
  
   [image: Cover. A Rose Patrol Mystery: A Girl's Guide to Spying by Holly Webb.]
  

 
  
   
Praise for 
A GIRL’S GUIDE TO SPYING


   “A rollicking, fun read written with all of Holly’s trademark warmth. Rich with historical texture that brings the past vividly to life, Holly once again proves why she’s a true superstar of children’s fiction. And who wouldn’t fall in love with Hector the dog?” 

   Hannah Gold, author of The Last Bear

   “A compelling blend of intrigue, mystery and puzzle solving. Join Rose Patrol as they find themselves caught up in a dangerous race against time to uncover the identity of a double agent. Packed full of twists and turns, this is a real page-turner of a read. Inspired by the real-life work of Girl Guides during the First World War, this historical mystery is a must have for fans of Robin Stevens.” 

   Jo Clarke, author of The Travelling School Mysteries series

   “Holly Webb is always a dream and this is no exception. A Girl’s Guide to Spying is so smart and clever and full of fun that I devoured every inch of it. Go Rose Patrol!” 

   Daisy May Johnson, author of How to be Brave

   “This is vivid historical fiction that will transport you, charm you, and make you cheer at the brilliance of the real-life Girl Guides who played their part in the war. Hoorah for Phyl and Annie!” 

   Joanna Nadin, author of The Worst Class in the World
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   For all the wonderful people who give their time (so much time …) to Girlguiding.
You are amazing.

And for everyone at 9th Tilehurst – obviously the best Rainbows, Brownies and Guides ever.

  

  
   
   

  

 
  
   
‌The Characters

   The Dean Family, Marchmont Street

   Phyllis Dean

   Annie Dean

   Dan Dean, their brother

   Ernest Dean, their father, owner of Dean’s grocer’s

   Lily Dean, their mother

   At the 1st Holborn Guide Company, Cheviot Square

   Miss Lynley, the Guide captain

   Miss Fielding, her lieutenant

   The Rose Patrol

   Ruby Finch, patrol leader

   Iris, patrol second

   Charlotte

   Freddie

   and Phyllis and Annie

   The Violet Patrol

   Lucy, patrol leader

   Avis, patrol second

   and others

   The Snowdrop Patrol

   Belinda, patrol leader

   Louisa, patrol second

   Bonnie

   and others

   The Daffodil Patrol

   Mildred, patrol leader

   Chrissie, patrol second

   and others

   Brownies

   Elizabeth, Lucy’s younger sister, aged eight

   and others

   At Cheviot Square

   Sir James and Lady Maria Lynley, Miss Lynley’s parents

   Bruce, Sir James’s bulldog

   At Hoffmann’s Haberdashery, Marchmont Street

   Minna Hoffmann, aged eleven

   Marion Hoffmann, her mother, runs the shop

   Albert Hoffmann, Minna’s father, born in Germany, currently in an internment camp

   William Hoffmann, their baby son

   At MO5, Watergate House

   Sergeant Jakes, the doorman

   Doris, a Guide messenger

   Miss Roubaud, supervisor of the Guides

   Margaret (Meg) Stokely, patrol leader of the Guide messengers on the first floor

   Sara, a Guide messenger on the first floor

   Florrie, a Guide messenger on the first floor

   Major Lynley, an MO5 officer, Miss Lynley’s brother

   Major Warren, an MO5 officer working on the first floor

   Miss Alice Hammond, a clerk working on the first floor

   Miss Mansell, a clerk working on the first floor

   Lieutenant Friston, an MO5 officer working on the third floor

   Foster, the lift operator

   Lieutenant Allenby, an MO5 officer

   Other characters

   George, Dan’s soldier friend out in Belgium

   Miss Constance Ainsley, a suffragette

   Mrs Tyler, a charlady working at Drummond House

   Hector, Major Warren’s bull terrier

  

 
  
   
‌A Note About the Chapter Headings

   Each chapter in this book starts with a quote – some from newspapers, some from government announcements and some from the Girl Guides’ Gazette (a magazine for Guides). Lots of them are from The Handbook for Girl Guides, written by Agnes Baden-Powell and her brother Robert Baden-Powell in 1912. Some of them are very old-fashioned as they were written over a hundred years ago. You may find them strange – some of them might make you angry. These are the words and opinions that Phyl, Annie, Ruby and the other Guides in this book were hearing all the time.

  

 
  
   
‌July 1914

   
SIR,—Women in general will be grateful for your unqualified disapproval of Girl Scouts. But is it not an anxious sign of the times if the mothers of girls between the ages of twelve and sixteen have not sufficient control to prevent their daughters from taking part in a pursuit of which they disapprove, especially one so eminently unsuitable as scouting for girls?

—I am, Sir, &c.,



   
   A.K.

   Letter to the editor, published in The Spectator, 1909, after reports on the Crystal Palace Scout Rally

   “What are they doing?” Annie said, staring in fascination at the group of girls stomping down the road. Then she added with a giggle, “What are they wearing?”

   Phyl, her older sister, shook her head. “I don’t know. They’re … marching, I suppose. Look at their skirts! And those hats. They don’t look proper.”

   “They look like boys.” Annie put her head on one side and squinted into the bright sun to get a better look at the dark blue woollen skirt of the closest girl. Even though she seemed about fifteen, a young lady rather than a child, her skirt was halfway up her legs. “I don’t think they’ve got petticoats on,” she whispered.

   “Not proper at all!” Phyl could hear herself sounding exactly like her mother.

   Mrs Dean made sure that her Phyllis and Annie were always dressed as they should be. Good plain dresses, layers of clean petticoats, frilled white pinafores fresh every day. Boots nicely polished and stockings with no holes. Bows in their hair. It all took time and effort and money. But it was important. Appearances mattered.

   Still, the way those girls were striding along so fast, without masses of petticoats catching at their legs … Phyl couldn’t help envying how free they seemed. But Annie was right, they did look like boys. Especially with those awful broad-brimmed hats on.

   “What you got that stick for?” someone yelled from the other side of the road, and Phyl flinched at the rough anger in the boy’s voice. She reached out to grab Annie, who was skipping along the pavement, trying to get a better look, and hauled her back by her pinafore.

   “Stop it!” Annie squirmed, trying to break free. “I want to see, Phyl.”

   “We need to get home,” Phyl muttered, looking up and down the road. The fifteen or so girls were marching faster now and were nearly level with them. They’d obviously heard the shouts too. The boy doing the shouting had been joined by a couple of others who’d been lurking on the corner, as if waiting for a chance to cause trouble.

   “I wondered about the sticks too. They’ve all got them, look,” Annie said, still without any hint of fear. “They’re bigger than walking sticks and they’re not really using them to walk with.”

   “Annie, come on!” Phyl hissed.

   The three boys were hooting with laughter now. The oldest girl flung her arm around the littlest one, hurrying her along, but the boys started chasing after them. The first one darted forward, pulling at the older girl’s skirt. He then aimed a kick at the shocking amount of leg on display.

   Phyl sucked in a sharp breath, as if she was the one who’d been kicked. Clearly the boy thought it didn’t matter. The girl didn’t matter, since she’d dared to dress like that.

   “Leave us alone!” the oldest girl snapped, reaching down to rub her leg. “You should be ashamed.” She had a clear, high voice and sounded a bit like Phyl’s teacher. She wasn’t a shopkeeper’s daughter, that much was obvious.

   “So should you, carrying on like that!” he snarled back. “What you going to do about it, miss? Hit me with your stick? Get on home to your mother!”

   Phyl glanced around anxiously. There were a couple of women further down the street, watching. They looked disapproving, but Phyl couldn’t tell if it was the jeering boys they disapproved of, or the girls themselves. She had a horrible feeling that the women were thinking just the same thing about short skirts and boyish hats that she and Annie had.

   She swallowed hard, trying to push down the frightened lump in her throat. Then, in a thread of a voice, she called, “You leave them alone!”

   “Phyllis Dean!” Annie said admiringly. She stood up on her tiptoes and yelled, “You beast! Kicking a girl – I hope you’re proud of yourself!”

   “More of them,” one of the other boys said disgustedly. “Clear off! Stupid Girl Guides!”

   And then, shockingly, he picked up a loose stone and threw it at the group of girls milling in the road.

   It missed – perhaps he’d meant it to – but it struck the wall just by Annie’s face. Phyl grabbed Annie, huddling her close. This time, her voice wasn’t a thread. “You leave my sister alone!” she screamed. “Or I’ll fetch a constable!”

   Phyl hadn’t the first idea where she’d find a policeman, but she must have sounded like she meant it.

   “What did you do that for?” the first boy growled to his friend. “Now you’ve torn it. Come on!”

   At that, the three of them hared off down the alley, leaving Phyl, Annie and the girls staring at each other in stunned silence.

   The littlest of the girls ducked out from under the older one’s arm. She wasn’t wearing a shirt and odd hat like the others, Phyl realised. She had a woollen jumper on instead. And she was definitely younger than Annie, perhaps eight or nine.

   “Let go of me, Lucy!” She straightened her floppy knitted hat, then peered down the alley where the three boys had disappeared. “Don’t think a constable’s going to catch them,” she said to Phyl.

   Phyl gazed back at her, tongue-tied. What was she supposed to say to these strange girls?

   “A constable would probably tell us we should go home to our mothers too.” The older girl, Lucy, sighed. “You’re not hurt, are you?” she asked, looking between Phyl and Annie. “That stone didn’t hit you?”

   “No!” Annie bounced forward. “What are the sticks for? Why have you got boys’ hats on? Why are you marching – are you going somewhere?”

   “Shh!” Phyl tried to hush her, but Annie wasn’t having any of it.

   “Oh, do stop it, Phyl! I want to know. Are the sticks for hitting people with?”

   “No!” Lucy shook her head. “But we do know jiu jitsu,” she added and Phyl nodded. She didn’t know what that was exactly, but it was clearly something important.

   “You don’t!” the littlest girl burst out. “You fell over when we were practising and broke a milk jug. Mother said you weren’t to do it again.”

   Lucy flushed. “Dry up, Elizabeth. We’re learning jiu jitsu,” she said thinly. “For self-defence. Our Guide captain used it on a policeman once. She knocked him down.”

   “Miss Lynley’s a suffragette,” the littlest girl announced proudly. “She’s been in prison.”

   “Oh …” Phyl swallowed. These were most definitely not the sort of girls their mother would want her and Annie talking to, however posh their accents. Attacking policemen? Whatever next!

   “We’d better be getting back,” she said, snatching Annie’s hand. “I told Mum we’d help in the shop.”

   “Let me go!” Annie wailed as Phyl pulled her away from the watching Guides. “I want to talk to them! They didn’t tell us about the sticks!”
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   We have now closed the year 1914, which will long be remembered for a more terrible war than has ever been known in history. Our thoughts for some months have been of the gravest, and you good Guides have earnestly worked to help your Country.


   Letter from Miss Agnes Baden-Powell, Chief Guide, the Girl Guides’ Gazette, January 1915

   “It’s so cold,” Annie said, winding her muffler tighter around her neck as they stepped out into the yard behind the grocer’s shop at the end of Marchmont Street. “Dad thinks it might snow.”

   Phyl nodded. At least it had stopped raining. Their dad had been poring over the newspapers for reports from the front ever since Dan and his mates had been sent out to fight several months earlier. The recent rain in London had been nothing compared to the torrential storms in France and Belgium, Dad said. She couldn’t help thinking of her older brother living in a tiny dugout, like an animal, shuffling around in the mud that rose up around his ankles. What would it be like in the trenches in the snow?

   She peered round the yard gate into the street. They hardly went out in the evenings now – everyone stayed huddled up at home, worrying about the Zeppelins flying overhead. The huge airships had flown across the sea only a few nights before, aiming for manufactories around the River Humber, up in the north of the country, but Dad’s paper had said they were blown off course by strong winds. They’d dropped their bombs near the Norfolk coast instead and four people had died.

   Dad had told Phyl that like it was good news. If the Zeppelins had reached their target, the casualties could have been in the hundreds, he’d said. Let alone the damage to the factories working for the war effort. There had been a drawing of the Zeppelins in the newspaper – great pale cigar-shaped ships gliding quietly through the night. They were unearthly things, and they were expected over London any day now.

   “Perhaps we shouldn’t go to Guides,” Phyl murmured. “It’s not safe, being out at night.”

   “No excuses, you’ll enjoy it once you get there,” Annie told her, grabbing Phyl’s hand and hauling her out on to the street. “If the airships come, we’ll see them. We can find somewhere to shelter. But they need dark skies, don’t they, and it’s been clear all day.”

   “It’s clouding over,” Phyl said stubbornly.

   “There’s a bit of moonlight. Stop being a misery. Ooooh, it’s so dark with the street lights half painted out. I can’t even see the edge of the kerb. Do you think we should walk in the road?”

   “No!” Phyl said, letting Annie pull her along. “Just watch out. Oh!”

   They both stopped, staring up into the sky as a great pointing finger of yellow swept overhead. Then another yellow beam rapidly crossed it.

   “The searchlights,” Annie whispered.

   Each time the beams of light cut across each other, pinning a patch of sky, Phyl expected to see a Zeppelin suspended there. It was horribly hard not to keep staring up and up …

   “Only a couple more streets. Come on!” Annie set off again, but her steps were halting now and she pressed close to Phyl.

   “Look, Annie!” Phyl squeezed her hand. “I was right about the clouds. It’s starting to snow!”

   By the time they reached the church in Cheviot Square, where the Guides met, there was a knot of girls gathered on the pavement, laughing at the whirling snow. The littlest ones, the Brownie six who were too young for Guides and met in their own corner of the church hall, were dancing about and catching flakes on their tongues.

   “Come on inside, girls!” Miss Lynley, the Guide captain, came hurrying down the passage, smiling as she beckoned them in. “It won’t fall any faster for you watching it, and you’ll freeze out here. We’re going to practise observation and tracking signs. Then, if the snow settles, I promise we’ll go out in it later on.”

   Phyl and Annie followed her into the hall, then headed over to their patrol corner. When they’d joined in September, a couple of months after they’d first seen the Guides marching in the street, Phyl had hoped that they’d be with Lucy. She was the girl with the younger sister, the one who broke milk jugs. Phyl had liked her, even with all that shocking talk about suffragettes, prison and jiu jitsu.

   But Lucy’s patrol, the Violets, had been full to bursting and so they’d been put into the Roses instead. All the patrols were named after flowers, which made Guides sound a lot sweeter and more ladylike than it really was, Phyl thought. She had a feeling that Miss Lynley might have done it on purpose.

   Annie was happy being a Rose, since it meant she was in the same patrol as her friend Iris from school. Annie had been fascinated by the Guides ever since that first meeting in the street, and when she’d found out that Iris was a Guide too, it had only made her more desperate to join. She’d sweet-talked Phyl into going with her and then set to work on persuading their parents.

   Annie had their mum wound around her little finger most of the time, but getting Mrs Dean to agree to this had been a challenge. Marching around the streets in short skirts without petticoats? Their mum had said no flat-out. In the end, it had taken weeks of Annie’s best woebegone face and a letter from their brother for her to even consider letting them join.

   Annie had written to Dan, begging him to help convince their mother. It turned out that one of the boys out there in Belgium had been a Scout and had younger sisters who were Guides. Dan had written back, telling them how George’s sisters volunteered at a station canteen, making tea for soldiers travelling to the front. Mrs Dean had sat at the kitchen table staring into space for several minutes, and then told Annie that she’d think on it.

   To Phyl’s surprise, Dad suddenly chipped in to say that Miss Lynley, the Guide captain, was a customer at Dean’s grocer’s. Her family lived in one of the smart houses in the garden square a few streets away and their cook put in a regular order. They’d been customers for years, Mr Dean said, and always paid on time. Miss Lynley’s father had a title too – he was Sir James.

   Mum had finally given in after hearing that, although she still wasn’t happy about the lack of petticoats. And every time Phyl or Annie complained about helping in the shop, she pointed out how much the material for “those nasty uniforms” had cost.

   Ruby, the patrol leader for the Roses, waved them over, then shooed them into line, fussing with Annie’s blue muslin neckerchief to get it straight. Phyl sighed. She wasn’t good at this bit – the marching around. Everyone else – including Annie – seemed to know what to do and where to be, but Phyl was always a step behind. She kept having to break into a little run to catch up as they marched into a horseshoe shape. Hopefully the others were too busy watching their step to notice.

   Once they’d come to a stop, three of the Daffodil patrol marched over to put up the Union Jack on the wooden pole at the end of the horseshoe. Miss Lynley called the roll and everyone handed over their penny subs. Then they settled in a circle on the floor around a large tray covered in an embroidered cloth.

   “Kim’s Game!” Charlotte, one of the posh girls in their patrol, nudged Phyl excitedly. “We haven’t done this for ages.”

   “Have you two played it before?” Charlotte’s friend Freddie asked, leaning over. “It’s a game for training spies – it’s named after Rudyard Kipling’s book, Kim.”

   Phyl shook her head.

   “Never heard of it,” Annie said in a grumpy way that made Phyl nibble her lower lip. Annie didn’t much like Freddie and Charlotte. The pair of them were rather odd, admittedly. They lived next door to each other and didn’t go to school, even though they were both eleven. Instead, they shared a governess, of all things.

   Apparently, it was their governess who had encouraged them to join Guides. Miss Fielding was Miss Lynley’s lieutenant, her second in command. She was very tall, with whitish fair hair and red cheeks, and she was possibly the most enthusiastic person that Phyl had ever met. She seemed to do everything in a tearing rush and with the most enormous smile, full of teeth.

   Phyl wasn’t entirely sure if she envied Charlotte and Freddie, getting to have her all to themselves instead of sharing their teacher with forty or so children in a class. A whole day of Miss Fielding would be exhausting – and then Guides as well. But they seemed to love her.

   “We’ll have a minute to remember everything on the tray,” Ruby explained. “Are we working together in patrols, Captain, or on our own?”

   “On your own this time,” Miss Lynley said, taking two corners of the pretty cloth. “See if you can write a complete list. Time starts – now!” She whipped the cloth away and Miss Fielding pulled out a pocket watch.

   Phyl stared at the tray, chanting the items in her head to try and fix them there – a pencil, a handkerchief, an apple, a key, a hair pin, a Guide trefoil brooch, a feather, a hank of embroidery thread, a knotted string and a paper boat. No, she’d forgotten what the first thing was … When Miss Lynley laid the cloth back over the top she scribbled a list, frantically trying to write down all ten. There! She had them.

   “How many things were there, Phyl?” Annie whispered. “I can’t remember.” Phyl was about to tell her when she spotted Charlotte’s shocked look.

   “You shouldn’t be asking,” Charlotte murmured to Annie. Her voice was quite kind, but definitely disapproving. “It’s not how we do things at Guides.”

   Annie went back to scowling at her list. Phyl tried to make a face to say that Charlotte was just being posh and priggish, but her sister didn’t look up.

   Phyl had got all the things on the tray – she knew she had, she’d been able to see them in a pattern in her head. Annie had only missed one, so hopefully she wouldn’t be too cross. Miss Lynley stood there smiling, the embroidered cloth folded tightly in her hands, as they called out what they’d remembered.

   “Five of you got the whole tray – that’s wonderful. Keen eyes and good memories. And everyone gets better every time we play.” She glanced around at them all, then added, “One last question. How many butterflies?”

   Phyl answered without thinking. “Three.”

   Miss Lynley laughed. “That was a lot faster than I’d expected. Well done, Phyllis.”

   “Butterflies?” Iris shook her head. “What? Where were the butterflies?”

   “Oh!” Lucy gasped. “On the cloth. The embroidery. But I never thought of counting them …”

   “I didn’t mean to count them,” Phyl muttered. “I just … noticed they were there.”

   “Exactly!” Miss Lynley beamed. “That’s what we should all be doing. Noticing things. Imagine a little notebook in your head, girls. If a policeman asks, you want to be able to say, ‘Oh yes, that man with the curled moustache passed me while I was by the hat shop five minutes ago. He was wearing a navy suit and a bowler hat and carrying a brown paper parcel.’ It’s all about practice.” She laughed, a little self-consciously. “And learning how to watch people without being too obvious about it. Which I fully admit I’m not very good at, am I, Miss Fielding?”

   That was clearly a private joke, Phyl decided. Miss Fielding put a hand to her mouth as if to cover an even more enormous smile than usual, but she couldn’t hide the glint in her eyes. Then she nodded at the door. “I’ve just been to look outside, Captain. There’s a good two inches of snow now, if you were thinking of tracking signs … The snow’s stopped falling for the moment.”

   “Perfect! So much better than chalk on the floors. Iris, could you collect the papers for me. Freddie, you gather up the pencils. Coats on, girls.”

   Miss Lynley led the Guides out into the street, lining them up along the iron railings at the front of the church under a dim street lamp, then started to scratch arrows and other strange symbols into the snow with a stick. “So, an arrow pointing onwards to say keep following the path. Turn left or right, like this, quite simple. A cross if you want to show a route not to follow. Anyone remember any others?”

   “You put lines under the arrow to show obstacles to cross,” someone called out.

   Iris reached down and drew a circle, then put a dot in the middle of it. “This one means, I’ve gone home.”

   “Precisely!” Miss Lynley sounded pleased. “Have a practice at drawing the signs, all of you. Then we’re going to set a trail for you to follow.”

   “We won’t be able to see what we’re doing,” Phyl murmured, looking around uncertainly in the yellowish gloom.

   Ruby pulled something out of her coat pocket. “Some of us have torches. We’ll just have to make sure we’re not waving them up at the sky.”

   Phyl eyed the little metal tube with its heavy glass lens admiringly. She’d seen electric torches in the ironmonger’s a few doors down from their shop, but they were expensive. Ruby had money to spend, clearly. Her mother ran a children’s dancing school and Ruby taught classes there too – ballroom dancing for babies, she called it.

   Ruby had a glossy, well-groomed sort of look about her that scared Phyl a bit. She was fifteen, over a year older than Phyl, and she seemed to know everything. Or she thought she did. Her red hair was pulled back in smooth, perfect waves and she always managed to wear the ugly Guide hat at a fetching angle. She was … sparkly. She made Phyl feel very dull indeed.

   The Guides hopped around in the snow, drawing out signs with the toes of their boots, until Miss Lynley called them back together. “Miss Fielding has gone to the garden in the middle of the square to lay a trail for you all to follow and clues to find,” she explained. “First patrol back here with all the clues wins. And there will be a prize. Of course,” she added, her eyes shining in the lamplight, “you might want to slow down the other patrols.”

   Everyone stared at her as she reached down to scoop up a handful of snow and shaped it into a ball, flinging it expertly to hit the street lamp.

   “Really?” Annie whispered gleefully. “We’re allowed?”

   “Only please don’t hit any passers-by,” Miss Lynley added. “The neighbours have only just stopped telling my mother how unladylike we all are, now that some of you are volunteering at the hospital. Let’s not give them anything else to complain about.”
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The whole patrol was in attendance.

The meeting started with Kim’s Game.

We practised tracking signs in the snow, and then played a grand game of spies in the gardens...



   
   
   Logbook of the Rose Patrol, 22nd January 1915

   The garden in the middle of the square was thick with snow. It coated the branches of the trees, turning the bushes into smooth bumps and hills – and hiding places. The four patrols had each been told to start from a different corner so they wouldn’t come to the clues at the same time. The Roses surged away as soon as they heard Miss Lynley’s whistle.

   They galloped past several arrows drawn in the snow before the path forked and it wasn’t clear which way to go.

   “Has one of the other patrols scrubbed the sign out?” Annie asked doubtfully.

   Ruby shook her head. “I don’t think anyone would …”

   “Well, maybe the Snowdrops,” Iris said, wrinkling her nose, and the others sniggered. Phyl joined in dutifully – the Snowdrops and the Roses seemed to have a sworn feud, although no one remembered why.

   Ruby turned around slowly, tracing the snowy landscape with her torch, and then her face brightened. “There, look! Miss Fielding’s been sneaky.” She waved the torch at a small tree by the side of the path, and Phyl saw that two thin branches had been tied together with a black cotton thread, almost invisible in the faint light. The branches just about made an arrow, pointing into a thicket of bushes.

   “Come on!” Ruby hissed, but Phyl caught her arm. Ruby – and the rest of the Roses – stared at her in surprise. Even Annie looked horrified by her cheek.

   “We should walk backwards,” Phyl said.

   Ruby looked at her for a moment and then grinned. “I like it.” She glanced around at the rest of the patrol. “She’s right, you know. That sign was tricky to spot. We don’t want to give it away to the others.”

   “Oh, but that won’t work!” Phyl gasped. “They’ll still see our footprints in the snow. It’ll just look as if we’re coming back from finding the clue.”

   “What if we leave no footprints at all?” Ruby muttered. “Stay away from the bushes, all of you. Charlotte, run over that way. Let’s lead them astray.”

   Charlotte darted off, dancing backwards and forwards along the path.

   “There’s no snow under the bushes,” Annie pointed out. “I could wriggle under there.”

   Phyl started to say she’d better not, but then stopped. Annie wasn’t going to listen to her anyway, and at least her coat was brown so the mud wouldn’t show too much.

   Ruby nodded and handed Annie her torch. “I knew having a small one in the patrol would be useful. Go on, shrimp.” She said it affectionately and Annie grinned back at her, then crouched down to crawl underneath the snowy twigs.

   “There’s a funny mark in the snow here,” Annie called back to the others as she peered around. “Like … like a flat line.”

   “Miss Fielding must have got in there somehow,” Phyl said. “She wouldn’t have wriggled under the bushes, would she?”

   The Roses considered for a moment. Miss Fielding was unusual for a young lady, but not that unusual. And her coat had been quite clean.

   “So, she didn’t leave any footprints,” Ruby said slowly. “Maybe she was standing on something and that left the print?”

   Iris shone her torch in too. “I can see the same mark here,” she whispered. “A plank of wood, I reckon. See if you can spot any more, Annie. Hopefully, it’ll lead us to the clue.”

   “And be quick about it,” Ruby hissed. “I can hear another patrol galumphing about. Probably the Snowdrops. They’re useless at anything stealthy – Belinda can’t keep them quiet.”

   “It’s here!” Annie squeaked. “There’s a bag with notes in it. I think they’re part of a message.”

   “There should be one for each patrol,” Ruby told her. “Take one and leave the rest. Is there another arrow?”

   “Yes! A bent arrow made of pebbles – turn left.” Annie wriggled back under the bushes to give the slip of paper to Ruby.

   The older girl peered at it in the torchlight, then handed the note to Phyl. “What do you make of that, then?”

   Phyl took a deep breath. She’d already managed to impress the others with the butterflies and thinking of hiding their prints. But she didn’t want to show off and get Ruby’s back up.

   She scrunched up her nose and studied the message in the soft light from Ruby’s torch. Strange, half-broken words. It didn’t make much sense.

   “A on the first line, and then no m – and a bit of another letter. It could be an o? It’s like a jigsaw,” she said slowly. “Maybe we’ve got to get all the clues and put them together to read the message?”

   “Good-o.” Ruby nodded. “You can solve it when we’ve found them all. Let’s go!”

   They hurried round the corner and Freddie spotted another set of clues hidden in a hole in a tree. They were looking for the next sign when the Snowdrops came surging past, looking very eager and efficient. The youngest one, Bonnie, sneered and then stuck her tongue out.

   Phyl glared at Annie, who’d obviously been about to do the same thing back, and Ruby shook her head. “Don’t you dare. We’re better than that.”

   “Can’t we throw snowballs at them?” Annie pleaded, and Ruby laughed.

   “I suppose Miss Lynley did say we could … Why don’t you go after them? You too, Phyl. You can be a separate detachment. See if you can creep up on them.”

   “Spies!” Annie said, squatting down to gather a good handful of snow. “Come on, Phyl. We’ll come back and report.” She hurried away and Phyl scrambled after her, running as quietly as she could through the snow. There was a faint light from the street lamps on the pavement around the outside of the garden and her eyes had adjusted to the gloom by now. Besides, Ruby was right, the Snowdrops were utterly useless at stealth. Phyl could hear them a mile off, arguing about the clues.

   “We’ve been round the whole garden, Belinda. We’ve got them all – we must have. We need to stop and work out what they say, not keep racing about! I’ve got a stitch. I can’t run anymore.”

   “And I’ve turned my ankle – there was a stone under the snow,” someone else grumbled.

   “That’s Bonnie,” Annie whispered. “Serves the little cat right.”

   “Do stop whining, all of you!” Belinda said irritably. “We haven’t been along that bit of the path behind the willow trees.”

   The willows … Phyl nibbled at the thumb of her mitten. Freddie had found a clue in a tree with long, drooping branches – was that a willow? Were the Snowdrops about to find another clue? There was a set of pictures of trees pinned up around the wall of the Guide hall, showing the shapes of the trees and the leaves. She was pretty sure willows were the trailing ones …

   “If they haven’t got that clue yet, we could take it first,” Annie murmured.

   “We can’t,” Phyl breathed, even though she’d had exactly the same thought for a moment. “The rules, remember? No taking other patrols’ clues. But … but we could stop them finding it …” She scurried back along the path to the droopy trees, with Annie bouncing along next to her. “We need to put them off the scent.”

   “We’re allowed to throw snowballs. Miss Lynley definitely said we could!” Annie pointed out hopefully. “Let me do it, Phyl. You’re an awful shot.”

   Phyl didn’t bother arguing – her sister was right.

   “I told you! There’s an arrow!” It was Belinda, at the head of the line of Snowdrops.

   Annie glanced back and dived under a wrought-iron bench, dragging Phyl after her. Phyl huddled awkwardly beside her sister, watching as Annie clawed at the snow with her mittens, gathering snowballs and setting them ready. Footsteps came thudding towards them, and Annie rolled out from under the bench. She then hurled her snowballs, one after the other – hitting Belinda full in the face with the first one, and then Bonnie, and then Belinda’s patrol second, a stuck-up girl called Louisa.

   Phyl pressed a hand over her mouth to stop herself laughing. The Snowdrops were spitting snow, rubbing it out of their eyes, and Bonnie was howling like a baby. Annie hurled one last snowball, which missed, and ducked as Belinda hurled a snowball back at her. Then Louisa threw one that shot past Annie, hitting the metal bench with a sharp clang which made Phyl jump so hard she nearly hit her head.

   “Louisa!” Belinda sounded shocked.

   Phyl scrambled out from under the bench. That hadn’t just been a snowball, not making a noise like that. She reached out and snatched up the stone lying there in the snow – the stone that had been inside Louisa’s snowball.

   Louisa looked shifty. “I must have picked it up by accident. Sorry!” She glanced around at the others. “What are you all staring for? Get them!”

   “Quick!” Phyl grabbed Annie’s hand and barrelled forward, shoving Louisa sideways as they burst through the Snowdrops and back on to the path. She glanced over her shoulder and smiled as she saw that the Snowdrops were chasing after them, leaving the willow tree and the clue behind.

   Louisa was gaining on them, though. Phyl and Annie skidded and slid down the path, heading towards the gate. Surely the rest of their patrol were on their way back by now? Phyl could feel Annie slowing down. “Come on, we’re nearly there!” she gasped.

   Louisa was practically clutching at Annie’s coat by the time they caught up with the Roses, who were gathered together with Ruby pointing her torch at the pieces of paper they were holding. Phyl pushed Annie into the middle, then whirled back round to face Louisa.

   “Did you want something?” Ruby asked sweetly and Louisa glared.

   “They threw snowballs at us! The little one was hidden under a bench. It isn’t fair!”

   “They threw them back,” Annie pointed out, emerging from under Phyl’s arm. “And she threw a stone at me. Didn’t she, Phyl?”

   Phyl held it out and there was a sharp intake of breath all round.

   “I didn’t mean to,” Louisa said swiftly, holding her hands up. “I just scooped the stone up with the snow and I’ve already apologised. You shouldn’t hold on to a grudge, you know. It’s not very Guidey.” She shook her head at Annie, then took a step back as Annie snarled at her. “Oh my goodness, are you an animal?”

   “Go, Louisa. Disappear. Vamoose,” Ruby said disgustedly. Then she eyed the rest of the Snowdrops, who’d now caught up, and added, “Do you mind? This is a private discussion.”

   The Snowdrops slunk off in a sulky huddle and Ruby shook her head at Annie and Phyl. “I’ve never liked Louisa much, but throwing stones at people is low even for her.”

   Annie grinned. “And they haven’t even worked out that I’ve got one of their clues yet.”

   “What?” Phyl hissed. “You’re not allowed to take the other patrols’ clues!”

   “I didn’t!” Annie snapped back. “Belinda dropped it when I threw a snowball at her. And I picked it up while they were busy worrying if I was going to tell about Louisa throwing stones.” She turned to Ruby. “That’s fair, isn’t it?”

   Ruby shrugged. “If Belinda was silly enough to drop it, that’s her problem, I’d say. Good work!”

   “We decoyed them away from the willow tree clues as well,” Annie said smugly. “So they’re two down.”

   “We’ve got all the pieces now, but I still don’t understand – a clock with no moving parts.” Iris thrust the bits of paper at Phyl. “Go on, Miss Clever, what does it mean? All clocks have hands that move, don’t they? And … and cogs and things. It’s nonsense.”

   Phyl glanced at the others, trying to work out if Iris calling her Miss Clever was meant to be cruel – but none of them were laughing. Instead, the patrol were looking at her hopefully. She mouthed the words to herself and then smiled. “No, it isn’t. There’s a sundial in the middle of the garden, isn’t there? We went past it.”

   Ruby stared at Phyl for a second, then whipped round and started running, with the rest of the Roses streaming after her.

   The sundial had snow piled up on top of its face – only the tip of its metal arm poked out. And at the bottom of the stone pillar was another oilskin packet, a bigger, fatter one, which turned out to be full of barley sugar twists. Phyl hadn’t seen that many sweets in ages.

   “We won!” Annie squeaked, dancing about in the snow.

   “Oh!” Lucy and the Violets dashed up behind them. “Oh, rats! I really thought we’d solved it first. Well done, you lot.”

   Ruby held out the sweets to Lucy. “Here, all of you, take one. There’s a huge bagful.”

   “Don’t mind if I do.” Lucy passed the bag around, then the Roses and the Violets wandered back to the gates, sucking on barley sugar as they went.

   The Daffodils were having a snowball fight on the pavement outside. Mildred, their patrol leader, admitted cheerfully that they’d entirely failed to find any of the clues and had given up.

   Miss Lynley and Miss Fielding delightedly accepted barley sugars from Ruby.

   “Well done, Roses.” Miss Lynley beamed at them and then turned to her lieutenant. “I told you it wasn’t too obscure. Miss Fielding came up with the riddle and she was worried none of you would work it out.”

   “That was all down to Phyl,” Ruby said. “She got it straight away.”

   Phyl concentrated on unwrapping another barley sugar, trying not to catch anyone’s eye.

   Ruby nudged her. “Can I have the bits of the clue, Phyl? I’ll stick them in the patrol logbook when I write it up tomorrow.”

   “Miss Lynley!” Belinda came storming down the path, with the other Snowdrops trailing after her. “Someone’s stolen one of our clues. It’s utterly unfair!”

   Miss Lynley frowned. “Someone took a clue that wasn’t theirs?”

   Belinda glared at Annie. “Yes!”

   “You dropped it!” Annie cried. “Miss Lynley said snowballs were allowed.”

   “Oh!” Miss Lynley looked relieved. “I thought you meant that someone took more than one clue out of the hiding place. I’m afraid if you dropped it, Belinda …” She shrugged delicately.

   “Have a barley sugar,” Ruby said, grinning at Belinda as she offered her the bag. For a moment, Phyl thought Belinda was going to knock it out of her hand.
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