Sally at last, “1 believe they
reglly think they can cook. Tubby
can, of course, but he's the only
one. Johnny can't even fry chips
without turning them into cinders.
As for making pastry or cakes——"

“Hopeless!" agreed Fay.

Don and Johnny looked at each
other. gally and Fay were their
girl chums, and the four of them
were known as the Merrymakers.
Bu: there were times when rivalty
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was strong between them—and this
was such a time.

“Hopeless, are we?” said Don.
« Johnny, that’s & challenge.”

waAnd we hereby accept said chali

lenge!” snorted Johnny. “We'l
make some real jam tarts. we'll
show the girls how pastry really

should be made,”

And, ignoring the girls'
they donned caps and aprons.

Tubby Winwood, expert that he
was, Was soon roliing out some
lovely-looking pastry. But Don and
Johnny, for all their boasting, were
not so sure of themselves.

*“ Queer ! muttered Johnny, eyeing
the oozy conglomeration in the mix-
ing-bowl, “It doesn't seem quite
right for o cake. Gosh, I've left out
the flour! Where’s the flour?
Can't cook, en—— Hallo, whose is
this?"”

He had gone across to the big bin
of fAlour.. Just above it, resting on a
shelf, was & small, leather-covered
pox, and, opening it, Johnny Wwas
surprised to see that it contained a
gleaming diamond ring.

“That,” explained Sally, “is Miss
Mills’ engagement ring. She put it
up there when she was showing us
how to mix some pastry Hem!
Here is Miss Mills.”

Johnny hastily replaced the
in the box and tuined.

“Wwhat are all you boys doing in
here?” asked a Ileasant volce. For
Miss Edna Mills, the junior cookery
mistress, was 8 pleasant person and
popular. She was in her early
twenties, attractive, and very happy
because of her recent engegement.
“gut you shouldn't be here, you
khow——""

“Indeed they should not!™

The boys jumped as they heard
that second voice, It was the re-
verse of pieasant, and Miss Louise
Meredith, senior lecturer on
domestic science at the island col-
. was the opposite of easy-going
Miss Mills.

“Take off those cans and aprons
and go immediately!” rapped Miss
Meredith., “You know you have no
right in here, hindering the girls,
And don’t let me find you here

smiles,

ring

To Prove That Boys Can

Cook As Well As Girls,

Don & Co. Planned A Sur-

prise Tea For Their Girl
Chums
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again unless 1 have given you per-
mission.”

Hastily the boys departed, hut
when they were out in the corridor
Don came t0 a halt.

“That challenge still stands,” he
declared firmly. “The girls have
sald we can't cook, and we're going
to prove that we can. I've got an
idea. This afternoon we'll invite
them to a slap-up tea—prepared and
cooked by ourselves, we'll have
sausage-rolls, cakes, tarts, and turn-
overs——"

“I'm in on this!" declared Slick.

“game here,” beamed Tubby, “and
Il do the cooking for you——-—"

“No: you can supervise, Tubby,
but Johnny, Slick and I have got to
do most of the actual cooking. And
we'll keep it a secret—we'll make it
a big surprise for the girls.”

“ Rather! Gee, it's a whizzing
wheeze. But "—Johnny suddenly
saw one or two snags—' we're barred
from the kitchen. Where do we get
the ingredients, and where do we do
the cooking?"

“Easy,” said Don. “wWe'll sneak
into the kitchen when no one’s
there and get everything we want.
And we can cook over at the club-
house.”

The Merrymakers and their frlends
had taken over a bungalow by the
lake, and it was fitted with an elec-
tric cooker. Johnny had forgotten
that, and now everything seemed
plain salling.

“Good-o!” he said. “Let's hang
around until the cookery class is
over, and then we'll nip in.  Every-
one will be going along to lunch.”

Some twenty minutes later the
girls trooped out of the kitchen
with Miss Mills. Miss Meredith fol-
lowed a minute or two later,

“ Now for it!"” whispered Don.

_Cautiously the boys went into the
kitchen, standing just inside to
make sure no one was there. It was
empty, as they had hoped, but sud-
denly E

Crash!

The door had slammed shut.
blown to by a draught from one ol
the windows.

“Phew!"”

Don mopped his hrow.
«1 should think that was heard all
over the college. If we're caught In
here by the Dragon after what she
sald there’ll be ructions. We'd
better get a move on.”

They rustled around for the
various ingredients, which weren't
likely to be missed from the ample
stocks available. Johnny, scocoping
into a tin, suddenly spotted the
cake-misture which he had prepared
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just before they were evicted from
the kitchen, and promptly turned it
out into a baking-tin and took pos-
session of it.

“0.K.?" asked Don at last. “Then
let's smuggle this stuff across to the
clubhouse.” :

Off they went, reaching the club-
house without mishap. The cake
was put into the oven straight away,
since it would take the longest to
cook, and then gleefully the boys
%et.l loﬁ in the direction of the dining-

all.

“We'll come back afterwards and
prepare the pastry,” said Don. " But,
remember, not a word about this to
the girls.”

“Not a word,” echoed
twWe'll give ‘em a shoclk

“A snock?' Don frowned. " A
pleasant surprise, you mean., We've
got to prove that we can cook. T
ola man, we can cook, can't

'_Johnny.

we?”

“Qf course we can.”

“That cake you made looked a bit
jqueer.”

T Rrats! It will turn out a treat,
especially when——  But careful!
Here's Sally.”

Johnny tried to look nonchalant,
causing Sally immediately to raise
ner eyebrows.

“Come on, boys!” she greeted
them. "“We shall be late for munch,
Where have you been?”

*Oh, just—just knocking around,
you know,” sald Don airily.

“PFay sald she thought sne saw you
coming from the direction oI 1ine

kitchen.”
“Eh? Us? We've been barred
from the kitchen, haven't we?"
“You certainly have! Miss
Meredith was Vvery cCross. You'd

pbetter not be caught in the Kkitchen
again without permission s

“Sally!" And Miss Meredith her-
self strode up at that moment, look-
ing even grimmer than usual, *Did
1 hear you talking about the
kitchen, Sally? Do you happen to
know of anyone who has been there
in the last half-hour?”

The boys staried, and Sally did not
miss the startled looks they gave
each other.

“wWell, no, Miss Meredith,” she re-
pied. “There—there's nothing
wrong, is there?” .

“Tnere certainly is!” snapped
the cookery mistress. *“Poor Miss
Mills* engagement ring has com-
pietely vanished, and 1 myself know
ior a certainty that it was in the
kitchen when I left a minute or two
after you girls| Someone must
have bheen in there since, and I in-
tend to find out who!”

THE LOST ENGAGEMENT RING
F the boys had started before, they
now positively jumped.
They had paid a surreptitious
visit to the kitchen.
They knew nothing about

: the
missing engagement-ring,

1 but the
fact that it had disappeared meant
ingquiries, and if Miss Meredith dis-
covered they had defied hcr ban
there would be trouble,

“Indeed I intend to find out
who!” repeated the cookery mistress
grimly. <

“Y-yes,
said Sally.

Sally, too, was startled. .

€he had noticed the boys' agita-
tion; and noticed traces of what
looked like flour on Johnny's shirt,
He had been wearing the chef's
apron when he had been
kitchen with the girls, so how had
flour got on to his shirt?

Sally shrewdly guessed something
of the truth—that the boys had been
to the kitchen again. Why had they
been there? Something was in the
wind; Sally knew that. Johnny's
nonchalance and Don's airiness were
symptoms of it. .

Hastily she moved in front of
Miss Meredith, so that the mistress
would not spot those traces of flour.
Wwhatever the boys’ mysterious game,
she knew it could have nothing to
do with the missing ring. .

“Perhaps the ring is only tempo-
varily mislaid,” she suggested. "It

Miss Meredith—of course,”
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niay have become lodged somewhere.
I'll search round for it, and the beys
can help me——"»

“Miss Mills and I have already
searched,” broke in the mistress.
“And it cannot have become mislaid.
I myself saw it on the ledge as I left
the kitchen,

“I wish now I had picked it up
but I decided at the time

Miss Mills, Unfortunately I did not
see her for some twenty minutes.
When she returned to the kitchen

the ring had gone. Someone had
been in there in the meantime—and
that someone must be found. Per-

haps jsou will help me make in-
quiries, Sally.”
“Of course, Miss Meredith.”
*“Then come." A
“ Now 2" Sally was anxious 10
question the boys. -
“JIf you please, Sally.”
So Sally had to go_ off with the

mistress., The boys, left on their
own, looked at each other with
growing uneasiness. .

“Guess don't like this,” said
Slick.

“Nor me,” declared Tubhy.
~I saw the ring on the shelf whea
we were first in the kitchen,” put in

"
|

to tell

“What? The oven dooOr?”

“No; the cakel” .

“Knowing Johnny’s cooking. 1 hope
it doesn't sink us,* said Slck, with
a chuckle.

“That's golng to be a jolly good
cake,” declared the indighant
Johnny. *1 hope we shall be able
to say the same for your pastry.”

“Gosh, yes, so do I, said Don
fervently. “The girls will laugh
their heads off if we flop. Bui we’ll
show 'em!"”

Supervised by Tubby. Don, Johnay.
and Slick spread out all the various
mgredlenta on the table.

“Puff!1” szid Don.

Johnny blew out his chesxs and

itk

“What was that for?" he wanted
to know.
“Idiot!
pastry.”

J“Puff, eh? I was going to suggest

e

I mean we'll have puft

“Simple,” heamed Don, “I'l do
puff, and you do flake. “1 sav,
‘Tubby, how much flour do you think
I ought to use? I can Ask ques-
tions like that—it’s the actual mix-
ing and the actual cooking that
really count, of course.” .
“Yes, just what I was gomg 10
say,” nodded Johnny. '“This butter
business, A big chunk, Tubby, or a
little chunk——"

 What are you boys doing here ? ** demanded ihe senior mistress, then she gave

a startled gasp as she saw what Don was holding.

it was the box which had

contained Miss Mills’ missing engagement ring.

Johnny, “but I don't know whether
or not it was there the second time.”

~Must have been,” pointed out
Don. “We went in as soon as Miss
Meredith came cut. That means It
must have vanished after we left.
Safest to say nothing, We know
nothing about the ring, and we
haven't a clue as to what's hap-
pened to it.

“No sense in asking for trouble
when we can’t help in any way. And
I suggest we steer clear of these in-
quirtes, We’'ll go across to the club-
house and stay there——"

“And miss lunch?” bleated Tubby.
“I'm hungry!”

“Wouldn't you rather miss lunch

than have the Dragon omn your
traci?”
“Eh? Um! I suppose so. But

it's a bit thick baving to starve——''

“we'll rustle up some cakes and
sandwiches from the tuckshop. And
don’t forget we've a lot to do.
There’s all the cooking and this slap-
up spread to prepare.”

Some quarter of an hour later the
four boys were enterin¥ the club-
house, carrying bags of cakes atrd
sandwiches to sustain them during
the afternoon. .

Johnny sniffed appreciatively.

“That cake smells good,” he sald.
“What do we do now, Tubby—stick
pins in it to see if it's ready?”

“Not yet, chump! Don't you
dare open_that oven door!” snorted
Tubby. It sink if you do."

With a grin Tubby gave his ad-
vice, and at last the pastry-making
operations began. All went well;
very well indeed. The first batch
was soon in the oven, and then the

four boys started on the second
batch. Suddenly Don gave a wor-
ried cry.

“We've run out of currants and
sultanas,” he announced. " Can't do
without them for these fairy cakes.”

“Sure not,” agreed Slick. “Guess
we'd better nip across to the kitchea
and get some. We must have one or
two other things as well.”

Leaving Johnny in charge, the
other three boys left the clubhouse
and headed for the kitchen. No one
was in sight when they arrived there,
and cautiously Don opened the door,
peering in. As ore, it was
deserted.

“0Q.K."” he anncunced to the two
boys outside.

They were about to help them-
selves to what they mneeded when
Don kicked against something lying
on the floor, He looked down, then
gave an excited gasp.

“Look what I've found!"

he ex-
claimed, stooping to pick up the
object.
Tubby and Slick came hurnrying
across to him. Their eves widened

in surprise. For there in. Don's
hand was the lititle leather-covered
box which had contained Miss Mills'

engagement-ring !
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v Gee, we've found
Tubby. “What a bit of luck!”

It was under the cabinet. It
must have fullen down and lodged in
that crack there——"

Don broke off, looking up with a
start as the door suddenly opened.
Standing there on the thréshold
were Miss Meredith and Miss Mills.
~ “What are you three boys doing
in heve without permission?” rapped
the senior mistress. * And what is
thalt vou are holding?”

My ring!” cried Miss Mills joy-
ously, and ran across to Don. as he
held out the box. * Oh, how wonder-
ful! It's been found——" And
then her volce trailed away as she
opened 'ihe box. * But—but—the
ring isn't here. The box is empty!”

Empty!” exclaimed Miss
Meredith . in a terrifying voice, and
her gaze swept grimly to Don, Blick,
and Tubby. “Whaf are you boys
doing with this box—and where is
the ving?”

JOHNNY'S BURNT CAKE

2 WHERE is the—the ring?” stut-
tered Don, gquailing before

it!” whooped

. that imlet glare. " W-we
don’t know—do we, boys?”
1 “should sus-say we don’t!”

quavered Tubby.

“Guess we haven’t seen it” added
Slick.

Miss Mevedith drew a deep breath.

“Tnen what were you doing with
the box?"

“we found it under the cabinet
}}eye, Miss Meredith,” Don explained.

I'd only just picked it up when you
came in. We didn't know the ring
wasn't inside it.”

Miss Meredith pursed her lips. It
gag clear she was by nc means satis-

ed.

Miss Mills, pale
peering under the cabinet. The
boys, too, searched frantically. As
the box had been under the cabinet,
the ring ulso might be there. But
it wasn't.

“T1 shall report the matter to Pro-

and upset, was

fessor Willard,” Miss Meredith de-
cided. “you hoys will remain
within college bounds. No doubt

Ehfl peadmaster will wish to-question
yOoLl.

“I assure you we kunow nothing
abO}lﬁ the ring,” Don told her.

“Theri what are you doing in here
when I had expressly forbidden you
to_enter?”

_Don gulped, realising that in the
circumstances it would not be wise
to keep anything back.

" We—we came In for a little dried
fruit and @ few other things, Miss
Meredith. We've heard: that you
don't mind students occasionally
g‘;kmg such items in small quanti-

es——"

“That is so—when I have given

permission. And strictly for culinary
purposes, 1 like to encourage
students to do their own coOk-
ing: " .

Crasi!

Everybody started. Once again

the open door had
the breeze, coming
window, sent

slammecl shut as

in through the
it swinging. And a
second later, like u very faint echo,
there was a dull plop as a small
pepper-pot, dislodged by the -rever-
beration of the slamming door, fell
to the floor from the cabinet.

Don stared at it, and suddenly a
100k of excitement crossed his face.

" Gee, 1've just thought of some-
thing!" he exclaimed. *The slam of
the door kuocked over that pepper-
pot. And the door slammed when
we were here before——"

“When you were what?” rumblecl
Miss Meredith. “How many times
have vou boys been here?”

“Oh, corks! This—this is the
third time,' admitted Don, and then
rushed on : “But what I want to say
is ihat the  slamming. door might
nave knocked this box off the shelf,
and the ring may have fallerng out.”

«we have just searched the floor,
and there is no sign of the ring,”
Miss Meredith said coldly.

“gat mavbe it didn’t fall on to
ithe tdoor. Johnny's cake mixture
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was directly underpneath, and it mav
have fallen into that!® Don said in
growin%exmtement.

“Gosh!"” chorused Tubby

ick.
The two mistresses were looking at
each other,

and

“It. is guite possible, Miss
Meredith,” said Edna Mills eagerly. -

“yes—yes, I see that. . Where is
the cake mixture now?” asked Miss
Meredith,

“Over at our clubhouse in the
oven there——" began Don.

1 hope not!" cried Tubby.

« Johnny should have taken it out oy
now.”

“You are a.ctually cooking the cake
in which there might be & ring?”
Miss Meredith. “Good
Come, we must investi-
T hope,” she added, her
pecoming grim again, * that
your theory is the right one. The
disappearance ol this ring is a very
serious matter, and I am far from
satisfied. However——" :

She swept out through the door-

way, followed by Miss Mills; and
after the mistresses hurried the
three boys.

They turned in the directlon of
the lake, almost colliding with Sally
and Fay as they rounded an angle
of the college building.

“Hallo! Where have you boys
peen to all this time?” asked Sally,
not realising for a moment that
Don and Tubby and Slick were with
the mistresses. *“You weren't in to
lunch, and you've been missing ever
since. We've been looking ecvery-
wh.e{e !

have tracked
Don panted.
Where are

think we may
down Miss Mills” ring!”
“you do? Where?
you going now?”
“Over to the clubhouse—to have
a look in Johnny’s cake. The ring
gy have fallen into it.”

“Golly! Then we're coming with
you."”
Sally and ¥ay hurried alongside

the boys, and Don told them what
they had been doing, and all about
the spread they had been preparing
for them.

8o that's why
jolly mysterious!"”
“Cocking in secret. You really took
what we said as a challenge. But I
céo hope-you're right about the ring,

oys."”

450 do we!” echoed Don & Co.

Fervently they hoped so. If the
ring wasn’t found in the cake then
they knew they were going to be in
trouble. Miss: Meredith’s suspicions
had been temporarily lulled; but
they would return if Don's theory
wasn't proved to be the right one.

The clubhouse was reached, and

you've been_ so
exclalmed Fay.

there in iront of the cooker was
Johnny, perspiring and red and
jooking very flustered. He swung

round ® with a guilty start as the
crowd streamed in; stared in sur-
prise as he saw the mistresses.

«Johnny, where's your cake?”
asked Don.

Johnny gave another guilty start.
He groaned and looked sheepish,

“I—I Oh corks!”

“gay, what's the de-
manded Slick.

“It—it turned out like a lump of
lead,” Johnny sald with a gulp.
“aAnd to make matters worse 1I—I
burnt it!"

“Burnt it!” cried Tubby, * Why,
you ass, 1 told you to take 1t out o1
the oven——"

“Never mind that!” broke in Miss

matter?”

Meredith !m%atiently. “Whether
vou've burnt the cake or not doesn’t
matter. Where is it?”

“yes, we must have it,” Don said
urgently. “We think Miss Mills’
ring might have dropped inte it.”

“Wwhat? Crikey——"

“The cake, man! Where have
you put it?”

«1—I've thrown it away!” Johnny
groaned.

“Thr-thrown it away? Oh, my
giddy aunt! But we can get it back,
can't we? Where have you put it?”

“In the lake!”

Boyvs and_girls stared at Johuny
in horror, Miss Mills gave a choked

little cry, Miss Meredith’s face be-
came furiously angry.

«All you boys will come with me
to the headmaster!” she said grimly.
“I hold you responsible for the loss
of Miss Mills” r ng—whether it was
in the cake or not. You deliber-
ately entered the kitchen in defiance

of my instructions, since when the
ring has disappeared .
“Briggs!” came another voice,

equally angry, equally thunderous.
'and into the clubhouse strode Mr.
Horace Gruley, the portiy, pompous
housemaster, nis mortar-board set at
an unusually rakish angle on his

head.
“How dare you, Briggs!” he crled

furiously. y

“H-how dud-dare I what, sir?”
stuttered Johnny.

“Throw at me what I imagined
to be a lump of coal, and what I
have since discovered to be a burnt
cuke!” fumed the irate master.

“The cake!” shouted Don, excite-

ment flaming once again. “Where
1s it, sir? Is it in_the lake?"”
“How can it be Iin the lake,

Weston, when it struck my mortar-
board? 1 was not in the lake. I
was enjoying a quiet stroll, when
over a bush by the boathouse came
this missile, hurled 1n_a most
dangerous manner by Briggs—
Bless my soul!”

Horace (Gruley was talking to him-
self. Mistresses, boys and girls had
vanished, heading for the boathouse.

And there, on the towpath, they
found Johnny's burnt cake. It had
proken into rock-like pieces, and
amid Lhe crumbs, winking and flash-
ing in the glaring sunlight, was——

“My ring!" cried Miss Mills, and
joyfully she stooped and picked it
un.

“phew!" went up a rellieved

chorus from the hLoys angl girls, and
even Miss Meredith smiled.

<1 ‘am glad the ring has been
found,” she said. *“The matter 1s
now cleared up satisfactorily, and I
say no more. But perhaps
Briggs, I had better put in a word
tor you to Mr. Gruley. You really
should he more careful when throw-
ing away things, but doubtless he

will take & diferant view of the
matter when I explain  what has
transpired. Come, Miss Mills!

with a nod, Miss Meredith swept

away. it a smile for tne

students, Miss Mills followed her.
“And mnow lor our spread !”

grinned Don. “all our own cook-

mg! Are you coming, girls?”
“% Rather!” sald the girls,

Halt an hour later that spread was
being the clubhouse
lounge.

" On the table were cakes,
turnovers, and a
things cocked by

enjoyed in
tarts,
sausage-rolls,
variety of other
the boys.

It looked a magnificent display—
and, for the most part, 1t tasted as
good as it looked.

“Tyy my pult pastry!" invited

CTL,

“Say, get a taster of these scones!”
drawled Slick.

»And

my
Tubby.
Laughingly the girls tried every-
thing.

Some were delicious;
quite so delicious,
a little hard—and one batch
taris definitely hard.

sally took & bite—and then
hastily, surreptiously dropped it into
a plant pot. she belleved it was
Johnny's, but not for the world
would she have let him know what
she had done.

“Wwell?” beamed Johnny. “What's
the verdict?”

“we take back what we said,”
smiled Fay.

“Having eaten
laughed Sally, “we're now willing to
eat our words. Well done, boys!”

(End of this week’s story.)

Next Friday's QGIRLS’ CRYSTAL wil
contain another enthralling adventure
of Sally & Co. Make certain of reading
it by ordering your copy in advance.

sausage-rolls!” urged

some not
some good; som%
0

your pastry,”
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ROBBED
& OME on, Mavis!" cried Joy
Oliver.  *This is going to be

good. A waxworks! Let's £9 in,
shall we?” .

Joy was on holiday at the seaside
with her aunt, and there she had met
Mavis, and the two girls had become
very [riendly.

“¥es, rather!” said Mavis eagerly.

“I've got some change. Only six-
pence each.” added Joy as she looked
across at ithe large tent in which a
waxworks exhibition was being held.

“Don't pay in silver—I want to
change this note,” said Mavis, open-
ing her bag.

Mavis had the note in her hand,
and they were just turning towards
the tent when a man came along
behind them,

“Y00k—look!” the man exclaimed,
pointing up to the sky.

Joy and Mavis, shading their eyes,
stared at the sky eagerly. But they
ecould see nothing remarkable at all,
and the man himself, after shat brief
glance, walked on.

It seemed a silly trick to play and
Joy looked back sharply. She was
just in time to see the man putting
something into his pocket. and at
that same moment she saw that
Mavis stood there with her right hand
held up cddly, finger and thumb
pressed together, as if she were hold-
ing something. It was the hand that
had held the pound note—but how it
was empty.

“Mavis, the pound note!” cried Joy,

aghast.
“Oh!" wailed Mavis.

“It's gone!
gt'?tgﬂown away! Oh, quick—where
s it?"

But Joy did not look on the

ground. She looked after the man in
the blue suit who had gone hurrying
into the waxworks tent. And ail at
once she understood why he had
made them look at the sky!

“Why, the rascal!l” she gasped.
“Mavis, that man stole your note!"

“Oh, Joy, what shall we do?”’ cried
Mavis tearfully.

Joy went across to the tent and,
snatching a shilling from her pocket,
gave it to the girl at the desk. Then
She hurried in after the man in the
blue sult. .

There he was, talking to another
man,
“Pardon me,” Joy said.
you took my friend’s ound note.”

The man in blue frowned at ler,
but Joy saw a furtive shiftiness in his

eye,

“'your friend’s pound note? I don't
know what you're talking about,” he
pblustered, and turned to the other
man. “mhis gentleman is -the
‘manager of the waxworks.” he went
on. I am an agent and salesman. If
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“] think

you think Td do anything dls-
honest 1*

The manager looked quite angry
and obviously believed the other
man's denial.

“71 think yowve made & mistake.”
he said to Joy. “You ought to
apologise. You've no right to g0
about recklessly making such serious
1 should think your friend
dropped the note. Go and look for
it. If you come back here making a
scene I shall ask you to leave.”

Dismayed, Joy turned away, Argu-
ment was on her tongue-tip, but she
cltleclll:ed it, Tor she had no evidence
at_all,

But Joy had ways of her own for
defeating rogues.

Near by was a figure of Henry VIII.

“Give the eirl back her pound
note!” he seemed to say. "I saw him
take it!”

Never had @ .man looked _so

startled as the mansager, and Joy,
angry though she was still hecause of
the thief's cunning, nearly laughed

aloud.

For Joy. of coursg, was using her
wonderful gifts of mimicry and
ventriloguism.

But the manager naturally did not
suspect that, nor did the thief, and
even Mavis, wlio Was very pale and
scared, didn’t know the truth. .

“My - goodiness, Someone S&wW him
take the note!" she exclaimed,
*That's prooi!”

“Dishonest rascal!” said another
voice, and this time it was Richard IT
who appeared to speak.

Joy hoped that the thief would he
scared into giving the money back,
for there were several pecple looking
at the waxworks, and they could all
hear what was going on.

“Someone's playing a trick!” cried
the manager in fury. “I won't have
foolery in this place. All these are
genuine waxworks figures. Call me 2
lar if they're not——" .

“you're & lar!” sald a kingly voice.

The manager went red and then
white with rage.

“Who spoke?” he

angrily.
“asjunded like King John,” sald

Joy. .
. 'Y"he manager ignored her
paced up and down the figures,
was naturally baffled, for he knew
that all the figures were genuine wax-
works. It was very odd indeed, and

demanded

When Ventriloquist Joy

Visited The Waxworks

The Dummy Figures
Began To Talk

W0l

By IDA MELBOURNE

the only solution that occurred (o
him was that someone in the crowd
standing near the figures had spo:en

and that the sound had heea
deceptive,

“Cheer wup.” whispered Jov 1o
Mavis. " We'll get that note back.

Just look at the crook. Look at his
face. Was ever a man scared? His
guilty conscience is making him
Ju‘mlliwi:" but wh

* But—but who is speaking?" ask
Mavis, baflled } hig#"-asked

goy was not giving her seeret away!

I deresay it's a trick,” smiled Joy.

Suddenly the manager turned hack

and faced the man in blue.

* Look here, do you know anythin
about this?"' he asked in a st.ag%
whisper. “How about these foreign
models you got me to buy? Have any
got some loudspeakers in them?" ’

* No, certainly not.”

v “Huh!” frowned the managcr.
Some practical joker must have
fitted a loudspeaker in one of thece
figures and is speaking througihh o
microphone.”

hat was Jov's chance for some

more of her ventriloguisni.

“8So I am.” she made a figure of
Queen Elizabeth say in_a high-pitched
female volce. "And I demand that
that rascal in the blue suit gives hack
the pound note. He's making me
waxy!"

Joy saw the thief's face pale. He
could only believe that the manager
was right. Someone outside had seen
his theft, and was now broadcasting
through figures fitted with loud-
speakers.

It was a moment of triumph for
Joy. Her ventriloquism had done the
trick again. She had got through the
man's conscience; she had scared him.

But Joy had succeeded even better
than she knew; =omecne else had
been deceived—Mavis.

Mavis suddenly jumped at
figure of Queen Elizabeth.

She’s not a waxwork, but reall”
she crled. “I saw her lips move
Please, 1If you saw that awful man
steal my pound note, come and te!l
the manager!”

To Joy's alarm, Mavis took Queen
Elizabeth by the arm to drag her for-
ward. So well had Jov succeeded
that, as often happens at waxworks,
Mavis’ imagination had got the hetter
of her; she, had actually supposad
that she had seen the qgueen’s lips
move, -

But it was only a waxworks figwure,
and when Mavis pulled it. down the
queen came, landing on the floor with
a crash.

Joy, horrified, fell
nearly fainted.

The manager, white with rage, gave
a shout of fury.

“Out of this place, hoth of you!
Now—at once!”

the

back., Mavis

kg



_ MYSTERY AT THE WAXWORKS

OY was absolutely determined not
to leave this tent, not until she
had got hack that pound note,

There was not a shred or shadow of
doubt that the man in the blue suit
was the thief. His gullt was shown in
Iris face,

But the manager was equally deter-
mined that Mavis and Joy should go.
The waxen figure was ruined.

“Look at {t!" he groaned. *''The
fzércle is smashed in! An arm broken
off 1

The man in blue sprang forward.

“It's all right. You won't lose.
Didn't 1 tell you I'd come to collect
the six foreign fizures we delivered
here this week? This is one of them.
It's faulty, as I told you. The wax
will melt. I'm delivering some others
to replace it.”

“You ave?’ saild the manager.
“ Good—good! That's fine! Aslong as
I'm not the loser by it. All the same,
I'm not going to give vou girls a
second chance,” he added in fury.

The manager had his hand on
Mavis' arm and Joy knew that she
had to act quickly.

She could tmitate almost any voice,
and now she saw one way of gaining
time by delay.

The volce she used was that of the
man in blue. It was gruff and seemed
to come from him,

“Hey-—quick—look inside here!” he
shouted to the manager,

The manager released Mavis’' arm.
That was what Joy wanted.

“Dodge round behind one of the
figures,” she whispered to Mavis.

Tt was easy enough for Mavis to do
that, for there was excltement
amongsl the crowd, almost everyone
in the tent being eager to see what
was ln the wax figure. ;

The manager was already peering
inside the waxwork figure through the
broken head.

“There's nothing to see,” snapped
the man in blue.

*“ But vou sald there was.”

“1 didn't.”

“1 heard you.”

“We all did," added Jov,
there inside that figure?”

The thief was wild with rage,

“ Absolutely nothing—mothing!” he
shouted.

He started to drag the figure away,
and actually fended off the manager.
Joy dodged behind him to avold the
manager. in case he should try to take
her by the shoulder and force her
out.

Fronml that position Joy could see
into the hollow waxworks figure. She
peeped out of curiosity, and then
gasped aloud,

There was something inside the
figure! Suspended from the inner
side of the dummy was a small net or
string bag. and in that bag was a
small metal box!

“T'm takine this figure and the
other foreign figures out,” the man in
blue was saying to the manager, *1
told vou I've got some others outside.
These are duds. Ought not to have
been detivered.”

suddenly Joy realised that she had
stumbled on to something far bigger
than the mere theft of Mayvis' pound
note—-something that the rascal
wanted to hide irom the manager!

Joy could bardly breathe for excite-
ment. The man had had a lotry out-
side. and already he was snatching
up the dummy figure, stuffing part of
the robes t0 hide the damage. ¥

“well, it's still a mystery to me.”
muttered the manager.

“1 can tell vou how the figures
speak,” Joy said.

“Psha! How could you know?”

“ghe does know!" Henry VIII
seemed to say.

The manager goggled.

“This can't be true,” he muttered.

“ What is

“ This " He turned to Joy. “You
have a microphone hidden some-
where.”

Joy held uv her hand and moved
away o that other pzople near by
couldn't hear.

“Listen!" she said, “I think there
iz something crooked going on here.
That man in blue took my Iriend's
pound rogia——"

5%

‘“ Rubbish !”

“ All right.. But I can prove I know
the secret of these mystery voices.
Tell me anything you'd like Henry the
Eighth to say.”

“ Get out, you annoying girl!”

From Henry VIII came those very

words. -

* Get out, you annoying girl!”

The manager stared from him to
Joy. This was proof; but he did not
understand yet how she had worked
her trick.

“Don't you understand?” asked Jov
softly, smiling at him. “I'm a
ventriloguist.”

‘The manager gaped at her.. Then
his brow contractad.

“ You—you've been saying these
things? You called me a liar! And
you told the agent to give the money
back! Why, you're a swindler! You're
a menace!”

Joy fell hack, amazed.

He grabbed her by the shoulder and
forced her to the exit.

o M!ss‘Smithersi" he said to the girl

at the paydesk, “ this girl is not to
enter here again. If she does, tele-
phone the police!”

& JOY HAS FUN

OY staggered back, baffled, and—it

seemed—beaten. And if anything

. could have made her plight worse,

it wias the sight of the two men—the

thief and another—carrying out the
model of Queen Elizabeth. X

“Two more only, George,” said the
thief.

Two more! They would soon be
taken out—then the men would go,
and the pound note would go with
them.

Joy refused to admit defeat. But
how was she to get into the show
again?

Behind her appeared two woinen,
one of them in a suit of mannish cut
and carrying a walking-stick.

“Now we will inspect this place.”
she was saying to her companion.
* As president of the local Soc et¥ for
the Protection of the Public from
Rogues and Vagabonds, it is my duty
to make sure that this place is
honestly run!”

Suddenly Joy's heart leaped; her
hopes soared.

“1t isn't!” sald a voice,

“What?" The woman turned and
stared about her, * Who spoke?”

The thief and his comrade were
inside the tent; but now they
emerged, carrying a wax model of
Queen Victoria.

“Help!” came a squeak from the
dummy. Joy was ventriloquising once
again,

The woman spun round,

“Stop!” she commanded. She con-
fronted the men and they had no
choice but to stop.

“Mind out of the way, lady,” said
the thief,

“This flgure spoke!"” exclaimed the
woman.

“It's & waxwork. It can't speak

“QOf course I spoke! Help—help!
I'm being kidnapped!” came a shrill
squeal from the dummy.

The men lowered the figure and
looked completely nonplussed. The
manager, angry ~and impatient,
nurried out, too,

“ Now what is it?"” he snapped.

YOU MUST READ
the two April volumes of the

SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN LIBRARY

Both are now on sale, price 7d. each.
No. 85.~~* Her Strange Role In
Egypt,”’ by Gail Western.
No. 86.—* That Exciting First
Term,” by Jane Preston.

“This figure spoke,” said the
woman. “I am president of the local
Society for the Protection of the

Public from Rogues and Vagabonds.”

The manager frowned,

“1 think there's someone
microphone here, Or else =
saw Joy and started. . " You-—of
course!” he exclaimed.

*“I tell you I'm being kidnapped!”
came an insistent voice from the
waxwork.

The manager looked at Joy and
then at the figure of Queen Victoria;
his brain was seething.

“ Are you speaking those words?” he
asked Joy. i

“Don’'t be all%}(!" shrilled the volce
from Queen ictoria. " Call the
police——""

Even the manager did not believe
that Joy really could be doing this,
and yet the alternative that there was
someone concealed in the waxworks
figure was almost unthinkable,

with a
He

The mannish woman thought
otherwise.

“Have no fear,” she cried. 1 will
free you!” And she raised her walk-
ing-stick.

“You dare hit that model!” cried
the manager.

""Stop her!” shouted the thief. And
he and his companion grabbed up the
dummy figure.

In the midst of the confusion the
girl fram the paydesk called out to
the manager:

“I've telephoned for the police, sir.
It's all right. Here comes the car.”

The thief heard that and looked
down the road. Sure enough, a police
patrol car was hurrying to the scene.

Joy nearly daticed with glee. It was
obvious that these men desperately
wanted to take that model and were
reluctant to leave without 1t.

But, the woman was just as deter-
mined that they should not take it,
and again she brandished her stick.

“stand back!” cshouted the thief,
and turned to run,

Crash!

He tripped over the woman's stick,
and as he fell the figure was smashed
open, revealing its hollow interior.

. “There, where's the person inside
it?" eried the manager. "I told you
there wasn't anyvone.”

Joy sprang forward, with a cry, and
seized a metal box. ’

“No—but look this!"”
shouted.

In the final crash the box had heen
hurst open, and now into view came
flashing jewels,

The manager fell back in horror.

“BSmuggling ! The jewels were
smuggled into the country in these
models. So—so that's why the rascal
is taking them away to change "

The thief did not wait to hear any
more; he bolted. He bolted straight
into the arms of the police,

“Let me go!” he panted. And then
he seemed to add a startling con-
fession—which really came from Joy,
ventriloquising again, because She
thought he might not make it him-
s;a:lfl. I"I'll give back the pound note L
stole!”

“There!” said Joy in her own volce
as she ran forward. “I knew he
had it.”

“So—so you did steal the pound
note!" said the shame-faced, alarmed
manager. * Why, you—you rascal!”

The thief wriggled.

“It was a joke,” he muttered. He
pulled out the note from his pocket
and tossed it at Mavis, who came
huwrylng up in a state of great
excitement.

“Hurrah! I've got my money
back!” she crled happily.

Joy looked ai the manager
smiled; he looked back at her
perplexity.

“Did you really ventriloguise?” he
asked,

“'Sshl” said Joy.

“Shall I let the young lady in
again?" asked the girl at the paydesk.

The manager smiled.

v Certainly!” he said. " Free!”

C(End of this week’s story.)’

Joy the ventriloquist will be featured
in another amusing adventure next
week.

at she

and
in
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A SHOCK FOR PADDY

ADDY DARE, leader of the riding
team at Mallington Co-Ed.
College, befriended Vincen

Conrad, known to the rest of the
school as the Outsider. She was con-
vinced that Vincent was not. the
rascal he was reputed to ne, and she
promised him a place in the riding
team.

As the result of an argument be-
tween Vincent and Ron Bullton.
another member of the riding team,
Paddy declared at a meeting that if
Vincent did anything to %"ove she
was wrong to trust him she would
resign the captaincy.

Isabella saw a photograph which
she told the riding team showed
Vincent entering the garden of a
bhookmaker’s house.

Paddy could not believe her, and
told the team that she would prove
Isabella was wrong. But when she
met Vincent he dropped a piece of
paper, and, picking it up, Paddy saw
that it was a betting slip!

. S . .

ADDY stared blankly at the slip
of paper Vincent had dropped.
She felt stunned.

“T1l take that,”
sharply.

He jerked the paper from her
fingers and slipped it into his blazer
pocket.

But Pacddy had scen. She raised
her head.

“vVincent," she said shakily, “that
waJ:Ya. betting siip.”

ves

sald Vincent

Paddy caught her breath. His
admission shocked her just as badly
as sight of the betting slip. i

“yincent,’ she found herseli ask-
ing, "“what was that betting sip
doing in vyour pocket? It—it head
that bookmaker's name on it.”

He parted his lips, then closed
them eagain, Paddy watched him,
her heart sinking strangely,

“Then "—and suddenly she stared
at him in dismay—"that photograph
showing a boy entering the book-
. maker's house—“wes it you in that

photograph, and not a faked snap as
T've been telling everyone? Vincent,
answer me—you've got to!”

His . lean face was rather white.

“yes, I was the boy in the photo-
graph. I've never denled it, Paddy.”

“Vincent! But—but you said &

“1 merely asked you if you beileved
I was the boy,” he cut in. ‘' You sald
you didn't, and I thought it best to
feave it like that."”

“you thought it best!” exclaimed
Paddy, aghast. A surge of &iger
swept over her dismay. Thought it
best to fool me, I suppose—as you've
fooled me all along! Oh gosh. and
to think 2

She broke off, feeling tears sting-
ing at the back of her eyes. Even
now it seemed incredible thai she
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had been so wrong about Vincent
Conrad.

“Paddy—no!” he said _fiercely.
“That wasn't the reason. I did go
to the bookmaker's house, but I didn’t
want you to know——" i

“Do you really mean,” Paddy asked,
“that your promise meant nothing—
ithat you've been up to your—your
shady tricks all the time?"”

That seemed to hit him, It seemed
for a moment that he was going to
burst out in answer, Then he relaxed,
kicking at the ground. His expression
was hard to fathom. Finally he

shrug%ed.
+Call it that, if you like,” he said

elmly.

Paddy felt as if she was dreaming
—a, bad dream.

“And—and you've nothing else to

say?"”
It's better to leave it llke

“* No.
.

Paddy bit her-lower lip hard.

“They all sald you were playing
some deep, cunning game, Vincent
Conrad,” she muttered. “Gosh, I
just wouldn't believe them—I just
couldn’t! And now =

Suddenly anger swept over her.

“Well, you can jolly well be pleasetd
with vourself,” she flashed. “1
promised Isabella I'd resign from the
riding team captainey if you did one
shady thing! OXK. If that's what
iroul’ve pgen after, you've succeeded!

She turned away, determined not
to show humiliation and hurt.

“Paddy, wait—stop!” His voice
rang out sharp and swift. He caught

her arm. ‘‘You say you'll lose the
captaincy? Dash it, I didn’t know
this! T had no idea "

Scornful words rose to Paddy's lips.
They were never uttered. His expres-
sion startled her. The cynical, don't-
care look was gone. He looked aghast
and concerned.

“Look here,” he said fiercely, “if I
prove that I haven't dong anything
shagdy, that'll put vou O.K. with the
team, won't it?"”

That took Paddy's breath away. .
~ “But—but you have! Youwve just
told me. That betting slip—visiting
»tpat awful hookmaker: 4

He checked her, spesking swiftly
and earnestly.

“ Listen, Paddy! You may think
this is crazy—iust another rotten
trick of the Outsider—but on my
honour I deliberately wanted you to
think I was no good—for yout sake!”

“For my sake!"

He nodded bitterly.

“Yes! You've heen a grand sport
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to stick by me, but look at the
trouble it's caused you! That's been
worrying mé, belfeve it or not!”

Paddy stared at him i
wonder.

“Oh, I know it was rotten to make
you think I'd let you down,” he con-
tinued. *“But it wasn't easy for me.
either, and in the long run I thougl::
it would save you mote trouble. You
see,” he added, “I couldn’t explain
about this betting slip and the beok-
maker—just couldn't! In face of thas
I couldn't expect you to g0 On trusi-
ing me. Now, I'm not going to leu
you be hit because of me,”’ he wen.
on. “So I'm going to try to prove
to you I haven’t been up to anything
shady. Listen, Paddy! That betting
slip was an old one. It had a mes-
sage to me on the back. 1 can't show
it to you; I can't tell you why I wen:
to the bookmaker's—not yet. But il
vou'll trust me, give me time e

He paused, watching her face,
pPaddy stared back, her brain in 2a
whirl. If Vincen: had allowed hev
to think the worst of him just for
her own sake—why, that was & finis
thing—a jolly fine thing! But—-

“You see, Paddy,” he continucl
earnestly, “I made a promise 10
sortneone, so I can't explain fully—
yat.”

“A promise? Vincent-—to whom?"”

He shook his red head.

“Can’t tell you that, either. Eu-
suppose I can arrange for you Lo me-,
this chap—early on the next haii-
holiday, say—and hegr ihe who!le
story? Will you trust me untii thea?”

That was & question Paddy dil
not immediately answer, Decauss
other questions were rushing into
her mind. Who was this mysterious
friend of Vincent's? How was he
linked with this affair of the betting
slip and the visit to the bookmaker's?

“1 EKnow it sounds a tall story.
said Vincent rather bitterly. “I don't
blame you if you doubt Iit—bui
honestly I'm thinking of you, Paddy.’

Paddy drew a deep breath.

“Where should we meet?"”
asked suddenly.

deen

epe

He seemed to take fresh hope.

“Why, it would have to be 2
other side of Balton Wood," he said
quickly “That's nearly out of
pounds, but it's the safesi place for

7 I'l contact him somehow,
then leave a message in the leiter-
rack for you, giving the exact tiine

Who Was The Mysterious Whisperer Who Was Plotting
Vincent’s Downfall? How Paddy Wished That She Knew
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and place. Paddy, will you come?
Do you still trust me?”

Paddy looked at him
searchingly. . ,

“Vincent,” she said, “1 don't want
vou to think I'm just worried about
losing the captaincy. I want like
anything for you to be proved O.K.
—in evervone's eyes!” .

w1 know,” he. sald with unusual
guietness. “You're tops, Paddy! I
don't really daserve your friendship,
put—what’s vour answer?”

She did not hesitate any longer.
Cold common sense told her that
perhags she was being a fool, trust-
ing incent without good cause,
‘And vet, looking at him now, and
veading ounly sincerity and frankness
in his lean features, she felt suud-
denly a deep conviction.

She held out her hand with an
impulsive smile,

T be there, Vincentl”

THE WHISPERER AGAIN

T3ADDY strolled slowly and thought-
fully towards Girls’ Side.

The ringing of first lesson
bell had broken up her conversation
with Vincent Cohrad. Now, alone,
she was thinking back of that rather
dramatic conversation with the boy.

‘She had to confess to herselfl that
his evasive replies about the book~-
naker and the betting slip, his refer-
ence to someone to- whom he had
made o promise, were. strange and
puzzling _indeed. * ho was tm:c:
iriend? Why the secrecy about him?

“Gosh, Vincent's a strange boy!
she muttered, “He—he certainly
shook me just then, but even now I
still trust’ him——"  She paused,
SBut this bookmaker business will
nave to be closed up soon, Then if L
can _potavitlce the rest of the team

She broke off there,
remembering, an:l grirmaced.

Paddy had promised the rest of the
riding team that she would investi-
gate the photograph business with
Vincent. and prove to them that he
had not heen up to anything shady!

“Wow, not so good,” she told her-
self ruefully. *No good telling them
what Vincent said—vincent wouldn't

long and

suddenly

want that, anvway, ‘They'd never
believe him——"
“Paddy! Hi, Paddy!”

She turned sharply.

From the direction of the school
stables a little crowd of givls and
boys came hurrying towards her.
The members of the junior riding
team, less Jo Winter and Isabelln
Rocco, .

“Paddy, we saw you with Conrad!’,
Jimmy Court panted breathlessly.
“What happened? What about that
photograpn? What did he say?"’

The vest joined them—burly Ron
Bullton, Dot Nelson, hard-of-hearing

Bette Grindle, Max Milden, and -
others, They all looked expectant.
Paddy knew she would have to

think fast. If she could not satisfy
them about Vincent, that boy's last
chance to make good with the riding
team was gone. Apari from that, her
captaincy of the team was in danger.

* Hallo, everybody!"” she said

cheerily. “yes, I've talked with
Vincent!”
“Well?" demanded Ron Bullton in

his aggressive way. “What did he
have to say abou® that photograph?
That's what we all want to know!”

“It's all right,” Paddy said quickly.
“you can take it from me—honestly
—thut Vincent hasn't bheen doing
anything shady, and in—in a little
while Tl be able to prove it!"

A silence fell. The boyvs and girls
exchanged glances

“All very well!” growled Ron.
“How long have we got to wait for
this so-called proof? And does that
mean that Outsider still stays in the
riding team until we get it?—which
1 bet we don’t!”

It was a Llricky moment; Paddy
Lnew it

“ ook here," she sakl quickly, " the
nexl practice will be on the next
halfer. O.X. I'll have the proof
perore that practice, or I may come
1o the practice with it, IC-—it T fail,
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then Vincent's out, and I'my out, £00.
What about it?’ : -
That told. Ron looked a little
mollified: Jimmy Court looked rather
anxious., He did not like this talk
of Paddy being out of the captaincy.
“gSounds fair, Paddy,” he said in-

gtantly. ‘““Eh, everybody?”
A pause. Slow nods came. Paddy
relaxed. 4
“Thanks!” she exclaimed. &R &

won't let you down—Vincent won’t
let you down! Youll see. But let's
dash, or we’ll be late for first lesson!”

She welcomed the chance to get
away before the team started asking
more qiestions, especially about that
photograph.

During afternocon lessons she ve-
membered the lines Vincent had
given her for Jo, and at the first
opportunity she joined her chum: in
study B. With a twinkle in her eyves
she placed the lines on the table.

“your lines, Jo—all ready and
complete,” she said. *“Guess who
did them?”

Jo stared at the sheets of foolscap,
and then at Paddy.

“Paddy, you did!"”

“Wrong, Jo!
He gave them to me after lunch. He
did them for you because he'd heard
you got lined over that photograbh
business. Now, Jo, doesn't that prove
you're wrong about him?"”

She watched her chum eageriy.
But & shadow had crossed Jo's sweet

face. She turned away froni the
foolscap sheets.
“f can't use those, Paddy,” she

said guietly. “In any case I started
my lines after lunch " .

“Jo, please!” Paddy caught her
arm and spoke rvather pleadingly.
*“Whether you use them or not, you
must admit that an outsider wouldn't
be as thoughtful as that!” -

Jo flushed & little, but shook her
head,

“I'm sorry, Paddy, but it doesn't
convince me, ' I—I think Viucent
Conrad is a cunning boy. one never
knows why he does things. And tell
me! How did he explain that photo-
graph?” :

Paddy bit her lip. She did so want
Jo to believe in Vincent. Then her
face brightened. She decided to tell
Jo about her talk with Vincent: she
knew Jo would not let it go auny
farther. A

“That's going to be all right. Jo.”
she said eagerly. “Just is! Listen!
It's all & bit gqueer, but this is the
set-up——"

She told the story of the proposed
meeting.

Jo heard, and stared at her aghasti.

“paddy—no !’ she burst out. “You
nmustn't go—you mustn't!”

L But:_Jo, you old chump, don't you

3

“All T see,” Jo said with unusual
fierceness, “is that Balton Woods is
out of hounds—that this is probably
some trick! Paddy, you can't!
Think of what would happen if yvou
were caught theve!”

“Don’t” worry, Jo—don't worry!”
Paddy implored with a smile. *“There’s
1o risk! And,” she added just a little
warmly, ‘‘there's no trick! You'll
see, I know you don't think much of
vincent, but you will after nexr
halfer. Now let's forget it, have tea
—and wait until next halfer!”

And thus the n2xt half-holiday be-
came 8 day of great significance in-
deed—Tfor Paddy, for Vincent, for the
riding team. In the interval Paddy
had time to think of vne other vita
factor—Vincent's secret enemy-—the
unknown Whisperer,

vincent himself hag refusad to
listen to the idea of one, single
deadly enemy, plotting against him.
Embittered as he was, he fely that
the whole college was against him,
end that was that.

Not so Paddy. She knew. Further
than that, she had the faint sus-
picion that the Whisperer might be
Isabella Rocco, the South American
girl, who had shown her dislike of
Vincent from the start. .

But she had no prool, and in the
days that passed there was no further
sign of the Whisperer's activities.
Neither was there a note {rom
vincent about the meeting.

It was Vincent! .

On the day before the  hali-holi-
cay, however, sh2 met him going into
breakfast, and he whispeved:

“Think I've managed to arrangce
the meeting, Paddy, Look out for a
note giving you time and place some
time to-morrow.”

“Whizzo, Vincent!™ breathed back
Paddy. "Il watch for it!™

on  the followmg morning _she
visited the letter-rack in Central Hall
more than once. Bul there was no
note from Vincent. Paddy did not
get anxious then. There was still
tie,

Aiter lunch she and the other givls
went up to_change into riding kit
Paddy saw Jo watching her once ov
twice rather anxiously: but Jo had
not, and did not. refer again to
Paddy's proposed trip to Balton

Woods.

“Gel, my horse from the town
stables, will you, Jo?" Paddy called
to her chum., *“I'll follow o on my
cycle. There's plenty of time, but—
there's something I have to do.”

She hurried from the dormitory,
%\C;{. downstairs, and across to Central

all, .

A glance at the letter-rack made
her heart sink a little,

No note from Vineent. She wan-
dered out into the sunshine.

“But he won't let me down, I
know,” she told herself. * Perhaps
he’s writing the note now. There's
g}ute a bit of timme to get to Balton

vods beforz the practicer begins.
Or perhaps lhe's at the stables. and
means to give me the note. Gosh,
yes, that may he it!”

She turned, er thoughtful stroll
had taken her into the trees not far
Irom the Junior Playing Fields. And
as she turned towards the distant
stables

“You poor fool, Paddy Dare!"

A strangely hollow, mocking voice
canie from somewhere in the trees.

Paddy halted as if shot, tensed,

voice

alert.

The the
Whisi)erer !

“Didn’t you know Vincent Conrad's
making a fool of you?" it continued.
“Didn't vou know he’'s trying to make
you lose your captainey? Whalt a
stupid idiet you are not 10 see
through him!"”

Paddy's face flamed scarlet with
anger, For one second, hands
clenched, she listened intently, try-
ing to place that queer hollow voice.
Whose voice? Frcm where?

A twigz snapped somewhere in the
trees. She sprinted forward.

“By gosh, I'l—I'll get you nhow!"”
she gritted furiousty. *Of all the
mean, horrible things——"
. She flashed throuegh the trees, hear-
ing running footsteps some distance
ahead until, bursting from cover, she
saw before her the old Juniov
pavilion, now not in use.

There was no one in sight, but the
cdoor of the pavillon was slightly ajav.
Paddy saw that with an exclamation
of triumph.

“Now, vou trickster!™ she panted,
and pounded up the wooden steps,
running into the, pavilion. * You've
been too clever this time-—"

Too late she heard a step behind
her, Too late she heard the door
slam., Too late she realised that the
unknown Whisperer had heen hiding
round the back of the pavilion and
deliberately lured her inside!

The bolt outside banged home. A
hollow voice called :

“ Poor, stupid Paddy Dare!"

Footsteps receded rapidly,

VINCENT'S ACCUSATION
ADDY'S first reaction was fierce
and rapid.

She rusied to the doow
tugged in vain, then turned to oue
of the boarded windows, hoping Lo
catch a glimpse of the unknown.
But her vision through cracks in the
boards was limited. She saw no oue.

“yYou ass, Paddy!” she reviled her-
seif furiously. “To be tricked like
that! But—but T She calmed a
little and knew o sense of wonder.
“But what the dickens is the game?
It's crazy "

Barline indeed, for it was not as

of unknown
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if she could be held prisorer for
long. She only had to shout to at-
tract the attention of someone near
Junior Side—and shout Paddy did,
and bang on the door!

As she did so, her mind whirled
with guestlions, B

*"Gosh, could it have been Isabella?”
she panted. " But why 2

She paused, listening. Her shouts
and banging had been heard. Fcot-
steps were approaching rapidly. She
called again, Abruptly the holt was
shot hack outside. The door opened.

There, darkly beautiful in brown
riding kit, her thin evebrows raised
tnlfsurprise, stood Isabella Rocco her-
Helfl

It startled Paddy.

She was S0 un-

prepared Lo see the very girl who
might well be the Whisperer
Isabelia’s full lips curved into a
slight smile.
“Paddy looks angry—ves!” she
murmured. It was fortunate that
1 heard her. So silly to be locked in

ihe pavilion!” y
Paddy's blue eyes clashed with the

other girl’s brown.
* Isabella,” she flashed, half sus-
icious, half uncertain, “do_ you

now who locked me in?"

Isabella’s gently malicious smile
broadened.

“But yes—I think so,” she said.
“J] saw a boy hurryving from this
direction. I think he had red hair,
I think it was Vincent Conrad!"”

" Vincent! What bosh!” Paddy
burst out. “Look here, Isabella, if
vou did see a boy, you know it wasn't
Vincent!”

The South American girl shruaged.

“Naturally you would not want to
helieve that, Paddy!"” she taunted.
“But I just say what I saw. Think
what you like. Me—I am going to
the practice. And don't forget, Paddyv,
you are going to bring proof to the
team about the Outsider—or else!”

She turmed and walked away.
Paddy stared after her. The imiplied
threat in Isabella’s last sentence
hardly registered ; Paddy felt so
bewlldered,

1f by any chance Isabella was the
Whisperer, then why on e¢arth lock
her up, only to release her a litlle
later? 1t did not make sense, Not
for omne second did Paddy think
szriously that Vincent himself had
trapped her in the pavilion.

But thought of Vincent suddenly
made her start violently, Time was
passing ;. she still had not received
that nole from him,

“Oh, my gosh!" exclaimed Paddy,
lips parted. The possible truth had
struck home, “"Was I locked up be-
cause the Whisperer knew somehow
that Vincent was going to send me a
note, and meant Lo get it herself?”

She broke into a sudden run vo-
wards Central Hall.

“Then Isabella jolly well is the
Whisperer!" she gasped. * She locked
me up, then went to Central Hall.
Vincent had delivered the note by
then, so she coolly bags it, and comes
and lets me out again!”

Paddy felt convinced. That was it!
The Whisperer did not intend her to
meet Vincent and get proof that he
was on the level!

Paddy's eyes were blazing as she
sprinted.

She reached Central Hall and shot
insidie, One anxious glance at the
letter-rack showed that there was no
note for her.

In a window seat nearby lounged
Guy Quist of the Fifth,

“0Oh, Guy,” panted Paddy, *“have
you been here long? Did you see
Isabella Rocco take a note from the
letter-rack?”

The heoy, unpopular
nere:l, looked up. :

* Been here the last half-hour!" he
grl'mteci. *But Isabella hasn’t come
in!”

“You're sure of that?”

“Of course I'm sure!".

Paddy muttered her thanks and
Ltumned blankly and dazedly away.

So Isabella could not have taken
the note!

Then what was the answer, unless
—there had been no note o take?

Suppose Vincent had let her down?

Paddy wouldn't believe that. On

and ill-man-
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impulse she rushed outside, thinking
that Eerhaps Vincent was still in
the school. But a visit to the stables

roeved that Whitey, Vincent's black

orse, was gone rom its loose box.

Paddy stood in she deserted quad,
staring round, deeply anxious now.

She was faced with arriving at the
practice with nothing to tell the
riding team. 1t meant “finish ™ for
Vincent as a member! It meant, too,
finish for her as captain!

She had one slender ray of hope—
that perhaps Vincent had had to
change his plans and would be await-
ing her at the practice. So she
crossed to the cycle sheds and three
minutes later was pedalling hard to-
wards Mallington Park,

_Reaching the lane that ran slong-
side the park, she was able to glance
over the hedge inside. Her anxious
gaze picked out a group of boys and
§1rl:s and horses, She saw her chum,

o, Jimmy, Isabella

But there was no sign of Vincent
Conrad.

Paddy slowed, her heart sinking.

“I've got to face them!'" she mut-
tered, " without the proof I promised.
Vincent's lost his chance! You're
licked, Paddy—bzeaten b

She was almost level with the gate
leading into the park when round a
bend in the lane ahead she saw &
boy approaching, leading a horse,

Suspiciously Paddy regarded the girl who had unlocked

Footsteps rang out on the sunny,
dusty laune. She whirled,

Vincent Conrad himself was strid-
ing up,

“Vincent——" _ Impulsively she
hurried to meet him. *“Oh gosh, I
—I don't know what to say!”

The Outsider stopped. He was
white. His green-grey eyes were
blazing. !

“Why say anything?” he bit out.
“¥You've got what yvou wanted—
though 1 didn’t think ygox would
play such & trigk!”

It was like a blow
Paddy went crimson,

“I—1 don't understand!”

He laughed shortly, bitterly.

“No? Oh, don't act, Paddy Dare!
S'pose I can't blame you for chang-
ing your mind about me-—but you
needn’'t have sent the information in
my note to Voster like that!”

Paddy's lips parted.

Vincent thought she had sncaked
on him! Vincent had left a note for
her. And it was equally certain that
the Whisperer had taken that note—
after looking her up—and passed on
the information it contained to Mr,
Voster! Where Paddy had tripped
was In being so certain that the

in the face.

Whisperer was Isabella Rocco.
Words of horrified protest leapt to

Paddy's lips.

Vincent for

She could
thinking as

not blame
he did.

that she was the unknown Whisperer ?

Pla(ld,\’ gasped, and leapt from her
cycle,
The horse was Vincent's fine black,
Whitey. .
But the boy leading it was not
Vincent. It was Derek Mallard, cap-
tain of Boys Side. Amazed, Paddy
hurried forward. i
“PDerek! What are vou doing with

that horse?” she blurted. " Where's
Vincent Conrad?”
Derek  Mallard, tall, handsome,

came up with Whitey.

“Conrad’s behind,” he said briefly,
“I'm taking him back to Mr. Voster.”

“To—to Mr., Voster! Derek, what's
happenecd? Please tell me!”

The captain shrugged.

“Someone shoved a note under
Voster's study door 1ot long ago,” he
explained, "saving that Conrad was
breaking bounds in_Balton Woods
this afternoon. So Voster sent mec
out there. Sure enough 1 caught
Conrad snooping through the woods
with his horse!” He frowned, "“Can't
savy I like people sneaking on the
fellow, but he's been asking for big
trouble-—and now he’s going 1o get
ivt”

Paddy was stunned, staggered. 5o
Vincent hed gone to Balton Woods as
ke saird he would! And someone had
known that. Someone had sneaked
to Mr. Vosler, and Vincent had been
trapped!

What else could he think? But belove
she could speak, a sudden, excited
murmur of voices checked her. She
turned her head.

The riding team was clustered at
the gates of the park. staring at the
scene in the lane. Vincent saw them.

“You'll all be glad to know,” he
called savagely, “that I'm going to

et it in the neck—and that Paddy

are now thinks as you do! What a
laugh for vyou if I'm expelled!
Well, O.K. A fat lot I care. You can
all go to the dickens It—it doesn't
matter now!"

He shot Paddy one glance—a

glance that showed deep hurt be-
neath his bitterness—then abruptly
whirled as Derek Mallard grasped
him by the arm.

“Come on,” ordered the captain
of Boys' Skle, and with Whitey on
one side of him and Vincent on the
other he led the way forward

And from the park gateway Tsabella
Rocco's soft voice added the hnal
touch :

*So much for Faddy's prooi—yes?
The Outsider has neen caught in
another shady trick! He is finished
with the riding team—he may be ex-
pelled-—and Paddy loses the cap-
tainey!"”

Mcre dramatic developments in noxt
week’s chaplers of this gripping school
story.
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LOYAL TO THE
BOY JOKER

{Conlinued from page 45.)

kzey in tihe lock as Vie turned it. Th?2
LeXt moment the door open"ci softly.

Jill's heart missed a beat,

in the pale moonlight, a figure
was standing by her uncle’'s biz sate,
his bacg towards them, The door of
the safe was open, throwing the in-
trudel’s face into shadow.

S0 that's the game ,  you
blighter!"” shouted Vic, throwing all
caution as.de. N

He leanzd across the room as Jill
fumbled {rantically tor the switch.
‘There came a stifled, angry shout, tha
sourd of a hreathless struggle. aml
then the lights blazed "up.

A brokea cry escaped Jill's lips.

“Uncle Norman!™

His face crimson with anger, Uncle
Norman stood there in his dressing-
gowy; gitaring at the petrified Vlc

“Why—you young scoundrel!” he
thundered, * Not content with com-
ing back to rob me "—he pointed to
the gaping safe—"vou had the
audacity to attack me In my own
house!"” )

" Uncle—wait!” Jill started for-
ward, her face pale with excitement.
“ You—vou don't understand

“Ha!" Uncle Norman stared at her "

“Sc you're mixed up in this? Aiding
and adbetting your
it's fortunate that I am a bad
sleeper. 1 heard suspiclous sounds,
and came down to investigate. Where
is the deed-box you todk from my
safe, you young . scoundrel?” he
added, gripping Vic's arm.

“Vie hasn't got it!"” exclalmed Jill
breathlessly. * It was stolen by the
unknown trickster—the same persoln
who started ihe Black Monk scare in
order ‘to ritle vour study, and who
tricd to throw the blame on Vie.”

Uncle Norman was staring at her in
blank amarzement, and there was a
strange expression.in Vic's blue eyes,

1 guess you've hit the trutch, Jll]
sald Vic. nodding glumly, “But

rascally cousin!”’

we're  too late, The thief's. got
away.” )

“Oh, no, h2 hasa't, Vic. TYouw've
caught him!"”

“I—1 have?" echoed Vic blankly,
whiile TIncle Norman stared from one
to the other like a-man in a dream.

“ Listen!™ said Jill, her heart beat-
ing quickly. *“Do you hear that?”

rrom some-where in the study came
a mufiled thum])mg sound.

*The -eabinet!” shouted VlC. starg-
ing towards it.

“Be careful!” warned Jill. Youd
better. help him, uncle! You see--I
thought oI that fauity trick door in
th2 cabinet afta[;( you'd goune, Vie.
And 1 cre')t ba later, to prop it
ohen with a, piece of stiek iels
certain. by t.hen who ths trickster
was—thanks to hl’s muddy footprints
on the hall floor. © And I guessed he'd

try to  hide somewhere if he was
taken by surprise.”

© Viec wds staring at hm in open
admiration. . 3 w o
© “Goshl!” hz ejaculated. " Come
on, sir! "T'll open the door, you grav

him."
He ‘threw open th2? cabinet as he
speke, while. Uncle Norman .stood b,
vith the poker,
“"But—but there’s no one there!"
stuttered. Uncle Norman. *“If th1s is
another trick, young man

“Uncle—watch ! breathed Jill ex-
citediy,” as Vie pressed the secret
spring—the spring that only oper-
ated from outside the cabinet.

The hidden door swung oven, and
both Vic and Uncle Norman sprang
forward as a burly figure made a dash
10 _escape.

B-fore they could recognise him he
was racing across the room towards
the door. which was still open. The
deed box was clutched in his arms,
his head was down.

“@uick! Don't let him get away!”
gasped Vie, rushing after him,

But Jill, fleet of foot, was before
him. Almojst hefore anyone realised
it. she was at the dogr  One foot shot
out and—crash! With a cry the man
tripped and fe!l to the floor. the deed
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Another eight

will “appear next Friday. Make certain of securing them by ordering your
* GIRLS' CRYSTAL” now.
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- have you been'.":

kox flving from nts nands and sliding
to Uncla Norman's f{eet.
- In A moment Vic was upon him as
he stiuggled to his feet, and only
then did tlzc\ realise wlhio he was.
“Holmes!” thundered Uncle Nor-
man, seizing the scowling butler by
the collar, while Vie imprisoned his
arms. “So you were after the plans.
vou scoundrel—and it's only thanks
to my niece’s wils that you don't get

away with them!” .
uncle,” said Jiil.

“Not my wits,
“Tt- was : Vie's invention—and he
mught me all the tricks L know!™
Lhe boy grinned.
“if 1 had a cap. Ji11,” ho retorted
acdmiringly, "I'd. take. it ofl to vou.
The Jokel has met his mateh!”

THE END.

4 The Mysiery Which .Bame’ Bnlwoe_n
Them " —thal is the Litle of next woek’s
intriguing iong complete story.
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'HER DANCING

DAYS IN MEXICO

(l: anl‘imu‘d frem page 11.}
Thn dauce' " Lesley went rmlc with
dismay. - She - recalled the dancing-
class Kirk bhad told her about—ihe
oune Don Ramon had so ‘ﬁpe:ml]y

arranged.
* Lesley late. Wnel ver
Bitter c.happou.l.-
ent -.-.howed in the old ranchers
voice. "My friends have been walit-
ing here tor you. Kirk. eouldn’t you
lljcwq> brought her back sooner than
this?"

‘Lhe last guestion made Lesley start
up. he realised Kirk had Kknown
tese people were waiting—he had
been sent by Don Ramon to find her,

‘And he dida't say—lie took
sightseeing.” she  breathed, *Kirlk
made me iate—he must hd"L cone iL
deliberately,)’

Lesley wheeled to Kl'k Turiously,
indignation helghtening. her colour.
But the young rider was: aiready
speaking.

“I'm sovrry, uncie, but I'm aflraicd
it's partly _my fauit,” he apologised.
“You see, I found Legley approachin.:
the Bad Lands, and I guess I had Lo
lecture her some. T tried to point out
how dauqeroux it is to ride alone neas
the hills.’

o Kh!\ but—but vou took mé mp,lzi-
s"nmg Lesley burst out amuazediy.

*You didn't suy

Sha broke olf when she saw I«_u"
smile to his uncle and shrug. He fincd
Hed! He had  given' the wrong im-
pression on purpose.

* Lasley, vou will not ride th'\L way

vou' ]E

again unless Kirk is with you,” Don
Ramon said sternly.

* She was lost—it could have boen
pretty bad.” Kirk went on., "I'll soe
it doesn't happen aghin.”

With a feeling of horror Lesley

realisad tho- truth Kirk had planned
this—had- arvanged -it so she coald
never go riding alone. All his cariier
hints suddenly made sensg,

*He knows something—perhaps the
s2cret of Bare Pine. And ho's against
Jim—he doesn't Wgn‘L me to [Ind out
what.it is!”

Lesley thou, rhi of the mysbarious
message; the secret so important tn
Jim. Almost despairingly, she turned
to Don Raman,

“Lesley, you haven't answwered.'
the rancher repeated. “1 want you
to undersiand you are never to rid-
that ‘'way again unless Kirk, my
nephew, is with vou.”

Then how could she .discover that
secret?  Discover it without Kirk
knowing. foo! 'All at once the voung
rider had become a figure of menace.

What is the secret of the myatary sup-~-

"rounding her brother 7 What is there to.

be discoverced at Bare Pine—and will
Lesley find some way of getting there ?
Be sure to continue reading this thriiling

_ new serial in next Frldays issuz of
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