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  A Mysterious Disappearance • 1


  


  FOURTEEN-YEAR-OLD TRIXIE BELDEN stood on the school steps, looked up at the sky, and groaned. “I knew it!” she declared to her best friend, Honey Wheeler. “It’s going to rain. There’s going to be a storm, and it’s going to ruin all our plans.”


  Honey’s hazel eyes twinkled. “It isn’t either going to rain,” she said. “The forecast for today and tomorrow is for clear skies and sunny weather. So you can relax.”


  “Is that so!” Trixie said, brushing back the unruly sandy curls from her forehead. She pointed to the fleecy white clouds floating gently above the faraway Catskill Mountains. “Then what,” she demanded, “do you call those things over there—marshmallows?”


  Honey chuckled and tucked her hand through her friend’s arm. Honey’s real name was Madeleine, though no one had called her that for a very long time. She had earned her nickname because of her golden brown hair and sweet disposition. She was the same age as Trixie, though taller and slimmer, and was Trixie’s closest friend and her partner in many adventures. Both girls loved mysteries and had solved several together. Someday they hoped to open and operate the Belden-Wheeler Detective Agency.


  On this fall day, though, the only mystery on Honey’s mind was how to hurry Trixie onto the school bus that was waiting to take them home. It was Friday. All the teachers at Sleepyside Junior-Senior High School had to attend a conference that afternoon in White Plains, New York, so their students had been released from school at midday.


  “You can scowl at the sky later, Trix,” Honey coaxed. “Remember, we still have chores to do today if we want to get time off to help at the charity bazaar tomorrow. It isn’t often that school lets out early. Come on. Let’s go!”


  Trixie sighed and allowed Honey to urge her down the school steps and out to the road. “I expect you’re right about the weather,” she said slowly. “It’s just that I keep on thinking that something’s about to happen—something to do with the bazaar tomorrow.”


  Honey stopped. “A good something or a bad something?”


  Trixie’s usually merry blue eyes were troubled. “That’s just it,” she confessed. “I don’t know.”


  “Oh, what, pray tell, can be puzzling yon peabrained, tangle-haired female now?” a teasing voice from somewhere above them asked. “Can it be that she is, at this very moment, pondering the mystery of the procrastinating Bob-Whites?” It was freckle-faced Mart, Trixie’s “middle” brother. He was grinning at them through an open window of the bus.


  Trixie frowned. “I’ve told you before, Mart Belden, that my hair isn’t tangled. It’s just naturally curly like yours. And I am not a pea-brain!”


  “I should say not!” Honey exclaimed loyally. “Why, just think of all the trouble Trixie has gotten us out of. If it hadn’t been for her quick thinking, my brother Jim never would have been saved from the fire when his great-uncle’s mansion burned. And who, I’d like to know, solved the mystery of the missing grasshopper when Hoppy, the weather vane, was stolen from the roof of the Town Hall?”


  Honey paused to take a breath, but it looked as though she was all ready to go on and on.


  Trixie smiled but waved a warning hand toward the rapidly filling bus. “Hush,” she said. “We shouldn’t talk about the adventures of the Bob-Whites where everyone can hear. Although we’re not exactly a secret club, I don’t think we need to tell the whole school about the stuff we do.”


  Mart laughed and threw up his hands in mock surrender. “I was about to give up, anyway,” he said in a lower voice. “And to prove it, I won’t even mention some of the more pulchritudinous mysteries Ms. Great Brain has led us into.”


  Trixie was accustomed to Mart’s use of big words, which he loved to use but could never spell. This time she knew exactly how to put a stop to his teasing.


  “For your information, Mart Belden,” she said airily, “the word pulchritudinous means ‘endowed with physical beauty.’ I know because we had to define it in English class yesterday. So thank you for the compliment, my dear little twin brother.”


  Mart’s face reddened with irritation. If there was anything he hated, it was being called Trixie’s twin. He was fifteen, eleven months older than his sister, but enough like her in appearance to cause people to gush over him and tell him they could see that he and Trixie had been born at the same time.


  “If you’re so smart, Sherlock,” he growled, “then maybe you’d better look into your crystal ball, or whatever it is you do, and find out what’s keeping the others.” With that, he withdrew his head from the open window, slouched back in his seat, and pretended to go to sleep.


  Mart’s words should have made Trixie feel more uneasy than ever. Instead, she felt happier than she had all day. She and Mart were really very fond of each other. She knew that if ever there was any kind of trouble, she could rely on Mart to help solve it.


  As she and Honey clambered onto the bus and plopped down in the seat behind him, Trixie whispered, “Forget my feelings of gloom and doom, Honey. Nothing’s going to happen to our arrangements for the charity bazaar tomorrow. I expect I’m just being silly. Everything’s going to be great. And anyway, the other Bob-Whites will see to it that this is a successful fund-raiser for UNICEF.”


  “The other Bob-Whites,” besides Trixie, Honey, and Mart, meant Diana Lynch, who was the same age as Trixie and Honey and was considered one of the prettiest girls in the ninth grade; Trixie’s eldest brother, Brian; Honey’s adopted brother, Jim; and Dan Mangan. Dan, Mart, Brian, and Jim were all students at Sleepyside Junior-Senior High School.


  Not long ago, the seven teen-agers had formed their own special club and called it the Bob-Whites of the Glen, B.W.G.’s for short. The club was not for fun alone. Its members were there to help the community, as well as each other, and they had worked hard to make their small, close-knit group a real success.


  Honey glanced around the bus. “I wonder what is keeping the others? Oh, it’s all right. I can see the boys coming. But where’s Di? She should be here by now. Maybe there’s something to that hunch of yours, after all, Trix.”


  “I told you,” Trixie answered, “I’m sure I was just being silly. Forget it.”


  “I don’t think your hunches are ever silly,” Honey said. “In fact, I’ve often wondered if you’re one of those people who have ESP—you know, extrasensory perception. Remember the time when you were the first to realize that Di’s ‘Uncle’ Monty was not her real uncle at all? Why, even the Lynches’ butler was fooled. You know, I don’t think old prim-and-proper Harrison ever recovered from the shock.” She laughed at the memory of it.


  Trixie chuckled, though her face was flushed with embarrassment. “Let’s not forget that Harrison is over it enough to volunteer to supervise all the arrangements for tomorrow. With Di’s parents away in Arizona, I don’t know what we’d do without him.”


  “He even offered to help Di’s cook make all the mountains of sandwiches and cookies we’re going to need in the refreshment tent,” Honey added.


  “Harrison has turned out to be a real good sport. I have to admit that I never thought he would.”


  “Maybe that was one time when your ESP wasn’t working,” Honey said, smiling.


  “But I don’t think I have ESP,” Trixie protested, her face reddening again. “At least, I don’t have it any more than anyone else. I think we all notice little details without noticing that we’re noticing—if you know what I mean.”


  “I’m not sure I do,” Honey giggled, “but go on. What happens then?”


  “Then, all at once, the little details add up until—click!—you’ve suddenly got the whole picture in your head, and the entire thing fits together like a jigsaw puzzle.”


  “Like what, for instance?”


  Trixie said slowly, “For instance, when Di got on the bus this morning, she sat in a seat all by herself and stared out of the window.”


  “So?”


  “And when we were talking about how kind it was of her parents to allow us to hold the entire bazaar on the Lynch estate, Di didn’t join in the conversation.”


  Honey gasped. “And this morning when I stopped to talk to her, she mumbled something about being late for a class, even though I knew she wasn’t.”


  Mart’s freckled face appeared slowly above the back of his bus seat. “You know, squaws, for once I think the convolutions of your respective minds might be onto something. I’ve been trying to catch Di to ask her about the ring toss booth, but she’s been avoiding me all day. I thought I’d done something to upset her. If you ask me, there’s something rotten in the state of Denmark! What can it be?”


  The three stared at each other. All at once, Trixie’s fears returned in a rush. So that was what had been bothering her all morning! Di had been avoiding the Bob-Whites! Something must have happened to upset her so much that she didn’t want to share the news with her best friends. What could be that bad?


  So many possibilities came rushing into Trixie’s mind at once that she forgot to be annoyed with Mart for listening to their conversation. She didn’t even notice the other boys climb onto the bus.


  “Something wrong, Trixie?” Jim’s quiet voice asked over her shoulder. “You look as though you’ve just thought of something you wish you hadn’t. Come on, tell Uncle Jim all about it. It can’t be that bad.”


  For a long moment, Trixie didn’t answer him. She was beginning to think it was that bad. She concentrated on remembering the events of the morning. She had seen Di twice, once at her locker and once at the telephone in the lunch court. Both times Di had seemed not to see her. On the second occasion, however, Di had almost dropped the telephone in her haste to hurry away before Trixie could say a word.


  Trixie also remembered how she and Di had known each other since they were in kindergarten together. They had never been really close friends until Di became a member of the Bob-Whites.


  When jolly Mr. Lynch became a millionaire, Di had had a hard time getting used to living in the huge house that was now her home. At one point, Di had even been afraid of Harrison, her own butler!


  But all that was in the past. Trixie now found herself growing more and more certain that whatever was worrying Di this morning had something to do with the UNICEF bazaar the following day.


  All the Bob-Whites had worked hard for weeks, collecting donations of handmade quilts, hand-hooked rugs, plants and pots, and baked goods of all kinds. There were to be gaily decorated booths for games and sideshows, for art exhibits and macramé displays. The booths had already been set up on the Lynch estate. All of the proceeds from the bazaar were to be donated to UNICEF—the United Nations International Children’s Emergency Fund.


  Even though Mr. and Mrs. Lynch could not be there, they had insisted on lending their beautiful grounds to the Bob-Whites for what promised to be the biggest fund-raising event the little town of Sleepyside-on-the-Hudson had ever seen.


  “Consider it part of our donation,” Mr. Lynch had said, his eyes twinkling. “Though if Harrison hadn’t offered to help you, it might have been a different story. As it is, we know we can rely on all of you to see that everything is a big success.”


  But now Trixie found Mart’s words echoing over and over in her mind. Something’s rotten in the state of Denmark. What can it be?


  She sighed, then said to Jim, “We’re worried about Di. We think she’s got something on her mind she doesn’t want us to know about.”


  “I did notice that she was extra quiet today,” Brian said. “Maybe she’s not feeling well.” His dark eyes showed his concern.


  “I don’t think that’s it,” Trixie answered, “though maybe you noticed more than I noticed, without noticing you were noticing—if you know what I mean.”


  She stopped, aware that she was sounding confused again. Someday Brian was going to become a doctor and work at the school that Jim planned to open for underprivileged orphan boys. Trixie suspected that Brian sometimes practiced guessing what was wrong with people, even if they only had the sniffles.


  “It seems to me,” Dan said, “that there’s one easy way of finding out what’s worrying Di.” He made a small motion with his hand toward the front of the bus. “Here she comes now. Why don’t you ask her?”


  Trixie held her breath and looked at the tall, slim, dark-haired girl who had just gracefully climbed the bus steps. Di hesitated when she saw all the Bob-Whites watching her. Then she made her way slowly toward them and stopped at Trixie’s side.


  Trixie did not need more than one quick glance to confirm that her hunch had been right. Di was struggling to keep her lips from quivering. She was on the verge of tears!


  “Di? What is it? What’s wrong?” Trixie asked in a low voice. She reached out and gently pulled Di into the seat beside herself and Honey. “Is it something to do with our plans for tomorrow?”


  “You can tell us,” said Honey. “It really can’t be as terrible as all that.” She tried to laugh. “We’ve been thinking that we’ve done something awful to offend you.”


  Di gasped and hid her face in her hands. Her voice was muffled as she moaned, “Oh, no! It’s just— There’s something I’ve got to tell you, and when you hear what it is, you’ll never want to speak to me again.”


  Brian said quietly over her shoulder, “You ought to know us better than that by now, Di. Remember, it’s all for one and one for all.”


  “Just like the jolly old musketeers,” cried irrepressible Mart, leaping to his feet and brandishing an imaginary sword. “The only thing is, of course, that there were only four of them, and there are seven of us.”


  The bus started with a jerk that nearly toppled Mart headfirst into the girls’ laps. Trixie pushed him back into his seat and said between her teeth, “There are only going to be six of us if you don’t sit down and keep quiet, brother dear. But Brian’s right, Di. We’re here to help each other. Won’t you tell us what’s wrong?”


  Di raised her head and looked at her friends. Her violet eyes were wet with tears. “You were right, Trixie,” she said with a break in her voice. “It is about tomorrow. The way things are now, there isn’t going to be a bazaar. I phoned my parents this morning, and they said we’ll have to cancel all our plans for tomorrow. You see, Harrison has disappeared!”


  


  


  The Search ● 2


  


  MART STARED. “What do you mean, Harrison’s disappeared? Did he vanish in a puff of red smoke, or what?”


  Trixie groaned. “Oh, woe! I’ve got an idiot for a brother! Of course Di didn’t mean that. What she meant was—that is—what did you mean, Di?”


  “I mean that no one knows where he is,” Di said, her voice shaking. “Cook says that Harrison received a phone call last night about eight o’clock. After he hung up, he told her he had to go out. He said he’d only be gone an hour, but no one’s seen him since. His bed hasn’t been slept in and his hat and coat are gone.”


  Brian frowned. “Did you call the police?”


  “Cook talked to Sergeant Molinson this morning,” Di answered, “but it didn’t do any good. He said his hands are tied until a person’s been missing for twenty-four hours. In any case, he seemed to think we were making a big fuss about nothing. He said Harrison probably just wanted an extra day off and took it.”


  “That doesn’t sound like Harrison, though,” Trixie said, thinking hard.


  “Oh, Trixie, you’re right!” Di cried. “That’s exactly what I thought. But what could have happened to him? Where could he have gone? What are we going to do? Dad won’t allow us to hold the bazaar without him.”


  Trixie glanced at the others. She could tell from the looks on their faces that they, too, were remembering the daring robbery that had taken place at the Lynch mansion not so very long ago. Since that time, Harrison had seen to it that his employer’s security arrangements were strictly enforced. Mr. Lynch knew he could rely on him.


  Trixie sighed. She felt sure that Harrison knew how much they were counting on him. It didn’t seem likely that he would deliberately let them down. On the other hand, Trixie had thought often, just lately, that Harrison had something on his mind—something that was worrying him a great deal.


  “Isn’t there anything at all that would give us a clue to where he might have gone?” she asked at last.


  “I suppose I could ask the rest of the staff when I get home,” Di said, sounding eager. “I think Cook’s already done that, but when I left for school this morning, I was so upset I didn’t ask to make sure. Oh, Trixie, have you thought of anything? Do you have an idea of where he might be?”


  Her face fell as Trixie answered, “I really haven’t, Di. But there is one thing. He only meant to be gone an hour, so perhaps he’s not too far away even now.”


  “By George, I think she’s got something there,” Mart said. “So what are you suggesting, Miss Sherlock? Do we break out the bloodhounds, or what?”


  Trixie answered slowly, “If the rest of you agree, I think we should take the horses this afternoon and see what we can discover. How about it, everyone?”


  Dan sighed. “I can’t come, I’m afraid. I have to work this afternoon. I sure wish I could help you, though.”


  “We wish you could help us, too,” Trixie said, but she understood why he couldn’t.


  Some time ago Dan had lived in the city and had gotten in with the wrong crowd. His uncle, Bill Regan, who was the Wheelers’ horse trainer, had brought him to Sleepyside-on-the-Hudson. Now Dan lived and worked with Mr. Maypenny, the gamekeeper for the Wheeler estate.


  “Then is it all arranged for this afternoon?” Di asked anxiously.


  Trixie raised her eyebrows at each Bob-White in turn. “Yes,” she said at last. “It’s all arranged. Be at the stables as soon as you can. Agreed?”


  The Bob-Whites agreed.


  


  The bus let the three Beldens off at the foot of their graveled driveway. Brian hurried away at once and disappeared indoors.


  Trixie and Mart were about to follow him, when Bobby, their six-year-old brother, came running toward them. He had had the whole day off from school. His first-grade teacher, too, was attending the conference in White Plains.


  Bobby’s eyes were sparkling. “Trixie, are you going to play with me this afternoon?”


  Looking after her young brother was one of Trixie’s chores at Crabapple Farm. Usually she didn’t mind. Today, though, she knew it would be impossible to look after Bobby and search for Harrison at the same time.


  She dropped to one knee and put her free arm around her small brother. “I’m not going to have time to play this afternoon,” she said. “There’s something very important we’ve all got to do.” Bobby’s lower lip quivered. “But I had it all planned,” he cried. “I told Reddy that you and me would take him for a long walk.”


  “Then you and me will have to take Reddy for a walk some other time. You know he’s only going to want to chase rabbits, anyway—”


  As she spoke, the Beldens’ big Irish setter appeared around the corner of the garage. He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw them. Then, at top speed, he came bounding forward. From the back of his throat, he uttered short, sharp yelps of welcome.


  Mart and Trixie yelled together, “No, Reddy, no! Down, boy!”


  But it was too late. Their dog, his tail streaming behind him like a banner, flung himself briefly at Mart’s chest. Then he turned and launched himself into one final joyful leap.


  He caught Trixie off-balance and knocked her backward. He pinned her to the ground with one great paw, then smothered her face with kisses.


  It took the combined efforts of Mart and Bobby to pull him off.


  “You’re a bad dog!” Mart said sternly.


  “And no walk today,” Trixie added, scrambling to her feet. “No walk! Understand?” She began to scrub vigorously at her face with a handkerchief.


  For a moment, Reddy looked sorrowful. Then, remembering how much he loved them all, he sat back on his haunches and grinned. His sides were heaving. His long red tongue hung from the side of his panting mouth.


  “He didn’t mean to be bad,” Bobby said. “He was only saying hello.”


  “Then someone should teach him to sit politely and shake paws instead,” Mart snapped. “That dog is definitely undisciplined.”


  “Does that mean he won’t do as he’s told?” Bobby asked.


  “That’s just what it means,” Mart said, glaring at the unrepentant culprit. “Someone ought to give him obedience lessons.”


  Trixie sighed. “Somehow I don’t think anyone could train Reddy. Just lately he seems to have been giving himself disobedience lessons.”


  “Nonsense!” Mart said. “I have a book in my room that tells exactly how to train a dog. Reddy is a dog. Therefore, he can be trained!”


  In spite of all the worries that were crowding Trixie’s mind, she had a sudden sly thought. “It wasn’t so long ago that you and Brian tried teaching Reddy how to behave, remember? Reddy didn’t learn.”


  “That’s because we were giving him conflicting orders,” Mart said. “Anyway, now that I’ve got this book, it’d be a piece of cake.”


  “Does that mean you’re going to eat the book?” asked Bobby, who knew that his brother was always hungry.


  “No,” Trixie said, smiling at him. “What Mart meant was that he thinks he can train Reddy to do what we want. He can’t, of course—”


  Mart fell right into the trap. “Sure I can,” he boasted. “I bet I could train him in a week.” Trixie pounced. “What will you bet?”


  For a moment, Mart didn’t answer. Then he said loftily, “If I win, you’ll have to make my bed for a week.”


  “And if you lose?”


  “I’ll make yours for a month.”


  Bobby jumped up and down with excitement. “Mine, too? Will you make mine, too?”


  Mart grinned. “Okay, yours, too, small fry. And you can watch me teach Reddy if you like.”


  “When will you start?” Trixie asked.


  “As soon as possible,” Mart said promptly. “If there’s time, I’ll start tonight. That’s it!” He nodded. “A week from tonight, Reddy will be all set to do what we want. Deal?”


  “Deal,” Trixie agreed.


  She smiled as she watched Mart and Bobby hurry into the house together. She looked down at Reddy, who was busy exploring a bed of marigolds. She tried to imagine what it would be like to have Reddy obey their slightest command. Somehow she couldn’t picture it.


  She tried, anyway. “Come, Reddy!” she ordered.


  Reddy glanced at her over his shoulder, then turned and trotted happily away in the opposite direction.


  Trixie chuckled softly to herself as she watched him go. “Mart will never teach that dog to do what we want,” she murmured. “That bet is as good as won. Now, if we can only find Harrison, our troubles will be over.”


  It was just as well that she didn’t know their troubles were only about to begin.


  


  After the fastest lunch they had ever eaten, Trixie, Mart, and Brian changed quickly into old jeans and clean shirts and hurried along the path that led to the Wheeler stables.


  Their mother, Helen Belden, had understood all too well their need for haste when Brian had explained the circumstances.


  “Why, of course you must go,” she had said. “The chores can wait. And as for Bobby, he’ll be just fine. I’m planning on making pies for the bazaar this afternoon, and he can help me mix the dough. I can’t imagine, though, where you’re going to begin to look for Harrison.”


  As things turned out, it was Bill Regan who gave them their first clue to the missing butler’s whereabouts.


  When the Beldens arrived, Jim and Honey were already in the stable’s cool, dim interior, which smelled of horses, oats, and saddle soap. Regan was helping Jim lead Jupiter out of his stall. The big black horse was hard to hold. He was anxious to be off.


  “Where are you all going this afternoon, anyway?” Regan asked.


  Mart walked to the box stall that held the strawberry roan, who was his favorite. “Believe it or not, we’re off to look for a mislaid butler,” he answered. “I don’t suppose you’ve got him hidden around here anywhere, have you?” He pretended to look in Strawberry’s sleeping quarters.


  “Harrison?” Regan scratched his red head and looked surprised. “Are you serious? Why, I saw him just last night.”


  Trixie gasped. “You did? Oh, Regan, where?


  Please try to remember. It’s very important.”


  “But I don’t have to try to remember. I do remember, very clearly. I saw him along Glen Road, riding his bicycle.” Regan grinned at the memory.


  “I didn’t know he had a bicycle,” Mart said idly.


  “Well, he had one last night,” Regan said. “It was yellow, I think. Anyway, I was riding Jupe at the time. Harrison tipped his derby hat and said, ‘Good evening, Mr. Regan. Good evening, Jupiter.’ ”


  “And then what?” Trixie asked.


  Regan shrugged. “And then nothing. He turned off onto one of those side trails that lead into the woods and—” He broke off sharply. “Is that where you’re planning on taking the horses?”


  “We’ll be careful,” Trixie said quickly. “We’ll watch out for loose stones and trailing roots and stuff like that. Honest!”


  “Did Harrison say where he was going?” Honey asked.


  “No, he didn’t.” Regan’s pleasant face still held a worried frown. “Now, you just listen to me, all of you. If I find that you kids ever try to gallop the horses through those woods—”


  It took another ten minutes and the combined efforts of all the Bob-Whites to convince him that his precious horses would come to no harm.


  By then Di had joined them. She was riding her palomino, Sunny, whose home was in the Lynches’ paddock. Di looked smart in her tan jodhpurs. Too, she seemed to feel a little more cheerful when Trixie told her Regan’s news about Harrison. At the Lynch home, none of the staff had known anything more about his disappearance.


  Regan stood calling instructions after all of them until, with a clattering of hooves, they were out of the stable yard and across the meadow.


  The search for Harrison was on!


  The horses wanted to run, but Trixie and her friends held them to a steady walk. Jim, mounted on Jupiter, led the way, as usual.


  The big black gelding, whose coat gleamed like dark satin, pranced sideways in his eagerness to outrun his stablemates, but Jim held him on a tight rein.


  Trixie’s beautiful little black mare, Susie, followed close behind, and Honey, mounted on dapple-gray Lady, rode beside her. Di on Sunny, Mart on Strawberry, and Brian on Starlight brought up the rear.


  As they rode, a playful breeze blew gently against their faces. All around them, the Bob-


  Whites could smell the refreshing scent of pine.


  When they reached Glen Road, Trixie brought Susie to a gentle halt. She called to the others, “Don’t you think we ought to try and figure out some sort of plan? It might be better if we split up.”


  “Good idea,” Di said, “though I still think it’s funny about that yellow bike. As far as I know, Harrison doesn’t own a bicycle, yellow or otherwise.”


  “Maybe he borrowed it from one of the other servants,” Brian said.


  “Maybe so,” Di agreed, but she didn’t sound at all sure about it.


  “I think Trixie’s right,” Jim said. “I mean about us splitting up. But let’s try to keep in touch with each other. We all know how easy it is to get lost in the woods. If you find anything, be sure to give our signal.”


  He pursed his lips, and in another instant, the bob, bob-white call sounded shrill and clear.


  The others nodded agreement. Mart and Di turned off on a trail to the right. Brian and Jim took the one to the left.


  “Be careful,” Trixie shouted after them. “We don’t want you guys, too, disappearing into thin air!”


  A cheery wave of Jim’s hand answered her.


  Slowly, carefully, Trixie and Honey held their horses to a walk until they reached a trail that lay straight ahead of them through the trees.


  Suddenly Trixie clutched Honey’s arm. “Look!” she exclaimed. She pointed downward.


  There, in the dark, sweet earth of the forest floor, they saw clearly the marks of bicycle tires.


  Honey gasped. “Shall I call the others?”


  Trixie thought for a moment. “No,” she said at last. “These could have been made by anyone at any time. Let’s follow them first and see where they lead. After all, this could be a false alarm.”


  But as she stared at the ground, she saw that the tracks looked fresh and clear.


  “Oh, Honey,” she said, “I have a feeling that this isn’t a false alarm at all. Come on! Let’s hurry!”


  She urged her little horse forward.


  


  


  Trixie’s Monster ● 3


  


  IT WAS THE EASIEST TRAIL Trixie and Honey had ever followed. It climbed steadily upward through the dappled shadows of tall trees. Then, at the top of the hill, the shadows stopped, and the girls rode into the glare of bright sunlight. They were on the other side of the woods.


  Trixie shaded her eyes with her hand and gasped at the scene before her. She found herself gazing down into a green and peaceful clearing, in the middle of which stood a neat little white frame house.


  It looked as old as Crabapple Farm itself. Bright blossoms glowed like jewels in its garden.


  It all looked oddly familiar.


  Trixie leaned forward in her saddle. “Why, Honey, it’s Sleepyside Hollow!” she exclaimed.


  “What a pretty place,” Honey answered. “I didn’t even know this was here.”


  “Sure you did. Don’t you remember? We were here once before, quite a while ago. We were tracking down a hot lead on one of our mysteries, but Brian took a wrong turn in his old jalopy. We found ourselves on that little road down there.”


  Honey could see the road clearly. It appeared unexpectedly through the trees at the lower end of the clearing and wound its way out of sight once more as it passed the little house.


  Honey said, “I must have been tracking down a hot lead somewhere else when you came here that day. I wish I’d been with you instead. Did you have a picnic?”


  Trixie grinned, remembering. “Nope. We almost had a long walk. You see, Brian’s old car broke down just at the wrong moment. If it hadn’t been for the kind lady who lives in that house down there, we’d have been in trouble. As it was, she let us use her phone to call for help. Today we must have come here by a back way-—a sort of shortcut, I would think.”


  “There’s something more to tell about Sleepyside Hollow, isn’t there?” Honey said. “I can tell by the look in your eye.”


  Trixie laughed. “You’re right! You see, this is the place where I saw the alphabet trees.”


  “The what?”


  “It’s a name I made up for some fruit trees I saw in the lady’s backyard. Look, you can see a couple of them from here.”


  Honey squinted. “Why, they seem to have something painted on their trunks.”


  Trixie nodded. “Letters of the alphabet. That one says ABD, I remember. The one next to it says CFG. There’re more just like them. And you’re not going to believe this next bit. Some of those trees are wearing bandages, too.”


  “Bandages?”


  “Green bandages. I was dying to find out all about them, but Brian and Mart wouldn’t let me ask. They said I’m nosy enough as it is!”


  “Never!” said Honey, laughing.


  “How could I have forgotten all about those trees till now?” Trixie murmured to herself.


  “Maybe you’ve been too busy tracking down other hot leads,” Honey told her, “and maybe that’s just as well. If you hadn’t forgotten about Sleepyside Hollow, it would have been another mystery to keep you awake nights.”


  But all at once, Trixie wasn’t listening. Her gaze sharpened as she stared down into the clearing. “What’s that yellow object on the front porch, Honey?” she asked.


  “Oh, Trixie,” breathed Honey, “do you think it could possibly be—?”


  “Yes,” said Trixie firmly, “I do. I believe we’ve found Harrison’s bicycle! Now all we have to do is find Harrison himself.”


  Susie pricked up her ears and whickered softly as Trixie’s hands tightened on the slack reins. Then, as carefully as before but with growing excitement, the two riders guided their horses down the steep slope toward the house.


  The yellow bicycle was propped neatly against the porch railing, but Harrison was nowhere in sight.


  “He must be in the house,” Trixie said.


  She slid from Susie’s back and looped the reins in the bushes. Soon Honey was standing beside her. They hurried to the front door.


  Trixie knocked, waited, and knocked again. There was no answer.


  They listened, but all they could hear was the gentle whispering of the breeze in the treetops.


  Trixie stepped back from the door. “I’m going to take a peek in one of these windows,” she said firmly.


  “But supposing someone’s there but just doesn’t want to answer the door?” Honey objected. “They might imagine we’re selling something. Did you think of that?”


  “I’ll only be a minute,” Trixie said, speaking more truthfully than she knew.


  She moved to a window and pressed her face to the cool glass. At first she could see nothing but the dark outlines of comfortable furniture. Then, as her eyes gradually became adjusted to the dim interior, she began to pick out details of the room.


  It was the living room, that much was certain. Trixie saw a wide, cozy fireplace, where a neatly laid fire needed only a match to set it cheerfully ablaze. She saw one wall lined with books and another hung with prints of famous paintings. She saw a door standing slightly ajar.


  As she watched, the door began to open, slowly, silently. Trixie pressed closer to the window, straining her eyes to see who had come in.


  “Harrison,” she called uncertainly, “is that you?”


  No one answered, but all at once, Trixie had the feeling that someone was there, watching her from inside the room. Then, before she could move, something leaped at the window, straight toward her face!


  Trixie screamed and jumped, falling hard against the porch railing.


  “What is it?” Honey shouted. “What did you see?”


  Trixie shuddered. “It—it was a terrible black hairy thing! It—it had long white fangs! Oh, Honey! There’s a monster in that house!”
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  HONEY NEVER WAS ABLE to explain what she did next. She knew what she meant to do. She meant for them both to leap on their horses and ride far, far away, never to return.


  What she actually did first was to turn and peer through the window. What she did after that was to stand there, quite still.


  After a few seconds, Trixie saw Honey’s shoulders shaking and heard her making muffled, snuffly noises.


  “Is—is the monster still there?” Trixie asked, her voice trembling. “Can you see it?”


  Honey turned away from the window. Her face was scarlet. Her lips were pressed tightly together. She looked as though she were about to collapse, and then she did—with laughter!


  “Oh, Trixie,” she cried, wiping her eyes with the heel of her hand, “I’m truly sorry! I tried so hard to hold it in. Yes, your monster’s still here, but you’d better come and meet him. I think he’s cute.”


  A cute monster? What in the world could Honey be talking about? Reluctantly, Trixie walked to the window and forced herself to look.


  There, sitting on the window seat and looking back at her, was not a monster but a very large, very fluffy, very beautiful black Persian cat. As she watched, he opened his mouth wide and yawned.


  “At least you were right about the teeth,” Honey said, still trying to control her giggles. “They are very long.”


  Trixie felt relieved, ashamed, and amused, all at the same time. She scratched on the windowpane with her fingernails. The cat came closer and tried to rub his head against her hand. She could almost hear him purring from where she was standing.


  “I don’t know how I could have been so silly,” she confessed, “and I suppose he wasn’t really jumping at me at all. He was just jumping onto the window seat. Wait till the boys hear about this; they’ll never let me forget it.”


  “Then we simply won’t tell them,” Honey declared loyally. “But what are we going to do now?”


  “I suppose we’d better leave,” Trixie said. “Maybe that isn’t Harrison’s bike, after all.” Honey was disappointed. “I guess you’re right—” She stopped. “What was that? Am I hearing things?”


  But Trixie had heard it, too. The noise came from somewhere inside the house. Thump, thump, thump! It sounded as though someone were beating on a wall or on a door.


  Trixie shouted at the top of her lungs, “Is that you, Harrison?”


  A faint voice answered her.


  “Did you hear that?” Honey exclaimed. “He said the front door’s unlocked.”


  The front door, which they had not thought to try before, was indeed unlocked. Trixie and Honey ran at top speed through the little house, which smelled strongly of—was it lavender?


  They found themselves standing in a sunny kitchen whose walls were hung with gleaming pots and pans.


  “Why,” Honey remarked, “it reminds me of the kitchen at Crabapple Farm.”


  But Trixie’s attention had wandered. She saw a not-quite-empty dish on the floor, containing what were obviously the remains of the cat’s supper. She saw the door to the cellar, with its old-fashioned heavy key turned in its lock. She also saw the iron bolt—which had been pushed home and which she and Honey now struggled to release. In another second, the door was open.


  An almost unrecognizable figure staggered into the kitchen. Trixie had seen scarecrows that looked better than this!


  The man’s graying hair stood on end. His black jacket was torn, his striped trousers wrinkled. A faint stubble of gray beard showed on his chin—and one side of his pale face was covered with dried blood.


  Trixie and Honey took one horrified look before rushing forward to help him to a kitchen chair.


  “Thank you, Miss Trixie. Thank you, Miss Honey,” the man said politely. “I was beginning to think no one would ever come.”


  Harrison was found!


  


  Fifteen minutes later, the Bob-Whites were together again. It had been Trixie who had summoned them urgently to Sleepyside Hollow. She had stood on the front porch and whistled their


  very special signal to the wooded hills: bob, bob-white-, bob, bob-white. First Brian and Jim and then Mart and Di appeared, as if by magic, through the trees.


  Brian and Mart were as surprised as Trixie had been at having found the unexpected shortcut to Sleepyside Hollow. Then Brian, concerned as always when anyone was ill or injured, had taken charge.


  He had immediately telephoned Dr. Ferris and had listened to crisp instructions. Now both the doctor and the ambulance he had promised to send would be here at any moment. Harrison, pale and more shaken than he cared to admit, lay covered with a blanket on the living room couch. There was nothing to do but wait.


  The Bob-Whites gathered by the window, their heads close together, quietly talking over all that had happened.


  “Harrison looks better since you washed the blood off his face,” Honey told Brian. “Even that gash on his head doesn’t look so bad.”


  “Do you think he’s seriously hurt?” Di asked, sounding anxious.


  “It’s hard to say,” Brian said. “I think he’ll need stitches, at least. And, of course, he’s had a bad shock. Spending the night in that cold cellar didn’t help, either.”


  Di put a hand on his arm. “But he will be all right, won’t he?” She tried to laugh. “I know it sounds silly, but with Dad away, I—I feel sort of responsible for seeing that the servants are—you know—”


  “Comfortable and happy?” Mart asked. “Something like that,” Di agreed. She wrinkled her pretty forehead. “I still don’t understand what Harrison was doing here in the first place, but— Why, Brian, what’s the matter?” Brian, with a sudden exclamation, had left them abruptly and was striding toward the couch. He bent over the injured man. “Harrison?” he said urgently. “Can you hear me?”


  A faint smile crossed Harrison’s pale face. The eyes, which had only just closed, now opened and looked at him. “I can hear you.”


  “I’m sure you don’t want to, but I think it’s best if you keep talking to us,” Brian said. “You may have a concussion. It’s very important that you don’t fall asleep.”


  “Are those doctor’s orders?”


  “Yes.”


  “Very well.”Harrison sighed. “I have to admit there is something I would like to tell you.” Trixie had been standing silent, deep in thought. The smell of lavender was even stronger now. What could have happened here? She crossed the room and stood by the couch. She motioned to the others to follow.


  “Are you going to tell us about last night?” she asked gently.


  “Trixie!” exclaimed Di. “I really don’t think we ought to bother Harrison with questions now.”


  “I’m sorry,” Trixie said, startled. “I only thought—”


  “If you don’t mind my saying so,” Di said stiffly, “I think that sometimes you let your bump of curiosity get the better of you. I’m sure there’s nothing mysterious about the happenings of last night.”


  Trixie glanced at her sharply. What was wrong with Di? She had a funny lah-di-dah tone in her voice that Trixie had never heard her use before. It was almost as if—that was it—as if Di were playing a part on the stage.


  And the role she’s playing is Lady Diana of the Lynch estate, Trixie thought. She was not sure she liked it.


  Di was still talking. “I’m sure Harrison had reasons for coming here last night. Those reasons are definitely his own business, and he certainly doesn’t have to tell us anything.”


  Mart laughed easily. “Why, Di,” he said, “there’s no need to sound so defensive. Of course Harrison doesn’t have to let out even one little peep if he doesn’t want to. What made you think we were about to give him the third degree?” Harrison seemed primly amused. “There is really nothing to give me the ‘third degree’ about,” he said. “In fact, what I had on my mind to tell you had nothing to do with the events of last evening.”


  Trixie thought it was funny that Di had been bossy for nothing. She couldn’t help it. She giggled.


  Di flung her an annoyed glance. “Of course, Harrison, if you want to tell us something, that’s quite all right.”


  “I was only going to say that you may count on me for tomorrow’s festivities,” Harrison said mildly. “I will be there, Miss Diana.”


  Brian made a sudden movement, as if he were about to say something. He changed his mind and contented himself instead with watching his patient closely.


  Di leaned toward the couch. “You really mustn’t worry about it,” she said in her normal tone of voice. “All of us just want you to hurry up and feel better.”


  There was an immediate murmur of agreement from the circle of young faces around the figure on the couch.


  Harrison seemed to relax almost at once. Trixie watched the faint color creep back into his cheeks. She heard him take a deep breath and saw him close his eyes, as if with relief.


  Jeepers!she thought. He’s really concerned about the bazaar tomorrow!


  “Harrison!” Brian called sharply. “Don’t fall asleep! Trixie, Mart! All of you! Keep him talking! I’m going to see if there’s any sign of that ambulance.”


  When he had gone, Di looked as though she were trying desperately to think of something to say. All she finally managed was a hesitant “We were very—well—worried about you when you didn’t come home last night.”


  There was no answer.


  The black Persian cat jumped down from the window seat and came and rubbed himself against Trixie’s ankles. She bent down and picked him up, then began to tickle him under his chin.


  “I’ll bet his name is Fluffy,” she said.


  Harrison’s eyes opened. “No, his name is Henry the Eighth. It used to be just plain Henry, but we—that is, his owner and I—think he’s got a lot of wives, you see.”


  “His owner?”


  “Mrs. Crandall. Mrs. Rose Crandall. Henry is her cat. This house belongs to her, too. She—she was called away unexpectedly yesterday. She should be home soon....” His voice faded.


  Trixie didn’t look at Di. “You came here last night to give Henry his dinner, didn’t you?”


  Di opened her mouth to protest, but something in Harrison seemed to have snapped to attention. “Now, how did you know that?”


  “Keep talking, Trix,” Jim whispered.


  Trixie said, “There was a' cat’s dish on the kitchen floor and a freshly opened can of cat food on the counter. You didn’t even have time to put it away in the refrigerator, did you?”


  Harrison seemed to be choosing his words with care. “No. I—I thought I heard a noise in the cellar, you see. I went down the stairs. I shut the door behind me and accidentally locked myself in.”


  “And your cranium?” Mart asked, trying to help Trixie keep the conversation going. “How did you come to smite your pate?”


  “Ah, that was very foolish of me,” Harrison said, “very foolish. I was trying hard to reopen the door, and I slipped and fell down the stairs.” He met Trixie’s gaze blandly. “And that’s really all there is to tell, miss—except, of course, to thank you for rescuing me. By the way, how did you know I was here?”


  “We followed the marks made by your bicycle tires,” Honey said. “When we saw the bike on the front porch, we guessed we were on the right track.”


  “You may leave the bicycle here,” Harrison said, “and I’ll retrieve it later. It will be quite safe.” He paused. “It was very fortunate for me that you did follow my trail. This house was solidly built many, many years ago. The cellar is in the rear, and I feared no one would hear my cries for help.”


  “We almost didn’t.” Honey had to raise her voice above the wail of a siren.


  “Hooray!” Mart cried. “The medicinable conveyance is here at last.”


  “And so is the doctor,” Jim said on his way to open the front door.


  Suddenly everyone seemed to be busy at once. Mart and Jim hurried outside to soothe the horses, who were frightened by the unexpected noises. Di rushed to give earnest instructions to the ambulance attendants. Even Brian ran out briefly to report to Dr. Ferris, who was climbing out of his car.


  Without a specific task to do, Honey became restless. As Trixie watched, her friend wandered around the room, almost absentmindedly closing the drawers of a desk. Then she tidied some disarranged books and straightened a greeting card that stood on the mantlepiece.


  Only Trixie remained by Harrison’s side. She glanced down at him and realized that he had been watching her as intently as she had been watching Honey.


  They looked at each other in silence.


  “There’s more to tell, isn’t there?” Trixie said quietly.


  Harrison only shook his head. “No, miss,” he said. “You’ve heard the whole story. I’ve told you everything I know.”


  But Trixie knew that he hadn’t.
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  IT SEEMED as if it were no time at all before the ambulance was on its way to the hospital. The Bob-Whites could still hear the wail of its siren long after it had disappeared around the bend in the road.


  “Well, that’s that,” Jim said, staring after it. “Now I suppose we’d better get back in the house, put everything to rights, and then get on home.”


  Brian dug his hands deep into the pockets of his jeans. “You may as well know,” he said, “there’s no chance that Harrison will be well enough to look after that bazaar tomorrow. I had guessed as much, and Dr. Ferris just confirmed it.”


  “Will they keep him in the hospital a long time?” Honey asked.


  “I don’t think so,” Brian answered cautiously, “but I can’t be sure. They’ll have to take X rays, and he may have a concussion, as you know. In that case, there’s simply no telling when he’ll be released. I’m sorry, gang, but that’s the way it is.”


  The Bob-Whites had been expecting this news, of course. It had been obvious from the moment Trixie and Honey had found the injured man.


  Di looked as if she were about to cry. “I—I’m sorry,” she faltered. “I f-feel as if somehow it’s all my fault. Oh, if only Harrison hadn’t come here last night!”


  Trixie hurried to put her arm around Di’s shoulders, her earlier irritation with her friend now completely forgotten. “Of course it isn’t your fault, Di. You mustn’t take everything so seriously. You don’t need to feel responsible for what happened. Don’t worry.” She appealed to the others. “We’ll think of some way we can go ahead with our plans for the bazaar, won’t we?”


  “Sure we will,” Jim muttered, but he didn’t sound convinced.


  “Absolutely!” Mart tried to grin.


  Brian said nothing. He scuffed at the dirt with the toe of his boot.


  Di wasn’t comforted. “I wanted everything to be so perfect tomorrow,” she whispered. “With Dad away, I felt I was sort of in charge of everything. I wanted my parents to see that I could handle the responsibility. And now this has to happen—”


  “Miss Trask!” Honey said suddenly.


  Trixie was puzzled. “What about her?”


  “Don’t you see?” Honey’s hazel eyes sparkled with excitement. “We could ask Miss Trask if she’d take over in Harrison’s place at the bazaar tomorrow.”


  “Hey!” Mart yelled. “That’s a superbly splendiferous notion!”


  “Oh, Di,” Trixie breathed, “do you think your father would agree to it?”


  All at once, Di was as excited as the others. “I think he might,” she said. “In fact, I’m almost sure he would. I’d have to call him and find out, but Dad knows how very reliable Miss Trask is. Oh, how perfect! My goodness, she’s been in charge of parties—”


  “And weddings,” Trixie added. “Don’t forget the weddings. Remember when the Wheelers’ maid Celia married Tom Delanoy?”


  “How could we possibly forget it?” Jim asked, laughing. He thought also of the time when his cousin, Juliana, had married her Dutch fiancé.


  On both occasions, Miss Trask had handled all the arrangements very efficiently indeed. It hadn’t been her fault that Trixie and the rest of the Bob-Whites had been busy solving mysteries then,too.


  “The question is,” Brian said, “will she do it?”


  “I’ll ask her as soon as we get home,” Honey promised. “In fact, we’ll all ask her. If we look sorrowful enough, how can she refuse?”


  Their hopes high once more, the Bob-Whites reentered the house.


  “We have to put everything back where we found it,” Brian ordered. “Honey, will you refold that blanket? It belongs over there in that closet. Mart, if you could just empty this bowl of water and put this towel somewhere. Trixie, Harrison was concerned about his hat. It’s still in the cellar, I guess. I promised him we wouldn’t forget it.”


  Trixie left him organizing his willing workers. She was glad of the chance to take a look at that cellar.


  Mart walked into the kitchen with the bowl of water just as she was poised at the top of the cellar steps.


  “Take care, squaw,” he said, grinning. “We don’t want another tragedy on our hands. Watch your nethermost appendages as you descend those stairs.”


  “I’ll watch my step. You just see that your graceful fingers don’t drop that bowl,” Trixie said, annoyed.


  The cellar was dark and cold, and Trixie shivered as she looked around. Judging by its thick stone walls and its two barred windows, she guessed it must have been a wine cellar at one time.


  A single unshaded bulb hung from the ceiling. When she switched it on, Trixie could see shelves of jams and jellies and canned fruits.


  A large wooden barrel smelled pleasantly of apples, and Harrison’s derby hat sat neatly on top of it.


  She picked it up, then jumped as something brushed against her leg. She saw, to her relief, that it was only Henry the Eighth.


  “I’m not surprised that we couldn’t hear Harrison when he yelled to us for help,” she told the cat. “We might never have heard him if he hadn’t thumped on the cellar door.”


  Henry looked supremely uninterested. He leaped to the top of the barrel and began to wash himself.


  When Trixie returned to the kitchen, Mart was still at the sink. “Mart,” Trixie said, putting the hat on a counter top, “I’m going to try and lock myself in the cellar.”


  “Good,” he said, without turning. “I hope you’re successful, Sherlock. Then I’ll have you in my power, heh-heh!”


  But Trixie was not successful. She hadn’t really thought she would be. She slammed the heavy door again and again, but it didn’t lock.


  When she had finished, Mart said, “What was that all about?”


  Trixie was thoughtful. “Harrison said he went into the cellar and accidentally locked himself in.”


  “So?”


  “So it’s impossible. I knew all along he wasn’t telling us the truth. Honey and I really had to struggle with that bolt to let him out.”


  Mart stared. “It was bolted, too?”


  “From the kitchen side of the door,” Trixie said. “There was no way he could have done it himself.”


  “But what does it mean?”


  “It means,” Trixie said, “that someone else was here last night, and that someone else locked Harrison in the cellar and left him there. He must know it, but for some reason, he didn’t want to tell us about it.”


  She stared down at Harrison’s derby hat as if she wished it could talk.


  “But why wouldn’t Harrison tell us?” Mart asked.


  “I don’t know.” Trixie led the way back into the living room. “But I’m sure going to try and find out.”


  “What are you going to find out?” Di asked.


  “It’s elementary, my dear Di,” Mart drawled. “Trixie’s uncovered another one of life’s little mysteries. I have never met a female with such a propensity for puzzling problems.”


  “Speaking of puzzles,” Honey said, “will you look at this? I know I shouldn’t have read it, but—well—it is sort of eye-catching.”


  She reached up to the mantelpiece and took down the greeting card that Trixie had noticed before. There was a series of drawings on the front of it.


  The Bob-Whites gathered around to see.


  “Hey!” Mart exclaimed. “There’s a picture of Hoppy, the Town Hall weather vane.”


  “And this next one looks like a drawing of Sleepyside Hollow,” said Di.


  Trixie was looking over Di’s shoulder. “Jeepers! The next picture is a drawing of a hot dog, and the one after that is a flower. I wonder if it’ s supposed to be some sort of secret code?”


  Brian frowned. “Maybe it is. Let’s see. Hoppy the weather vane, Sleepyside Hollow, a hot dog, and a flower. Nope, it doesn’t mean a thing to me.”


  “There’s more,” Honey said and opened the card.


  Inside, in bold handwriting, was a single name: Jonathan.


  “I think we ought to put it back where we found it,” Jim said. “The emergency’s over, and this is somebody’s home.”


  “And I think we should leave a note for Mrs. Crandall,” Honey said, neatly replacing the card on the mantelpiece. “She ought to be told what happened here.”


  While Brian wrote the note, Trixie stood thinking about her experiment with the cellar door. She would have liked to discuss it with the other Bob-Whites. Somehow, though, she had the feeling that Di wouldn’t like to hear that Harrison had not told the truth.


  In the end, she said nothing. I’ll talk it over with Honey later, she thought.


  At almost the same moment, Honey nudged her gently in the ribs. “I have something I want to tell you,” she whispered. “It’s the funniest thing.”


  “Funny ha-ha or funny peculiar?”


  Honey laughed. “You sound like Bobby. I meant that it’s funny peculiar. Remember when you were on the front porch calling the others?”


  “I remember.”


  “Well,” Honey whispered, “I could see old Harrison was really worried about something. When I asked him what was wrong, he said he’d let himself into the house with a spare front door key. Mrs. Crandall always keeps it under a flowerpot on the porch.”


  “We ought to put it back then,” Trixie said. “But that’s what I’m trying to tell you. Harrison wanted me to put it back for him. He was certain he’d left it on the kitchen table.”


  “But I didn’t see any key on the kitchen table when we arrived,” Trixie answered.


  “That’s just it,” Honey said. “It wasn’t there. Harrison had me search everywhere, but I never did find it. It had completely disappeared.”


  “Did you ask the others if they’d seen it?”


  “No,” Honey said slowly. “Harrison asked me not to. First, he said he was sure one of you would mention it if you found it. Then he said he probably hadn’t put it on the kitchen table at all. But I could tell he was positive he had.”


  Before she left with the others, Trixie, still carrying the derby hat, paused thoughtfully in the doorway of the little house.


  What had happened here last night? Why hadn’t Harrison told them the truth? Who was the person who had locked him in the cellar? And where was that door key? Had it really vanished?


  The more Trixie thought about it, the more puzzling it was.


  “It’s just like all the other mysteries,” Trixie said to herself. “It keeps on getting curiouser and curiouser.”
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  THE BOB-WHITES were riding home once more when Trixie suddenly called, “Gleeps! I forgot something! I meant to take another look at those alphabet trees. I don’t suppose you guys would wait while I—”


  “You’re right; we wouldn’t!” Jim grinned at her from his seat on Jupiter’s back. “As it is, Regan will be wondering what’s kept us.”


  “Besides,” Mart drawled over his shoulder, “I, for one, want to hasten to weave our enticing enchantments around Miss Trask.”


  “Knowing you, my dear brother,” Trixie retorted, urging Susie on once more, “I’m sure it wouldn’t be long before you put your foot in your mouth. Maybe you’d better leave the talking to us.”


  Mart was still trying to think of something sufficiently scathing to say in reply when the horses trotted into the Wheelers’ stable yard.


  He slid from Strawberry’s back and said at last, “Introducing one’s foot into one’s oral cavity may be a reprehensible habit, O squaw! But it is not, methinks, as bad as having a pronounced predilection for unraveling murky mysteries.”


  “What murky mysteries have you been unraveling now?” asked a cool voice.


  Gray-haired Miss Trask, who managed the Wheeler estate for Honey’s millionaire father, emerged from the stable’s fragrant interior. She looked as trim as ever in a neat tweed suit.


  Patch, Jim’s black and white springer spaniel, followed close at her heels. Patch hurried to each of the dismounting Bob-Whites in turn and received an absentminded pat on the head from each of them.


  He didn’t seem to mind the lack of attention. He sat watching everyone, his head to one side, as all the Bob-Whites began talking at once.


  It wasn’t long before Miss Trask, her bright blue eyes twinkling, held up a protesting hand. “Stop!” she cried, laughing. “I can’t hear myself think! I gather something has happened, but what can it be?”


  She listened quietly while the Bob-Whites, one by one, related the events of the afternoon. When the entire story was told, she was silent for a long moment.


  “I’m very sorry to hear that Harrison has been hurt,” she said quietly at last. “Is there anything I can do to help?”


  “Oh, yes, Miss Trask—dear Miss Trask,” Mart said promptly. “Could you—would you—?”


  “Supervise the arrangements for the bazaar tomorrow?” Miss Trask finished for him.


  The Bob-Whites held their breath.


  Slowly, Miss Trask nodded. “I don’t see why not. You must get Mr. Lynch’s permission, of course—”


  “Oh, we will! We will!” Di’s violet eyes were shining.


  “And,” Miss Trask continued smoothly, “I’ll have to ask Honey’s parents if they would mind if I—”


  “I’m sure they won’t,” Honey said quickly.


  “Very well, then.” Miss Trask smiled. “The cause is such a worthy one that, yes, I’ll be glad to do what I can.”


  After that wonderful announcement, Miss Trask could not hear herself think again for another five minutes. She was surrounded by noisy Bob-Whites, each trying to outdo the other in expressing fervent thanks.


  When some of the excitement had died down, Miss Trask said, “I hope you left everything just as you found it in Mrs. Crandall’s home.”


  “We did,” Brian answered, “and we also wrote a note explaining everything.”


  “I’m very glad to hear it,” Miss Trask said. “That poor lady has had many worries in these last few months. I wouldn’t want to think that any of you had added to them.”


  Trixie picked up Susie’s brush and turned to the little mare’s smooth black flank. “What kind of worries?” she asked.


  Miss Trask sighed. “I’m afraid it all began when Rose Crandall’s husband died,” she answered. “He used to be the curator of Sleepy-side’s Fine Arts Museum, you know.”


  “Of course!” Honey exclaimed. “Jonathan Crandall! Why didn’t I recognize the name before?” She looked across Lady’s broad back at her adopted brother. “Remember, Jim? He came to the house a couple of times to see Dad. We thought he was such a nice man.”


  “Now I remember,” Jim said thoughtfully. “Mr. Crandall died quite unexpectedly, if I recall the circumstances correctly.”


  Brian had been busy brushing Starlight. He paused to ask, “What did he die of?”


  “I think it was a heart attack,” Jim said.


  Miss Trask nodded agreement.


  “Anyway,” Jim continued, “the notice of his death was in all the newspapers at the time. In fact, I think The Sleepyside Sun had quite an article about him. And there was something else, too. Now, what on earth was it?”


  “Immediately after he died,” Miss Trask said reluctantly, “the museum discovered that a very valuable vase was missing. It had only just been lent for display for a limited time. The owner was very upset at its loss.”


  “Wow!” Mart’s eyes were round with astonishment. “Do you mean to tell us that Jonathan Crandall was a thief?”


  Miss Trask looked uncomfortable. “Many people thought so at the time.”


  “Was the vase ever found?” Brian asked.


  “No, it never was. The insurance company had to pay a great deal of money because of it.”


  “This is the first I’ve heard of any of it,” Trixie declared. “How come we didn’t know about this before?”


  “It was all very quickly hushed up for Mrs. Crandall’s sake,” Miss Trask said slowly. “Even the Sun agreed not to publish anything more about it. Rose Crandall’s family has lived here for generations, you see—almost as long as the Beldens.”


  She smiled at Trixie.


  Trixie stroked Susie’s soft nose. “But if the vase was never found,” she said, “and if everyone thought that Jonathan Crandall stole it—and if no one is allowed to talk about it—” She glanced sharply at Miss Trask. “Why, that means that everyone must still think he’s a thief. Isn’t that right?”


  Miss Trask sighed again. “I’m afraid so. People who really knew him—and I mean the people who were his friends—don’t believe he could possibly have done such a thing. But there it is. The vase was delivered to the museum late one Friday afternoon. Jonathan Crandall did receive it. Someone saw him do so.”


  “But,” Honey said slowly, “when they came to look for the vase after he died, they couldn’t find it? Is that the way it was?”


  Miss Trask agreed that that was exactly how it had been.


  “But how awful for Mrs. Crandall,” Di said. “She must be very upset that people still think such terrible things about her husband.”


  “You’re right,” said Miss Trask firmly, “and I can’t think how we got off on this subject. I shouldn’t even have mentioned it. Matters like this are best forgotten. And it was all settled long ago by the insurance company.”


  Trixie said suddenly, “I wonder where Harrison fits into all of this.”


  “Aha, my pretty!” Mart said, pretending to twirl the long ends of a nonexistent moustache. “The plot thickens!”


  Miss Trask smiled at him. “Aha, yourself!” she said. “There’s nothing mysterious about it. Harrison and Mr. Crandall were very good friends, you see. They were also enthusiastic chess players.”


  “Harrison?” Mart sounded astonished again. “He plays chess?”


  “People do, you know,” Miss Trask said dryly. “Harrison often went to Sleepyside Hollow on his evenings off, I believe.”


  It was Brian’s turn to be astonished. “Harrison told you all this?”


  Brian wasn’t the only Bob-White who couldn’t believe that Di’s butler had ever been that informative. Trixie couldn’t believe it either.


  Miss Trask laughed aloud.


  “No,” she said, “Harrison didn’t tell me. Rose Crandall and I have known each other for some time. It was she who mentioned it to me once.” Jim had been listening closely. “Does Harrison now feel, perhaps, that he should keep an eye on things for his friend’s widow? I mean, he went over there to feed the cat. He didn’t seem to think it was at all strange to have been asked to do it.”


  “That’s very perceptive of you, Jim,” Miss Trask said, turning to leave. “Yes, I believe Harrison does still try to help his friend’s widow every chance he gets.”


  After she had gone, the Bob-Whites were silent. Even Patch sat still. His big brown eyes were watching Jim.


  Trixie watched Jim, too. She thought it was just like him to have understood immediately the loyalty that Harrison might feel for his friend. Maybe it was because Jim had been friendless himself, until the Wheelers adopted him.


  Trixie also felt that maybe Jim’s remark had helped her to understand Harrison a little better. Before today, he had seemed to her to be just Di’s butler—a reserved, quiet man who was good at his job. She had never given much thought to the fact that he, too, was a human being with feelings and loyalties of his own.


  All the same, she thought, I still want to tell Honey about that cellar door.


  


  In spite of Trixie’s eagerness to talk to Honey alone, she had no chance to do so for the rest of the afternoon. There was work to be done.


  When Regan realized that the Bob-Whites had returned, he hurried to the stables. Under his watchful eye, the teen-agers worked industriously, first with the horses, then with the tack.


  Patch, disappointed that Jim obviously had no time to play with him, turned and trotted away toward the house.


  Trixie watched him go. She found herself wishing that one day Reddy might be as well behaved. It was impossible, of course. Or was it?


  It was almost suppertime before Regan was satisfied that his beloved horses had come to no harm from their afternoon’s outing.


  The tack had been polished and rehung on the stable wall—stirrups on leathers, girths thrown over saddles, bridles on the hooks right under the saddle pegs. Even Di had stayed there to help.


  “Fine!” Regan said at last. “Everything’s fine! You’ve done well, all of you!”


  “In that case,” Honey said, sounding relieved, “I’d better find Miss Trask again. We have a very important question to ask my parents.”


  “And I,” Di said, “have a telephone call I can’t wait to make.”


  Brian hurried home to Crabapple Farm to see about his long-ignored chores. But Mart stood watching Di as she rode back up the hill.


  “Maybe I should have gone with her to talk with Mr. Lynch,” he said. He threw Trixie a triumphant look out of the corner of his eye. “Some people think that I put my feet in my mouth. The truth is that I only put my feet under the dining room table.” And with that parting shot, he strolled away, his hands in his pockets.


  Trixie sighed. “I suppose what he means is that he’s hungry again.”


  Regan grunted. “Is there ever a time when he isn’t?”


  Suddenly Trixie chuckled. “I wonder if Mart will be able to be as en-enticingly enchanting when he gives Reddy his obedience lessons.”


  Jim came up behind her. “What’s all this about Mart giving Reddy lessons?”


  Trixie picked up Harrison’s derby hat, which Di had forgotten to take home. She stuck it on her head and grinned.


  “I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again.” She tipped the hat jauntily over one eye. “Mart will never train that dog to do as we want. Never!”
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  OVER SUPPER that evening, Trixie listened quietly while Brian and Mart told the rest of the family about their afternoon adventure.


  “And when she heard the news,” Brian said, “Miss Trask was great! She offered to help us at the bazaar tomorrow.”


  “Thanks to me,” Mart reminded him, “and if Di gets her father’s permission.”


  “In the meantime,” Brian continued, “Harrison is being well looked after at the hospital. His head has been stitched up, and they’ll find out the results of the X rays soon.”


  “How do you know?” Mart asked, his mouth full of roast beef and potatoes.


  “I called Dr. Ferris a while ago,” Brian said. “Don’t talk with your mouth full, Mart,” their mother said. “It’s bad for the digestion.”


  “Are Brussels sprouts bad for the ’gestion, too?” Bobby asked hopefully, eyeing the vegetables on his plate.


  “They’re very good for the digestion,” Helen Belden answered firmly. “Aren’t they, Brian?” But Brian was busy pursuing a thought of his own. “Miss Trask was telling us about the curator of Sleepyside’s Fine Arts Museum, Dad. Was there anything mysterious about his death?” Peter Belden, their banker father, frowned. “No, there was nothing mysterious about it. It was a heart attack, plain and simple. It was very unexpected, that’s all. Jonathan Crandall had had a weak heart for some time. No one thought it was quite as serious as it turned out to be.” Trixie said suddenly, “Miss Trask told us about the missing vase, too. Was it really that valuable?”


  “It was priceless,” Mr. Belden said quietly. “It was Ming, you see.”


  “Wow!” Mart exclaimed. “A real honest-to-goodness genuine Ming? I’ve never clapped my illustrious orbs on one yet. No wonder the owner of it was upset.”


  “What’s so great about a Ming vase?” Trixie asked. “Is it especially beautiful, or what?”


  Her father thought for a moment.


  “Well, I’m no expert on the subject of beauty,” he said, “and I only saw a picture of that vase. It was pale green in color. It was somewhat squat in shape, and it looked as if it were made out of thick pottery.”


  Trixie felt bewildered. “It doesn’t sound very beautiful to me. I don’t understand. What makes it worth so much money?”


  Her father laughed. “I’m not really an expert on that, either. But once I was told that anything from the Ming dynasty is valuable because, you see, so little of it remains in the world today.” Mart helped himself to more roast potatoes. “Let’s see,” he said. “I had to read up on that period just the other day for my world history class.” He closed his eyes briefly. “ ‘The Ming dynasty ruled China between the fourteenth and seventeenth centuries.’ ” He opened his eyes and looked at Trixie. “You’d know that if you would only read your history books.”


  “You only read them because you have to,” Trixie retorted.


  “Maybe yes, and maybe no,” Mart said smugly. “But wait! There’s more.” He closed his eyes once more.


  Bobby looked interested. “Is Mart going to sleep?” he asked.


  “No,” Trixie said in a loud whisper. “He’s only showing off—as usual.”


  Mart ignored her. “ ‘The finest achievement of Chinese ceramics,’ ” he droned, “ ‘is often considered to be the excellent monochromatic porcelain of the Ming period.’ ” He opened his eyes and grinned proudly. “I got that from my history book, too.”


  “I still don’t know what it means,” Trixie said. Peter Belden laughed. “I’m not sure that I do, either,” he said. “But I do know that the insurance company has offered a very large reward for the recovery of the Ming vase.”


  Trixie was quiet for a long time.


  “Dad,” she said at last, “do you think Mr. Crandall stole the vase?”


  Mr. Belden pushed his chair back from the table.


  “I don’t know,” he said slowly. “I really don’t know. Jonathan Crandall always seemed to me to be a fine man—hardworking and honest. I always thought of him, in banking terms, that is, as a good risk. But now—?” He shrugged.


  Trixie was thoughtful as she cleared the table and prepared to wash the dishes. She respected her father’s opinion. Obviously he wasn’t at all sure whether Jonathan Crandall was in fact guilty or innocent.


  If Mr. Crandall was innocent, though, who did steal the Ming vase? And, more important, where was it now?


  Something else was worrying Trixie, too— something she wished she didn’t have to think about. “But I know I’ve got to,” she muttered to herself, “and I’ve got to think about it right now!”


  By the time the dishes were done, she still had not made up her mind what to do about her problem.


  Mart, on the other hand, knew well what to do about his. He stood in the kitchen and stared thoughtfully at Reddy. Reddy stared back and wagged his tail.


  “Now,” Mart said to him firmly, “I need your leash, old boy. I need my book that tells us all about training canines like you. And I need your undivided attention. Good dog, good old boy!” He patted Reddy’s head.


  Reddy looked interested. So did Bobby.


  “Should I go get the book, Mart?” Bobby asked, his eyes shining.


  “Let him go get it himself,” Trixie snapped. “He needs the exercise.”


  “Tut-tut, little sister,” Mart drawled. “Are you


  worried because you think you’re going to lose your bet?”


  So Mart had already sensed that something was worrying her! That was the trouble with having an almost-twin. Often each one knew what the other was thinking.


  Trixie was glad that this time Mart had guessed wrong. “I’m sorry, Mart,” she said. “It’s something else I’ve got on my mind. I’ll go get your book for you. Heaven knows you need all the help you can get. I think Reddy’s got a mischievous look in his eye.”


  She could feel Mart watching her as she left the kitchen. She was glad, though, that she hadn’t told him her problem. He might have thought it was funny.


  She had only just reached the head of the stairs when the phone rang.


  “I’ll get it,” she called and ran along the hall to the extension by the dormer window seat.


  An excited Honey was on the other end of the line. “Trix?” she cried. “Guess what! It’s all set for tomorrow. My parents said Miss Trask could help us, and Mr. Lynch said it was okay with him, too. Isn’t that great? Di called me a few minutes ago. Wow! Is she happy!”


  “I’m glad,” Trixie said quietly, “and I know the boys will be, too. Speaking of the boys, has anyone told Dan what’s been going on?”


  “I told him,” Honey said. “I phoned him first. There’s good news from him, too. He’s got the whole day off tomorrow. He says he doesn’t want to miss out on any more excitement. Isn’t that terrific?”


  “Terrific,” Trixie agreed unenthusiastically. There was a small silence.


  “Trixie?” Honey’s voice was puzzled. “Is anything wrong? Your voice doesn’t sound right.” Suddenly Trixie couldn’t keep her troubles to herself any longer. “Oh, Honey!” she wailed. “I’ve got a horrible suspicion that I’ve done something really dumb! Remember Henry the Eighth?”


  Honey’s chuckle floated over the telephone wire. “How could I forget your monster!”


  Trixie lowered her voice. “But that’s just it. I think I have forgotten him. Oh, Honey! I think I’ve left him locked in that cellar.”


  Honey gasped. “You couldn’t have!”


  “But I could have,” Trixie insisted. “Henry followed me down the cellar steps. I know that for sure. But I don’t remember him following me back up. Did you see him after I came back to the living room with Harrison’s hat? Think!”


  “I am thinking.”


  “And-?”


  Honey groaned. “And I didn’t.”


  “He’s locked in that cellar,” Trixie wailed again. “I just know he is.”


  Honey sounded uncertain. “But Harrison said Henry’s owner would be home again. I wouldn’t worry, Trixie, really! Mrs. Crandall will find him.”


  “But suppose she doesn’t? Suppose she doesn’t get home till tomorrow? Or the day after that? Henry has no food or water down there. Harrison said that Mrs. Crandall would be home soon, but he didn’t tell us how long ‘soon’ is!” This time the silence was longer.


  Then Honey said in a small voice, “Are you trying to tell me that you want to go back to that house? Tonight?”


  “Yes,” Trixie said slowly, “I guess that’s just what I’m trying to tell you.”


  “But it’s nearly dark,” Honey cried, “and— and the woods will be spooky. Anyway, how would we get back in? We locked everything up, and the door key’s missing, remember?”


  Trixie said, “Listen, I’ll think of all that later. But for now, we could take our bikes and zip along to Sleepyside Hollow and be back in nothing flat. Oh, Honey, do say you’ll come with me. If I tell Brian or Mart how dumb I’ve been, they’ll tease me forever. Besides, I’ve simply got to talk to you. It’s about that cellar door.”


  Honey let out her breath in one long sigh. “All right,” she said. “I’ll come. I’ll call for you in ten minutes, okay?” She hung up.


  Trixie grabbed a warm sweater from her room and went to find Mart’s book. She felt as if a huge weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She was sure now that she’d made the right decision. She would never be able to sleep tonight if she didn’t go back to Sleepyside Hollow. The thought of a cold and hungry Henry would keep her awake.


  All the same, she wished that Honey hadn’t put a certain thought into her head.


  Will the woods be spooky tonight?


  


  Honey’s ten minutes turned out to be twenty. It was almost dark when she arrived at last at Crabapple Farm.


  “I’m sorry,” she told Trixie breathlessly, jumping off her bicycle. “I would have been here sooner, but just as I was ready to leave, Di called again.”


  Trixie stared. “I hope Mr. Lynch didn’t change his mind. I already told the boys that he’d said it was all okay.”


  Honey laughed.


  “No, he didn’t change his mind. But it is another one of those funny-peculiar things. It’s about Harrison’s bike.”


  Trixie was busy with her own bicycle. She checked the tires for the last time and made sure the front light was working.


  “Harrison’s bike?” she said. “What about it?”


  “Di told me she’d just asked all the servants, and they’re positive Harrison doesn’t have a bicycle. It doesn’t belong to any of the Lynch staff, either.”


  “That is peculiar,” Trixie agreed. “I wonder where he got it?”


  But it was Honey’s turn to stare. She gazed over Trixie’s shoulder to the area where the picnic table stood.


  “What's that?”


  Trixie didn’t even bother to look. “That,” she said, “is my brother Mart giving Reddy obedience lessons.”


  “But Mart’s underneath the table!” Honey exclaimed.


  Trixie grinned. “So’s Reddy. Mart’s been trying to persuade him to come out for the last ten minutes. Reddy doesn’t want to.” She chuckled. “Mart is fit to be tied. He thought it was all going to be so easy, but he can’t even get close enough to put Reddy on the leash. Reddy’s not used to being on a leash.


  “Come on!” Trixie said firmly. “Let’s not worry about them. We’ve got troubles of our own, and I told Moms we’d be right back.”


  Soon they were riding swiftly along Glen Road toward the place that, even now, they were calling ‘Harrison’s Trail.’


  While they rode, Trixie told Honey about her experiment with the cellar door. “Mart didn’t seem to think it was at all strange,” she said. “He called it one of life’s little mysteries. But jeepers! I don’t think it’s a little mystery at all.”


  Honey didn’t think so, either. For the rest of the way, they tried to find an explanation for Harrison’s puzzling behavior.


  They were no nearer to a solution when they reached the beginning of the trail. Honey would have preferred to stop and talk a little longer about certain things—such as whether it wouldn’t be much better to turn around at once and go home!


  But Trixie didn’t hesitate. She plunged into the woods. Soon the beam from her bicycle’s headlight was appearing and disappearing among the sturdy trees as she followed the winding trail up the hill. Slowly, timidly, Honey followed, her bicycle weaving nervously from side to side on the narrow path.


  The two friends could smell again the pleasant scent of fragrant pines and pungent spruces. They could hear the movement of small night creatures rustling among the trees and bushes. An owl hooted. A bullfrog croaked. And far in the distance, a dog began to bark and bark and didn’t stop.


  “Trixie?” Honey called in a quavering voice. “See? I was right.”


  “You usually are,” Trixie called cheerfully over her shoulder. “But what were you right about this time?”


  “The woods,” Honey gasped, pedaling as hard as she could. “They really are spooky!”


  Then, just as they both felt they could pedal no farther, the woods stopped. Sleepyside Hollow lay below them.


  It took only a glance to tell them that someone was home. Cheerful lights blazed from every window of the little house. From the chimney, a wisp of gray smoke rose lazily in the cool evening air.


  “Good!” Honey said, vastly relieved. “Now we don’t have to go any farther. I told you that everything would be all right. Come on, Trixie, let’s go home.”


  “But we have to go down there, Honey, don’t you see?” Trixie said slowly. “I’ve got to make sure that Henry’s been found.”


  Honey groaned aloud but good-naturedly began to follow Trixie down the hill.


  She was just thinking that, at last, the scary part of the journey was over, when Trixie’s hand suddenly reached out and gripped the handlebars of her bicycle.


  “Quick!” Trixie whispered urgently. “Turn out your light!”


  Bewildered, Honey obeyed. “But what— why—?” Her voice faded into stunned silence as she followed Trixie’s pointing finger.


  There in the clearing, close to the house, was a sight the girls would never forget as long as they lived.


  A figure on horseback appeared silently through the trees. It sat motionless in the wide beam of light that streamed from an uncurtained window. It had broad shoulders. It wore a long, flowing black cloak.


  But there was one thing the rider did not have.


  “Oh, Honey!” Trixie gasped. “He has no head!”
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  TRIXIE AND HONEY felt as if they had been turned to stone. They could feel the cold metal of their bicycles under their nerveless hands, but their muscles were numb.


  They thought they made neither sound nor movement, but the ghostly figure seemed to stiffen. Its body turned as if to look in their direction. For a long moment, it hesitated.


  “Jeepers!” Trixie whispered. “It’s going to ride this way.”


  It didn’t. Suddenly, as silently as they had appeared, both horse and rider were gone.


  Trixie strained her eyes to peer across the clearing. What had happened was impossible, but it had happened—the headless horseman had vanished into thin air!


  Trixie let out her breath in one long gasp. “I don’t believe it!” she exclaimed. “I simply don’t believe it! Come on, Honey! He can’t have just disappeared. Let’s follow him.”


  “F-Follow him? Are you k-kidding?” Honey sounded as if she were about to faint. “You can’t f-follow ghosts, Trix. The only place I’m going is home!”


  “Listen, Honey,” said Trixie, in her most reasonable tone of voice, “you don’t really believe, any more than I do, that that was a ghost.”


  “I believe! I believe!” Honey said devoutly.


  “It’s just someone trying to scare us. I’m sure of it,” Trixie answered.


  “But why would anyone want to do that?” Honey wailed. “No one knew we were coming here. And how come you’re so brave all of a sudden? This afternoon you saw a cat and had a pink fit. This evening you saw a h-headless h-horseman, and you want to chase him.”


  “This is different,” Trixie answered, though she wasn’t exactly sure why it should be.


  “You’ve obviously forgotten the story of the headless horseman, Trix. I had to read it when I was in the fourth grade.”


  “I did, too,” Trixie said. “But that’s all it was—a story.”


  Honey shook her head vigorously. “But it wasn’t! People say that there really was a ghostly rider. It was a Hessian soldier who died in battle. Now his ghost rides through the woods—”


  “Not these woods,” Trixie said firmly. “That all happened around Tarry town a long time ago.”


  “Maybe it did. And maybe the ghost decided he needed a change of scenery and came here. But whatever he did, I’m scared. Oh, let’s go home, please, Trixie! Trixie? Where are you?”


  But her friend wasn’t there. For one heart-stopping moment, Honey thought that Trixie, too, had disappeared into thin air.


  Soon, however, she could just distinguish the dim outline of her friend ahead of her. She was walking her bicycle down the hill and into the clearing. Honey saw her stop and bend over something on the ground.


  “Honey!” Trixie’s urgent whisper floated up to her. “Come here! There’s something I’ve got to show you.”


  As Honey hesitated, the front door of the little frame house opened. A stream of light illuminated the yellow bicycle that Harrison had left propped against the front porch. It shone on Trixie as, slowly, she straightened up and stood waiting.


  “Is—is anyone there?” called a gray-haired woman who stood in the doorway.


  “Mrs. Crandall?” Trixie said at once, moving toward her. “It’s only us. I’m Trixie Belden, and this—” she waved a hand at Honey, who was coming slowly, reluctantly, to join her—“is my friend Honey Wheeler. We were here this afternoon.”


  “Oh, my dears!” The front door opened wide. “Come in, come in. I knew I heard someone out there. My sister told me I was imagining things, but I knew I wasn’t. Leave your bikes on the porch. They’ll be quite safe.”


  While the girls obeyed, Mrs. Crandall continued to talk. It was as if, Trixie thought, she felt immensely relieved to see them. Trixie wondered if she had been expecting to see someone else—or something else—out there.


  Mrs. Crandall, neatly dressed in blouse and skirt, told them that she had only just returned from Croton-on-Hudson. Her brown eyes twinkled when she told them that she had brought her sister home with her to keep her company for a few days. As for Harrison’s accident—


  “I still don’t understand how the poor man came to shut himself in my cellar,” she declared, leading the way into the cozy living room. “I read your brother’s note, of course, but I never knew that door to slam quite that way before.” Now that she was safely inside the house, Honey also seemed to be relieved. She was still breathing hard, as though she’d been running a race. But she was feeling brave enough, Trixie noticed, to smile at the other occupant of the room, a plump little woman who was smiling at them both.


  “This is my sister, Mrs. Polly Ward,” Mrs. Crandall said. “Polly, you said you wanted to meet the Good Samaritans who were here this afternoon. Well, here are two of them: Trixie Belden and Honey Wheeler.”


  Mrs. Ward shook hands with them warmly. “My, what a treat this is!” she exclaimed. “We were just wondering what on earth could have happened this afternoon. Now here you are to tell us all about it.” She patted the couch beside her. “Come and sit down, both of you.”


  As they obeyed, Mrs. Crandall looked closely at Honey. “Why, child,” she said, “you’re as white as a sheet. Is anything wrong?”


  Just in time, Honey caught Trixie’s warning shake of the head.


  “N-No,” she said. “It’s just that—uh—we— uh— You tell about it, Trix!”


  “We both got a little out of breath riding uphill through the woods,” Trixie said promptly. “That was some ride, wasn’t it, Honey?”


  Honey didn’t answer. She was staring at something that came toward her and brushed lovingly against her ankles. It was the cat, Henry!


  Trixie gasped. “Oh, Mrs. Crandall! I’m so glad to see him!” she cried. “Honey and I came here tonight because I thought I’d accidentally locked Henry in the cellar. We weren’t sure when you’d be home, you see


  “And so you dear girls came all the way back here to rescue him,” Mrs. Crandall said quietly. “How very kind and thoughtful of you.”


  “You were very kind to us once,” Trixie reminded her shyly. “My brother’s car broke down, and you let us use your phone.”


  Mrs. Crandall chuckled. “My,” she said, “that was nothing. Neighbors should help each other.” Honey looked embarrassed. “It was all Trixie’s idea to come here tonight,” she said. “I didn’t want to come—even for Henry. I—I knew those woods were going to be spooky.”


  “Spooky?” Mrs. Crandall sounded startled. “Honey,” Trixie broke in quickly, “why don’t you tell Mrs. Crandall and Mrs. Ward about what happened here this afternoon. Tell them about how Henry scared me.”


  Honey did, and soon they were all laughing at the story of Trixie’s monster. After that, it was easy for the two girls to tell again what had happened that afternoon.


  As they talked, Trixie relaxed and looked around the now-familiar room.


  Yes, the Bob-Whites had done a good job of removing all signs of their presence. Even the odor of lavender perfume was not as strong as it had been that afternoon.


  Instead, the room now smelled pleasantly of wood smoke. Someone had started a fire in the wide fireplace, and it blazed and crackled cheerfully.


  Above it, on the mantelpiece, stood the greeting card, its secret code as tantalizing as ever. Trixie longed to ask about it, but she couldn’t quite bring herself to do so.


  She did tell Mrs. Crandall everything she knew about the state of Harrison’s health. Then she told her quietly about the cellar door.


  “And it was locked and bolted when Honey and I arrived,” she said. “I was wondering if you could think of any reason for someone to have locked Harrison in the cellar.”


  Mrs. Crandall shook her head in bewilderment. “Even now,” she said, “I can’t really believe it happened. As for the door being bolted from the outside—well, are you sure it was? I mean, dear, you had just had that scare with Henry. Maybe you were still feeling—forgive me—a little panicky. Maybe you just thought it was bolted.”


  “No,” Honey said slowly, “it was bolted, all right. I saw it, too, and I wasn’t panicky.”


  “Your spare key to the front door is missing, too,” Trixie said. “Honey looked for it everywhere.”


  Polly Ward said, “You know what I think, Rose? I think it was all done by that same dreadful person who played that stupid practical joke on you yesterday.”


  Trixie looked at her sharply. “What practical joke?”


  Rose Crandall sighed. “Someone—I couldn’t tell if it was a man or a woman—called me on the telephone early yesterday evening,” she said. “The message I received was not kind. It was not kind at all.”


  “What Rose is trying to say,” Polly Ward explained, “is that someone called her and said I had been taken seriously ill. They said I had been rushed to Croton Hospital. Can you believe it? Well, what would you do in a situation like that? Rose and I are very fond of each other.” She leaned forward and patted her sister’s hand. “So, of course, she came at once.”


  Trixie’s voice was low. “What happened next?”


  “I didn’t stop for anything,” Mrs. Crandall said. “I jumped into my car immediately and drove to Croton-on-Hudson just as fast as I could get there.” Her brown eyes filled with tears. “I arrived at the hospital and hurried inside. You can imagine how I felt!”


  “Of course,” Polly Ward continued with the story, “no one at the hospital knew anything about me or about any telephone call. If you ask me, Rose, I still think you should have reported the whole incident to the police.”


  “From the hospital,” Mrs. Crandall said, “I drove immediately to Polly’s house. And there she was, as fit and as well as ever.” She smiled fondly at her sister. “As for calling the police, I couldn’t see that it would solve anything. I can’t think who would have done such a deliberately cruel thing. I’d prefer to forget it. It’s just as I told Polly last night: It was someone’s idea of a joke.”


  While Rose Crandall was talking, Henry leaped onto Trixie’s lap and collapsed in a warm heap. Trixie stroked his soft head and tickled him under his chin. She was promptly rewarded by a very loud and contented purr.


  “Poor old Henry,” Mrs. Ward said, watching him. “He must have wondered what was going on. Rose left the house so fast yesterday that she forgot to leave him any supper.”


  Trixie’s fingers stopped tickling. “So she called Harrison from Croton last night?”


  Honey gasped. “Harrison’s mysterious phone call!”


  Mrs. Crandall laughed.


  “Yes,” she said, “I called him. Polly invited me to spend the night. Her husband’s away for a few days on a business trip. I was still very upset, so I was glad to accept. But I had to make some arrangement about Henry, you see—even if he is sometimes a bad cat.”


  “Bad cat?” Honey said, laughing. “He doesn’t look bad to me.”


  Henry purred louder than ever.


  “Ah,” Mrs. Crandall said, “but sometimes looks are deceiving. You see, he knocked over a large bottle of lavender cologne upstairs in my bedroom.”


  “So that was it!” Trixie leaned down to Henry’s ear and said, “You rascal!”


  Henry merely settled himself more comfortably on her lap.


  “Because I wasn’t here last night,” went on


  Mrs. Crandall, “I think Henry made himself at home on my bed.”


  “While Harrison had to make do with a cold cellar,” Honey added.


  Mrs. Crandall looked down at her hands. “Yes,” she said, “and I am very sorry indeed to have caused him so much trouble. He has been a very good friend to me this past year. There have been times when I don’t know what I’d have done without him.”


  Suddenly, Polly Ward laughed. “Rose, will you please put this poor child out of her misery?” She shot an amused glance at Trixie. “She keeps on staring up at your card on the mantelpiece. You don’t have to be a mind reader to figure out that she’s dying to find out what it says.” Embarrassed at having been caught, Trixie began to protest. Then she laughed. “I’m sorry,” she said, “we couldn’t help noticing it this afternoon. I know we shouldn’t have looked at it, but—”


  Rose Crandall stood up and took the card down from the mantelpiece. She appeared delighted to explain.


  “This was the last card I received from my husband before he died,” she said simply. She handed it to Trixie. “That’s why I treasure it. He often sent me cards just like that one. Oh, the message was different each time. But it always had puzzle pictures on it.”


  Polly Ward chuckled. “Jonathan was a great one for puzzles,” she said. “He loved them.”


  Rose Crandall waved a hand at the bookshelves. “He loved mystery stories, too, as you can see. Sometimes I think he must have read every mystery and detective book that was ever written. One of his favorite authors was Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. He wrote the Sherlock Holmes adventures, you know.”


  “Jonathan liked to make up puzzles of his own, too,” Polly Ward added. “The card you’re holding, Trixie, is a good example of it.”


  “You must look at the pictures,” Mrs. Crandall said, her eyes twinkling, “and read aloud what you see.”


  Trixie frowned. “I can see Hoppy, the Town Hall weather vane,” she said slowly. “I can see a drawing of Sleepyside Hollow. I can see a hot dog. I can see a flower. And I still can’t see that it means anything.”


  The two sisters looked at each other and laughed aloud.


  “You’ve almost got it,” Mrs. Crandall said, “but not quite.” She pointed. “This is Hoppy. This is a hollow. This is a wienie, and this is a rose. My name is Rose. Put it all together.”


  Suddenly, Trixie shouted with laughter, too. “And did you receive this card last October?” Rose Crandall smiled and nodded.


  “What is it, Trixie?” Honey asked, taking the card from her hand. “What does it mean?”


  “Oh, don’t you see?” Trixie cried. “It says: Hoppy. Hollow. Wienie. Rose. If you say it quickly, you’ll get the message: ‘Happy Halloween, Rose.’ Oh, what a terrible pun!”


  They were still laughing when Trixie realized that they had been at the little house far longer than she had intended.


  “I promised Honey we would zip here and back home again in nothing flat,” she confessed. “We must go. It’s dark, and our folks will be getting worried.”


  “Then why not phone them?” Mrs. Crandall suggested. “I could make some hot chocolate for all of us. Then, if you’d like, you could leave your bicycles here. I’d be glad to drive you home.” From the expression on Honey’s face, Trixie could tell that she was thinking of that long, dark ride back through the woods.


  “What a perfect idea!” Honey exclaimed. “Let’s, Trixie! Jim could drive back here early tomorrow morning, before the bazaar, to pick up the bikes in the station wagon.”


  Trixie grinned.


  “How can I refuse?” she told them all. “And thank you; the hot chocolate sounds delicious.” The two girls made their telephone calls and received permission to stay a little longer.


  “As long as you’re sure,” Trixie’s mother added, “that Mrs. Crandall won’t mind bringing you home.”


  “I’m sure, Moms,” Trixie answered. “And say, before you go, how did Mart and Reddy get along with the lessons?”


  “Not well, I’m afraid,” Mrs. Belden said, chuckling. “I think that Reddy taught Mart, instead of the other way around. As far as I can see, that dog delights in doing exactly the opposite of what he’s told.”


  When Trixie hung up, Rose Crandall and her sister hurried to the kitchen. Soon Trixie and Honey could smell the mouth-watering fragrances of hot chocolate and cinnamon toast.


  Trixie wandered over to the bookshelves, and soon Honey joined her.


  “I’m glad we got to stay,” Honey whispered. “But why wouldn’t you let me tell Mrs. Crandall about the headless horseman?”


  “I think,” Trixie said quietly, “that she’s already worried enough. Besides, I have an idea she’s seen him before.”


  Honey looked startled. “You mean tonight


  wasn’t the first time the ghost appeared?”


  Trixie looked thoughtful. “I’m sure it wasn’t,” she said.


  “How do you know?” Honey shivered and looked apprehensively toward the window.


  Trixie said, “Remember I wanted you to see something I found on the ground? Well, it was the strangest thing.”


  Honey was almost afraid to ask. “What was it?”


  “I found a footprint,” Trixie said slowly. “Well—it was a hoofprint, really. And Honey, you’ll never guess what! It looked as if it had been made by a horse wearing socks!”
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  WHEN TRIXIE ARRIVED HOME, she went first to find her mother. Then she hurried away to talk to Mart and Brian. She found them in the farmhouse kitchen.


  The large room looked even more cozy by night than it did by day. The polished maple furniture and gleaming copper utensils glowed softly in the lamplight. Treasured china waited on plate racks and cup hooks. Trixie liked this room almost better than any other in the old house.


  “I’m glad you’re still up,” she told her brothers. “I’ve got such a lot to tell you.”


  “I’ll bet,” Mart answered over his shoulder.


  He was busy at the refrigerator. “What you want to tell us is how sorry you are that you weren’t here to help Bobby get ready for bed.”


  “No,” Trixie said guiltily, “that isn’t it. As a matter of fact, I forgot all about him.”


  “Tut-tut!” Mart drawled. “Then what a very good thing it is that you have a kindhearted brother who did it for you.”


  Trixie pretended to misunderstand. She turned to her eldest brother, who was seated at the table, watching her.


  “Did you do that for me, Brian?” she asked, her blue eyes twinkling. “Did you really help wash Bobby and put him to bed?”


  Brian chuckled. “And don’t forget the telling of the all-important bedtime story. I believe it involved sisters who don’t do their chores and dogs who won’t do as they are told.”


  With the toe of his shoe, he gently nudged Reddy, who lay sprawled on the rug by his chair.


  Reddy didn’t move. He was sound asleep. He had had a very enjoyable, though tiring, evening.


  “Did the bedtime story have a happy ending?” Trixie asked Mart. Then she gasped. “You’re not going to eat all that!”


  Mart had turned away from the refrigerator, his arms full. Trixie saw packages of ham, bologna, and three different kinds of cheese. She saw a jar of mayonnaise and one of peanut butter. She saw two tomatoes, a head of lettuce, a bottle of catsup, and a jar of homemade sweet pickles.


  Mart carefully deposited all of it on the kitchen counter. He reached into an upper cupboard for a large bag of potato chips. Then he turned to find the bread.


  “To answer your question about the required happy ending to the bedtime story,” he said at last, licking his fingers, “suffice it to say that the sister was irretrievably lost in the woods. The disobedient dog was made into frankfurters. And the small boy to whom the story was told went to sleep with a gratified grin on his face.”


  “I don’t believe you told him a story anything like that, Mart Belden!” Trixie declared. “You know it would give Bobby nightmares. Oh, listen, please, both of you. Talking about nightmares—”


  Mart built himself a towering sandwich, one layer of which was peanut butter and potato chips. Then, as he began to eat it all, Trixie told them what had happened.


  When she had finished, Mart chewed thoughtfully for a moment. “Now I’ve heard everything,” he said finally. “A headless horseman? But that doesn’t make sense.”


  “I know,” Trixie said. “Honey thought it might be a real ghost. She said there is a real one. It’s a Hessian soldier.” Trixie shivered, even though the kitchen was still warm and fragrant from her mother’s baking.


  Mart shook his head. “Even if there is such a ghost, I’ve never heard of it haunting our woods.”


  “That’s what I told Honey,” Trixie said eagerly. “And the only other story I remember about a headless horseman is ‘The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,’ about the schoolteacher named Ichabod Crane.”


  “Ah, yes,” Mart mumbled through his sandwich. “Skinny Ichabod, who used to whip his pupils. His troubles began when he decided to woo a fair damsel named Katrina Van Tassel. But she had another chap after her, too. His name was Brom Bones, and he wanted the lady all to himself.”


  “We all know the story, Mart,” said Trixie impatiently.


  Mart ignored her and dropped his voice to an eerie whisper. “Late one night,” he said, “Ichabod was on his way home from a quilting party. He was plodding along through the spooky woods, on an old horse, when all at once, a horse and rider appeared in the gloom. The rider was 108


  huge, misshapen, and as black as the night itself. And”—Mart’s voice rose dramatically—“it had no head! The terrified schoolmaster dug his heels into his horse’s sides and galloped away as fast as he could.


  “The headless horseman came after him— closer and closer. Then, just as old Ichabod thought he was safe, he looked back over his shoulder.”


  “And?” prompted Brian, enjoying Mart’s theatrics.


  “And there was the phantom standing up in his stirrups. He held something in his hand— something horrible and round—and he was getting ready to throw it! It was his head!”


  “His head?” exclaimed Brian in a suitably horrified voice.


  “The ghost hurled it straight at the schoolteacher. It hit him squarely on his cranium. Ichabod tumbled headlong into the dust. And in another instant, the black horse and its headless rider rushed past like a whirlwind and were never seen again!”


  “For pete’s sake,” Trixie said, “you’re going to give yourself nightmares, Mart. Now finish off the story. It’s getting late.”


  Mart looked disappointed. “I like it just the way it is, but all right. The next day, the townspeople went looking for their schoolteacher. They found his horse, and they found a shattered pumpkin.”


  “A pumpkin?” both Trixie and Brian obediently echoed.


  “But they never found Ichabod Crane. Some folks thought he had run away. Some thought the goblins had got him. Jolly old Brom Bones led the fair Katrina in triumph to the altar, And forever after, he laughed when anyone mentioned the pumpkin, so you can draw your own conclusions.”


  Trixie sighed. “What the story is really saying is that Brom Bones dressed up like a headless ghost to scare old Ichabod out of his wits and out of town. Well, Washington Irving certainly made up a better story than the one you supposedly told Bobby.”


  “Not really,” Mart said loftily. “It’s just that I’m an excellent storyteller.”


  Brian broke in to change the subject. “I’ve been thinking about that cellar door, and I think maybe Mrs. Ward was right. It was a practical joke.”


  “Some joke!” Trixie exclaimed. “Harrison could have been badly hurt in that cellar.”


  “But the person who locked him in wasn’t to know that, Trixie,” Brian pointed out. “I’m not trying to make any excuses for whoever it was. It was a really dumb thing to do. But when Harrison fell and hit his head, he did that himself.” Trixie yawned. “Well, I think there’s something going on that we don’t know anything about. Anyway, Honey said she’ll have Jim stop by here in the station wagon early tomorrow to take me back to Sleepyside Hollow.”


  “But the bazaar is tomorrow,” Brian objected. “We’ve still got plenty to do, you know, without you dashing off after unsolved mysteries.”


  “Jim and I won’t be long,” Trixie said, “and the bazaar doesn’t start till one o’clock. Besides, we’ll be picking up more donations from two of our good friends. Moms just told me that Mrs. Vanderpoel has baked twelve dozen cookies for us, and Mrs. Elliott is donating some flowers. Isn’t that nice?”


  “It sounds great,” Mart said, returning what was left of his “snack” ingredients to the refrigerator. He poured himself a tall glass of milk. “And it just so happens that both of those people live not too far away from Sleepyside Hollow.”


  “But we really do need to pick up our bikes,” Trixie cried, glaring at him.


  “And while you’re there, are you also going to see if you can find another ghost?” Mart teased. “There is one thing that bothers me,” Trixie admitted. “Why did Harrison go down into that cellar in the first place?”


  “There’s nothing mysterious about that.” Mart wiped a milk moustache from his face with the back of his hand. “He said he heard a noise down there.”


  “But what noise?” Trixie asked. “And who made it? The practical joker couldn’t have been in two places at the same time. He couldn’t have been downstairs in the cellar thumping around— or whatever he did—and the next moment, be in the kitchen to slam the door shut. There has to be an explanation, and I intend to find out what it is.”


  “Maybe it was your headless horseman in the cellar.” Mart looked pleased that he’d thought of a possible solution. “Ghosts can walk through walls, you know. He’s already disappeared into thin air. You saw him do it.”


  “But I still don’t believe it,” Trixie replied. “That ghost and his horse both looked pretty solid to me. And here’s something else to puzzle out in your dreams tonight. I keep coming back to it. Why didn’t Harrison tell us he wasn’t alone in that house?”


  It was Mart’s turn to yawn. “I’ll think about it,” he said, “but not tonight. Right now, I’m going to bed.”


  “And I’ll think about it, too,” Brian said.


  “Well, I won’t think about it,” Trixie said. “I know I’m going to dream about that awful headless horseman instead—all night.”


  But she didn’t. She fell into a dreamless sleep almost before her head hit the pillow.


  


  The next day dawned bright and clear. Trixie could tell at once that they were going to have beautiful weather for the bazaar.


  Soon after breakfast, Jim called for Trixie, as promised. She watched the big station wagon swing into the Belden driveway, and she felt again a special rush of pride when she saw the bright red enamel lettering on the door: BOB-WHITES OF THE GLEN.


  Even now, she could hardly believe that the station wagon really belonged to all of them. Each of the Bob-Whites owned one seventh of it. Honey’s father had donated it to their club when he bought himself a new car.


  “I’ve already been up to Di’s,” Jim said. “All the others are up there now. This is going to be a great day, Madam President, so where to first?”


  “Mrs. Elliott’s, I think, Mr. Copresident,” Trixie answered, laughing.


  “Then on to Mrs. Vanderpoel’s?”


  “I think so,” Trixie said. “That way we can see if we’re still going to have room for the bikes. If not,” she sighed regretfully, “I suppose we’ll have to leave them till another time.”


  “We’re going to have to make the trip to Sleepyside Hollow anyway,” Jim answered, grinning at her. “Mrs. Crandall phoned Honey bright and early this morning. She’s donating some of her jams and jellies to the bazaar. Isn’t that great?”


  Trixie smiled happily and watched the scenery flashing by. After a while, she glanced at Jim. She thought he looked handsome in his smart red Bob-White jacket. Trixie was wearing hers, too, as would all the club members that day. After all, the bazaar was a club project.


  Jim chuckled. “We’re carrying one item that is not for sale at the bazaar. It’s Harrison’s hat. Di called me on the telephone about it last night. Somehow it got left behind in the stables yesterday.”


  “Gleeps! That was my fault!”


  “Di was quite insistent that I should run and get it at once,” Jim said, “so, of course, I had to.” Trixie glanced behind her. Harrison’s derby hat sat neatly in the exact middle of the backseat. It looked as dignified and as correct as its owner. “Why was Di so anxious about it?” she asked. “Oh, you know Di,” Jim answered vaguely. “I think she just wanted to show the rest of the staff that she was able to look after everything. I can understand it.”


  Trixie frowned. “Well, I don’t understand it at all. It’s not like Di to be so bossy.”


  “Maybe, Trix,” Jim said gently, “it’s because you’re so used to running things yourself.”


  “But I’m not bossy,” Trixie cried.


  Jim grinned at her to take the sting out of his words. “Oh, sometimes you are. Just a little bit, maybe. But then, I guess someone’s got to be the boss.”


  Trixie wasn’t sure she liked this thought at all.


  “I thought we were all bosses,” she said slowly.


  Jim decided to drop the subject. “Getting back to Harrison’s hat, I promised Di this morning that we’d drive on to the hospital if we had time. I’d like to get rid of the derby problem once and for all.”


  Trixie said nothing, but she had a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. It sounded as though Di was still in the same peculiar mood that she’d been in the day before.


  And if that’s the case, Trixie thought, that could mean trouble for all of us.
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  IT WASN’T LONG before the station wagon was the most fragrant vehicle on wheels.


  At Mrs. Elliott’s, they were presented with several huge bunches of late-blooming sweet peas.


  “To thank you for all your help in finding my ‘hidden treasure,’ ” Mrs. Elliott said. Her eyes, as blue as delphiniums, twinkled at them both.


  “Oh, how lovely!” Trixie exclaimed. “These will sell immediately, I know. How kind everyone has been.”


  “That’s because you’re such a kind person yourself,” Mrs. Elliott answered.


  The remark made Trixie feel a little better.


  At Mrs. Vanderpoel’s, they loaded boxes of mouth-watering windmill cookies into the station wagon’s spacious interior.


  “People will be able to smell you coming from miles away,” Mrs. Vanderpoel said, wiping her hands on her blue-checked apron. “But what could be nicer than cookies and flowers. Delightful!”


  As they drove away, Trixie said to Jim, “Next stop, Sleepyside Hollow.”


  “Honey told me all about last night,” he said. “She’s over her fright now, I think.” He shot Trixie a puzzled glance. “What do you make of it?”


  They were still talking about the events of the previous evening when they found the entrance to Sleepyside Hollow Lane. They followed its twists and turns and, at last, arrived at the clearing outside Mrs. Crandall’s white frame house.


  It was Polly Ward who hurried out to greet them. “Rose couldn’t be here,” she said. “She had to pick up some groceries at Mr. Lytell’s. Then, I think, she’s going on to the hospital to see Mr. Harrison. Everything’s ready, though. The jams and jellies are in the kitchen.”


  Jim moved toward the house at once, but Trixie’s eyes searched the ground for the strange hoofprint she’d seen the night before.


  She couldn’t find it. She couldn’t even remember exactly where it had been. Somehow, everything looked different in the daylight.


  “Come on, slowpoke!” Jim called from the front porch. “Are you going to stay out there all day?”


  “Jim! I’ve found something!” Trixie exclaimed.


  But Jim didn’t hear. He had turned and gone into the house.


  Trixie moved quickly to one of the lilac bushes that grew in the tiny front yard. She might not have found the hoofprint, but her sharp eyes had spotted something else—a small scrap of black material fluttering from a high twig.


  Trixie stared. It looked as if it had been torn from an article of clothing. Could it possibly have come from a ghostly cloak?


  Quickly, Trixie reached up and disentangled it from the bush. “It may have been torn from a cloak,” she muttered to herself, “but a ghostly cloak? Never!”


  She stuffed the tiny piece of material into the pocket of her jeans and went to find Jim. He was in the kitchen with Mrs. Ward. They were just fitting the last jar of jam into a large cardboard carton.


  Jim grinned at Trixie. “I thought for a moment I’d lost you,” he said. “Were you trying to figure out the meaning of the alphabet trees?”


  Mrs. Ward looked startled. “The alphabet trees?” Puzzled, she glanced out of the kitchen window. Then she shook with laughter. “Ah, yes, I see what you mean. Those fruit trees do look peculiar, don’t they? Come and see them close up. Really, I can’t wait to see how they turned out myself.”


  Still talking, she led the way out through the kitchen door and into the small backyard.


  Trixie had been on the point of telling Jim quietly about her latest discovery. But when she caught sight of the little garden, she promptly forgot all about ghostly cloaks.


  Brilliantly colored fall flowers grew around a tiny green lawn. Behind it stood the fruit trees, each with its own series of white letters painted on its trunk.


  “Gleeps!” Trixie breathed. “That tree looks like it has different kinds of leaves on different branches. So does that one over there! What’s going on?”


  Mrs. Ward chuckled. “This is Jonathan’s doing. He was a great one for gardening. It was one of his hobbies. He did all this,” she said, waving a hand around.


  “But what about the trees?” Trixie asked.


  “Jonathan was in the process of experimenting with them. He was trying to grow three different kinds of fruit on one tree, you see.”


  “I still don’t understand,” Trixie said.


  “But I do!” Jim exclaimed suddenly. “I’ve just remembered. I read an article about it once, Trix. If you cut a bud from one tree—let’s say you take it from a cherry tree, for instance—you can graft that bud, called a scion, onto another tree.”


  Trixie frowned. “Do you have to graft it to another cherry tree?”


  “No, that’s just the point. You can graft it to a peach tree, or an apple tree, or certain other species of fruit trees. Some work together better than others, of course.”


  “So when you’ve finished, you’ve got an apple-and-cherry tree? Or a peach-and-plum?”


  Mrs. Ward nodded. “That’s right, Trixie. Some gardeners do it to conserve space. I suspect that Jonathan tried it just to see if it would work.”


  “But what about the green bandages?” Trixie asked.


  Mrs. Ward laughed. “I don’t think they’re really bandages, Trixie. It’s some special sort of waxed twine Jonathan used every time he made a graft. It held the scion in place, I think, until


  the graft started to take hold.”


  “And I’ll bet I’ve figured out what those letters on the tree trunks mean!” Jim exclaimed. “They were painted there to help Mr. Crandall keep track of which species of fruits he had growing on which trees. Is that right?”


  “You’re quite right,” Mrs. Ward answered.


  “So there’s another mystery cleared up,” Jim teased Trixie.


  Trixie wandered over to the trees and touched their trunks lightly with her fingertips. “You know,” she called absently over her shoulder, “I’ll bet Moms has heard of these kinds of experiments. I should have thought to ask her.” She touched a gnarled trunk. “Hey, this old grand-daddy of an apple tree is marked with the letters LMN, yet it doesn’t have any grafts at all. I wonder why?”


  “I think Jonathan must have decided to leave that one alone,” Mrs. Ward said, on her way into the house with Jim at her heels. “It’s pretty ancient, and maybe it couldn’t stand the shock of grafting. There’s no way of finding out for sure, though. I’m afraid Rose threw away all the tree records long ago.”


  Trixie paused to look at the back of the little house. From where she was standing, she could see the two barred cellar windows. They were set level with the ground, and something lay on the neat flagged path in front of the windows. Trixie hurried across to investigate.


  It was nothing startling, but suddenly Trixie had no doubt in her mind that she had found the answer to one of her many questions.


  “Pebbles!” she muttered. “Just a handful of small pebbles thrown at the windowpane brought Harrison hurrying to the cellar. Then the practical joker dashed indoors and locked him in.”


  Slowly she wandered back into the kitchen, deep in thought. She was just in time to hear Jim grunt as he lifted the heavy carton filled with jars.


  “Hold on, Jim, and I’ll help,” Trixie said. She hurried to his side.


  Together they carried the jams and jellies out to the station wagon, then turned to load the bicycles. Mrs. Ward was there to help them.


  They had to put down the backseat to make room for the bikes, and moving the derby hat to a safe spot on top of the jam carton reminded Trixie of the butler. “Maybe we ought to take Harrison’s bike as well,” Trixie said, thinking of what Di might say if they didn’t.


  “No,” Jim said. “We’ll leave it here if Mrs. Crandall doesn’t mind. We haven’t really got room for it, and Harrison did say he wanted to pick it up himself.”


  Trixie slipped into the station wagon’s front seat. “I’m so glad you solved the mystery of those alphabet trees for me,” she told Mrs. Ward.


  “And the card,” Jim said, who had heard all about it. “Don’t forget the Halloween card.”


  “There’s another card around here somewhere,” Mrs. Ward said. “At least, we’re pretty sure there is. A birthday card and a birthday present. You see, Rose’s birthday comes soon after Halloween. She knew Jonathan had bought her a gift because he told her so. But he hid it. He always did.”


  Trixie was interested. “Where did he hide it?”


  “That’s just it. Rose has never found it. Oh, Jonathan did give her a clue. He liked to make a little game out of it, you see. He kept on saying over and over, ‘It’s simple.’ ”


  ‘It’s simple,’ ” Jim repeated. “What did he mean?”


  “I don’t know,” Polly Ward said. “I wish I did.”


  “But why didn’t Mrs. Crandall give up when she couldn’t find her present?” Trixie asked. “He would have given it to her then, surely.”


  Mrs. Ward’s usually cheerful face saddened. “By then it was too late, my dear. Jonathan died very suddenly the weekend before her birthday. She’s looked for that gift everywhere. They were a very devoted couple, and it would have been nice for Rose to have that one last gift from him.” She sighed. “Poor Rose. So many strange things have happened since Jonathan died. Even his raincoat has been missing for many months. Rose thinks someone must have stolen it, though I can’t imagine why.”


  “Won’t you and Mrs. Crandall come to the bazaar this afternoon?” Jim asked.


  “Oh, yes! Please do!” Trixie urged.


  But Mrs. Ward shook her head. “No, we’d better not. There was a lot of bad feeling among some of the townsfolk over that missing vase. Seeing Rose at the bazaar might set some folks’ tongues wagging again. But there! I’m a fine one to talk, standing here gossiping away like this!” Trixie was quiet all the way to the hospital. They were just pulling into the parking lot when she said suddenly, “Wasn’t that a sad story, Jim? I wish we could do something to help.”


  She stared out of her window at Sleepyside’s small Fine Arts Museum on the other side of the street. Built at approximately the same time as Sleepyside’s white frame town hall, the museum, too, was housed in one of the area’s older buildings.


  Trixie thought again of Jonathan Crandall, the former curator who was now regarded as a thief. She sighed and wondered what he had looked like. Had he been tall and thin, like the well-dressed man who was standing in the museum’s doorway? Or had he been short and muscular, like the bald-headed policeman who was hurrying into the hospital’s side entrance?


  “I wish we could figure out where Mr. Crandall hid his wife’s birthday present,” Trixie said thoughtfully.


  Jim groaned and turned off the engine. “As fast as we think we’ve solved one mystery, you go and dig up another. But, yes,” he added, nodding his red head, “it would be very nice to try to help. Do you think we will?”


  Suddenly remembering their earlier conversation, Trixie said icily, “Why ask me? If I tell you, you’ll say I’m being bossy!”


  “Who’s being bossy?” someone asked.


  The voice was familiar. Trixie looked up quickly and saw Dr. Ferris’s kindly face smiling at her through the window.


  “If it’s either one of you who’s doing the bossing, you’re just the person I want to see,” Dr. Ferris said. “Do you have a minute? I’d like to talk to both of you. It’s about your friend Mr. Harrison. If anyone needs bossing, that man does.”


  Trixie and Jim followed the doctor to a bench under the tall maple trees.


  When they were seated, Trixie said anxiously, “How is Harrison? Is he badly hurt? I know Brian’s been keeping in touch with you about him.”


  “And so has Miss Diana Lynch.” Dr. Ferris chuckled. “In fact, I’ve been kept so busy on the telephone; answering anxious inquiries, it’s a wonder I’ve had any time left over to give to my patient.”


  “But how is he, Doctor?” Jim asked.


  “He’s fine—or he will be if I can prevent him from dashing off to that bazaar of yours this afternoon.”


  Trixie stared. “Dashing off to—? But why would he want to do that? We’ve found someone to take over for him.”


  Dr. Ferris looked seriously at them both. “You will, I know, be glad to hear that the X rays showed that Mr. Harrison was not suffering from a concussion. I would, however, like to keep him quiet for another couple of days.”


  Jim nodded. “Oh, sure. I think that’s by far the best thing to do.”


  “But Mr. Harrison does not think that’s the best thing to do,” Dr. Ferris announced. “He seems to feel, you see, that he’s letting you down.


  He wants to be at his place of work for this afternoon’s activities. You say you’ve already found someone to take over for him. But he doesn’t know that, so he’s insisting that he should be released from the hospital at once. I want you two to talk him out of it.”


  He was so certain that they would do as he asked that, even as he was talking, he led the way across the grass and through the hospital’s main doors.


  Trixie had only enough time to wave at a candy-striper friend in the hospital gift shop before Dr. Ferris steered her firmly past it to the main desk.


  “It’s all right,” he said to the nurse there. “These young people have my permission to visit Mr. Harrison in room one-sixteen.” He turned to Trixie and Jim. “I knew I could count on you,” he said. He shook their hands briefly and was gone.


  “Whew!” Jim said. “I feel as if I’ve been run over by a truck!” He looked at Trixie. “And you know something else? Dr. Ferris hurried us along so fast that he made us forget what we came here to deliver.”


  “The derby hat!” Trixie exclaimed. “You’d better run and get it.” She remembered again. “On second thought, we’ll both run and get it, or you’ll say I’m being bossy again.”


  Jim only laughed and took her hand. Together they hurried back into the sunshine, then raced each other to the car.


  The station wagon appeared to be exactly the way they had left it.


  “Jeepers!” Trixie cried breathlessly. “I locked my door, but I forgot to roll up my window. I hope everything’s all right inside.”


  She stuck her curly head through the opening and glanced around. At once she realized that everything was not all right.


  She could see the bikes, the flowers, the cookies, and the carton of jams. But the top of the carton was bare.


  Someone had stolen Harrison’s hat!
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  TRIXIE STARED at the empty carton top. “I don’t believe it!” she exclaimed. “Who would want to steal an old hat like that?”


  “Maybe it fell on the floor,” Jim said. “Did you look?”


  “I looked,” Trixie answered, “and it’s not there. It isn’t anywhere in the station wagon! Oh, Jim! What are we going to tell Harrison?” She groaned. “Worse, what are we going to tell Di?”


  “There’s only one thing we can do,” Jim said. *’ “We’re going to have to tell the truth. We’ll explain how it happened—”


  Trixie was thinking hard; she interrupted, “But how did it happen, Jim? And when did it happen?”


  Jim frowned. “I don’t understand.”


  “When was the last time you saw the hat? I know when I did. It was at Sleepyside Hollow, when we loaded the bikes. I didn’t even bother to look at it after that. How about you?”


  Jim thought. “No, I didn’t look either. There really wasn’t any reason to. But what are you saying—that the hat has magical qualities and it simply vanished in a puff of smoke? Or do you think that Mrs. Ward stole it?”


  “Well, I suppose if you put it that way....” Trixie sounded uncertain.


  “Oh, come on, Trixie!” Jim said. “Mrs. Ward would hardly think that hat was the latest fashion from Paris and she simply had to have it. The trouble with you is that you’re beginning to get mystery-itis.”


  Trixie was startled. “Mystery-itis? What’s that?”


  Jim rolled up the window, locked the car, and steered her firmly back into the hospital.


  “Mystery-itis,” he said, “is something that can strike a detective at any time. Its symptoms appear when the detective in question suspects the presence of a deep, dark mystery. Really, there isn’t any mystery. The answer is always staring the detective in the face.”


  Trixie stopped in the middle of the hospital lobby. “What answer?” she demanded.


  Jim thrust his hands deep into the pockets of his jeans and grinned at her. “The answer, Miss Sherlock, is that some kids probably spotted the hat and took it as some kind of prank. It couldn’t really be anything else. After all, they didn’t take the other stuff.”


  Trixie sighed. “You may be right. Sometimes I wish I didn’t have such a suspicious mind. I also regret that I was so careless. I still don’t know what I’m going to tell Harrison—or Di, either, for that matter.”


  “Why all this concern about what Di will say?” Jim asked. “Why should she say anything? It’s Harrison’s hat. I’m sorry, too, that we lost it, but it was an old hat, and I’m sure he’s got another one. Besides, you never know. We might find that someone’s donated a derby to the bazaar. If so, you can buy it, present it to Harrison, and your problem’s solved.”


  Trixie didn’t answer. She still had an apprehensive feeling in the pit of her stomach. She was sure that things were not going to turn out to be that easy.


  She was still deep in thought when Jim stopped at the nurses’ station to ask the way to room 116.


  He should have asked Trixie. She was a candy striper and had often brought books to all the rooms on this floor.


  Absently, she walked on, turned a corner, and entered a long corridor. She was just in time to catch sight of a uniformed man and a smartly dressed young woman leave the room at the end of the hall—Harrison’s room.


  Trixie knew she had seen the man before. It was the same policeman she had seen through the window of the station wagon.


  I've seen that lady before, too, Trixie thought, but where?


  Both the man and the woman seemed to hesitate when they saw her. Then they turned quickly and hurried away in the opposite direction down the hall.


  “Did you see that, Jim?” Trixie said. “Harrison’s already had two visitors this morning. I’m glad. Maybe they were able to talk him into staying in bed a while longer. Jim?”


  “What did you say, Trix?” Jim hurried around the corner to join her.


  “Never mind,” Trixie answered, laughing. “I guess I was talking to myself. Harrison’s room is down here. Come on.”


  She led the way and tapped softly on the door. “Harrison?” She poked her head around into the room. “It’s Trixie Belden and Jim Frayne. May we come in?”


  Harrison seemed surprised to see them. For a moment, Trixie thought he was none too pleased about it, either.


  He looked much better this morning. The color had returned to his cheeks, and he was sitting up in bed. The only sign of his accident was an adhesive bandage slanted across his forehead. He also had the beginning of a dark bruise around one eye.


  “Ah, Miss Trixie,” Harrison said at last, “and Mr. Jim. Please come in and sit down. You must forgive my appearance.” He pulled the bedclothes firmly up to his chest.


  Jim said, “We came to see how you are. We came, too, to return your hat—but I’m afraid we have a small confession to make about that.”


  “It was all my fault,” Trixie said in a rush. “You see, Dr. Ferris wanted to talk to us. We hurried off with him, and I forgot to roll the car window up.”


  Harrison frowned. “I don’t understand.”


  “When we got back to the car,” Jim explained, “your hat was gone.”


  “Gone?” Harrison looked astonished. “You mean someone stole it?”


  Trixie nodded miserably. “I’m really very sorry,” she said. “It happened just now—” she waved a hand in the general direction of the parking lot—“out there.”


  Harrison’s hands tightened on the bedclothes. “But who would want to do a thing like that?” Trixie sighed. “Jim thinks that some children might have taken it as a prank. In fact, just lately this town seems to be overrun with practical jokers.”


  “In what way, miss?”


  “Well,” Trixie said, “take the other night, for instance. Brian thinks someone was playing a bad trick on you when whoever it was locked you in that cellar.”


  Instantly Harrison’s face froze. “In that case, Miss Trixie,” he said icily, “I would be greatly obliged if you would promptly tell Mr. Brian that his theory is incorrect. I told you what happened. I locked myself in the cellar.”


  “There were pebbles, too,” Trixie said. “Pebbles?”


  “Outside one of the cellar windows. You said you heard a noise down there, you see. When I looked, I could tell that someone had thrown some pebbles against the cellar window to attract your attention.”


  “I didn’t know that,” Jim said admiringly. “Nor I.” Harrison’s voice was still cold. “In fact, I have no idea what Miss Trixie is talking about. The noise I heard was made by the cat, as I discovered when I went to investigate. I know nothing about any pebbles and even less about a practical joker. As for my hat, I am sorry to have lost it, but please don’t worry about it.”


  There was an uncomfortable silence.


  Jim shifted on his chair. “We don’t want you to worry, either—about the bazaar, I mean. Miss Trask has very kindly offered to help us, and Mr. Wheeler and Mr. Lynch said it’s okay with them.”


  Harrison relaxed against his pillow. “Ah,” he said, “that’s very good news. Miss Trask is always most efficient. I confess I had been very concerned about this afternoon’s activities.” Trixie leaned toward him. “So we all want you to stay here until you’re really well again,” she said. “I expect your other friends who were here just now told you the same thing.”


  “Friends who were just here?”Harrison stared at her. “I fear you’ve made another mistake, miss. There was no one here this morning. No one at all.”


  Trixie felt bewildered. “But there was a policeman—no, he couldn’t have been a policeman. His uniform was the wrong color. A guard, then. There was a bald-headed guard and a lady wearing a navy blue suit with a white blouse. You remember, Jim?”


  Jim shook his head. “I didn’t see anyone.”


  “Undoubtedly,” Harrison said smoothly, “the people you saw—if, indeed, you saw anyone at all—must have been visiting my neighbor in the room next door.”


  Ten minutes later, Trixie was quiet as she and Jim left the hospital and hurried back to the parking lot.


  Jim nudged her. “Hey, they say that silence is golden, but this is ridiculous! What’s up?”


  “I just don’t understand it!” Trixie strode toward the car. “Harrison was lying to us! Why? And someone did lock him in the cellar, so why does he keep on denying it?”


  Jim shrugged. “I’m sure he’s got some very good reason of his own for not telling us, Trix. And, by the way, he says that the yellow bike is his. I asked him about it when you went to get him a magazine to read.”


  “And I suppose there’s some good explanation for him lying about the bike, too?”


  They had reached the station wagon. Trixie stood and glared at Jim across its shiny top.


  “Now, Trixie,” Jim said, “maybe Harrison isn’t lying about it. He could have bought that bike very recently. Maybe he just hasn’t gotten around to telling anyone about it yet.”


  “Then what about those two visitors who were there this morning? I know they were there. I saw them myself.”


  “But Harrison said they’d been visiting a neighbor in the next room.”


  “Aha!” Trixie shouted triumphantly. “I knew you’d say that. So you know what? I went next door especially to look.”


  “And?”


  “There isn’t any neighbor for anyone to visit. The room next door is empty!”


  


  They were just pulling out of the hospital parking lot, when Trixie saw a small white Volkswagen turning into it.


  Its driver didn’t stop. Instead, she waved a cheery hand and called, “Good luck with the bazaar, Trixie!”


  “Thank you,” Trixie called back, “and thank you for all your help.”


  “You’re welcome,” Jim said absently, his eyes fixed on the road ahead.


  “Not you, Jim—Mrs. Crandall. We just passed her.”


  “Oh? I didn’t see her.”


  All at once, Trixie felt angry. “Oh, Jim!’’ she cried. “Don’t you ever notice anything?”


  Jim glanced at her quickly. “I notice more than you think, Trix. I’ve noticed that you’re upset because you suspect that an adult you trust is lying. You’re upset because you suspect that Di, for some reason, will be angry with you. And you’re also upset because you’ve just caught sight of that poster advertising the presence of a circus not ten miles away.”


  Trixie stared at him. “What circus? What poster? Jim, what are you talking about?”


  Jim pulled to the side of the road and pointed. “That circus, there,” he said. “Oh, Trixie, don’t you ever notice anything?”


  Stunned, Trixie stared up at the biggest billboard she had ever seen. In huge letters, it screamed its message to the residents of Sleepyside-on-the-Hudson:


  


  CIRCUS TODAY IN TARRYTOWN!


  FIRST PERFORMANCE—2:00 P.M.


  LIONS! TIGERS! ELEPHANTS!


  COME ONE, COME ALL!


  


  “Oh, Jim,” Trixie whispered, “what will this do to our bazaar?”
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  TRIXIE’S QUESTION was answered only too soon. At one o’clock, there was a steady stream of cars driving up the sunny hill to the bazaar grounds. By two o’clock, the stream had slowed to a trickle. By three, it had stopped completely.


  At first the Bob-Whites were not aware of it. For most of the afternoon, Trixie and her friends were busy. They assisted in the booths wherever they were needed. They sold tickets to the sideshows, and, with Miss Trask’s help, they saw to it that everything was running smoothly.


  The people at the bazaar seemed to be enjoying it all immensely. Their arms were laden with items they had bought and prizes they had won. They watched Mart’s astounding feats of magic. They were serenaded by a talented group of strolling musicians from the Sleepyside Junior-Senior High School orchestra.


  By midafternoon, everyone was both hungry and thirsty. They crowded into the huge red-and-white-striped refreshment tent, where the boys were kept busy waiting on tables and the girls hurried to fill the orders.


  “Everything’s copacetic,” Mart told Miss Trask, “including me!”


  But it was Trixie who discovered the sad truth. She stepped outside for a quick breath of fresh air and could hardly believe what she saw. The bazaar grounds, which should have been filled to overflowing, were almost empty. Most of the people were inside the refreshment tent!


  Dismayed, Trixie hurried back inside to tell the others. “What are we going to do?” she cried. “Oh, I guessed this was going to happen! Why did the circus have to come to Tarrytown today of all days?”


  “Let’s face it, Trix,” Brian answered, “there’s not much we can do.”


  “We’ll just have to pertinaciously persevere as if we were unapprised regarding the incident,” Mart added, skillfully balancing a loaded tray of soft drinks on his shoulder.


  Di’s violet eyes were filled with tears. “Well, I think it’s too bad, after all our hard work,” she said, not looking at Trixie. “Maybe someone should stand outside in the road—”


  “And do what?” Dan asked. “Hold up a sign or something? Honestly, Di, I don’t think that would work. There’s not that much traffic along Glen Road, you know.”


  “And I think,” Honey said, glancing at the crowd of people still waiting to be served, “that we’re going to lose what customers we’ve already got if we don’t get back to work.”


  Most of the Bob-Whites hurried away.


  Jim stood with Trixie a moment longer. “Cheer up,” he said. “Things aren’t that bad. The people who are here have been very generous. We’ve sold all the flowers Mrs. Elliott donated, and all Mrs. Crandall’s jams and jellies. Your mom’s pies and Mrs. Vanderpoel’s cookies found willing buyers ages ago. And Di wasn’t angry with us for losing that hat, was she?”


  “I—I don’t know,” Trixie answered. “Di hasn’t said much to me since I told her about it.”


  “Just the same, I think everything’s going well,” Jim said. “Maybe we’ve collected more money for UNICEF than you realize. Trixie? What is it?”


  Trixie was staring at a man seated at one of the little tables. Then she laughed. “For a moment, I thought that was Harrison. Now I can see it isn’t. But I have seen that man somewhere before. Where was it?”


  Jim followed her gaze. “You saw him outside the art museum this morning. That, Trix, is Mr. Alfred Dunham, the acting curator. He took over, so I’m told, when Mr. Crandall died. The white-haired, jolly-looking man beside him is a friend of Di’s father. His name is Richard Parkinson, and he, Trix, is the owner of your famous missing Ming vase.” Jim hurried away.


  Trixie watched the two men. She could see now that Mr. Dunham didn’t look a bit like Di’s butler. For one thing, he was smiling. For another, he didn’t look like the sort of person who would disapprove of girl detectives.


  Pink-cheeked Mr. Parkinson was smiling, too. He was also shaking his head while Mr. Dunham talked. Trixie wished she knew what he was talking about.


  “Wake up, Trixie!” The sound of Mart’s voice made her jump. “The recipients of your relentless regard rapidly require repeat refreshments.”


  “I’ll take it to them,” Trixie said eagerly, loading a tray.


  Mart was instantly suspicious. “What are you up to now, squaw? I know that look in your eye. Listen, if you’ve got some idea about trying to find out what happened to Harrison, I’d advise you to forget it. Di doesn’t like it.”


  Trixie glared at him. “Oh, Mart! You didn’t tell her my suspicion that something’s going on that we don’t know about?”


  “I didn’t know it was supposed to be some kind of secret,” he answered gruffly. “Anyway, I only said that you thought Harrison was lying in his teeth about his accident.”


  “Did you tell her about the cellar door and the pebbles, too?”


  “I told her everything. So what?”


  “So I wasn’t going to tell her any of that stuff!” Mart glared back. “For pete’s sake, why not?” he said, trying to keep his voice low. “What’s the matter with you, anyway? You’re making it sound as if Di’s some kind of stranger. She isn’t. She’s a Bob-White, remember?”


  Trixie picked up the tray and walked away without answering. How could she explain to Mart how she felt when she didn’t know how to explain it to herself? Instinctively, she had guessed that Di wouldn’t like the news they had to tell. But then, Trixie didn’t like keeping secrets from Di, either.


  She glanced across at her friend, who was busy serving punch on the far side of the tent. Today Di was wearing a cool-looking green linen dress. Her Bob-White jacket was draped casually around her slim shoulders. For a brief moment, Di’s violet eyes met Trixie’s blue ones. Then, unsmiling, Di tossed her long dark hair and looked away.


  Trixie stood frozen. She wished the ground would open and swallow her up. Di had cut her dead!


  Trixie swallowed hard and became aware of someone talking close by.


  “No, Dunham,” Mr. Parkinson was saying. “I simply can’t see lending another thing to the museum. After what happened to the Ming, I’d be a fool to let you have the Gainsborough.”


  “But the painting would be quite all right,” Mr. Dunham was urging. “I guarantee it. Think of the townspeople. Think of the museum.”


  “I have thought about it,” Mr. Parkinson said shortly, “many times. I’ve also thought about Jonathan Crandall. I trusted him, and he let me down. I never would have believed he would turn out to be a thief. If it hadn’t been for the witness who testified that he saw the vase arrive at the museum that Friday, I might have thought the delivery people had taken it.”


  Mr. Dunham looked uncomfortable. “I was extremely sorry about the whole thing,” he said slowly. “Even now I don’t believe for a moment that Jonathan stole it.”


  “What other explanation can there possibly be?”


  “Well,” said Mr. Dunham, “if you remember, the museum had ordered a special glass display case to hold the vase, but it simply didn’t arrive in time.”


  “Then Jonathan should have put the vase in his office safe. I’ve said that all along.”


  “Ah,” said Mr. Dunham, “but the police discovered that he couldn’t do so on that particular Friday. The safe’s lock was broken. The locksmith came the next day to fix it, but by that time, it was too late. The vase was gone, and Jonathan was in the hospital.”


  Mr. Parkinson’s chair creaked as he leaned against the back of it. “All right. So what do you think happened?”


  Mr. Dunham lowered his voice. “I think that your Ming vase is still at the museum. I think Jonathan put it in with some of the other artifacts for safekeeping.”


  “Nonsense!” Mr. Parkinson boomed. “I think you’re just trying to find excuses for your friend. You’re a loyal man, Dunham, and I like that, but you’re talking complete nonsense! We searched that museum from attic to cellar. The Ming isn’t there!”


  “Maybe we just didn’t look in the right places,” Mr. Dunham said. “But the point I’m trying to make is that if you let us have the Gainsborough painting, nothing will happen to it.”


  “I’ll think about it,” Mr. Parkinson promised. > He looked up and saw Trixie. He smiled. “Why, here’s our food at last. My word, these kids have worked hard this afternoon! If the police had only worked as hard searching for my vase, it would have been found long ago. I’d have been glad to give ’em the reward, too.”


  


  Later, as everyone gathered up their purchases and got ready to go home, a frowning Trixie stood lost in thought. I wish I could think of something to say that would put everything right between Di and me, she reflected silently.


  Honey came and squeezed Trixie’s arm. “I know the attendance this afternoon was disappointing, but things could have been worse, you know.”


  “It isn’t only the bazaar I’m worrying about,” Trixie said miserably. “It’s Di.” And she told Honey all about it. “And Jim was wrong,” she concluded. “I didn’t find a replacement for Harrison’s derby hat at any of the booths. Somehow I don’t think it would have made any difference if I had.”


  Honey gave her a comforting hug. “Di will get over it. You’ll see. I think she just wanted to feel she was really in charge of things for a little while. It’s almost as if Harrison is a part of her family for the time being. Maybe she wants to protect him.”


  “Well, I think it’s dumb!” Trixie burst out. “Harrison’s big enough to look after himself. And it’s not as if I’m accusing him of trying to steal the Ming vase or anything.” She stopped, looking startled. “Or am I?”


  Honey gasped. “Trixie! You can’t mean that! We know who stole the vase. I overheard some of the townspeople talking about that very thing just a little while ago. Everyone’s certain Mr. Crandall took it.”


  “But everyone could be wrong,” Trixie pointed out stubbornly. “I found out a couple of very interesting things this afternoon.” She told Honey about the glass case and the safe with the faulty lock.


  Honey frowned. “I don’t see what that has to do with Harrison.”


  “I’m not sure that I do, either,” Trixie said, thinking hard, “but I’m beginning to. Let’s see.


  We know the Ming vase was delivered to Mr. Crandall at the museum that Friday night. Now, if you were the honest curator of the museum, what would you have done with it?”


  Honey rubbed her nose. “I couldn’t lock it in the display case because I didn’t have a display case. I couldn’t lock it in the safe because the lock was broken.” She sighed. “I give up. What did I do with it?”


  “Supposing you took it home with you,” Trixie said thoughtfully. “Supposing, too, that you needed a quick, safe hiding place for it, just till Monday. What else have you just hidden?”


  Honey took a deep breath. “Wait! I know you told me about this. Ah, I’ve got it! My wife’s birthday present! Oh, Trixie, it all fits.” Her face fell. “There’s only one thing you’ve forgotten. Where did Mr. Crandall hide the birthday present? No one knows.”


  “But we already have the clue to that.” Trixie was excited. “He said the answer was simple. ‘It’s simple,’ he kept saying. And he died that same weekend, Honey, so I think the vase is still at his house. I think Harrison suspects it, and I think he’s been trying to find it.”


  “To steal it?”


  “Maybe so. It’s worth a lot of money.”


  “But what’s simple about the hiding place?”


  “Mother Goose!” Trixie exclaimed suddenly. “There’s a book of Mother Goose nursery rhymes on the bookshelves at Sleepyside Hollow. I saw it. Mr. Crandall liked puzzles, remember? And Mother Goose has a rhyme that goes: ‘Simple Simon met a pieman....’ It’s simple—Simple Simon. I’ll bet if we look, we’ll find another clue somewhere on that page.”


  “Oh, Trix!” Honey breathed. “I think you’ve figured out the solution to everything!”


  Trixie didn’t answer. She had just looked up and realized, to her dismay, that three people had been standing close enough to overhear everything she had been saying.


  Mr. Dunham and Mr. Parkinson smiled at her and paid for their refreshments. The third person simply hurried out of the tent.


  The young woman making the hasty departure was neatly dressed in a navy blue suit. She was one of Harrison’s mysterious visitors.
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  ITWAS LATE AFTERNOON when the bazaar’s cleanup crews moved into action.


  The high school volunteers worked together like a well-drilled team. In no time at all, tables and chairs had been folded and taken into the house. The booths had been dismantled, the trash picked up, and the refreshment tent collapsed and stored away.


  Soon there was little left on the Lynches’ green lawns to show there ever had been a bazaar. Miss Trask could hardly believe the speed with which everything had disappeared.


  “That’s because we’ve all done this before,”


  Jim explained, grinning. “You ought to see us at the school’s Halloween carnival. We do it even faster then.”


  “And we haven’t really managed to make everything disappear,” Trixie added. “We’ve had to store a lot of our unsold merchandise in the clubhouse.” She looked worried. “I just don’t know what we’re going to do with it.”


  “I should think the best thing would be to return everything to the donors,” Miss Trask said. “Then later, perhaps, if you feel you want to hold another sale—” She hurried away.


  Trixie thought of the neat little cottage that used to be the Wheelers’ old gatehouse. The Bob-Whites had fixed it up, and now it served as their clubhouse. With well-trained wisteria and honeysuckle vines growing around it, the small building had never looked prettier—except for the inside, which was crammed full of bazaar items.


  “Maybe it would be best to return everything,” Trixie told the others. “I was wondering where we were all going to sit when we held our next meeting.”


  “I wish we had more money to donate to UNICEF,” Honey said.


  Mart, as club treasurer, was still in Di’s house, counting the proceeds. Di was helping him. The Bob-Whites knew, however, that the total was not going to be as much as they’d hoped for.


  “We’ll just have to think of some other moneymaking scheme,” Dan said.


  Brian groaned. “Don’t say that in front of Trixie. She’ll think up more chores for us to do in nothing flat.”


  “As a matter of fact,” Trixie said, “I’ve already thought of something. There’s a big reward for the recovery of that missing Ming vase. If we found it, we could add the reward to the money from the bazaar—”


  “Forget it, Trix,” Brian broke in. “I bet that vase was disposed of months ago.”


  Trixie shook her head. “I don’t think so. You see, today I found out some things about it that we didn’t know before.” She repeated the theory she had already talked over with Honey. “So I think,” she added, “if we go tonight, we might have a good chance of finding that vase at Mr. Crandall’s house.”


  “No.” Brian sounded firm. “Definitely not tonight. I’m bushed, and I’m sure all the others are, too. For crying out loud, Trix, all this is just guesswork on your part.”


  “But I think I’m right.”


  “Maybe you are. In any case, it will keep till tomorrow. We’ll come with you then. We’ve all had enough for one day.”


  “But someone might beat us to it,” Trixie said. “I think some woman was listening when I was telling Honey about it.”


  “And maybe she didn’t hear a thing.” Brian shrugged. “You guys can do as you like, but as soon as we’re through here, I’m going home to sleep for a year.”


  “We have been working hard, Trix,” Jim reminded her, smiling. “Let’s leave it till tomorrow, huh?”


  Dan nodded his agreement.


  Trixie made a face at their backs as they walked away. “I don’t care what the boys say, Honey. I think someone ought to go to Sleepyside Hollow tonight. If no one will come with me, I’m going alone.”


  “Oh, please, don’t!” Honey’s eyes were pleading. “If you wait till tomorrow, we’ll all come. Think of what happened last night. Those woods are haunted, Trixie!”


  “Haunted, my foot!” Trixie reached into her jeans pocket. “I’ve been meaning to show you this.” She pulled out the scrap of black material that she’d found on Mrs. Crandall’s lilac bush.


  Honey rubbed it thoughtfully in her fingers. “Why, Trixie, are you sure this came from the headless horseman’s cloak?”


  “I think so. I found it caught on a twig quite high up from the ground. I had to stand on tiptoe to get it. It was caught at just the right height—if someone was on horseback.”


  “In that case,” Honey said slowly, “the headless horseman is a very modern-thinking ghost. His black cloak, Trixie, is made of polyester!”


  


  Fifteen minutes later, Trixie and Honey were riding their bikes along the now-familiar path through the woods.


  “I still don’t know how you talked me into this,” Honey remarked, pedaling hard uphill.


  Trixie was pedaling hard beside her. “It was easy,” she answered, panting. “You don’t believe now that the ghost is a ghost. Everyone’s busy, so we’ll never be missed. You don’t like the dark, but right now it’s still light. Our bikes were still in the station wagon. And—” she took a deep breath—“if I’d waited till later, you might have changed your mind about coming with me.”


  “You’re right.” Honey looked fearfully over her shoulder. “If we’d waited till later, you’d have had to drag me here, screaming all the way.” She stopped abruptly. “Trixie! Something’s moving up ahead! What is it?”


  The something crashed forward through the underbrush and hurtled toward them.


  “Honey!” Trixie shouted. “Look out!”


  It was too late. A disheveled animal, his coat matted with burrs, leaped joyfully to greet them. In another instant, the forest path was a tangle of waving legs, spinning bicycle wheels, and a wildly wagging tail.


  The tail belonged to Reddy. The other end of him was busy kissing two of his favorite people.


  “Dumb dog!” Trixie said good-naturedly to him later, when she and Honey had brushed themselves off. “Go home!”


  Reddy pretended he didn’t understand English. He pressed himself lovingly against Trixie’s knee, to show her he was willing to follow her to the ends of the earth.


  Honey picked up her fallen bicycle. “Oh, let’s take him with us, Trix. The silly old thing will keep us company on the way home.”


  “Some company.” Trixie looked down at the cunning canine. “Mart hasn’t taught you a thing, has he? You bad boy!”


  Reddy rolled his eyes at her and tried to look merely misunderstood.


  Trixie sighed. “All right, Reddy. You can come with us. Let’s go!”


  Instantly, Reddy went—back the way the girls had come.


  They watched until his still-wagging tail disappeared around a bend in the trail.


  Honey laughed, and after a moment, Trixie laughed with her.


  “Moms was right,” she said at last, wiping her eyes. “Give that mischievous dog an order, and he does exactly the opposite. I think I’ll let Mart make him into frankfurters after all.”


  It was twilight when the two friends stood once more on the hill above the hollow.


  “If you grip my bike and tell me you’re watching a headless horseman tonight,” Honey announced, “I’m going to faint dead away. You’ve been warned!”


  But Trixie was not watching a phantom. She was watching a bareheaded man riding a yellow bicycle out of the clearing. His back was ramrod straight, his pedaling motions slow but sure. He steadied the handlebars with the tips of dignified fingers. Slanted across his forehead was a white adhesive bandage.


  The man on the yellow bicycle was Harrison.


  He was well out of sight by the time Trixie and Honey arrived at the little house. Rose Crandall had seen them coming, and she met them at the front door.


  “Well, now, and isn’t this nice!” she exclaimed, wiping her hands on her flowered apron. “Three visitors within minutes of each other. And how was the bazaar, my dears?” Trixie told her, then asked, “Was that Harrison we just saw leaving here?”


  “It was indeed.” Mrs. Crandall led the way to the kitchen where her plump look-alike sister was shredding lettuce into a salad bowl.


  “Ah, that naughty man.” Polly Ward shook her head. “At his age, he should have been content to rest in the hospital a while longer, but he insisted on being discharged. He’s bound and determined he’s going back to work tomorrow.”


  “He just stopped by to pick up the yellow bicycle,” Mrs. Crandall said. “He wanted to look at one of Jonathan’s books, too.” She sighed. “I declare, I don’t know why there’s all this sudden interest in Mother Goose. ”


  Trixie’s fingers dug into Honey’s arm. “Harrison looked at the Mother Goose book? How did he know about it?”


  Polly Ward chuckled as she sliced a fat red tomato. “Is Mother Goose supposed to be a secret? If so, Harrison’s not the only one interested in her. Someone telephoned Rose about that book not ten minutes ago. They wanted to buy it. Can you imagine?”


  “And—and did you sell it to her?” Trixie asked anxiously.


  “Oh, it wasn’t a her,” Mrs. Crandall said. “It was a him. But after all the things he said about my husband, the only thing I’d sell Richard Parkinson would be a one-way ticket out of town.”


  “Is the book still here?” Honey asked. “Could we see it?”


  “Don’t tell us you want to look at ‘Simple Simon,’ too,” Polly Ward said. “My stars, today that rhyme is more popular than the national anthem on the Fourth of July.”


  When Mrs. Crandall handed them the book, Trixie and Honey were bitterly disappointed. There was nothing on the “Simple Simon” page but the nursery rhyme.


  “We—that is, Honey and I—thought we might find out where your birthday present was hidden,” Trixie said. “I was so sure there’d be something here. Mrs. Ward said the clue was: ‘It’s simple.’ ”


  Rose Crandall smiled. “So that’s it! Oh, that Polly! She has a dreadful memory. And she wasn’t supposed to tell anyone about the clue. We think, you see, that it might give us an idea about the hiding place of—of something else. Not that it has. And maybe it never will now, so I’ll tell you. The real clue, my dears, was ‘It’s elementary.’ ”


  Trixie was quiet as she and Honey began the journey back through the woods. The light had almost faded. Already they could hear the soft scuttlings of tiny night creatures in the trees around them.


  “Trix?” Honey’s voice sounded scared again. “I—I don’t think I like this. I wish we hadn’t come. I wish Mrs. Crandall had offered to take us home again. Even Reddy would look good to me now.”


  The words were hardly out of her mouth when Reddy came racing toward them through the trees. Unexpectedly, he stopped politely when he saw them.


  Trixie bent down to pet him. She smiled. “Now that you mention it, I’m glad to see him, too. If I could only think of the command that would make him stay with us—”


  She stopped as she felt Reddy stiffen under her fingers. He growled, and it was no playful growl. Reddy meant business. Trixie could feel the hair rise on the back of his neck. He was staring fixedly at the path ahead.


  “Quick, Honey, hide!” Trixie whispered urgently. “Reddy’s warning us that someone’s coming!”


  Quick as a flash, both girls were off their bicycles and off the trail. They crouched low, sheltered from view by a stalwart pine.


  In another second, a fearsome rider loomed blackly against the darkening sky. The ground shook as noiseless hooves galloped swiftly toward them. A rush of cold air brushed across their staring faces.


  And the headless horseman sped silently past.
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  TRIXIE HAD OFTEN WONDERED what Reddy would do to protect her. She soon found out.


  He took one startled look. He gave one startled bark. Then he turned and fled. He dashed off through the trees, away from the terrifying sight. His tail was tucked firmly between his legs. Trixie and Honey could still hear him yelping in fright long after he had disappeared.


  Trixie let out her breath in one long sigh. She felt like running herself—in two different directions at once. The horseman, too, had disappeared. She wanted to follow him to see where he was going, but she also knew she should follow Reddy and stop his panicked flight.


  She resigned herself to the inevitable. “We’re going to have to find that silly dog,” she told Honey. “He’s got no sense at all, and he’ll probably get lost in these woods.”


  “Oh, no, Trix!” Honey’s teeth were chattering. “Please let’s go home. Reddy will probably come if we call him.”


  “I doubt it, but we’ll try.” Trixie raised her voice. “Reddy! R-e-d-d-y!”


  She walked a little way into the woods, then a little farther. Nervously, Honey followed. The lights from their bicycles pierced the darkness ahead, but Reddy was nowhere in sight. The two girls called and called until their voices were hoarse.


  “It’s no good, Trix,” Honey said at last. “We can’t find him. Let’s go back.”


  They turned to find their familiar path once more, only it wasn’t where they expected it to be.


  Trixie groaned. “Don’t look now, Honey, but I think Reddy’s not the only one who’s lost. The main thing is not to panic. Maybe the path’s over this way. Oh, that dog! Wait till I get my hands on him!”


  Still talking, she led the way first up one trail, then down another.


  “Trixie?” Honey said suddenly. “I don’t think this is the right way at all. We’re going uphill again.”


  “I know, but maybe this path will at least lead us back to Sleepyside Hollow.”


  The path didn’t. It led them instead to another clearing high on a hill. A large building stood on top of it. When the girls shone their lights toward it, they could see it was an old barn, which seemed to be deserted. From where they stood, they could see little but peeling paint and rotting timbers.


  Honey shivered and pressed close to Trixie. “Let’s get out of here,” she whispered. “We’ve found another spooky place.”


  “Wait!” Trixie had seen something move by the wide barn door. She flashed her light toward it. “Reddy,” she called softly, “is that you?”


  But it was only a cottontail rabbit doing some exploring of his own.


  “Come on, Honey,” Trixie whispered. “Let’s take a look around. Reddy could be hiding in that barn, or maybe he’s lying there, hurt.”


  They switched off their lights, hid the bicycles in the bushes, and hurried inside. The dark interior smelled warm and fragrant. It reminded Trixie of somewhere else—somewhere familiar.


  Without a light, it was hard to see if anything—or anyone—was there. The barn seemed to be unoccupied, and yet....


  A loud voice broke into her thoughts. “I tell you, I saw lights up here not two minutes ago,” a man said. He sounded as if he was standing right outside the barn door.


  “I didn’t see anything,” a woman answered.


  “Quick, Honey!” Trixie whispered. “The hayloft!”


  With Trixie urging her on from below, Honey scrambled as fast as she could up the ladder. Soon the two friends lay panting, side by side, on the dusty floor above. They peered over the edge.


  Trixie smothered a gasp when she recognized the three people who walked in.


  The young woman still wore the same smart blue suit she had been wearing all day, and the bald-headed man still wore his guard’s uniform. Trixie could see the bulging outline of the menacing gun he wore on his hip.


  The third person had a bandage across his forehead. There was no doubt about it. It was Di’s butler, Harrison.


  “What’s he doing here?” Trixie hissed in Honey’s ear.


  Her only answer was a puzzled shrug.


  “I tell you I saw something up here,” the guard was saying obstinately.


  “You must have been imagining things,


  Charlie,” the young woman answered. “There’s nothing here now.”


  “I fear we are wasting our time—” Harrison began. Then he stopped and looked, startled, toward the wide door.


  There was a sudden sound of furtive movement. The door creaked open, and a black nose appeared slowly around the edge of it.


  In the hayloft, Trixie sighed. The newcomer was Reddy.


  The young woman laughed and bent down to pet him. “It’s only a dog,” she said. “That’s what you must have seen, Charlie.”


  Reddy sat down and thumped his tail on the dusty floor. He had obviously recovered from his fright. Trixie could see the silly animal trying to look brave and strong and utterly dependable.


  “I saw lights, I tell you.” Charlie sounded irritated. “Dogs don’t wear lights. I think we ought to take a look in that hayloft.”


  Trixie and Honey shrank back as they heard his heavy footsteps moving toward the ladder.


  Trixie glanced over her shoulder. There was nowhere to hide! Nowhere at all!


  “Forget it, Charles,” Harrison said suddenly. “It’s been a long, frustrating day. First there was all that trouble with the hospital when they didn’t want me to leave. Then we had no help from Mother Goose. Now, it seems, we’re chasing lights. They were probably fireflies.”


  Charlie hesitated for a long moment. “What d’you want to do with the dog?” he said at last.


  Trixie held her breath and thought again of the gun at Charlie’s hip.


  It seemed forever before she heard Harrison say, “The dog, I believe, belongs to the Beldens. Leave him here. He will undoubtedly find his own way home.”


  In another instant, Harrison and his fellow conspirators were gone.


  Trixie felt limp with relief as she hurried down the ladder. She threw her arms around Reddy’s neck and buried her hot face in his disheveled coat.


  “Oh, Reddy,” she whispered, “I thought you were a goner, for sure.”


  Honey hurried to join them. She shuddered. “What does it all mean, Trix? What was Harrison doing here? Who are those people? Do you think they’re Harrison’s gang? Is he the brains of the outfit? Oh, Trixie, why don’t you answer?” Trixie sighed and rose to her feet. She held on firmly to Reddy’s collar. “I don’t answer because I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe Harrison is the leader of a gang. There’s only one good thing about all this mess.”


  “What’s that?” Honey asked hopefully.


  “We’re not lost any longer.” She removed the belt from her jeans and fastened it to Reddy’s collar. “Just before we came in here, I noticed this old barn has a super view. Look!” She opened the wide door and pointed.


  Off to the left, down in a hollow, Honey could plainly see the lights shining from Rose Crandall’s little house. To the right, far across the treetops, the rising moon shone on a long winding ribbon of road—Glen Road. A broad trail wound its way through the woods toward home.


  Trixie and Reddy looked at each other. “Whatever you do,” Trixie told him firmly, “don’t take us back to Crabapple Farm.”


  So, of course, Reddy led them straight to it.


  


  For the next few days, Trixie had little time to think about what had happened. She went to school. Afterward, she did her chores and her homework. She helped exercise the horses. She looked after Bobby, and she went to bed.


  She did all these things without any enthusiasm. Di was still angry with her and refused to make up.


  The following Wednesday, on the way to school, Honey said, “Don’t worry about it, Trix. Di will come around. Harrison’s back at work now, and I’m sure everything will soon settle down to normal.”


  It didn’t.


  On Thursday, during gym, Trixie whispered, “I’ll eat lunch with you, Di. I’ll save a bench in the lunch court. Then maybe—”


  “No, thank you.” Di’s voice was cold. “It so happens, I’m eating lunch with Mart today. At least he doesn’t suspect my butler of being a thief!”


  So Mart had told her that, too!


  On Friday, on the school bus going home, Trixie was close to tears. “What am I going to do, Honey? I’ve tried everything.” She glanced across the aisle at Di’s averted face. “I’ve tried calling her on the phone. She won’t talk to me. Last night I invited her to dinner. She wouldn’t come. Now even Brian and Mart are angry with me.”


  “What on earth for?”


  “They say I’m always poking my nose in where it doesn’t belong. They even said that if we can’t get along as a group, maybe we should breakup.”


  Honey stared. “Break up? You mean—break up the Bob-Whites?”


  Trixie sniffed and nodded. “This business with Harrison has caused nothing but trouble. Even


  Jim says I’m bossy. He also told me last week I was suffering from mystery-itis.”


  “I’m not sure I know what that is,” Honey said.


  “I’m not sure I do, either.” Trixie sniffed again. “And there’s something else. I never did tell you, but my folks were very angry with me because we almost got lost in those woods last Saturday night. I’ve had to promise never to wander off like that again.”


  Honey nodded in sympathy. “I know. Me, too.”


  Dan poked his head up over the top of the bus seat in front of them. “I’m not angry with you, Trixie, and I think the answer’s easy.”


  Trixie stared at him. “What answer?”


  “The answer to the question of what to do about Di, of course. Why not take her out tomorrow? Go shopping. Make it a trip for just you girls. Have lunch at Wimpy’s, or something. Show her that you really care that she’s upset.”


  “She won’t come,” Trixie said. “I’ve been trying stuff like that all week.”


  “Then get Honey to ask her,” Dan answered. “She’s not mad at Honey, is she?”


  A slow smile spread across Honey’s face. “You know, that may not be a bad idea. In fact, the more I think about it, the better I like it. I’ll go and ask her right this minute.”


  Trixie closed her eyes and crossed her fingers as Honey slipped across the aisle to the empty seat next to Di. She waited impatiently. What was taking Honey so long? Trixie peeked. She could see the two heads bent close to each other—one dark, one the color of honey.


  The answer was yes! Trixie could tell even before a smiling Honey slipped back into the seat beside her.


  “It’s all set,” Honey said. “We’ll meet at Di’s mailbox at ten o’clock tomorrow morning. Don’t be late.”


  Trixie felt like singing. “Late? Don’t be silly! I’m ready to go right now!”


  Trixie tried to catch Di’s eye to tell her how glad she was that they were going out together again at last. But Di was busy looking out of the window.


  When she went to bed that night, Trixie felt happier than she had all week. Until now, she hadn’t even enjoyed watching Mart give a freshly bathed Reddy his obedience lessons. Trixie suspected that Mart hadn’t enjoyed giving them, either.


  Reddy, on the other hand, had a wonderful time. He hadn’t learned a thing.


  But Trixie wasn’t thinking about Reddy now.


  She lay staring up at the ceiling of her room.


  Our outing with Di tomorrow has just got to work, she thought. I don't know what I'll do if it doesn't.
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  THAT SATURDAY MORNING, Trixie was all ready for the shopping trip even before the rest of the family was out of bed.


  “Great heavens,” Mrs. Belden exclaimed when she hurried into the kitchen, “I can’t believe my eyes! You’ve set the table for breakfast and everything.”


  “I’ve also dusted the furniture and mixed the batter for waffles,” Trixie said, her blue eyes sparkling with happiness. “The only thing I haven’t done is to make my bed. My bet with Mart is as good as won, so I figure he can start paying off right now.”


  Mart sauntered in. “Did I hear you talking about beds?” he asked. “If so, I would remind a certain someone that there are still a few hours left for me to weave my magic upon our canny canine. Today, I’m determined that dog will do what I want him to. A whole month of bedmaking depends on it.”


  Trixie laughed. Even Mart didn’t sound angry with her anymore. Maybe he never had been. Now that she thought about it, she had been hard to live with all week.


  “It’s so nice to see you cheerful again, Trixie,” her mother said, smiling.


  “That’s because I’ve made up with Di,” Trixie said. “Oh, it feels so good!”


  Mart stared. “That’s funny. I saw Di last night, and she didn’t say anything about making up. In fact, she gave me the impression that your name was still mud as far as she was concerned.”


  “Well, you were wrong.” Trixie turned away. “I couldn’t eat a thing this morning, Moms. I guess I’m too excited. Do you mind if I leave now?”


  Startled, Helen Belden looked at the clock. “But, Trixie, it’s only seven-thirty!”


  So Trixie had to wait. The time seemed to drag by. At nine-thirty, however, she felt she couldn’t wait a moment longer. She bicycled as fast as she could to the mailbox at the bottom of the Lynches’ driveway.


  To her surprise, Honey was already there. Something about her made Trixie think that Honey had been at that mailbox for a very long time—and pacing up and down, at that. She forgot all about it when Honey came hurrying to meet her.


  “Hi, Honey!” Trixie called. “What a beautiful day! I feel so happy I could fly like a bird. Watch!” She spread her arms wide and flapped them up and down.


  Honey didn’t say anything.


  “Honey?” Trixie’s arms dropped to her side. “Is anything wrong?”


  “Wrong? What could be wrong?” Honey swallowed. “Everything’s just fine. Really.”


  As soon as Di appeared around a curve in the driveway, however, Trixie could tell that everything was not just fine.


  Di was wearing a bright flowered outfit. Her face, though, was wearing no expression whatsoever. When she caught sight of Trixie, her face looked as if she would turn right around and go back home.


  Honey obviously thought so, too. “Wait here,” she muttered, then hurried forward to where Di was standing, stiff and silent.


  Soon Trixie could tell they were in the middle of a heated discussion. Honey was waving her arms and talking as hard as she could. Di was shaking her head vigorously.


  Trixie walked up to them. “What’s going on?” she asked. “It’s almost ten o’clock. Has something gone wrong with the arrangements?”


  “You may as well know,” Honey said. “I made two sets of arrangements for today. One was with you and me. The other was with Di and me. Oh, you’re going to kill me, both of you! You see, Trix, I didn’t tell Di you were coming with us this morning.”


  “Oh, Honey! How could you!” Trixie cried.


  “I thought it was such a terrific idea yesterday,” Honey explained. “I thought it would get you two back together again. But last night, when I told Miss Trask what I’d done, she said I shouldn’t have interfered. Do you know how long I’ve been standing by that mailbox? A whole hour! I was trying to get up enough courage to tell you both what I’d done.”


  Di looked angry. “Why did you do it, Honey?” Suddenly, Honey lost her temper. “Someone had to do something,” she yelled. “Do you know how impossible you two have been this week? And then when Brian and Mart said the Bob-Whites might as well break up—”


  Di gasped. “Break up? But why?”


  “Oh, Di, don’t you see?” Trixie said. “If we Bob-Whites can’t get along together, how can we hope to help other people? I’m really sorry I’ve upset you. Won’t you be friends again?”


  “Will you admit that you were wrong to suspect my butler of being a crook?”


  “Why is it so important to you?” Trixie cried. “Mart’s told you the whole story. You have to admit that Harrison’s actions are very strange.”


  “I expect Harrison has a very good reason for everything he’s done,” Di snapped. “Anyway, he hasn’t done anything wrong. I just know it.” Trixie wished she could be as sure as Di that Harrison was innocent of any wrongdoing, but she wasn’t. On the other hand, which was more important—being right or being friends?


  “Okay, Di,” she said at last. “I was wrong to think Harrison is a crook. I won’t worry about him anymore. I’ll forget him.”


  “He truly is innocent, you know,” Di said. “Who is?”


  Di stared. “Why, Harrison, of course.”


  “I have no idea who you’re talking about,” Trixie said airily. “Harrison? Who’s he?”


  Suddenly, they were aware that Honey had been watching them both closely. When she saw they’d noticed, she laughed happily.


  “You know what?” she shouted. “It’s a beautiful day. I feel so happy I could fly like a bird. Watch!”


  She spread her arms and flapped them up and down. Slowly, Di raised her arms, too.


  Trixie hesitated, then flung her own arms wide. And laughing together, at last, the three friends “flew” to their bicycles.


  


  What a wonderful morning it was! The three girls visited almost every store in Sleepyside, though they bought very little. It was enough that they were together again. Trixie had never felt happier—but it didn’t last.


  They were busy eating juicy hamburgers at Wimpy’s when the trouble began all over again.


  Trixie glanced out of the window at the street beyond. She saw Saturday shoppers and tradespeople hurrying about their work. She saw a bicycle propped outside the doughnut shop.


  She leaned closer to the window to get a better look. “Say,” she said idly, “isn’t that—” she paused—“someone-whose-name-I’ve-forgotten’s bicycle?”


  Di popped another crisp french fry into her mouth. “Couldn’t be,” she answered. “He doesn’t have a bike. I asked him about it only yesterday.”


  Trixie looked again. The yellow bicycle certainly looked like the same one that she’d seen Di’s butler riding.


  At that moment, a man came out of the shop with a small paper bag. He wore neither his uniform nor his gun, but Trixie recognized the man immediately. It was Charlie, Harrison’s accomplice.


  Trixie saw him glance quickly up and down the street. Then he climbed onto the yellow bicycle and rode swiftly away.


  All at once, Trixie was certain that it was the same bicycle that had been parked for so long on Mrs. Crandall’s front porch. She caught a quick glimpse of the long black scratch mark that she’d noticed before on its back fender.


  She came to with a start when she realized that Di was looking at her coldly.


  “You’re not going to let go of it, are you, Trixie?” Di asked. “You won’t be satisfied until you’ve found out all there is to know.”


  “No, that isn’t true,” Trixie protested. “I was only wondering what that man Charlie was doing with Harrison’s bike.”


  Di pushed her plate away. “But I already told you—Harrison doesn’t have a bike.”


  “But, Di, he definitely told Jim that he did. And that bike was it. I should know. I certainly saw it enough times last week.”


  Suddenly Di stood up. “All right, Trixie,” she said, “we’re going to settle this once and for all. Come with me. I want to show you something.” Honey looked from one to the other. “Oh, Trixie, Di! Please let’s forget the whole thing. What’s happened has happened. It’s over and done with. Leave it alone.”


  But Trixie had been thinking. “Maybe it’s best if we get this settled between us. If we don’t, I think it’s always going to make a difference in how we feel about each other. And I don’t want that, Di. Do you?”


  Di wasn’t listening. She was already counting out the money to pay for her lunch. “Come on,” she repeated. “We’re going to settle this—now.” Trixie’s thoughts were in a turmoil as she and Honey followed Di out of the diner. Meekly they tagged along behind, while Di marched across the square and along the street that led to the art museum.


  On the other side of the road, the hospital parking lot seemed as busy as ever. Trixie sighed. So much had happened since she and Jim had been there together. Had it really been only a week ago?


  Di marched into the art museum. She paused inside the door and glanced around the little entrance hall as if she were looking for someone.


  Trixie glanced around, too. She had visited here many times with her classmates when she was in elementary school. It was one of the teachers’ favorite places to visit for a field trip.


  Through the archway to her left, Trixie knew, was a small art gallery. The town of Sleepyside was proud of its collection. Several of its wealthier residents had famous paintings on permanent loan to the museum.


  Through the archway to her right was an area that everyone called the Oriental Room. It contained ancient suits of armor that had once belonged to Japanese warriors. There were also displays of scroll paintings and delicate porcelain dishes and platters from China. Trixie guessed that it was there the Ming vase would have been proudly displayed.


  Even as she gazed toward the room, she heard the sound of approaching footsteps, and a group of people sauntered through the archway.


  A soft voice said clearly, “And that, ladies and gentlemen, concludes our tour for today. If you have any questions or wish to arrange special tours at any time, feel free to contact me. We hope you’ll visit us again.”


  The remarks were made by a young woman wearing a name tag that read JANET GRAY. She nodded pleasantly to everyone and disappeared into the museum’s office.


  Honey gasped and whispered, “Trix? Wasn’t that-?”


  Trixie nodded and whispered back, “She was in Harrison’s room at the hospital. We saw her at the bazaar, and she turned up in that deserted barn. Honey, that’s another of Harrison’s accomplices. Not only that, but it’s also no wonder that I thought I’d seen her before. She used to give lectures for us schoolkids when we came here on field trips.”


  “She doesn’t look like a crook,” Honey remarked. “But then, I don’t really know what a crook is supposed to look like.”


  Di looked past them and called, “Ah, there you are. I was looking for you. May I see you for a moment, please?”


  Trixie turned. Her jaw dropped. She found herself face-to-face with Charlie the guard. She thought he looked startled to see them.


  “Oh,” he said, “good afternoon, miss. I didn’t know you were coming here today.”


  “I was wondering if you’d settle a small argument for my friends,” Di said. She waved a slim hand toward a puzzled Trixie and Honey. “You see, we want to know who owns the yellow bicycle we saw you riding a few minutes ago. My friends here insist that it belongs to my butler, Harrison. I say it doesn’t.”


  Charlie coughed nervously. “The bike’s mine,” he muttered. “I just lent it to Harrison one time when he needed quick transportation.”


  “Then why did Harrison say the bike was his?” Trixie asked, feeling foolish.


  “I’ve no idea, miss.”


  “You see, Trixie,” Di continued, “Charlie Burnside here is the museum’s guard. Miss Gray is its lecturer. Both are Harrison’s friends. They have been for some time.”


  “Then would you answer a question for us?” Trixie asked Charlie. “Why were the three of you at that deserted barn last week?”


  Charlie looked uncomfortable. “Deserted barn? I don’t know anything about any deserted barn. Excuse me, miss. Janet and me have got some doughnuts to eat.” He hurried to the office and closed its door firmly behind him.


  “Well?” Di said. “Are you satisfied?”


  “I—I suppose so.” Trixie still felt puzzled. “But why didn’t you say you knew who these people were before?”


  “I was angry,” Di confessed. “I didn’t feel like telling you anything at all.”


  “Charlie still didn’t say what he was doing in the woods,” Honey said.


  “Or if Miss Gray told Harrison about the clue in the nursery rhyme book,” Trixie added.


  “What if she did?” Di said. “They’re friends, and maybe she did mention it. And maybe, too, Harrison wanted to help look for the Ming vase.”


  Or steal it for himself Trixie thought. He got himself discharged from the hospital especially so that he could search for it.


  Di was obviously feeling happier now that she felt she had won the argument.


  “I want to show you something else,” she said in a friendlier tone of voice. She led the way into the Oriental Room and walked up to a small glass case.


  Trixie and Honey bent down to see a beautiful little green jade goddess who stood gracefully on an ebony pedestal. Her small arms and tiny cupped hands were outstretched as if to greet them.


  “Oh, Di,” Honey breathed. “How lovely!”


  Di was smiling. “Isn’t she perfect? Her name is Lien-Ting. Dad lent her to the museum last year.”


  Trixie nodded. “Is the case locked? I suppose it must be. I would imagine she’s very valuable.”


  “Yes, she is,” Di answered, bending toward the little statue. “You’d never believe all the security arrangements we had to go through when Harrison brought her here. She had to be packed in a special box, and—” She stopped and stared.


  Trixie cried out at the expression on Di’s face. “What is it?” She took hold of Di’s arm. “What’s the matter? What are you looking at?”


  Di didn’t answer. All the color had left her face. Then, with a smothered exclamation, she wrenched her arm free and rushed out of the room.


  Trixie and Honey were frozen with astonishment. They were still staring after their friend when the tall figure of Mr. Dunham, the curator, appeared in the doorway.


  “Was that Miss Lynch who just left?” he asked, his face showing his concern. “She left so suddenly. I was about to offer to show you all around the museum. Is anything wrong?”


  Absently, Trixie looked down at the tiny statue of Lien-Ting.


  “I’m not sure,” she said slowly, “but somehow I think Di’s just found out something—something that upset her very much. I wonder what it was.”


  


  


  “The Butler Did It!” ● 16


  


  BY THE TIME Trixie and Honey hurried out of the museum, Di had gone. They looked up and down the street, but there wasn’t a sign of her.


  “I don’t understand any of this,” Honey cried. “What made her rush out like that? Where could she have gone? Oh, and here I was, thinking everything was beginning to get itself sorted out.”


  Trixie sighed hopelessly. “The way I feel right now, nothing is ever going to get sorted out. The only thing we can do is to look around the area, then go back and get our bikes. Maybe Di will meet us there.”


  Trixie and Honey walked around blocks and peered in shop windows for half an hour. As they looked for Di, they talked and talked about what had just happened. When they gave up their search and returned to their bicycles, they discovered that Di’s bike was gone, and they dispiritedly started home.


  Mart was waiting impatiently for them at the bottom of the Lynches’ driveway. “It’s about time you two got back,” he burst out as soon as he saw them. “Where were you? Come on! We’ve all been waiting for you. There’s an emergency meeting of the Bob-Whites going on right now.”


  “An emergency?” Trixie cried. “What kind of an emergency?”


  “Oh, Mart!” Honey said. “Tell us quickly! Is someone hurt?”


  “It’s nothing like that.”


  Mart hurried them to the path that led to the clubhouse. Trixie and Honey, weary from their ride into town and back, were hard put to keep up with him.


  Trixie stopped suddenly in the middle of the path. “I’m not going another step until you tell us what’s going on!” she declared.


  Mart turned and looked at them both. “I may as well tell you,” he said. “You’re going to find out from Di, anyway. You were right all along, Trix. Di realizes that now. She’s blaming herself for all the trouble there was between you two. She’s very discombobulated. She says she’s ashamed to face you.”


  Trixie was more bewildered than ever. “ What was I right about? Why is Di blaming herself? Mart, what on earth are you talking about?”


  “It’s Harrison,” Mart said flatly. “He’s a thief, Trixie! Di says she knew it as soon as she got a good look at that statue of Lien-Ting in the museum this afternoon. It’s a fake, you see.” Trixie could hardly believe her ears. “But the goddess is so beautiful, How does Di know it isn’t the real one?”


  “Apparently, Lien-Ting—the real statue—has a small crack in her right arm. It isn’t noticeable unless you know where to look. Di happened to look. The statue you saw today is flawless. It’s a clever copy.”


  Honey said, “But what makes Di think that Harrison stole the original?”


  “We all asked her that,” Mart answered. “She said that Harrison has always admired that particular statue. When it was displayed in the Lynch home, he wouldn’t let any of the other servants near it—not to dust it or anything. Harrison was the one person Mr. Lynch trusted to deliver it to the museum.”


  “So then, Di thinks Harrison stole it?” Trixie asked.


  Mart nodded. “What with everything else that’s happened lately, she thinks there isn’t any question about it. She thinks Harrison’s after the Ming vase, too. She’s been worried all along that you might be right in your suspicions about him. That’s why she’s been so upset.”


  Honey took a deep breath. “What does she want the Bob-Whites to do?”


  “She wants us to find Harrison. She wants us to get him to confess everything. And she wants him to return the real statue before her parents get home tomorrow.”


  “Hold it, Mart,” Trixie said. “If Harrison is really a thief, Di ought to call the police.”


  “She won’t do it,” Mart answered. “We’ve all tried to persuade her to talk to Sergeant Molin-son, but she doesn’t want to. She said it’s a family matter and she wants to keep it confidential.”


  “But that’s crazy!” Trixie cried.


  “No, it isn’t,” Honey said suddenly. “Don’t you see? She feels that Mr. Lynch, by trusting Harrison, has proved to be a poor judge of character. If that piece of news got out, what do you think everyone would say about Mr. Lynch? No, I don’t think Di’s crazy at all to try and keep it quiet. I’d do the same thing myself if our positions were reversed.”


  “You’re right,” Trixie said. “I just wasn’t thinking clearly. All right, Mart, let’s go and talk to Harrison.”


  “It’s not going to be that easy,” Mart said. “You see, Harrison’s skipped.”


  “Skipped?”


  “Skedaddled.Decamped. Absconded. In other words, he’s gone. And don’t ask me where, because I don’t know.”


  They began to hurry once more toward the clubhouse.


  “You know,” Mart said, “I still can’t quite believe it. Old Harrison! A thief! It just goes to show you.”


  “It just goes to show us what?” Trixie asked. Mart looked at them both solemnly. “Why, that the butler did it!” he said.


  


  Ten minutes later, the Bob-Whites had talked it over and decided on a course of action. They were going to take the horses and try to find Harrison, no matter where he might be.


  As they hurried toward the stables, Trixie had a weird feeling that events were about to repeat themselves all over again:


  She and Honey would ride through the woods. They’d end up at Sleepyside Hollow. They’d see an unfamiliar yellow bike propped against the front porch of a little house that smelled of lavender. In the cellar—


  She came to with a start as she realized that Di was saying to her, “Oh, Trixie, can you ever forgive me? I don’t want us ever to fight again. Friends?”


  Trixie hugged her. “Friends,” she agreed happily. “I don’t want us ever to fight again, either.”


  “I was so miserable,” Di confessed. “Now if we can only find Harrison....”


  “Are you sure he’s left for good?” Trixie asked. “When you got home this afternoon, did you look in his room? Did he take his clothes?”


  “I didn’t notice. Cook said he got another phone call this afternoon and he left immediately. For some reason, she thought the call came from the museum.”


  “Jeepers!” Trixie exclaimed. “Another mysterious phone call. This is getting weird. It’s just like last week, when Harrison first disappeared.” Di left them and hurried up the hill to her home. She was going to change quickly into her riding clothes, saddle her horse, and meet them, as before, at the Wheeler stables.


  Trixie looked down at her own old jeans. They might not be formal riding attire, but at least she was comfortable in them.


  The other Bob-Whites obviously felt the same way about their own clothes. No one else bothered to change.


  Besides Di, Dan was the only Bob-White who had to leave them for a short while. Soon he was back, seated astride the handsome old roan Spartan. Spartan, too, was a Wheeler horse, but he was stabled with the horse belonging to Mr. Maypenny, the Wheelers’ gamekeeper.


  Dan watched his friends hurrying to saddle their horses. “Everything all set?” he called cheerily.


  Regan grinned up at his nephew. “Now, you look after them all, Dan, my boy.”


  Mart smiled. “And don’t gallop through the woods.”


  “Watch out for loose stones,” Brian added, chuckling.


  “And trailing roots,” Honey said.


  “And things that go bump in the night,” Jim called. “Your turn, Trixie.”


  But Trixie was off in a daydream. She was frowning as she tightened Susie’s girth strap. “I was just wondering,” she said slowly, “where we should start looking.”


  “We already discussed that,” Mart said, leading Strawberry out of his stall. “I thought we decided to go straight to Sleepyside Hollow.”


  “I know,” Trixie answered, “but I keep on trying to remember something—something very important.”


  She still hadn’t thought of it when Di, riding Sunny, cantered into the stable yard. Soon all the Bob-Whites were riding easily across the broad meadow.


  Suddenly Trixie called, “Oh, stop! Please, stop!”


  The horses came to a reluctant halt. They snorted, tossed their heads, and pawed at the ground impatiently. Their riders held them steady.


  “What is it, Trix?” Jim asked.


  “I want to go over everything again,” Trixie said. “We’re missing something somewhere. I just know we are.”


  “All right,” Honey said promptly. “Where do you want to start?”


  “It all seemed to begin with the Ming vase,” Trixie said, “so let’s start with that. Mr. Parkinson, the vase’s owner, had it delivered to the museum. Somebody saw Jonathan Crandall receive it.”


  “Right,” Mart said. “By the way, who did see that happen?”


  “We never did find that out,” Brian said. “Go on, Trix.”


  “The vase was delivered on a Friday evening,” Trixie continued. “But Mr. Crandall had no place to keep it over the weekend.”


  “The glass case hadn’t yet been delivered,” Honey said slowly. “The safe in the museum’s office had a broken lock. So we figured—you figured, Trixie—that Mr. Crandall took the vase home with him for safekeeping till the following Monday.”


  “But where did he put it?” Di asked. “I don’t understand.”


  “Mr. Crandall had just hidden a birthday present for his wife,” Trixie explained. “He must have thought up a terrific hiding place. Mrs. Crandall still hasn’t found her gift. Honey and I think he hid the Ming vase in with the birthday present.”


  Honey continued with the story. “Mr. Crandall liked puzzles. He gave his wife one clue about where the hiding place was. He said it was ‘elementary.’ But he died that same weekend before he could tell her anything more.”


  “Wait—there’s something else.” Trixie held firmly to her reins. “In the meantime, someone else had figured out all this, too.”


  “Harrison, by cracky!” Mart exclaimed.


  Trixie wasn’t listening. “He’s been trying to find that vase for himself. I’m sure, now that I think about it, that maybe he’s even offered to buy Mrs. Crandall’s house. That way, he could search for the vase until he found it. But Mrs. Crandall wouldn’t sell.”


  “By George, I’ve got it!” Mart shouted, startling Strawberry so much that the horse nearly unseated his rider. Mart struggled to remain upright. “Harrison dressed up as the headless horseman, didn’t he?” he said. “He wanted to scare Mrs. Crandall out of her house, and probably out of town. But Mrs. Crandall didn’t scare so easily. Is that right?”


  Trixie nodded. “I think so.”


  “So he telephoned to say her sister was sick?” Dan asked. “Gee, what a rotten thing to do.”


  “Boy!” Jim said. “He must have been mad when, instead of scaring her away for good, his actions caused Rose Crandall to bring her sister home to stay with her.”


  “I don’t know when my dad has ever been more wrong about anyone,” Di said, her eyes filling with tears. “I suppose he’s really part of a gang. They’ve stolen the goddess from the museum, and heaven knows what else besides.”


  “But where is Harrison?” Brian asked.


  “I don’t know,” Trixie answered. “But I do know what it was I was trying to remember. And it was important. You see, the deserted barn smelled the same as Honey’s stables. That means a horse has been kept there—and recently.” Honey’s mouth dropped open with surprise. “Of course!” she breathed. “The headless horseman had to stable his horse somewhere. Why didn’t I think of that?”


  “Where is this barn?” Jim asked. “Is it far away?”


  “However far it is,” Trixie said thoughtfully, “I have a hunch we ought to go there at once. I think we should search there first.”


  


  


  Trapped! ● 17


  


  SOON THE BOB-WHITES were in the woods once more. Trixie smelled again the pleasant scents of the forest. She could hear the soft clop-clop-clop of their horses’ hooves on its spongy floor.


  She sighed. “It doesn’t look nearly as spooky now,” she said to Jim, who was riding beside her. “The other night, when Honey and I got lost, we felt there was a ghost hiding behind every bush. If it hadn’t been for that dog of ours—”


  At that moment, as if he had known they were talking about him, Reddy came bounding through the trees. His ears flapped. His long tail streamed behind him. His coat no longer looked clean—or brushed, either. Trixie suspected he’d been chasing rabbits.


  “No, Reddy!” she yelled, half-standing in her saddle. “You can’t come with us! Go home!” Reddy paid no attention whatsoever. He was delighted to see them, and he wanted them all to know it. He uttered short, sharp barks as he dashed forward, as close as he dared to the horses’ feet, then dashed back again to chase his own tail.


  He caused such a commotion that the Bob-Whites had trouble holding on to their horses.


  “Mart! Do something!” Trixie yelled, as Susie plunged beneath her.


  “Reddy!” Mart shouted from Strawberry’s back. “Roll over! Play dead!”


  Instantly, Reddy sat. His tail, though, seemed to have a life of its own. It still twitched from side to side, causing brown leaves, dead twigs, and dark earth to cling to it.


  “Voilà!” Mart said proudly in the sudden silence. “One only has to know the correct commands, you see.”


  “Oh, Mart, do send him home,” Trixie said. Mart raised an eyebrow. “Are you admitting, my dear sister, that I have the ability to control our canine friend?”


  Brian laughed. “He’s got you there, Trixie.


  Reddy obeyed Mart immediately.”


  “But that’s not fair!” Trixie cried. “Mart was supposed to teach Reddy to do as he’s told.”


  “Correction!” Mart sounded smug. “I was supposed to teach Reddy to do what we want. Reddy is doing what we want. He’s sitting quietly.” Trixie sighed. “I guess I’ve lost our bet, after all,” she said. “Then again, maybe it’s worth a week of bedmaking at that.” She looked at their dog. “But you’d better do what we want right now, Reddy, my boy, or it will be the worse for you!”


  Reddy looked up and grinned at her.


  “Do let him stay,” Di pleaded. “He’ll keep us company.”


  “No sooner said than done,” Mart announced promptly. “Reddy! Go!”


  Reddy instantly moved close to Strawberry’s side and showed every indication of following them obediently.


  Trixie sighed again. “Now, if we can only solve our other troubles, we’ll really have something to celebrate.”


  They moved off again through the trees. Reddy’s tail, with its interesting accumulation of forest souvenirs, waved in triumph as he padded along beside them.


  When they reached the barn, Trixie could see that it looked even more dilapidated in daylight. A broken plow lay rusting beside it, and a pair of nesting doves had made their home under its rotting eaves.


  “Wow!” Mart breathed. “Will you look at that! It doesn’t seem as if anyone’s been near this place in years.”


  “Except for this!” Trixie cried. She leaned from her saddle and pointed to something on the soft ground.


  The Bob-Whites slid from their horses and gathered around to see.


  “It’s a hoofprint,” Dan said, frowning. “Why, that’s funny. It looks as if it was made—”


  “—by a horse wearing socks!” Di cried.


  Trixie was excited. “I really think we’re on the right track at last!”


  The Bob-Whites looped their reins over the low-hanging branches of a tree and hurried inside the barn.


  It took no more than a glance to tell the Bob-Whites that Trixie had guessed correctly. In a far corner stood a horse, his coat softly gleaming. He was as black as Jupiter and, Trixie thought, almost as beautiful. His hooves still wore the rags that allowed him to move soundlessly through the forest.


  “So there he is,” Trixie said softly, “the horse who wore socks. And when we thought he disappeared into thin air that night, he really didn’t. In the dark, we just thought he did because he made no noise.”


  Honey shuddered. “I know now that the ‘ghost’ was only Harrison dressed up to look spooky,” she told Jim. “But I keep on expecting the headless horseman to appear....”


  Her voice faded into terrified silence. She looked past her brother’s shoulder toward the far side of the barn. The other Bob-Whites turned swiftly.


  An apparition was walking toward them. It was enveloped in a black cloak that covered its wearer from the top of the hideously wide, headless shoulders to the tips of its white sneakers. The cloak had a small tear in its broad skirt.


  “Pretty effective, eh?” Mart’s voice said.


  In another moment, Trixie could see his flushed face as, laughing, he lifted the whole contraption from his head.


  “Mart!” Trixie exclaimed. “You scared us all!”


  “I found this hanging on a peg over there,” Mart said. “The cloak’s rigged up on a wooden frame, see?” He showed them how it fitted across his shoulders. They saw the tiny eyeholes that allowed its wearer to see.


  “The headless horseman rides again!” Dan exclaimed.


  Then, suddenly, there was a hurried movement behind them. They caught a quick glimpse of a tall figure wearing a derby hat.


  The barn door slammed shut. They heard the sounds of a heavy bar being slid across it.


  “That was Harrison!” Di cried. “Oh, what’ll we do? We’re trapped!”


  The boys wasted precious minutes trying to break down the door. They were not successful.


  “It’s no good,” Brian said. “That door’s stronger than it looks. Now what?”


  “We could yell for help,” Mart suggested. “Who would hear us way out here?” Honey said. “We could be stuck here till next Christmas. What do you think, Trix?”


  But Trixie, it seemed, was thinking of something else. “The whole thing just doesn’t make sense,” she muttered. “Why didn’t he search the house when he had the chance? Of course, it did smell of perfume. Then there’s that missing raincoat. I wonder—” She stopped, frowning. “I don’t remember Reddy coming in here with us.”


  “He didn’t,” Honey answered. “We left him outside with the horses.”


  Trixie pointed. “Then what’s he doing in here right this minute? Reddy, come!”


  Reddy, who had been busy exploring all the delightful barn smells, turned immediately and bounded away.


  Something creaked open. The Bob-Whites saw daylight as Reddy squeezed himself through a rotting board behind the black horse’s stall.


  “Saved, by George!” Mart said.


  “Be careful as you move behind the horse,” Jim warned, hurrying forward.


  But he had no need to worry. In another moment, all the Bob-Whites were breathing fresh air and blinking in the sunlight.


  “It was elementary, after all,” Mart announced with relief.


  Trixie stood as if turned to stone. Everything clicked inside her mind: the locked cellar door, the house that smelled of lavender, the missing raincoat, the practical joker, the Lien-Ting statue—


  “That’s it!” she cried. “That’s the answer! Oh, don’t you see? We’ve got to get to Sleepyside Hollow right away. We haven’t a moment to lose! I know, at last, exactly where the Ming vase is hidden!”


  


  


  Triumph! • 18


  


  NEVER HAD THE BOB-WHITES seen Trixie move so fast. While they were still untying their horses, she was already mounted on Susie’s back and trotting toward the forest path.


  In spite of his sister’s eagerness, Brian soon insisted on taking the lead. “I know the way through these woods better than you,” he said. “Follow me!”


  Brian was right. He led them swiftly to the now-familiar trail, then down into the clearing outside the little house. Without wasting another moment, Trixie jumped from Susie’s back.


  “Quick!” she told Brian. “Hide the horses!”


  She hurried to the front door.


  Mrs. Crandall looked surprised. It was almost as if she’d been expecting someone else. “Oh, my!” she said, wiping her hands on her white apron. “Won’t you all come in? We were just about to have a cool drink and something to eat.”


  Mart’s face fell when Trixie answered, “No, thank you, Mrs. Crandall. But may I please look at your fruit trees?”


  “Fruit trees?” Dan sounded puzzled.


  “I only hope we’re in time,” Trixie said. “I suspect, you see, that he’s found out somehow what the correct clue is. He came to the barn to get his horse this afternoon.”


  Mrs. Crandall gasped. “Are you telling me that you’ve figured out—?”


  “—the long-lost hiding place,” Trixie answered.


  And, hurrying them into the backyard, Trixie walked straight to the old apple tree. The Bob-Whites saw her hand disappear into a deep hole in its gnarled trunk. In another instant, she swung around to face them.


  “I’ve got them!” she breathed and slowly withdrew two bundles. One was small and gaily wrapped in birthday paper. The other—


  “Why, it’s—it’s nothing but a rolled-up old raincoat!” Honey exclaimed.


  “Jonathan’s missing raincoat!” Mrs. Crandall cried.


  “I think you’ll find it’s more than that,” Trixie said, laughing happily. Slowly, carefully, she unrolled it. There in its folds, safe from the weather, was a small wooden box.


  Mart stared. “Is it—?”


  It was. When they were all gathered in the living room, Mrs. Crandall carefully unsnapped a tiny catch and opened the box lid. They could all see the white padded interior. Snuggled cosily in its satin bed was the squat green shape of the priceless vase.


  Behind them, Polly Ward’s voice said, “Oh, Rose! You’ve found it! I’m so glad.”


  Then someone else added smoothly, “I had better take charge of that. How clever of Miss Trixie to have discovered it.”


  “Harrison!” Di exclaimed, swinging around to face him. “I should have known you’d be here!” Then she gasped.


  Harrison was in his shirt sleeves. The pink scar on his forehead gave his face a slightly sinister look. In his hand, he carried a knife!


  “Oh, no, you don’t!” Mart was ready to spring.


  “Mart!Stop!” Trixie cried. “Harrison isn’t the


  villain! And the knife he’s holding is for peeling potatoes, I think.”


  Harrison looked shocked. “I? A villain?”


  “But if it isn’t Harrison,” Di cried, “then who?”


  There was a soft click at the front door as someone opened it. A tall figure stood in the doorway. He wore a dark suit and a derby hat and carried a small gun in one hand. He looked surprised to find the room full of people.


  “I knew it had to be you!” Trixie cried. “You came here now to search one last time. You were going to leave Harrison’s hat behind to throw suspicion on him. You stole it, and the door key, too, for just such an occasion as this one. You’ve even kept watch on this house from the deserted barn.”


  The man didn’t answer.


  “You must have been scared today when Di found out that the statue at the museum was a fake,” Trixie continued. “Now you have to get out of town at once. What else have you stolen?”


  “Is this the practical joker?” Mrs. Ward said. “It’s no joke,” Trixie answered. “Last week he got Mrs. Crandall out of town, and he came here to search for the vase. But then Harrison arrived on the scene.”


  “So he got Harrison into that cellar by a trick?” Honey asked. “But why didn’t he search the place when he had the chance?”


  “He started to,” Trixie said. “I should have remembered sooner. We were waiting for the ambulance, Honey, and you began to wander around this room. You closed drawers. You straightened books. All those things out of order were the signs of a search, you see.”


  Henry the Eighth wandered into the room. Trixie glanced down at the cat. “It was Henry who spoiled your plans the other night,” she told the tall man. “You had searched in here and were about to begin upstairs. Suddenly, you heard a noise up there. You thought Harrison had brought his friends with him from the museum, and you panicked and ran.”


  “But what was the noise?” Mart asked.


  “Henry knocked over a bottle of cologne,” Trixie said.


  The man came close and sneered at her. “How clever of you to have figured out where Crandall hid the vase. I had just realized, myself, that it was in the apple tree.” He aimed the gun at Trixie and stretched out his other hand. “Don’t move! The vase is mine now! Hand it over!”


  Trixie looked beyond him to the open front door. Reddy sat there, waiting patiently.


  Trixie had a sudden idea. “Oh, Henry, forgive me!” she whispered. Then in a loud voice she called, “Reddy! Don't chase the cat!”


  In one second, Reddy was in the room. In another second, he had dashed between a pair of legs clothed in dark trousers.


  Their wearer didn’t have a chance. His legs shot out from under him just as his fingers were closing around the precious box.


  “Get him, boys!” Brian yelled, diving for the gun.


  Jim, Mart, and Dan joyfully obeyed. There were sounds of a loud scuffle on the floor. Then there was silence.


  From the top of a bookcase, Henry yawned and began to wash himself. Reddy, who had not come anywhere close to catching him, looked bitterly disappointed.


  Mart helped drag the tall man to his feet. “So this was the villain all along,” he said.


  The man in the derby hat was the curator of the art museum, Alfred Dunham.


  


  The next day, with Dunham safely behind bars, the Bob-Whites and Harrison gathered once more at Rose Crandall’s cottage.


  “But how did you figure it all out?” Di asked Trixie.


  “I almost didn’t,” Trixie confessed. “I, too, thought that Harrison was guilty. His actions, you see, were so suspicious.”


  “Great heavens!” Mrs. Crandall said. “If only I had known what you were all thinking, I could have told you that wasn’t so.”


  She smiled at Harrison. He had insisted on serving them all ice-cold lemonade and sugar cookies hot from the oven.


  “Why did you lie to us?” Di asked him.


  “I’ll tell you why,” Trixie said. “He’s been trying all along to clear Mr. Crandall’s name. Charlie Burnside and Janet Gray from the museum were helping him.”


  “Just so, miss,” Harrison agreed. “Several months ago, I was at the museum, and I saw my friend Jonathan take delivery of the Ming vase. I had to tell the police when I was asked, of course. I have felt bad ever since. Because of my testimony, many people thought my friend was a thief. I simply had to find that vase to help clear his name.”


  “Why didn’t you call the police when you knew this house was searched that Thursday?” Jim said.


  “He was just telling us about it,” Polly Ward answered. “He was afraid Rose would be frightened if she knew there’d been a prowler here. That’s why he lied about how he got locked in the cellar. Besides, he made sure as soon as he could that nothing had been taken.”


  Trixie nodded. “I remember. He came back the next day. And he lied about the yellow bicycle because he didn’t want us to find out he was friends with Charlie Burnside or Janet Gray.”


  “Quite so, miss.” Harrison placed a frosted glass at her elbow. “I felt we were very close to a solution. I thought it would be best to work undercover, so to speak.”


  “Besides, you didn’t want a bunch of kids butting in, did you?” Mart asked bluntly.


  Harrison said nothing. He merely refilled Mart’s glass and offered him more cookies.


  Dan was still thinking. “Did Miss Gray tell you about the nursery rhyme clue?” he asked.


  “She did indeed,” Harrison said. “I knew the correct clue, of course. But I thought maybe Miss Trixie had hit on a better solution. I fear it was Miss Gray who accidentally told Mr. Dunham the real clue this afternoon. She telephoned and advised me to hurry here at once. We thought he might try to search again before he had to leave town. He had already tried and failed to purchase this house. We have had our suspicions about him all along, you see. Charlie has even been keeping his eye on the abandoned barn.”


  “We know,” Trixie said, remembering.


  “What’s going to happen to Alfred Dunham’s horse?” asked kindhearted Honey. “It’s not his fault his owner turned out to be a crook.”


  “I already talked to Sergeant Molinson about that,” Brian said. “You don’t need to worry. The sergeant remembered that Dunham has a brother who raises horses and who will be glad to get him. The police will look after the whole matter.”


  “Oh!” Di exclaimed. “I almost forgot to tell you. We’re going to get our real Lien-Ting back. The police say that Dunham has confessed everything. He didn’t have time to sell the original statue. It’s still in his house.”


  “If Mr. Parkinson had sent his Gainsborough painting to the museum,” Trixie said, “Alfred Dunham would have stolen that, too.”


  Honey sighed happily. “So everything has worked itself out beautifully. We’ll collect the reward for finding the vase, and we’ll donate it to UNICEF.”


  “My husband’s name will be cleared at last,” Mrs. Crandall said softly.


  “I’ve learned that friends are more important than puzzles,” Trixie added, looking across at Di. Di smiled at her.


  “My hat has been returned to me,” Harrison said. To their astonishment, one corner of his mouth lifted a fraction of an inch. Prim-and-proper Harrison was actually smiling!


  “Young Trixie even found the birthday present,” Polly Ward said, chuckling. “Why, Rose, in all the excitement, you forgot to open it!” Everyone was silent as the small box was slowly unwrapped. Inside was a charming locket on a golden chain. A tiny handmade greeting card was tucked in with it.


  Rose Crandall’s eyes misted with happy tears. She read aloud, “Hoppy the grasshopper, a baby’s bootie, a picture of a deer, and a rose.” Trixie laughed. “Hoppy. Bootie. Deer. Rose. ‘Happy birthday, dear Rose!’ Oh, how Mr. Crandall loved plays on words! That’s almost as bad a pun as his clue for the present’s hiding place.”


  “Hey, yes,” Brian said, “how did you know where to look?”


  “I worked it out,” Trixie confessed. “Mr. Crandall loved puzzles and puns and Sherlock Holmes. He must have got the idea when he found the hole in the trunk of the apple tree. He marked it LMN, but it had no grafts on it, remember? How he must have enjoyed the joke! He told his wife the solution was elementary. And that’s what it was—the L-M-N tree, get it?”


  “Congratulations, Trix,” Jim said. “That was a fine piece of work.”


  “Simply terrific!” Di said, grinning.


  Everyoneenthusiastically agreed.


  “Not bad, Miss Sherlock,” Mart told her. “Not bad at all.”


  Everyone laughed as Trixie chuckled and answered, “Why, it was elementary, my dear Mart!”


  


  


  [image: ]


  


  


  A Mysterious Disappearance • 1


  The Search ● 2


  Trixie’s Monster ● 3


  To the Rescue • 4


  Curiouser and Curiouser ● 5


  The Missing Vase ● 6


  The Phantom Rider • 7


  The Horse Wore Socks • 8


  Trouble Ahead ● 9


  Derby Surprise • 10


  Trixie Is Worried • 11


  Disappointment! • 12


  The Phantom Rides Again • 13


  Bob-White Breakup? ● 14


  Museum Mystery • 15


  “The Butler Did It!” ● 16


  Trapped! ● 17


  Triumph! • 18


  


  


  Table of Contents


  A Mysterious Disappearance • 1


  The Search ● 2


  Trixie’s Monster ● 3


  To the Rescue • 4


  Curiouser and Curiouser ● 5


  The Missing Vase ● 6


  The Phantom Rider • 7


  The Horse Wore Socks • 8


  Trouble Ahead ● 9


  Derby Surprise • 10


  Trixie Is Worried • 11


  Disappointment! • 12


  The Phantom Rides Again • 13


  Bob-White Breakup? ● 14


  Museum Mystery • 15


  “The Butler Did It!” ● 16


  Trapped! ● 17


  Triumph! • 18


  

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/00004.jpg
YOU WiLL ENJOY

THE TRIXIE BELDEN SERIES
34 Exciting Tiles

TRIXIE BELDEN MYSTERY-QUIZ BOOKS
2 Fun-Filed Volumes

THE MEG MYSTERIES
6 Batfing Adventures.

ALSO AVAILABLE

Algonquin
Alice in Wonderiand
‘A Batch of the Best
Moro of the Best
Stil More of the Best
Black Beauty
The Cal of the Wid
Dr. Jokyll and M. Hydo
Frankenss
Golden Prize
Gypsy from Nowhere.
Gypey and Nimbiefoot
Gypsy and the Moonstone Stallon
Lassio—Lost in the Snow
Lassie—The Mystery of Bristiecone Pine
Lassie—The Secret of the Smaltrs’ Cave
Lassie—Troublo at Panter's Lake
Match Point
‘Soven Great Detective Stories
‘Sherlock Holmes
Shudders
Tales of Time and Space
Tee-80 and the Porsnickety Prowier
Toe-80 in the Groat Hort Hunt
“That's Our Cleo
The War of the Worlds
The Wonderful Wizard of Oz






OEBPS/Images/00003.jpg
Trixie

Belden and the
MYSTERY OF THE
HEADLESS HORSEMAN

BY KATHRYN KENNY

Cover by dack Wacker

', GOLDEN PRESS






