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Had Gerry Come To Rob Her Of Her Precious Book?—By RENEE FRAZER

TANIA’S ACCUSATION:

ANIA, a jungle girl who had lived
alone on Castaway Isle for many
years, was thrilled when Mr.

Barnard, in charge of a party of ship-
wrecked boys and girls, gave her per-
mission to attend his island school.
Two boys, cheery -Gerry Royston,
and guiet Dave Cardew, seemed eager
for her friendship, but Tania sus-
pected that one of them, though she
did not know which, was her enemy.
She believed that Michi, her
panther, could identify her secret
enemy, but he disappeared. Later,
there was a great commotion, and
Tania learnt to her horror that Michi
had been accused of attacking a sea-
man and the captain had ordered
him to be Killed.

B;IICHI. her
danger!

Her eyes blazing with anger, a
dread fear at her heart, Tania sped
across the beach in the direction of
the distant outery.

The jungle girl’s simple mind could
not grasp the exact nature of the peril
that menaced her four-footed friend.
It was incredible that Michi, unpro-
voked, would have attacked any of
the wrecked ship’s crew.

Yet what was the meaning of those
ominous shouts — that startling,
vicious crack? Tanla had never heard
of fire-arms; all she knew was that
Michi's life was in danger and that
she must savé him.

Mr. Barnard raced after her, calling
anxiously. Gerry and Dave were
close at his heels, with several of the
other boys.

“Tania—wait!” shouted the master.
“Leave this to me——"

panther friend, in

But Tania, deaf to his appeals,-

was heading for the big store-tent
erected in the sheltered bay, A burly,
red-faced figure came hurrying from
the tent as she approached.

“ Hi—you!” shouted Captain Raw-

e

lins., *“ Keep away from here——

" What's
panted Mr.
up.

“Trouble enough!'’ growled the cap-
tain. “The animal broke into the
store-tent and attacked Stanhope,
the mate. His shouts brought the
other men, and the brute escaped
gmong the trees. It might have killed

im- £

“It is not true!” exclaimed Tania,
her eyes flashing stormily as she
turned on the captain. *Michi is not
fierce unless he is attacked. Nor
would he harm a man 3 .

~ Hey?” barked the captain, glaring
at her. ‘“What d'vou mean? Are you
telling me that dangerous animal be-
longs to you?”

“All right, captain,” cut in Mr.
Barnard, dropping a hand re-
assuringly on Tania's shoulder. "y
can explain. The panther is Tania's
pet. t -accompanied her to school,
and I gave her permission to shut
it in an outhouse. Somehow it must
have escaped—though I don't under-
stand why it should have attacked
the mate.”

Captain Rawlins’' rugged face was
a picture of amazement.

“Well, Mr. Barnard,” he exploded,
“jt's a queer kind of pet to have
around the place. Luckily, Stanhope
escaped with a scratch or two, though
it might have mauled him. I told
the men to take guns and search 2

the trouble, - captain?”
Barnard as he hurried

At that instant there came a
sudden, harsh shout beyond the
trees. :

“There it goes, men! Watch your
chance—don't - let* the brute get
away!” #

Tania’s heart jumped, and a

startled gleam flashed into her eyes.
She knew that voice! It was that
sinister voice she had once heard in
conversation with her unknown boy
enemy.

And now—now it was threatening
her pet!

';‘wisting from Mr. Barnard’'s de- better soon.”

taining hand, she raced towards the
trees, :

“Michi!” she called. * Michi!”

There came a sudden crashing in
the undergrowth, and a sleek, black
shape sprang from the bushes,

At the same instant there came
a deafening report from among the
trees, a faint puff of smoke, and the
panther- leaped into the air, to
sprawl in a huddled, twitching heap
on the sand.

With a choking cry, Tania sped
towards her pet, dropping on her
knees on the sand.

“Michi—Michi!” she sobbed.

The panther’s glossy head was limp
as she raised it, and a faint trickle
of blood came from a wound behind
the ear.

Mr. Barnard hurried up, followed
by the capgain, Gerry and Dave
were close behind them, with the
other boys., Their excited exclama-
tion had given place to an uneasy
silence, broken only by the jungle
girl’s sobs.

“1 say, Mr. Barnard,” sald Gerry,
his good-looking face twisted in con-
cern, “is he badly hurt?”

“1 know something about animals,
sir,” cut in Dave gruffly. *If Tania
would let me examine him R

Tania swung round on them, her
eves blazing through her tears.

“¥You boys shall not come near!”
she exclaimed chokingly. “ Have you
not done harm enough? One of you,
with treachery in his heart, let Michi
escape—to be killed by the white
man’s thunder o

“1 say——" protested Gerry.

But- Mr, Barnard shook his head
warningly as his hand closed gently
on the jungle girl's trembling arm.

“Tania's very upset, and I don't
wonder,” he said. * But she'll let me
examine Michi—won't you, Tania? As
I thought!” His face cleared. “It's
only a superficial wound, though an
ugly looking one. Michi is uncon-
scious, Tania—asleep. He will be




His meaning sank into the jungle
mind,

"Aslee ?” she breathed, and she
pressed- her ear close to her t's
gide, listening to the hea.ti.ng of - its
heart. A u% gulp' of re
L] es

the wmte men.

get! e enemy
did thls thln t.resahem
one whose word

Her «voice shook witl mm;
as she stared 'y round
silent, uneasy group. Gerry met her
stare with & rueful glance, and Dave

- looked pale and- worried.

"Tama." cut in Mr. Barnard gently,
"you've no enemy here! . -Your
panther met with an accldent—-—"

But eveh as he s?oke he saw t
Jungle stimen. slowly to hex

feet, her gaze fas ned on the bushes,
A tall figure step,
undergrowth—a da.rk-hntred
man, & smoking rifle m his hand. It

hurt wag caused by
Iania will not for-

was the mate, g
His I curled as he glanced at
the motionless panther,

“1 see one of us got the dang-erous
brute, cap’n!” he remarked in 8 deep
voice. “A good thing, too—"

His words trailed away in a gasp
as, like a wild thing unleashed, Tania
sprang at him,

“You are my enemy!" she gasped,
her eyes blszmg, her fears forgotten

in her anger. I know your voice!
It was you who plotted with the Talse
white and sent the white man's
thunder kill Michi, that he might
not smell out the treachereus onel
But Tania will find the truth!”

A FIND IN
THE JUNGLE

An astounded clam-
our greeted the jungle
girl's aceusation

It was " |
- who took charge in

his wusual masterful
Firmily gras%lng Tania by
er away from

fashion.
the shoulder, he drew
the scowling mate.

“Tania, you don't know what you
sag:ng," he remarked gravely.

tanhope has no reason. for
wlshing you any harm. He was
simply obeying orders—and we can't
even be ¢ertain that he fired the shot
that hurt Michi——"

*“Might have been any 01' the men,”
growled Captain Rawlins. * And Stan-
hope had as good & reason as any,
f‘eeing thet the panther .attacked

The mate nodded darkly.

“ Went for me without any reason,”
he declared, “ while I was unpacking
tl[:lfe stores. Pity we didn't finlsh him
o

“Just a moment, Stanhope,” put
in Mr, Barnard quickly “ I've already
explained to Captain Rawlins that
the panther is Tania’s pet. That
being so,r I think that no further
ar.t,em?t should be made to harm the
animal!”

There was a mutter of agreement,
for most of the crew were touched
by the jungle girl's grief for her pet
t—iu puzzled by the stormy accusa-

on,

But_ the mate looked on sullenly,
and Captain Rawlinsg’ bluff features
wore a slight frown.

“In that case, Mr. Barnard,” he re-
marked grumy, "it's only fair to ask
this jungle fri;ﬂ to keep away from
our guea s future. We've enough
trouble as it is, without hav the
crew upset by her accusations—{o say
nothing of her strange pets.”

“ Fair enov¥h captain!™ agreed Mr,
 Barnard, ‘aria, you understand?”’
he asked gently.

The jungle girl nodded.

. “Tania un rst.ands " she repued
with a gulp. *“But she will watch
her enemies from arar—ancl some
day they will fall into Tania's trap!”

Fiercely, scornfully she turned away

and attempted to I1ift her Injured

pet.

Bgth Gerry and Dave started for-'
ward. -

“Tania, let me help!” urged Gerry,

&em—-but! he:

out from “the.

i

“You'll , Dever manage on your
oOwWll——

"I'm more used fo animals, Tania,”
put in Dave. y Y i
Coldly Tania gnoned m~—and

was Mr. Barnard who with an effort
gnmmu%p m::hls Hmp body in his
* Wher ycu wmt meé to take

him, Tania?” he

swgit ul gianee " the
the way towards the
st.ream wb.ere her canoe was moored.
She refused Mr. Barnard's offer to
have _the ther treated fer its
wound at ‘the island camng

D,
-“Michi as been Tania’s friepd for
she: e s a

atmmto themw. where
'rammﬁ noﬂbemm

the momlng comes,"” she added, She

wifl come back till Michi is
betm She bids white master good-
YE-

* Ay revoir, Tanial” szid Mr., Bar-

nard, with a grave smile. “That
means—not for Iuns We shall all
vmm for youw.”

§ :Iungle girl shook her head.
is one who hopes that Tania
wm not retum * ghe replied-—" who
s that Mictt will not get better
t the scent of the treacherous one
is forg'emn But Tania will find him
—one day "

And plunging in her padldle, she set
the light cance gliting down the
stream till it was lost to sight under
the dark. tunnel of overhangmg trees,

FOR Tania, the days that followed
were atrangely lonely after the
bnef happ? time spent at the island

But her concern for her wounded
et would not fpermlt her to leave
im even for a few hours,

Michi lay on his bed of rushes, too
ill to eat, occasionally rousing him-
sel{ to lap from a bowl of clear spring
water.

Tania treated his wound as her
simple, jungle instinet prompted her.
But she knew nothing of ointments
aind bandages—and its healing was
slow.

Occasionally she made a brief ex—
cursion into the jungle for food, and
on one such occasion she discovered
a strange object lying in the under-
growth—a torn and crumpled net of
tarred twine.

The jungle girl examined it with
grave curiosity. She had never seen
such a thing before, And then her
heart missed a beat as she found a
few tufts of silky black fur still
to the net.

Slowly but certainly her jungle wits
pieced together this puzzle. She
realised how Michi had been taken
unawares by his enemy-—caught in
the treacherous net and dragged
helplessly away from the shed out-
side the schoolhouse,

y his fierce struggles he had
escaped and chased his attacker into
the store-tent.

But how had the mate known where
to find Michi? Who was the treacher-
ous one who had told him—who had
planned the whole cruel plot?

Gerry, of the laughing blue eyes?
Or quiet, reserved Dave?

Tanila returned slowly towards her
jungle home. If only she could dis-
cover her enemy’s t%urpose—why he
should have done this thing. What
ha.cl he to gain by harming Michi?

was her iriend, and the

guardian of her simple home. Tania’s

ds . clenched as a new thought
came to her.

Perhaps it was not only that her
enemy feared Michi's keen scent;

a&a he had planned to kill or in-
e

panther so that there would in

g:e no one left to guard her home—
the one treasure that she
possessed
e book of pictures that had be-
longed to the white man who had

brought her to the island—the book
that held the secret of her forgotten
childhood §
Instmctlvelv Tanla quickened her
m he uneasy thought, darting
y siong ﬂt;he wn%z.ling ungle path
e grotto
a8 shndow she approached the ladder
of twined 1i nded from the
platform’ di' her little home.
She climbéd nimbly, her hands
qgtsmng gm Pplatform of wattles as

And then a b:o ten cry escaped
her lips, and her dark eyes blazed
ansry accusat.ion
atform.

the plal hel
us book o pictures open in h

an was—Getry Royston!
WO
VISITORS
Aoy B8 Gerry turned
N %umk mkmnrrog;
A 4 er, grasp

. in his hand, his hand-

i ¥ some Ince slightly
4 flushed.

“Gerry!l It is you! You are my
enemy1”

Scorn and bitter reproach
‘trembl in Tania's voice, but her

heart felt suddenlsr numbed. It was
Gerry who had first won her trust by
his charming smile and easy ways—

who had brought friendship into her
lonely life. Now Gerry was here to
rob her—or so it seemed.

% Deéiberaﬁ‘elg Tania ateelegl her
ear 5 peau,nﬂ lance.
"Can the whlte go why he

comes by stealth to m; home—

th%e' ?.J,Micm is ilt, and Tania is not
re

“Of course I ean'“ sald Gerry

. We _hoped to
eard something from you
before now.”

Tumus heart beat more quickly;
she longed to believe him, but she
was no simpleton, and the boy’s ready
answer did not satisfy her

“If Gerry came to
Michi,” she -said coldly,
did he search and find th

ask about

g;ctures" Will - pictures tell white
if Michi is ill or well?”
Ty grinned a trifie shame-
facedly.
“I guess I haven't an excuse for
that, Tania,” he tted, with dis-
arming frankness. It. was just plain

nosiness on my part. I came along
hoping to find you at home; as you
weren’t here, I couldn’t resist look-
ing round your novel home—and I
came on the book by accident.”

But Tania, though her first sus-
picions were melted by the boy's
frank tone, could not entirely believe
him. She held out her hand,

“@ive Tania _the book,” she
ordered, a little catch in her voice.
“When Michi is better, perhaps Tania
will find the truth—and know who is
her friend.”

Gerry gave a twisted smile as he
obediently handed her the book.

* Sorry about this, Tania,” he said.

“I don't blame you for being sus-

picious of everyone, but I swear I'm

your friend, If you need my help—

i(n any way whatever—just let me
now

He held out his hand, but Tania
ignored it, stooping to stroke Michi,
She pret,ended not to notice the boy
as he slowly descended the swaying
ladder, with a final rueful glance over
his shoulder.

But there was an aching lump in
her throat and her eyes smarted with
unshed tears.

Her simple, jungle-bred mind had
never dreamt that the friendship for
which she had longed might go hand-
in-hand with treachery!

et one of her new boy friends
was a traitor—working against her
secret. Could it be Gerry? Even
now she shrank from the thought
But if not Gerry, then wh
Her heart gave a little jump as she

{Please turn fo the back page.)
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The Fake Robbery That Came True

The {{OAXER,

“Beverly

yw
Hills
NO JOKE, AFTER ALL

HE telephone shrilled in Noel Ray-
mond's Hollywood flat. June
Gaynor, his young niece, turned

her gaze from the sunlit boulevard
outside the window and crossed to the
table, lifting the receiver. N

“Hallo, hallo!” called a soft,
agitated voice, “I guess I want to
speak to Mr., Raymond, the English
detective. It's urgent!” .

The caller appeared to be a girl.

“Noel Raymond’s partner here!”
saild June crisply as she reached for a
pencil, " Who is calling, please?”

ﬁ‘Her cpol, professional tone had its
effect.

““I'm speaking from Floyd Carson's
house in Beverly Hills,” came the
breathless reply. ‘There's a party
here and one of the guests has been
attacked and robbed. ”

“One minute,

please!" June
scribbled quickly, a gleam of interest
in her grey eyes. *“Will you tell me
exactly what happened?”

“Sure—I'm telling you! Mortimer
Dane, the old violinist, was found
bound and gagged in the minstrels’
g&llery, and his fiddle was stolen and
roken to pieces, Will Mr. Raymopd
come at once, please? I guess we're
all scared——"

The voice stopped abruptly and the
line went dead.

June turned as the door opened to
admit her uncle.

“ Anything wron%, June?” demanded
the famous detective,
Bllx']ea&:hlessly his young partner ex-
aine;

1 y
P Noel whistled softly. 5
“Floyd Carson's house, eh? He's
" one of the wealthiest men in

California—and a well-known col-
lector of antigues.”

“But, nunky, what does the mes-
sage mean? Why should anyone
atgack an old musician and break his
violin?"

“That,” cut in Nosl tersedy, “is
what we're going to find out.”

“We're going to Beverly Hills?"

asked June eagerly. .

“Of course!” Noel smiled as he
bressed the bell, * We've nothing on
our hands till our new fAlm starts
production.”

A spruce pageboy answered the bell,
and & few minutes later a powerful
grey coupé, loaned to Noel by the film
studio, drew up at the kerb outside.

June scrambled in at her uncle's
side, and they drove swiftly away
from Hollywood and its gay throngs
into the sun-bathed country where
the mansions of film stars and
ﬁmllonaircs were scattered among

S.

They drew up outside a house of
coral = limestone surrounded by
smooth lawns and tropical palms, and
were ushered by a young footman into
a delightful loggia, with a tiled floor
and a minstrels’ gallery approached
by a winding staircase.

The footman took Noel's card, and
a moment later the owner of the
house appeared, a puzzled smile on
his shrewd. clean-shaven face,

“Mr. Raymond?” he inquired as he
shook hands. “I'm sure glad to meet
you! I'd heard that you were in
Hollywood, but I guess I didn't expect
the é)leasure of a visit——"

" You didn’t expect us?” interjected
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Noel, encountering June's startied
glance. “But we came in answer to
the phone messaze about the mys-
terious attack on Mortimer Dane and
the theft——

“*Just a minute!"” eut in Mr. Carson,
staring. “ You've sure g0t me guess-
ing, Mr. Raymond! There’s heen no
one attacked here, and nothing
stolen.” .

It was Noel's turn to stare. And
June gasped :

“But—but he phone message "

“It must have been a hoax!" said
Noel quickly, “My niece and partner
took the message, Mr, Carson. It was
a girl’s voice apparently 5

“A girl's voice?” interrupted the
collector, his face clouding, I reckon
one of my daughter’s young guests
was responsible for this! Currie "—he
beckoned the footman—* will you ask
Mr. Mortimer Dane to ste into my
study for a minute? And tell Miss
Elsie and her guests that I want a
word with them all.”

The footman departed, and Mr.
Carson turned apologetically to Noel,

'I guess you know what young
Deople are, Mr. Raymond, but one of
them has sure gone too far this time!
Mortimer Dane is an elderly musician
whom' I engaged to entertain my
guests, He's quite a character in his
way, and—— But here he comes!” he
added, lowering his voice,

Both Noel and June glanced with
interest at the distinguished-looking

old Fentleman who came across the
loggia towards them.
all and silver-haired, Mortimer

Dane gave the impression of one who
has seen better days. He bowed to
June and Noel with an old-world
courtesy, and turned questioningly to

his host. *
A startled expression erept into his
mild blue eyes as Mr. Carson BX-

plained the reason for the detectives’
unexpected visit,

“That is very strangel” declared
the ol musician, rubbing his slender
hands nervously. “I trust my
brecious fiddle has not really” been
harmed "

“My dear fellow,” put in Mr.
Carson, frowning, “I Jocked your
violin in my safe—as you requested.
No one but myself knows the com.
bination. The story of the theft is as
bhoney as the amazing tale about
your being attacked! But, to set your
mind at rest, I suggest we take Mr.
Raymond along to see the violin for
himself!”

He led the way to  his study,
followed by Noel and June with the
anxious musician. ’

Mr. Carson crossed to his safe and
operated the intricate combination
that opened the massive iron door.

“There you are!” he declared.

e old musician gave an audible
sigh of relief as Noel took the violin
from the safe, examining it,

It was not damaged in any way, and
nothing had been disturbed in the
safe, which contained a number of

By PETER LANGLEY

valuable curios. Noel turned his
attention to the safe,

Just then there came a clamour of
excited, youthful voices, and the
study  door opened to admit Mr,
Carsoh's daughter and her young
guests,

“Say, pop, what's the trouble?”
demanded Elsie Carson gaily,

But her smile faded as Mr.  Carson
sternly explained, and the young
people exchanged uneasy glances.

“ Can any of you throw any light on
this stupid and heartless trick?"
demanded their host, frowning.

There was a self-conscious silence,
broken by a lank, bespectacled youth
with a mop of ginger hair.

“I guess I can, Mr. Carson! I saw
one of -the girls standing near the
telephone this afternoon. She dodged
off when she heard me coming, so 1
didn't see her face—but she was wear-
ing a red dress, like Madge——"

There came a little gasp as he
pointed, and all eves were turned
towards the dark-haired, vivacious girl
standing near June. “Her attractive
fag:'e had turned erimson.

I—I'd just been phoning my
brother,” she faltered, staring a trifie
deflantly round the group.

There were significant whispers and
nudges among the others. From those
whis;ﬁm June gathered that attrac-
E,lve adge Rigby had a brother at

ollege, reputed to be rather wild, and
that Madge herself was sald to take
after him,

“I saw her looking at Mr. Dane's
fiddle in the music-room this morn-
ing,” added the bespectacled boy,
whose name was Horace Sneed.

“Because I was interested in Mr.
Dane’s violin doesn't mean I'd play &
hateful trick like that!” retorted
Madge scornfully.

June looked shrewdly from one to
the other; 'she could see that Noel
was staring at them, too.

“Whoever played this trick,” de-
clared the detective sternly, “was
someone staying in_this house, some-
one who knew Mr. Dane's attachment
to his violin. No harm has been done
—yet—but I mean to discover the
name of the hoaxer!” .

With that he dismissed them, and
watched Mr, Carson return the violin
to the safe, locking it, few
moments later the relieved violinist
departed to his own room.

" Say, Mr. Raymond,” put in their
host, " what did vou mean when you
said that no harm had been done—-
yet? Surely you don’t imagine——"

Noel's eyes were grave as he turned
from the safe.

“I'm afraid,” he said, “that we
haven't heard the last of this hoax!
That phone message was no ordinary
youthful prank. I'm convinced that
it had a sinister purposel”



“Nunky,” gasped June, “why do
you say tha¢?"
“ Because,” sald Noel, ' whoever

phoned that message made 2 previous

attempt to break imto this safe—and

falled] There are de%g scratches on
the metal. It's plain that the hoaxer
must have firied the safe, but was
baffled by the combination.’

“But why should the trickster
phone for you?” demanded
wildered Mr. Carson.
that extraordinary tale about an
attack on Mortimer Dane? I guess it
cloesn’t: make sensel”

“That,” rejoined Noel imly, “is
you make

what wotries me. 1§
that your safe Is secure, Mr

certain
n—and rn unﬁ peaple
t0 remain within call. ere's a

hoaxer in this house whose presence
means danger!”

THE HOAXER
STRIKES

. June stared at her
uncle wonderingly; but
it was not till alter tea
N that she was able to
2 spealr. to him on her

A . -

They were st.romng on the terrace,
in the soft twilight of the Californian
evening. when .she broached her
exciting theory.

“Nunky, I believe I know the name
of the hoaxer!” she whispered. "I
believe it's Horace Sneed!”

“ Horace?” Noel whistled softly.

* What makes you pick on him?"

“I've discovered that he's a mfimic,”

declared June eagerly. " But that's
not all. What made me suspicious
was his using the word °fiddle'’

instead of *violin.' That's what the
hoaxer called it on the phone!”
Nael s eyes gleamed admiringly.
“That's pretty smart, Junel" he
declared. " And there’s somethmg in
it, though I fancy we're up against a
more desperate character than young
Horace. tever happens. we must
be on our guard

A sudden. distant commotion from
the house brought him spinning
round, in time to see a muffled figure
leap from ohe the downstairs
windows, to vanish among the bushes.

“June, find out what's happened!”
rapped Noel as he raced in pursuit of

the shadowy figure,

June darted into t.he house, to find
an agilated oup oundl g the
door of Mr, aracms stud s the

girl detective pushed her Way into the
study Mr, Carson turned from the
open safe.

*“Miss  Gaynor, your uncle was
right!” he exclaimed huskily. *The
hoaxer meant business, My safe's
been opened—and the scoundrel’s got
away with a priceless collection of
antique rings!"

June caught in her breath sharply.

Just then there was a stir in the
group as Noel thrust his way into the
study. The young detective looked
dishevelled and his eyes were stern as
he took in the scene at a glance.

“I was afraild of this, Carson|"” he
remarked grimly, “The scoundrel
escaped, though I tried to stop him,
He was _wearing some kind of hooded
cloak, Exactly what has been stolen?”

. Carson described the valuable
trinkets, but June was loeking for
something else.

“Nunky, the old musician’'s violin
has g a1" she gasped. “Just as the
hoax message sald——"

as anyone seen Mortimer Dane
recently?” broke in N
“He told me he was gomg up to his

room to fetch a book " began one
of the boys.

Noel spun on his heel, his expres-
sion_grim,

“Come on—quickly!" he jerked,
and ran towards the stairs leading %o
the minstrels’ gallery.

June and Mr. Carson were close on
his heels as he reached the gallery,
ﬁnd a cry escaped the girl detective's

6.

Lying bound and gagged on the"
floor, behind one of the palms, was
the old musician. And Kkneeling
beside him, her face deathiy pale, a
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‘broken violin in her hand, was Madge

The hoaxer's mystery message had
Oome truel

. 1 . . .

"I DON'T know anything about {t!”
Madge, her dark eyes

g
tearful as theg questloned her. *“I
Wwas crossin ery when—when
I saw e lying on the

pom‘
fioor, the violin beside_ him——"

She shuddered. There came & groan
from the unconscious violinist, who
had been carried to the couch in Mr.
Carson’s study.

His velvet jacket‘. was torn and he
agpearedf to be suffering from severe

s

Noel busied himself with his first-
aid kit ﬁnally rising to his feet. He
glaneed arounid at the silent guests

"Have you checked up on everyone,
Mr. Carson?” he inguired.

Mr. Carson-nodded agitatedly.

“Yes; they were practically all in
the house at the time, and most of
them can vouch for one another  But
we've no proof of Miss Righby's move-
ments.” He looked ra.ther sternly at
that white-faced girl. “You will
oblige me hy going to yoyr room, Miss
Rigby, and stay. there till I have
had a search e for the missing
gems! And you other young people
will remain within call.”

Madge left the room, her face pale
and defiant, and the others followed
silently. Noel closed and locked the
door after them, then turned.

“There will be no need for a search,
Mr. Carsen!” he said quietly, BB
would have set your mind at rest
before, but I wished to keep the affair
a secret—in case the trickster was
among .the crowd. When that
scoundrel broke away from me, in the
grounds, this was dropped in the
struggle!”™

And from under his coat he drew a
flat leather case. Mr. Carson's face 1lit
up with incredulous relief as Noel
opened the case—to reveal the stolen
curios, glittering intact on their
velvet bed.

“My dear Raymond I don’t know
how to thank you——"

“Don't worry,” put in Noel, with a
dry smile, “I would have been better
pleased if I had caught the hoaxer.
Unfortunately he—or she—is still
among us, and we can't afford to relax
our precautions There has been one
attack—and there may be another!”

June started as her uncle crossed to
the window and drew the heavy cur-
tains, motioning his host to switch on
the sofl;ly shaded light.

“ Nunky, what is the hoaxer's plot?”
she asked, glancing at the uncon-
scious musician, * “If he just wanted
to steal those rings, why did he
attﬁcr-.lk poor Mr. Dane and smash his

o i

“When I can answer that,” repliied
Noel grimly, “TI'll have solved the
mystery behind the hoax message!”

He turned at Mr. Carson, who was
about to lock the precious rings away

in the safe.
“Just a minute!” sald = Noel,
“You've Tforgotten — somehow the

hoaxer discovered ‘that combination!
With your permission, 'l alter it
while we're undisturbed. June. will
you keep watch by the doo

Crossing to the safe, NoeI deftly
manipulated the dial.

It was at that moment that the
telephone in the loggia rang shrilly.

Noel was busy with the safe, and
Mr. Carson was watching him, 'June
stepped quietly out into the loggia
and picked up the receiver.

“I—Ia!lol" called a- distant, husky
voice. “Is that Mr, Carsons house?
This is the hoaxer speaking!”

June started.

*“The hoaxer!” she gasped, her eyes
flashing angrily. " 'Who are you and
where dre you?"

There came & Mmocking laugh over
the wire as Noel and Cafson
hurried to join June.

*I guess that would be telling, Miss
Gaynor!” said the ealler. “I'm
phoning to warn you

and your
meddling uncle of my plans.

I shall

come for thase rings again in bhalf an
hour’s time!”

Once n came the mockmi
and a d ant. sound like sp ing

water. Even as Noel grabbed the
receiver the phone was silent.

¥y June described the
5 range message. and Noel's eyes

glinted,

“That sound of splashing water
gives me an idea, Carscn! There are
some falls near your home, I believe?”

*Surel’ The Beverly Park Falls—
about ten minutes from here.”

" Withzany luck, we'll catch the
hoaxer me!”

A few minutes later, with June
seated beside him, Noel was driving
fast through twilight towards the
well-known pleasure park and its
picturesque waterfalls.

As they swung through the gates of
the Pa.rk June pmnted out a-call-box
part! hidden the sur-
rotmcung ihe rnus

Noel ;ﬁ;ued up, springin|
car wit young
heels. The park was
hour and they could hear no sound
except the rush of the falling water.

There was no one in the kiosk, but
June gave a stified cry, her face very
white as she pointed.

“ Nunky, look'" she pasped.
there! It—it's Madge!”

With a stifled ejaculation Noel

ang towards the shrubbery, drop-
ping to his knee heside a ﬂgure lying

out of the
er at his
eserted at this

*Over

alsil and motionless among the
us.
" It.‘s Madge Rigby right enough "
he said, " and—she's fain
THE THIRD
MESSAGE
Madge Rigby re-
covered as they drove
her swiftly back to the
house, nsteadily she

tried to explain her
presence in the park.
Worried by the accusation against her
brother, she had Kkept wat in the
grounds, disobeying Mr. Carson’s
orders. i

She had followed & mysterlous
figure, }osmg sight of him near the

falls, Omi be attacked suddenly
while making her way to the kiosk
gith the intention of phoning the
ouse.

Her story carried conviction to
June’s ears, but Noel remained

thoughtful and quiet.

As they drove up to the house they
were greeted by Mr. Carson.

“Well?” he demanded as he peered
into the car, An angry frown crossed
his face. “Miss Rigby! So you were
the hoaxer, after alll”

June mdlgnantly denied it repeat-

ing the girl's story. but Mr. Carson
tfrowned sceptically as the i.rl detec-
tive accompanied Madge to her room.

“I1 don't know what you think,
Raymond,” he remarked grimly, * but
it's my cwn opinion that Madge Rigby
was persuaded by her ne'er-do-well
brother, who’s in hiding somewhere
outside the house, te asgist him in a
daring theft. Luckily you recovered
the rings from the young scoundrel,
and the second boastful warning was
frustrated by our prompt pre-
cautions!"

“You're certain the gems are safe?”
asked Noel.

“Positivel No one has been .near
the house since you left, and I've
personally kept watch in my study.
Poor old Dane is still suffering from
shock. Currie and one of the other
servants carried to his room and
are taking it in turns to sit with him
in case he recovers and cam give any
information.”

Noel nodded approvingly.

“The hoaxer ap ears to have been
beaten this time,” itted, " but,
if you don’t mind I should like to
have another look at those rings.”

Mr. Carson led the way to the safe,
operating the intricate eombination,
AS the door swung open he pointed to
the leather case.

*“Just as we left it!” he declared.
*“Even if the thief had got in—which

(Please turn to the back page.)
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in The House Of The Scarlet Dragon

A TEST FOR HER DISGUISE

N Maureen Carstairs went to
Puchow, in China, to stay At
the home of her friend, Ling
Min Yo, she took with her part of a
jade tablet her father had given her.
A mystery surrounded it, and_ it
was stolen by a secret orgamsatlon

known as the Scarlet Dragon.

Wong, a young boatman whom the
Lings believed was chief of the river
pirates, proved himself Maureen’s
friend by regaining it. He also
Dbtained the second bhalf of the
tablet. The Scarlet Dragon _hit
back, however, by Kidnapping Ling
Min Yo and cunningly blaming
Maureen for her disappearance.

In order to find Ling Min Yo.
Maureen disguised herself and went
to the house of Ku Yi Tso, who was
really the rascally leader of the
Scarlet Dragon organisation. There
she was mistaken for a servant girl,
and ordered to serve tea to Ku Yi Tso,
who was entertaining Mr. Ling.

1\1 AUREEN knew she would have to

obey Ku Yi Tso’s command,
fraught with danger for
though the situation was,

She was here disguised as a serving
maid and deliberately to ignore an
order from the autocratic Ku Yi Tso
himself would be to arouse his wrath
and suspicions. It would jeopardise
all her chances of getting possession
of the key to the tower in which
Min Yo was a prisoner.

* Hurry, girt ! rapped Ku.
“Wouldst keep your master and his
thonourable guest waiting? Hurry!”

Maureen took a grip on herself and
hurried into the courtyard. The two
men had now seated themselves at
a low table on which was a red
lacquer tra{l with tea and dainty rice
cakes. ad been put there by a
serving maid who—unfortunately for
Maureen—had then scuttled off at
the approach of Ku and Min Yo’s
father,

Keeping her face averted as much
as possible, Maureen picked up the
heavy silver teapot. 8he had re-
membered to move with the shufling
gait of a Chinese household helper.
But in her agitation she for-
gotten to bow when entering the
presence of the august master of the
House of Ku.

He frowned angrily.

‘“And does a serving girl not show

herself

proper respect these days?” he
demanded.
Maureen flushed beneath her

make-up. She realised her omission
and sought to rectify it. Hastily she
bowed, the teapot still in her hand
—and in doing so spilled some of
the hot liquid.
“ Clumsy girl, what is the matter
with you?” Ku exclaimed.
His gaze was fixed coldly on her.
If he saw through her disguise—
" Speak, girl! Have you no tongue?”
Maureen’s heart thudded with
alarm. Her disguise might stand
the test, but her voice -certainly
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would not. She understood Chinese
far better than she spoke it,

But his words gave her an idea, and
desperately she seized on it. She
pointed to her threat, at the
time shaking her head.

“So—a serving maid who has no
voice!” Ku said disdainfully, * You
are new in this household, that I
have not seen you before?”

Maureen nodded.

“Take more care, girl, or you will
not stay long."

Trying to steady her hand,
Maureen began pouring out the tea.

‘A thousand apologies,” Ku said,
turning to Ling Cho Yen. v My
trusted friend, I am indeed terubly
distressed to learn of Min Yo's dis~
appearance, If there is anything I
can do——" )

“That is why I have come to you,”
Ling replied, in a distraught voice.
“To ask you to use all your power
and influence to find my beloved

same

daughter.”
*Of course, oild and worthy
friend,” Ku assured him. “I will

give orders at once. Everything will
be done. A price shall be put on the
heads of those who have committed
this wicked crime. You say it has
been done by Wong and the English
girl? 1 warned you that it was un-
wise to have a foreign girl staying
as guest in the Mouse of Ling."”

“And now I suffer for my foolish-
ness,” Min Yo's father said brokenly,
“The House of Ling welcomed her
gladly, to be repaid with deceit and

treacheryl’

Maureen almost spilled the tea
again, such seething indignation
burned through her. For Ling Cho
Yen, haggard with grief over the
disappearance of his daughter, she
felt only sympathy, in spite of his
harsh judgment of her. But EKu
Yi Tso

An urge came to Maureen to cry
out that Min Yo was here in the
grounds of this very house—a
prisoner of the man who professed
to be Mr, Ling’s trusted friend. She
wanted to expose him for the
treacherous enemy he was.

The urge was almost irresistible;
but somehow Maureen fought it
back, knowing that she would not be
believed, that such a move would
be fatal.

She went on pouring out the tesa.
Ku spoke again

“And you say that Wong and the
foreign girl have come. to this
rovince? They must be caught.
as I not robbed myself by this
scoundrel Wong? Such things
happent in Puchow, but not in “this
province where I am all-powerful.
They shall be captured, my friend,
and your daughter found if she is
anywhere in Kanloo.”

The tea was poured out now, and
the two men were sipping it.

“You will be staying, old friend?”

added EKu. “I will give orders to
prepare for your reception.

But Ling shook his head. With
many apologies he said that,

honoured as he would bhe to stay in

By DORIS BROOKES

the House of Ku, it was his wish to
return to Puchow at once; to learn
g there was any more news of Min

0. .

Ku did not press him to stay.
EKu, Maureen realised, would not
want Mr. Ling to remain for fear his
treachery was discovered.

Again she tensed for action. The
men were rising from the table. Ling
Cho Yen was preparing to go, and
that would be her chance——

Summon Chang!” curtly ordered
Ku, looking across at Maureen. At
least my worthy friend shall depart
with. all the ceremony of an
illustriouws guest.”

Maureen gulped and again her
heart fluttered in panic. Chang, she
guessed, must be the high steward
of the House of Ku. And he was the
last person she wanted to see, be-
cause he would at once realise that
t(!)tfdwns not & member of the house-

Then she nearly laughed aloud in
her exciternent, No need at all for
panic, for there was no need to obey
Ku’s order! This was her oppor-
tunity to get away and find the key.

With a low bow she turned and
scuttled off, ostensibly to look for
Chang. Bul a swift glance over her
shoulder showed her that the two
men had now passed out of sight, and
immediately she broke into a runm,
making for the vase-shaped gatewav
which led into the inner courtyards.

She reached it, peered cautiously
round the porcelaln screen, with its
sprawlin% dragon in red tiles.  And
then a thrill ran through her as she
a?w the dove-cot Wong had told her
o

Elaborately ornamental it was.
with many entrance holes and
alighting platforms on which cooed
and stalked the doves.

Her heart quickening with excite-
ment, Maureen crossed over to it.
The birds cooed louder and futtered
around as she stretched up a hand
and groped inside one of the
apertures.

A jubilant cry rose to her lips,
First time lucky! She had found it—
here was the key, dangling from a
hook inside the dove-cot. Then, even
as she unfastened it, drew it out her
feeling of elation changed to
consternation.

Suddenly she had heard the soft
g&d of footsteps; her eyes widened in

orror as she saw the figure of
a Chinese passing on the other
side of the ornamental wall. From
the mode of his dress she guessed at
once that -he must be  Chang, the

h r,EeWarcl of the household.

o f he saw her—saw her with the

Hastily she lowered her arm, con-
cealing the key in her hand. No
chance to hide; nowhere to hide,

But Chang passed on without
glancing in her direction!

Maureen drew a gasping breath of
relief. She had not been seen. And
now ‘to get away with the key; to
return to Wong, who had said he
would wait for her by the outer wall.

But even as she reached the gate-
way she had to stop again, concealing
herself behind the screen.

The steward had halted in the
courtyard heyond and was talking to
someone.
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“Hold yourself
Chang was saying. "I have had news
that there is danger abroad. I go
to tell our illustrious master now,
and I have no doubt that he will give

proceed to the tower
8.

in readiness,”

instructions to
with all possible haste.

Maureen: gave & start. ‘Was -he
referring to the tower in which Min
Yo was A prisoner? Was it suspected
that an attempt was_ going to be
made to release her? -

Wong must be told of this. No time
must be lost In reseuing Min Yao.

She crouched there, awaiting her
opportunity to escape. The two
figures ‘walked aw. and Maureen
ou'ter wall.

She plunged through, the gateway
—and then pulled up in startled dis-
Lmay.

Wong was no longer there.

WHERE
IS WONG ?

Desperately, wildly
Maureen stared around
her. Had Wong con-
cealed himself, fear-
ing discovery if he re-
mained by the gate-
way too long?

No movement, however, disturbed
the bushes which would have offered
a hiding-place. And the only sound,
coming from the other side of the
house, was the purr of a motor-car.
Clearly it sounded in the still even-
ing air, then grew fainter and was
lost in the distance.

That would be Ling Cho ¥Yen
driving away from the House of Ku,
never suspecting the treachery of the
man he belleved to be his friend;
never suspecting - that the daughter
he sought was & prisoner of the man
to whom he had come seeking help.

still no sign of Wong.

“0Oh, goodness, what am I to do?”
Maureen asked herself, frantic with
worry. ' Now that Ku ausi)ect.s Wwong
is in the neighbourhood ooking for
Yo-Yo, he may- move her somewhere
else, That was what Chang meant!”

What could she do? Had Wong
returned to the creek, where the junk
had been moored among the willows?
She might be able to find her way
back there, but that was going to
take time. And there was no time to

be lost.
Manreen’s fingers tightened on the
she kn%vg

key in her hand. Suddenly ¢

that there was only one thing to

done. A reckless gleam shone in her
blue eyes.

She must rescue Min Yo herself!

Her mind made up to such a peril-

. ous venture, Maureen plunged among
the shrubs trees, following the
outer wall for a short distance and
then striking away across the exten-
sive grounds.

She had noticed a tower on her way
here with wong. It was the only
pne she had seen, so she surmised
It must be there that her Chinese
friend was imprisoned.

It loomed up now through the
trees, still some distance away, be-
ond the gardens and standing on
he fringe of the rice-fields which
stretched for miles around.

In days bygone, when rival war-
lords had fought each other for power
and plunder, it had heen a watch-
tower. Strong and battle-scarred, it
o yd on a rising knoll of ground, the
setting sun glinting on its thick,
anclent walls, solid save for a few slit-
like apertures.

Maureen drew nearer,
abruptly came to a halt,
gasp of anxiety.

the tower was a burly

Chinese, pacing up and down and

. An open
ctretch of grassland surrounded the
tower. To reach the door she would
have to leave the concealment of the
trees—and as soon as she did that
she would be spotted.

Maureen bit her iip, dismayed, and
knowing that every passing second
was preclous. If only she could dis-
tract the man's attention, get him
away from the door

“Got it! It's worth trying, any-
way!” she hreathed, and stopped.

A moment later she straightened
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and then
uttering a

up agam, a largish-sized stone in her
pand.- She drew back her arm and
then threw the stone with all her
strength, heaving it among the trees
on the other side of the tower.
seeond stone quickly followed it.

They clattered down through the
branches and foliage. Maureen heard
them clearly. So did the guard.

At once he swunF round, ,Feenng
about him suspiciously. ensely
Maureen waited. Sureiy he'd go and
1nvest1§?te——

Her heart leapt. He was going
round the side of the tower an
making for the trees.

Before he was out of sight Maureen
was skim towards the big door.
She reached ‘it; a moment later was
thrusting the key into the lock.
turned, and then she was inside the

tower.

A  feeling of triumph surged
through her, Now to find Min Yo!
In the few seconds before re-closing
iHe door she tock in the interior of
the stone-floored tower, saw the
flight of steps curving upwards. No
sign of her friend down here.

Then blackness hemmed her in as
she re-locked the door. She , groped
her way across to the stairs and be-
came aware of a flickering yellow
glow from above,

Was it coming from where Min Yo
was 'being kept & prisoner? Was Min
Yo guarded—or alone?

She went up the stairs cautiously,
the vellow glow lighting the way.
She reached & bare stone landing,
and then——

“¥o-Yo!" she exclaimed.

There was Min Yo, lying on a straw
mettress, her hands bound behind
her back, & gag over her mouth. A
smoking tallow lamp stood on the
floor, with a platter containing the
remnants of a meal near by.

The Chinese girl, at the sound of
that cry, struggled to her feet, for
they .had not been bound. Her eyes
widened in amazement. She knew
that voice—but not &t first did - she
recognise that figure rushing towards

her.
“'Oh, ¥Yo-Yo!” gulped Maureen.
“Thank goodness I've found you.

Poor Yo-Yo!’

“Mauleen!” panted Min Yo in-
credulously. “Mauleen, is it really
you? You look so Chinese——"

" Now you know what a spot of dis-
guise does to me. Let me get these
cords off your hands. Soon have you
free, Yo-Yo. _Soorf have you away
from this horrible place!”

“Ohn, Mauleen, this 18 so wonder-
ful!” Min Yo's hands were free now,
and she hugged her friend, trembling
with the surge of her emotions.

“We've got to hurry!” Maureen
said urgently. “I'm taking you back
to Wong's junk——"

She felt a shudder run through Min

Yo.

~ “wong! But, Mauleen, I do not
understand. It was Wong who kid-
napped me!”

he words came as 8 shock to
Maureen. Min Yo still believed Wong
was her enemy. But didn't she
realise—— ~

“1t wasn’t Wong, Yo-Yo! Don't
you know where you are?”
“I was blindfolded when I was

brought here. I have not been able
to see out, for the slits in the walls
9‘5‘,’. boarded up. Mauleen, where am

‘wyou're in the watch-tower in the

EmysaEmEREE [TTTTL]

DON'T THROW AWAY
YOUR BUS TICKET

Like every other form of paper and
cardboard it is valuable. For just
as paper was a vital munition of
war, so it is now an important factor
in the export drive.
Help to hasten our return to pros-
perity hy saving all the waste paper
and cardboard you can, and ask all
your friends to do the same.

grounds of the House of Eu! And it

was Ku who had you kidnapped.
But come on——"

“‘No, no! I cannot believe it!” Min
Yo cried.

had taken her
her tp-
ere Was
Min

Maureen, however,
friend’s arm and was lead
wards the stone stalrcase.

Yo.
gee for herself that it was true.

Other and more impelling worries
occupied Maureen’s mind. :

She had tricked the sentry outside
to get into the tower. Could she-
trick m sagain to get out and
escape? {:% » i

A BREAK
FROM THE TOWER

With Min Yo stand-
ing beside her,
Maureen stooped and

cered through the
: arge keyhole of the

L tower door.
Through it she saw a DArrow ex-
panse of green and the red glow of
the setting sun. en that limited
vision was blotted out momentarily
as a dark form passed it.

The sentry had returned and was
paeing up and down outside. g

Maureen’s brain worked with
desperate swiftness At any moment
now others might be coming. Some-
how they must get away vefore that,
or they would be trapped in the
tower—and then there would be two
prisoners

“Yo-Yo, get ready to scream when
1 give the signal” Maureen . whis-
pered. *“We've got to take & chance,
And be ready to make a dash for ic!”

Min Yo nodded. She asked 1o
questions, putting her trust in her
friend.

Maureen ?roduced the key again,
put it noiselessly in the lock.

“Now!” she breathed.

Min Yo screamed. At the
moment Maureen turned the key in
the lock, slowly opening the door.

Outside the tramp of feet stop) ed.
There came & muttered ejaculation
in Chinese. Then followed the sound
of rushing footsteps as the sentry
alarmed by this unex ected
emergency, agitatedly hu ed for-

ward.

He charged through the doorway,
concealed behind which were
Maureen and Min Yo. And as he
rushed through Maureen quickly
thrust out one foot.

Over it stumbled the sentry, and
went crashing to the stone floor with
a s‘cf%rtl?d cry. S

“Run!” gasped ureen.

Min Yo darted out. Maureen fol-
lowed in a flash, just as the man,
half-dazed, scrambied <to his feet,
He lurched forward—but too late.

Maureen slammed the door, in-
serted the key and turned_it.

+Make for the trees!” she panted.

But even as they raced across the
open stretch of grassland, shouts
sounded from the direction of a path
leading through the wood. )

Maureen groaned in despair; that
moment of triumph was short-lived.
Chang and another man
appeared, had seen them.

“Keep going, Yo-Yol” Maureen
gasped. * We'll do it yet! If we can
fnd somewhere to hide until dark-
ness——"
Darkness was closing down over
the countryside. Another twenty
minutes and it would be night. It
only they could dodge their pur-
suers until then——

Breathlessly the two girls raced on
through the trees. Behind her
Maureen heard the thud of footsteps
and the swish of branches and under-
growth as Chang and his companion
followed relentlessly.

Then she gave a sudden gasp of
dismay. .

Min Yo was lagging. Her strength
had been sapped by the ordeal of her
imprisonment.

“Give me your hand!” Maureen
cried. " Try to keep gOLDE just for a
few more minutes!” 2

“¥—3 try, Mauleen! But—but that

Chang who pursues us — the

(Please turn to page 59.)
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The Secret Of The Toy Soldier

MR. X HER ONLY HOPE
AYE LEAMAN was helping Peter
Kirby, a g&u.t;g secret agent
known as . X, to investigate
the mysterious activities of an elusive
personality known as the Count, and
his beautiful niece, Roma Vadell.
- Gaye and Peter tracked a consign-
ment of toy soldlers, which Peter
believed was the key to the Count's
activities, to a toy shop owned by
Simon Brown.

Gaye. disguised, took the place of
a new girl assistant, in order to
search for the toy soldiers. But her
imposture was discovered by the
Count, and she was locked in a secret
roorm, in which there was a fire-bomb,
IN five minutes at most the fire-

bomb was due to explode!

As Gaye realised her position, she
dragged frenziedly at her bonds, bust
her captors had tied them securely.
Her eftorts to get free were unavail-
ing and at last, exhausted, panting,
she relaxed, !

The bang of a door sent a sudden
‘throb of nope through her tensed
i{lame. It was the back door of the

op.

Had one of the Count's men re-
turned, or—was it Peter?

With agonised intentness she
strained her. ears, staring wide-eyed at
the door of the secret room,

The moments ticked by, She could
hear nothing.

The suspense was unbearable. And

en

What was that? On the staircase
leading up to the living quarters she
could just hear a patter of feet,
St?l?eone was stealthily going up-
stairs.

There was a sudden, sharp popping
noise in the secret room.

Gaye’s heart seemed to lurch,
From behind the packing-case a vivid
sheet of flame had leapt up., almost
blinding her,

The fire-bomb had exploded!

Gaye felt the searing heat from
where she lay. In fascinated dread
she watched the tongues of flame
spreading. Already they were licking
greedily at the packing-case of
wooden soldiers.

"Gaye—Gaye, are vou here?”

Peter's volce!

It came from above, faintly, desper-
ately anxious. it was Peter who
had entered! Daringly he had eluded
the Count’s men. He was here in the
shop, searching, wondering what had
happened.

But Gaye was gagged. She could
not shout.

The flames crept across the floor.
Smoke made Gaye's eves burn. Her
brain began to swim.

A clattering of footsteps on the
stairs. Peter, caution gone now, was
hurrying down, calling still : “Gaye—
Gayel”

But he did not turn into the pas-
sage. No 'sign of fire had as yet
escaped from the secret room. Half-
fainting, Gaye heard the shop door
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bell clang. Was Peter leaving: did he

think everyone had gone?

“Oh, no—no! Pete i

With her last strength, almost
blinded by the flames, Gaye swung
her bound  legs round, catching
against the hurricane-lamp, hurtling

'it against the secret door, where the

glass smashed, scattering out burning
oil to add to the flames.

But the glass had shattered with a
loud report—and surely burning oil
would creep under the secret door
into the passage, smoke as well.

Half choked, Gaye slumped back,
cringing as far as she could from the
flames. Breathing was difficult. Hope
faded, and with it her senses. )

Then a mighty crash! Gaye did
not know it, but it was the hall-stand
cevering the secret door that had
been_  overturned I:iy desperate
strength. The secret door abruptly
smashed open, bringing a gust of air
that fanned the flames to a rouring
furnace.

And through them burst the figure
of Peter.

With a hoarse cry he ‘had seen her.
He wrenched off his jacket, draped it
about her, while darting tongues of
fire licked at his shirt. .

As in a dream, Gaye felt strong
armg selze her, and then everything
was blackness.

é_ VOICE talking quietly; che touch
- of cool water on her foreheai;
then a liquid in her mouth that
tasted fiery but which cleared her

head. 3
Gaye -slghed and blinked open her
eyes

es. E

The first. thing she saw was a
shaded light. Next she realised she
was lying on a soft couch.
as memory flooded back—came the
W%nﬂerful relief of knowing she was
safe. o

“Gaye, you're better "

A face moved quickly into her

vision, It was Peter's. He held a
glass in one hand.

“Peter!” she breathed, *“ Oh, Peter,
it's you! You—you got me out: 2

The worry in his clear grey eyes
faded a little,

“Thank goodness,” he murmured.
“I couldn't see any signs of burns on
you, but I was scared stiff that'the
smoke—the shock: "

“I'm fine,” broke in Gaye, smiling
a little shakily. *But you—oh!” She
gave a tiny exclamation of concern.
““Peter, your hands—your face! You
were burnt saving me!”

Almost flercely he made a gesture.

“That's nothing, Gaye! Never
mind me. It's you—are you sure
you're OK.,?”

She nodded.

“Perfectly sure,” she declared, and
swung herself upright on the couch.
Then she looked around curiously,
“But where are we?" "

“We're in 1:]:1;31 Marlowes’ house. Re-
memher—the house where I brought
the real Jess Hamilton while you im-
personated her? When I got you cut

SSISTANT
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of the shop I warned the first person
I saw about the fire and then, rather
than face awkward questions, drove
straight here with you. Mrs. Marlowe
helped me to look after you.”

Gaye nodded eagerly,

“Later, when you're fit and have
had a rest,” he went on, “you must
tell me all that happened.”

“Peter, I'm fit now,” she Insisted,
and breathlessly related the events ot
the night. Intently and silently he
listened. . ‘And now, Peter,”  she
finished, “I want to hear what hap-
pened to you. The Count’s men were
hunting you——"

“Steady, old thing! Haven't you
had enough for to-night?” The old
yhlmsical smile lurked on his lips,

What a show you put up! But even
50 "—he grimaced slightly—“I'm
afraid the Count wins—we shall never
learn the secret of the wooden
soldiers now. He made sure of that
with the fire!”

Gaye’s face .fell, but only for =2
morment. Then she leapt to her feet.

Peter! We haven't lost—yet!"
And feverishly she began to fumble
at the bottom buckle of her loose
leather coat. “I'd almost forgotten,
Peter. In the secret room I managed
to knock down one of the soldiers
from the case. It fell into my coat,
and here—and here—"

The coat came open. Her tremblin
hand flashed up and, eyes shining 1%
glorlous triumph, she held before
Peter’s dumbfounded gaze, a gaudily
painted wooden toy soldier!

“Peter,” she cried, “we've a chance
of discovering the secret even now--
a chance of beating the Count!’’

A STARTLING
DISCOVERY

“Gaye! You're a
wo&xderéh ﬁ uick —
under e ht wit
puder ght with

Peter, with an ex-
citement foreign to

%ﬂm. s&gra.t%%to afr si%gr%gd aeiltaed the
oy. Together they s at it unde;
the electric light, d ¥

“Peter —look! The head seems
logse—perhaps it unscrews!”

“By Jiminy, you're right!”

On tiptoe, Gaye craned over his arm,
watching as his fingers moved deftly,
With a squeak of wood on wood, the
head came away, revealing that the
body of the toy was hollow.

Gaye held her breath.

“There’s something inside! It—il's
the secret——"~ :

Peter tilted the soldier; shook it.
On to his broad palm fell a wad of
crisp rolled paper, held- together by -
an elastic band. He snapped the
band—and the staggering truth faced
them at long last,

“P-pound notes!"” stuttered Gaye.

“And clothing coupouns, by all that's
wonderful !” Peter held them up, grey
eyes alight. “Pound notes! Pages
of clothing coupons——"

“Peter, I—I don't understand!”
gasped Gaye dazedly'

“Nor I, unless——"

The secret agent broke off, as the
door opened and a sturdy man in



tweeds stepped In. Peter's lips curled
into a smile. A

“Gaye, this is Mr, Marlowe,” he said.
“Jerry, meet Gaye.”

"So this is Gaye!’ exclaimed the
newcomer, studyving her with an in-
terest and admiration that brought a

uick flush to her cheeks. “By
thunder, voung lady, that's a won-
derful disguise. You look the image
of Jess Hamilton |-

He paused, turning to face Peter
with a slight frown.

“'Incidentally, I'm a iittle concerned
about the real Jess. 1 don't trust her,
She's sly. I'll be glad when we can
zet rid of her——" .

“And that'll be soon, Jerry,” broke
in Peter, almost: impatiently. “But
lorget her—and look at these! Look

. at them! 'They were in the wooden
soldier. Jerry, you're.an expert. Tell
me—ale these genuine?”

Gaye gave a tiny start. Forgeries!
Was that what Peter suspected?

With a soft whistle, Marlowe drew
out a small magnifying-glass. Under

the light he peered keenly through

it at the wad of paper. -

"X, the notes at least are genuine,
he said suddenly. *“Sure of it "
He stopped, & gleam of indecision and
amazement in his eyes. “Or if they're
not genuine.,” he added slowly,
“they're the most bhrilliant forgeries
I've ever seen in my life——"

“Can you make certain?” broke in
Peter tensely, "“You see what this
Ay mean—the hugeness of it?” |

Jerry Marlowe gave him a quick
glance and sucked in his breath.

“Great guns—yes ! X, give me a
few minutes. Upstairs I've got a
strong microscope and the necessary
acids to make the tes ’

He raced trom the room and Gaye,
staring at Peter. saw that he was in
the grip of a great agitation.

“Peter,” she asked, “you—you think
theyre really forgeries?” He nodded
and she frowned. ‘' But, Peter, surely
a few fake pound notes and clething
coupons are uot worth the Count’s
while.”

“A few!" He laughed softly.
“Gaye, I don’t think you quite under-
stand. The notes and coupons in the
soldiers were only a few samples for
testing out the scheme. Somewhere
the Count must be making these for-
geries—by the thousand! Can you
imagine the fortune he'll make, not
cnly in pound notes, but on the black
mmarket with coupons, when he gets
his real scheme working?”

Gaye gasped. The hugeness of it
began to dawn upon her,

“This, Gaye—this is the Count's
great scheme!"” Peter declared. A
scheme for colossal wealth and power,
no matter what happens to the
country &

He was still discussing his theory
when the door crashed open, Jerr
Marlowe, very pale, grim-faced, stoog
there, a wad of paper In his hands.
Peter started up, Gaye beside him.

“Jerry =

He nodded. breathing hard.

“Forgeries, X I won't guarantee
the coupons, but the notes—brilliant
enough to deceive all but one in a
thousand—are definitely forgeries!”

Gaye stared breathlessly at their
set. faces.

“Thanks to Gaye,” Jjerked Peter,
"we know the plot. But, by Jiminy,
how can we scotch it—how-—how?
Unless we can discover where he's
making the stuff, smash him before
he can swamp England with it——"

“And there's a chance, X!" broke
in Jerry Marlowe sharply. “Look,
there was a coded message in the
bundle of notes. This toy soldier was
pbviously intended for one of the
Count's special agents. It appears to
order this agent to return to head-
quarters——" A 3

Peter jumped to his side and took
the message.

“Jerry, I think you're right!” he
exclaimed. “If we can get this de-
coded it may give us the ®©ount's
headquarters. Quickly—contact X4.
Tell him I'm coming over straight
away. He's the man to decode this!"

“Right, X. Anything else?” .

“Yes——" Peter’s rugged features

hardened. “This..Jerry, may be_ the
show-down, the big battle with the
Count! Contact every man we've
got. Tell them to stand by for crash
action. If that coded message tells
us what we want to know, we're going
flat out to smash ghe Count before
he can swamp the country!”

Silently Jerry Marlowe nodded and
sped from the room,

“And what about me, Peter?” Gaye
asked half timidly.

“You, old chini?e';i His eyes crinkled
at the corners. for you—now!"

“But—in the morning?"

He saw her wistful look; perhaps
he guessed what was passing through
her mind.

“I'm sorry, Gaye.” His volce was
very gentle. “To-morrow morfilng
I'm sending you home to.your aunt
in the eountry. You've heen very
wonderful, young lady,” he added,
“but the game is drawing to a climax,
a climax that is going, frankly, to be
dangerous. And after what happened
to-night, you must take no more
chances.” ;

_Gaye’s lips trembled a’ little, and
his hand met hers in a warm clasp.

“Bless you for all you've done to
help, Gaye," he said. “Knowing you
f— rking with you — has been great

un.”

She smiled rather shakily at him.

Neither of them saw the figure that

had been crouching outside the

window — the fgure which now

slipped away sllefxtl_v into the night,
x

a cunning gleam in its eyes.
THE COUNT'’S
PLAN
The boom of
breakers came up

through the night to
the lighted window of
a certain lonely house
on the South Coast. .

A tall, pale-faced figure, draped in
a black overcoat, whirled impatiently
from a scrutiny of the night.

“It's time Simon Brown and the
others arrived!" he declared.

. The beautiful, perfectly dressed
girl, seated in a deep armchair, paused
in the act of lighting one of her in-

terminable cigarettes.

“Perhaps they caught X—and are
bringing him with the girl.”

The Count’s expression suddenly
contorted in fury,

“That girl! She nearly ruined all
our plans, Roma! But——"

He paused. A telephone had purred
softly from the desk. The Count
crossed. laid down his ebony cane and
lifted the handset.

As he listened, not a muscle of his
pale skin moved, but there was some-
thing in the rigidity of his pose that
brought Roma to her feet.

“Count, what is it?"

He spoke five words into the
mouthpiece : “I shall call you back!”
and then abruptly clamped the hand-
set _back into place.

“Bad news?” asked Roma quickly.

“The worst! X rescued the girli”

A hiss of amazed fury slipped
through Roma’s crimson lips,

“For some reason,” continued the
Count harshly, “Brown did not get
the girl away before the fire. X
rescued her—and with her, one of the
soldiers—the one meant for Flaskett,
which contained a coded message
naming our headquarters!”

“They got that one?’ Roma’s
husky voice was agitated. “Count—
youre sure? = Who was it who
phoned?” »

“Carl Mennin. The real Jess Hamil-

ton had been held by some of X's~

people. To-night she éscaped after
hearing X talking. She contacted
Mennin, hoping by her information
to get back into my favour and re-
ceive a monetary reward. You realise
what this means, Roma?”

“Yes. If they decode that message
correctly—discover our headquarters

at.
The Count
“Exactly, Roma! we cannot

move our headquarters. The plant
is-there. All our perfect plans for the

She paused, faltering.
abruptly rose,
And

vast distribution of the forgeries are
centred on that one spot. We cannot
leave it until the scheme is fully
operating——"

if X discovers it before then?”

The Count paused, his silver head
slightly bowed in thought.

“Roma,” he said slowly, “Mennin
reported one other thing, a little
thing which now becomes vastly im-
portant. It will enable me to act, set
into.motion a plan that must check-
mate Mr,” X—smash all his plans into
smithareeng!”

And for once he smiled a smile of
cold, deadly malignancy.

“ DEAR old, dreamy Little Brightli-
well! In a way, it’s fun to be
back, and it'll be
again, and yet——

It was the following day, and Gaye
gave a big sigh as she stood outside
the little, red brick station, hearing
the train that had brought her puff
away aleng the single track.

Three hours ago she had sald good- .
bye .to Peter, and now she was
almost home. )

Gaye sighed again, gazing around
at the peaceful countryside. It
seemed almost impossible to believe
that only yesterday she had been a
captive of the Count, -

And mow—all her exciting adven-
tures with Peter were at an end.,

Last night, with the help of Jerry
Marlowe’s attractive young wife, she
had removed all traces of her dis-
guise; her hair flowed once more in
&ippllng auburn waves to her shoul-

ers,

Then early this morning had come
that last good-bye to Peter, the rush
to Kennchester station with Mrs.
Marlowe,

Now—here she was at Little Bright-
liwell once more.

Picking up her suitcase, she set out
for her aunt's old-world cottage.

“Wonder — what Peter's doing
now?"” she pondered as she walked
along. " Did he decode the message?
Will it lead him to the Count’s head-
quarters?"

She sighed wistfully agailn, and,
pushing open the wicket gate of her
aunt’s house, walked up the garden
path. Lifting the old-fashioned latch,
she stepped into the low-ceilinged
passage. From the parlour to her
right came “he sound of movement,

*Aunt  polishing her beloved
brasses, I bet,” she smiled, and softly
entered the parlour. Her aunt's
favourite armchair had its back
towards her; she could just see the
movement of a well - remembered

Jlovely to see aung

shawl. ' Guess who!” she called
lightly.

" Miss Gaye Leaman, I believe the
name is!” came a soft, husky
_answer.

Before her staring eyes a figure rose
slowly from the armchair, shawl
slipping from the shoulders of an ex-
quisitely tailored suit—and Gaye was
looking into the green eves of Romau
Vadell !

The Count's niece—here!

She couldn't speak; she couldn't
move.

Roma laughed, her crimson mouth
twisting cynically.

“Yes—I! Like the touch of the
scarf? To one so fond of disguise,”
she mocked, " it must have appealed !
But won't you say good-day to your
other visitor?"

Her slim, bright-tipped fingers
swept out, indicating behind the door
the tall, silent figure of—the Count!

Gaye recoiled in horror. Oh, what
did it mean? How had they traced
her here? And what of her aunt?

" What—what do you want? "
whispered.

The Count’s answer came, cold and
chilling.

“We want—you, Miss Leaman!
You will be my trump card. You will
be the means of crushing Mr. X—and
ensuring that iy master coup goes
through without a hitch!”

What exactly is the Count’s villainous
scheme ? See next Friday’s exciting
instalment. E

she
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The Rival Cine-Photographers

CARMENITA’S ACCUSATION

il OPICAL news, but with a differ-
ent angle—that's what we must
aim for if we're going to win

this competition,” sald Sally Warner

thoughtfully. *

o do you mean—*if '?” asked

Johnny Briggs. “It's in the bag—"

“you'll be head-first in the sea if
you're not _careful” warned fair-
haired Fay Manners. “What are you
doing, Johnny?”

“That's his idea of photographing
news from a different angle,” grinned
Don Weston. “So different that the
pudience will have to stand on their
heads to make out what it is when
it's shown on the screen.”

Johnny did®not join in the Merry-
makers’ laughter. Scarlet-faced with
exertion, he was_ han almost
upside-down -over the rail on D deck,
supported only by ‘his legs, both
hands being engaged in man pulatin
the cine-camera which was focused a
.n obligue angle on C deck below.

For Johnny was determined that he
gnd his chums should win this com-
petition which had been organised by
Joseph Laidlow, the big film magnate,
who was travelling on the College
Ship, Ocean BStarl. "he three best
news-reels would be shown that even-
ing in the ship’'s cinema, and the one
the audience judged the best would
earn for its creators a prize of ten
pounds.

There were only half a dozen or, s0
cine-cameras on the shop, neverthe-
less, competition was very keen, the
chums' most formidable opponents
peing Carmenita Pascall the fiery
Mexican girl, and her friends.

“Done it1* . shouted
triumphantly. “Whoops!”

He gave & cry of alarm as he lost
his balance, but his chums grabbed
him and hauled to the deck, not
noticing how his shout had startled
a man on the deck below, who looked
up just in time to se¢ one wildly
thraghing arm, still clinging to the
cine-camera, disappearing from view.

«Now if I'd only been holding the
camerg, instead of you, Johnny,” said
Sally reprovingly, though her blue
eyes led, “we needn’t have
bothered to save you. What a scoop
we'd have had—you falling from one
deck to the other. Absolutely ex-
clusive. As it is——"

“As it is, the whole thing's a flop,”
declared Don. “The chump Enocked
the shutter open in his struggles
RPic't'l means he's messed-up the

Johnny’s face fell, though he
cheered up again as Sally quickly
changed the film, ushing the spoilt
-one into her pocket.

“Now we'll start again,” she said
cheerfully.

“why bother?” drawled a languid
volce, It was Carmenita, accom-
panied by her crony, Alec Burt, who
was carrying the exican girl's very
expensive olne-camera. “You don't

Johnny

GIALS' CRYSTALM35-48

1]

I have
not a cheap toy."”

stand & chance against me.

a first-class camera,
Sally flushed.
“That remains (0__Je 5een, Car-

menita,” she sald. “IU’s not only the

camera——"
“Byt the brains behind it,” finished

on.

Carmenita’s black eyes flashed.

“You dare to suggest that I, Car-
menita, am less clever than you?”
she began stormily. “For ‘that im-
pertinence I shall now make it my
business to win whatever happens,
so——"

“That’'s right, Carmenita” put in
Ai]_rec Burt, “tell them where they get
& )

“1'1 jolly well show you where you
get off if you don't pipe down, Burt,”
snorted Johnny.

“Johnny—shush!” Sally t.u%;ged
warningly at Johnny's arm as Pro-
fessor Willard, accompanied by Edgar
T. Phineas, the head prefect, ap-
proached '

The headmaster of the College Ship
said nothing, but Sally sensed his
disapproval, and with a {jerk of her
head to heér chums motioned them
away before Carmenita could continue
the argument.

Luck seemed to favour the chums
after their unpleasant scene with
Carmenita. After a little cajoling
they were allowed & few brief shots
of = Lester Maxfon, the famous
American comedian, rehearsing his
new act. - They also managed to
photograph scene when the
tinicst passenger aboard, having
eluded his nurse, somehow found his
way to the bridge. there to be dis-
covered by the amazed ‘captain.

“That's one reel,” said Sally with
satisfaction an hour or 50 later.
%We'll take about three, then choose
the,bq’st,. T1] just dump this in my

cabin.

She placed it on the dressing-tahle,
then excitedly rushed out again,
almost colliding with Carmenita as
she ascended the companion-way.

But Sally was in no mood to cross
swords afam with the “Wildcat.”
With a brief “ Sorry!"” she hurried on,

more successful, and the chums were
smiling . with satisfaction as they
placed the second roll of film beside
the first and went down to Iunch.
Carmenita, too, seemed to have had
a successful morning, and the other
competitors seemed no less cheerful.
“It’s going to be a close thing,” said
Sally, as they wandered back to her
cabin after lunch. “ye'll really have
to be on our toes this afternoon—
tr%to get something even more——"
er voice trailed away as she stared
towards the dressing-table. Then she
darted into the cabin and started to
search frantically around the floor.
“The films,” she said bewilderedly.
1 put them here. Have any of you
moved them?”
Even as Don, Johnny, and Fay
shook their heads in concern and

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

mystification, there came a shriek of
rage from along th2 corridor, a
torrent of angry words in shrill
Mexican., And next moment Car-
menita charged out of her cabin. She
tgﬁ.ve another shrill scream as she saw
e chums, apd dashed toward them.
“My films|™ she hissed.
them in my cabin—they are gone!
Gone! You say I will no . Is
this, then, one of your trieks?"
“Hare, take it easy, Carmenital”

urged Don. ‘You might like to know
that our films have gone, t00.”

“Yes, perhaps you can tell us spme-
thing about them?” put in J y.

“You sald you'd make it your busi-
ness to win, whatever happened.”
“How dare you suggest such a
thing!” Carmenita shrilled. “Oh,
you are the cunning ones! You take
my films, then pretend that yours,
too, have vanished. It is too much !
“It certainly is)" snapped Sally.
“The same remark could apply to
you, Carmenita. But it seems fairl

rly
obvious that your fllms have dis-

a:&geared. You must believe that
ours, v
“I' say, sO ‘have mine!” saild the

plaintive voice of Tubby Winwood.

“That goes for me, too,” put in
Linda Powell, the American girl.
“There's some funny business going
on around here, I guess——"

“Then ask them who are C
ghrilled Carmenita, flingin
Sut a wildly seccusing fhnger a
Sally & Co. “Sally Warner was down
here before lunch. I saw her L

“Then you must have been down
here yourself!” flashed Fay.

By now a milling crowd of students
nad gathered in the corridor
attracted by Carmenita’s shrieks of
rage and Johnny's shouted replies. A
positive babel arose. i

“Please " Sally
ingly.

And then stopped as another fi; e
strode on to the scene, It was Pro-
fessor Willard, his face cold with

ger.,
“gilence! Sllence at once!™ he
snapped. '“This noise is disgraceful!”
“But mv films!” wailed Carmenita.
“And ours  gnapped Johnny.
uGilence, 1 sald!” rap the head-
master. 'He frowned from Sally &
Co. to Carmenita and back ogain.
“Once before I have seen you quarrel-
ling over this competition. Now you
are doing it again. If you cannot
enter for this competition without
quarrelling, then you will not enter
at all!” He paused, waiting for his
words to sink in. “Remember, this is
your last chance 1, .
And, wita @& curt nod, -he walked
on.

respon-

began entreat-

JOHNNY'S
FORGOTTEN FILM

+I can't understand
it Sally slumped
moodily in a chair in
3 the club-room and
— == gla.nced. at her chums.

‘Somebody’s taking
these films—but who?”

«and why?' asked Fay puzzledly.
It doesn't make sense. Couldn't
have anything to do with the thefts
we've been heﬁrutl}; about, could it?”
she asked -dolbtiully. “There was
another on C Deck this morning.”
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“Of course not,” replied Johnnt.
"“What on earth use is a used Alm?3”

That was what the chums had.been
tryinz to puzzle out for some time,
ever eince they had left the nolsy
gathering outside their cabin afier
Professor ' Willard’s ' warning. For
Carmenita, with the fixed conviction
that the chumms were responsible for
the disappearance of her films, was
not in a mood for talking things out
guletly  The only thing to do was
to keep ous of her way until she had
simmered down a little.

“We've got just one more roll of
ﬁlm,"opon said now. *“Shall we use

it up?

“Yes, of course,” replied Sally
vigorously. “Whoever has taken our
flms, we're not. going to play into his
hands by tamely giving up. Bigger
and better news is the watchword,

shipmates,”
“That’s the stuff!” approved
Johnny. “I say,” he added, his eyes

gleaming excitedly, “ wouldn’t it be a
sulp if we could get a shot of the
mysterious thief at work?"

"It would be a miracle!” laughed
Fay. “You're too ambitious, Johnny,
But what about trying for some news
ot C Deck, Sally?”

"O.K.!" ‘agreed Sally: and, grab-
bing -up the camera, she made her
way to the companion-way leading to
C Deck, followed by her chums.

But li-way down the stairs she
paused to give a groan of dismay,
For “there, at the bottom, was Car-
menita, still iooking furiously angry.

“We'd better retreat,” said Don, as
the Mexican girl, spotting them,
opened her mouth to start the hot
argument all over again.

But 8ally, who had glanced along
the deck, suddenly stiffened. Then,
with one bound, she had leapt down
the stairs: was at Carmenita’s side.

“Carmenita, listen!” she said
urgently. “Please listen just this
once!" There was something so com-
nelling in her “one tna,for perhaps
the first time in her life Carmenita
did as sh'g_ was asked, “Look—along

the deck

With & guivering finger, Sally
pointed, and at what ‘she saw the
" Wildcat's " eyes narrowed.

For at the rall stood one of the
men pa.ssen%fers from C Deck, and in

ilg}s hands he held several rolls of
1lms.
“80!" said Carmenita hissingly.

“Mayhe he enter for the competition,
yes? Maybe he want to win, and so
he take all our films. Why else
should he have so many? Come!”

“Carmenita—no! Wait!™ Sally’s
cry was frantic.

True, the man's possegsion of all
those films was highly suspicious, but
he should be given a chance to
explain.

That, however, was not Carmenita’s
way. Seyeral rolls of film were miss-
ing, and  this man had several rolls
of film in his possession. The whole
thing seemed™ very clear to Car-
menita, and, wildcat that she was,
she hurtled along the deck, the
chums behind her, and pounced
upon the man by the rail.

He let out a wild yell, jerked up his
hands, and lost his hold upon the
films.  There was a cry of dismay
from Sally as she saw them fall into
the sea. But the accident seemed to
Youse Carmenita to even pgreater
Leights of fury.

With a shriek of rage, she grabbed
the ‘man‘s arm, while Sally & Co,,
*fearful of what she would do, grabbed
‘his other arm. The din was at its
height when on to the scene walked
Professor Willard. )

“What is the meaning of this?” he
demanded.

Bally & Co. let go of the man as
if he had become red-hot. Not sp
Carmenita. 8till shaking the un-
fortunate man, she I%antecl out ths
story of the missiig films in a shrill,
Turious voice.

“Leave go of this gentleman at
once,” ordered the hea magter, “and
be silent! I cannot think what to
say.” he added, turning to the half-
dazed passenger.

“Phew! I—I guess it's all right !
banted the man. “Can't blame these
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youngsters too much. Tough Iluck
losing thelr films. But I feél kinda
peeved that -t.helg; picked on me,
seeing that I've had some of mine
taken, too."
“You—you mean you're entering
for the competition, toc?” asked Fay.
“Sure! I was just sorting out the
last of my new f ' The man
smiled ruefully. "“But I guess they've
all gone ‘now,” he added, glancing
over the side. :
“Oh, golly!” Johnny's face was a
study of consternation as he gazed
from the man to the impetuous Car-
menita, “We——" .
“Sllenee!” snapped Professor Wil-
lard. “I saw the whole dis aceful
incident. T warned you all what
would happen if I found you quarrel-
lng over this competition again, but
I never dreamed you would darc to
attack an innocent passenger.
No!” he rapped, as Sally made to
speak. “I do not want to listen to

excuses! You are all barred from the.

competition! Furthermore, you will
hand over to me the filins already in
your cameras!"”

There was no use arguing. In
silence they took the Alms from their
cameras and handad them over.
Then, at the headmaster's stern com-
mand, they hurried off. Sally and
her chums made for a deserted part
of the deck, and there Sally regarded
the other three grimly.

"I don’t beliese that passenger was
as innocent as he sounded,” she
declared. :

“Why, what do
chorused her chums.

“That—that tale of

films wasn’t true.
veloped films.

you mean?”

his®about new
They were de-
I could see that as
they fell. Besides, they didn't even
fall accidentally. He deliberately
gl;rew them when Carmenita grabbed
im,”

"Then you think they were the
missing films?" Fay asked breath-

lessly.

“I'm pretty sure of it," replied
Sally. “But why did he want them?
Not so that he could win the com-
petition himself—that's too silly.
No, he was looking for something,
and, judging by the expression on his
face, he hadn’t found it.”

The chums looked puzzledly at
trmﬁ another, then Don said doubt-
ully :

Could somebody have taken a
shot of something he ‘didn’t want
made public—something, perhaps,
lthatg made him look rather ridicu-
ous?”

Sally jerked up suddenly, her biue
eyes excited.

“Don,” she said softly, “I do belleve
you've got it! Something he didn’t
want made public. But, whatever it
was, e hasn't found it—I'm sure of
that. And yet he had all Carmenitd's
films and all of ours.”

“And Linda's and Tubby’s,” added
Fs‘.%r. “There isn’t anyone eélse.”

'hey looked blankly at one another,
then suddenly Sally snapped her
ﬁqgers.

‘You're wrong!"” she said triumph-
antly. ‘“There is one you’ve forgotten
—fthe first one that Johnny took.”

“But—but it's spoiled,”  said Fay
bewilderedly.

“The man isn't to know that,” re-
plied Sally. “And, anyway, I don’t
suppose the whole of it’s spoiled. But
don’t let's sit here chuntering ahout
it; let’s get along to the dark-room
and develop it. Then, maybe, we’ll
get a clue to this mystery.”

Thrilling with excitement, they
hurried along to the dark-room.
Carefully Sally took the film from her
pocket and  watched, with bated
breath, as Don set to work oh it.
Would this film, she wondered, solve
the mystery? And, if so, would Pro-
tessor Willard relent and allow them
all to enter the competition again?

Breathlessly, she watched as the

lm began te take shape, her excite-
ment mounting.

And then, without warning, the
door suddenly swung wide. It had
been deliberately pushed open by an
unseen hand. The chums cried out
in dismay as & vivid shaft of sunlight
entered the dark-room. Sally rushed

: ‘I‘Bere was a
inside the room,

to the door, but she was too late to
see the furtive figure outside, It had
quickly Inade its escape. As Sally
turned back there came a despairing
cry from Don .

“It's no good, Sally! The Alm's
utterly ruined!” .

SALLY'S
AUDACIOUS RUSE
"Good news, ship-
mates!” Sally’s voice
was unusually loud .
and cheerful as, after
dinner, she hailed her
: three chums, who were
seated on C Deck.

“You mean the film is all right,
aft%'vgll'.;;;icried cl:"%n !dellglﬂ;edl% 1

! T ng’s O.K.!” replied Sally.
“It's beg:g shown this even?ng. Flrslt’,
the big film, Then a short interval,
followed by our news reel, and the

second feature.”
cried Fay. “To think

“Wonderful I
that it shouldn’t have been ruined,
after all["”

- "It's wonderful all right!" echoed
Sally. *“And there's going to be some
pretty bilg surprises, too, I_imagine,
when that film is shown. But come
on, shipmates! Tet's g0 and get
i‘}%a&ly;' The show starts in half an
I.

And, with a quick look round, she
led the way back to B Deck.

. .

HERE was a_hush in the cinema
as the big film gradually drew to

& happy close. But, though the stars
were two of .Sally’s favourites, she
could not concentrate on the screen,
She twisted and turned restlessly on
her seat, attempting to make out the

identity of the shadowy shapes
around her, peeriag alertly towards
each exit,

At last the words *“The End "

flashed on to the secr , And, as the
lights blazed up, she j mped up out
of her seat and gazed anxiously
around. And then, her mouth
tightened. :

“There he goes!" she whispered. 1
thought he'd try something. Quickly
—after him "

Don, Johnny, and Fay needed no
urging. “With wildly beating hearts,
but trying to appear as inconspicuous
as possible, they edged out of their
seats, then fairly flew uP the gang-
wa:yrﬁxd through the exit.

S way!" urged Don, darting
through a door marked * Private. No
entrance.”

A short flight of stairs confronted
them, and at the top a door marked
"' Projection Room "—3q door, Sally
noticed with sudden agitation, that
had just closed in a suspiciously
stealthy manner,

“The projectionist must have gone
out for the interval,” she said
agitatedly. “Hurry, Don’I"

But Don was  already hurrying.

Two at a time, he took the stairs,
burst open the door, and bounded
into the room, Sally, Johnny, and Fay
at_his heels,
startled cry from
a mufiled exciama-
tion as the figure that bent over the
table on which the projector stood
started up and swung round with a
suddenly livid face.
" It was the man whose films had
gone overboard who stood there, and,
at sight of the chums, he gave an
angry snarl, .

“So it's you interfering pups again,
is it?” he snarled. “Get out of here,
do you hear? Get out!”

“So you were right, Sally !” Don
cried admiringly. “It is that fellow
from C Deck! 'And you're the rotter
who pinched our films and %ot us all
chucked out of the competifion!” he
added, glaring at the man.

“And T'll chuck you out of here if
you don't get out!™ bellowed the
man, forge:t;n,i: caution in his agita-
tion. “Beat it !

He made a wild lunge forward, but
Don neatly side-stepped, at the same
time putting out his foot and bring-
ing the man heavily to the ground,

“We're not leaving you to spoll our
last film ! put in Johnny. “It's being
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shown In a few minutes;, then wel
fksﬂ?'w for sure what your little game

“Though we've got a pretty shrewd
idea already,” put in Sally.

At that moment the door swung
ggen. and in the doorway appeared

ea figures of the projectionist
and Professor Willard.

“What are gou all doing in here?”
demanded the cinema = operator.
"ﬁ%ﬁ% you read? This room’s strictly
pr B :

“Exactly,” agreed Sally. “But this
—er—gentieman didn't seem to
realise that. He came in here with
the objﬁct of interfering with the
films that are to be sghown this
eve%mg.“ ht him red-handed

“Yes, we caug m red- e
declared Don.

The projectionist and the head-
master stared in surprised bewilder-

ment -at the passenger -as he
scrambled to his feet.
“Is this true, Mr. Thomson?' de-

manded the cinema operator.

Thomson's eyes glittered. He had
recovered from the first shock, and
&oc: there was a cunning look on his

“I came up here because I sus-
peﬁt:d ;cgat 'ihesemyo%ggsdtefrs &eﬁe

eliberately planning efy eir
geadmaster." he asserted,

Sally & Co. g v i

“Why, you tricky rotter—" began
Johnny; but Professor Willard held
up a stern hand.

“Silence! Do not Interrupt!” he
ordered, and looked curlously across
at the passenger from C Deck. “Wh

0 you mean, sir?"” he asked.

Thomson shook his head sadly.

“l mean that these boys and 'lglizﬂs
planned to defy your ban. ey
smuggled one of their films up here
and intended it to be shown, despite
your orders to the contrary.”

Professor Willard’s face flushed

angrily,
“Is this true?” he asked the Merry-
akers.

m

“Well—" began Sally.

“Do not attempt to beat about the
bush! Did you, or did you not, bring

- one_of your films e‘:ip here?”

“Y-yes,” admitted Sally; “but if
you will let me explain— "

But quickly Thomson cut in.

“I know I didi wrong to burst in
here,” he said, “but I acted for the
best. You see, this film shows you
in a pretty bad light, professor.
These youngsters deliberately made
it so as to get thelr own back.”

“That's not true!” burst out Sally.

"I'll say it isn’t!” chorused her
chgi?s. “If only yowll let us explain
werll—m—

But Professor Willard, having heard
them admit that they had flouted his
orders by smuggling a film into the
vrojection-room, was in no mood to
- listen to explanations.

“Nothing you ean say can excuse
your disgraceful conduct!” he dé-
clared. ,

"By y

“Silence!” . He turned to Thomson.
“I am very much obliged to you for
your intervention, sir.

“Oh, that’s all right! Glad to have
been of help. - Should have hated to
see you made the laughing-stock of
the whole ship. Guess I'd better take
the film and destroy it.”

And, a gleam of triumph in his
eyes, he moved across to the pile of
film on the table beside the projector,
but instantly Sally rushed forward.

“No, ¥ou don’t!” she gasped.
“Collar him, boys!"

Forward plunged Don and Johnny,
and there came a scandalised shout
from Professor Willard as the two
tﬁoysk seized the passenger from C

eck.

“How dare yvou!” the headmaster
gasped. ‘“Release him at once!”

But Sally gesticulated urgently.

*'No, hang on to him !” she counter-
ordered. "Our film is already in the
I only we can show it

“Don't you dare!” cried the out-
raged Dprojectionist; and he also
darted forward, but Fay, desperate,
;:);utkched at hig arm and held him

ck.

Professor Willard stared in horri-
fled anger at the confused scene, but
before he could intervene Sally had
switched on_the projector.

“Look |” she cried, as a powerful
beam of light shone through the
aperture in the wall in front of the
projector. “Now we’ll see who's tell-
ing the truth!” Triumphantly she
turned to e still struggling
Thomson, *“Well, what have you got
to say now?” she demanded. “Hadn’t
you better own up?”

Thomson, his face white and scared.

now, struggled frantically, but Don
and Johnny held him back,
off that film!" he gasped.

“Bwitch
“Don’t show it!”

“Then confess!” ordered Sally.
“Confess, or everyone in the cihema
shall see the film!"”

For a moment the man glared, then
abruptly his deflance seemed to
crumble, and he gave a sullen nod.

“Guess you've got. me cornered!”
he muttered.

The projectionist and the head-
master gazed at him in amazement.

“You mean, what you told me
wasn't the .truth?” gasped Professor
Willard.

“Of course it wasn't!” chipped in

Sally. “Thomson is the rascal who's
Pet%? ’respunsible for all the thefts
& H

“What!" came in a gasp from the

ead. . )

“Yes, but, unluckily for him
Johnny accidentally took a shot of
him coming out of another pas-

senger's cabin,” went on Sally calmly.
“The rascal knew that if t
was shown his %euﬂt would be proved,
but, unfortunately, he didn't know
which film the incriminating shot
was on, 80 he stole all the films
entered for the competition—all but
the one Johnny took, and that's the
one in the projector at this moment.™
As she spoke, she switched off the
grojector and turned to the now

elplessly glaring Thomson., ‘“That's
why you came up here, wasn't it?"
she said. “You heard us talking, and,
terrified lest the fAlm should be
shown, you meant to destroy it.”

Sullen]ly the man mnodded.

“Guess there’s no point in denying
it now!” he muttered.

“¥You mean, you,admit you are the

thief?” Fasped the still dazed- Pro-
fessor Willard.

mson gave another sullen ned.

“Yep, it's useless to try to wriggle
out of it!” he muttered. “Guess that
film’s gili-edged evidence.”

Sally laughed.

“But it isn't,” she sald calmly,

“What!" .

There came an amazed gasp, and
Sally chuckled.

“When you opened the dark-room
door you really did spoll Johnny's
film,” she told the startled Thomson,
“That's why we fixed up that little
conversation on C Deck., We deliber-
ately sat near you. You see, we
wanted you to overhear. It was a
little trick to lure you up here. This
film, actually, has nothing photo-
graphed on it.”

+ . For a moment
Thomson glared at it dazedly; then
as bhe realised how he had been fooled
into confessing, he gave a Ifurious
shout.

you—you——" he began,

to hurl himself on Sally,
but Don and Johnny quickly seized
him again and held him back.

“No, you don't!” panted Johnny
triumphantly. “We've got you this
time, and I bet,” he added with a
grin, “you won't want to see any-
‘t;}iing like a cine-camera for a long

me.” :

NEEDLEBB to say, Professor Willard

not only apologised to the
chums for doing them an injustice,
but aﬁic warmly congratulated them
as well.

Owing to what had happened, Mr.
Laidlow, the film m te, decided to
hold a new competition; and when
eventually the amateur news reels
were shown in the ship's cinema
Sally & Co.'s was voted the winner.

(End of this week’s story.) .

“ More fun’and thrills with Bally & C¢-
in next Friday’s GIRLS’ CRYSTAL..

HER HOLIDAY WITH
LING MIN YO
(Continued frem page 5-1.)

steward of the House of Ku. And, as
you said, these are the grounds of the
House of Ku——"

“Don’'t waste your breath talking!
Just run!” .

Maureen caught her friend’s hand,
to help her along as much as she
could, Bravaig Min Yo responded.

On through the trees. Then
abruptlir they ended.. Maureen
stared in horror at a vista of open
rice-flelds before her. Nowhere there
to hide. . .

As she stood In despair a figure
suddenly loomed up in front of her
—and her blue eyes widened incredu-
lously, joyously,

It was Wong!

No longer was he disguised as a
musician in that gorgeous red satin
costume, but wore the drab clothes
of a coolie from the fields. i

ush cou.raigel” he said quickly. * Come
W, me "

He picked up the exhausted Min

Yo m%is strong arms. Then he led
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the way along the rough path that
bordered the wood hereabouts. Foot-
steps still crashed thrm.lg{l:;1 the trees,
but in the gathering darkness Chang
and his companion had, for a few
minutes at least, lost sight of their

QUAITY.

Twisting, turning, Wong raced
along the path, Maureen trotting be-
htixnd' handicapped by her Chinese
snoes.

“Wong, where are we going?” she
panted. “I—I can't keep this up.”

‘' Have courage, Maureen, it is not
far,” returned Wong.

Maureen gasped, and suddenly she
stumbled, sprawling on the ground.
As she did so from behind she heard
the renewed sounds of shouting.

Trembling, she rose to her knees.

W?:IJ\F g 1 ed. “I'm all
‘No, go on!” she gasped. “I'm a
right. TI'll :t’ollm%r.‘}'

She was more shaken than she
dared show, but she stapggered to her
feet and stumbled after Wong and
Min Yo,

At last the sound of voices died.
Then suddenly Wong stopped.

“Quickly! Hide in this!” he in-
structed.

Maureen stared in amsazement, He
was pointing to a hedvy, clumsy-
looking wheelbarrow, loaded with
hay. Fixed to the front of it were
two  poles, between which was
stretched a strip of canvas. A wheel-
barrow fixed with a primitive sail to
assist_progress!

With a thrust of his foot, Wong
kicked out some of the hay, then
laid Min Yo in the barrow. Maureen
suddenly smiled excitedly as she saw
his idea. A moment later .she was
clambering into the barrow beside
her friend.

Wong scooped up the hay, spread-

ing it over them, completely con-
cealing them. He grabbed up the
handles of the ' barrow, s ed

frundling it along the path, The
breeze billowed out the sail. But he
had gone only a few yards when a

re loomed out of the trees, barring

way.
‘' Halt!"
It was the voice of Chang, the

steward of the House of Ku, Eyes
glimted with suspicion, he barred the
way.

Can Wong bluff through to safety with
the two girls 7 Continue this exciting
moment in next Friday’s chapters.
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THEIR SCHOOL ON
CASTAWAY ISLE

(Co”ﬁmwd from page 50.)

felt the wattle platform tremble
slightly, Someone was climbing the
rope-ladder!

ad Gerry come back?

Tensely she walted, one hand
graspmg her precious book.

The ladder creaked and swayed,
and a head and shoulders appeared
ahove the platiorm,

Tania drew back—a startled, wary
ook flashing into her eyes 3

‘You!” she whispere

Dave Cardew cnmbed on to the
platform, his rugged face a trifle
grim, his keen grey eyes looking
round searchingly.
. “Borry to butt in like this, Tania,”
he sald bluntly. “I was coming to
ingquire about Michi—but I noticed
Gerry Royston had -beaten me to it.”
His tone was a trifle bitter, and

his .eyes smouldered suspiciously.
‘What did Gerry want?” e
demanded. .

Tania  stiffened, Dave's curt,

masterful tone aroused her spirit.

P

After all, how did she know that she
could trust this boy? He seemed
strangely interested in Gerry's move-
ments, and she saw his grey eyes
narrow as he glanced at the book- m
her hand.

“What is that, Tania."" he asked
quickly.
5 Ti%nla put the book behind her

*“Two boys came to Tania's home,”
she sald coldly. " Both come with
smooth words to ask about Michi—
but with their eyes they seek Tania’s
book of pictures, Tania is not a
child that she is deceived by smiling
words.”

Daves face clouded ;

" BO— remarked

that’s. it!” he
eryptically. “Well, we’ll talk
about that in a minute. As- a

matter of fact, I really came tQ ex-
amine your pet. How is Michi?

“Michi is sleeping,” replied Tania,
“and white boy must not disturb
him. Dave will please go-—now!’

And she pointed to the ladder.

But instead of obeying, Dave
erossed to the injured panther and
knelt down. A sharp ejaculation
escaped his lips

*You will not touch Michi!” ex-

claimed Tania, her Hashing.
“White boy—go!”

Dave took no notice. From a
satchel slung across. his shoulder he
drew large .rolls of bandages, & pair
of- scissors, and a tin of ointment.

Tania, who had never seen such
things ‘before, started . forward in
quick alarm, throwing her arms pro-

tectingly round her pet.

eyes

‘What are you golug to do?” she
gasped. " Go awa
“Tania, don't be & little fool!”

jerked Dave. "I can see that you've
tended Michi as well as you could—
but that's a rifle-shot wound, and
it's festering. Unless you allow me
to treat it properly, Michi may never

get better.”
Just then a low rumble of pain
came from Michi's throat, .as the

wounded panther stirred. Tania's
heart contracted. From the g eam-
ing scissors and b&ndages Ze

turned to the boy's determined ace.

Dared she trust him—this boy who
might be her secret enemy? . Would
he l%eep his promise to make Michi

WHI Tania decide to trust Dave—and
if so, is it a wise decision 7 You will
en}oy_ next Friday’s fine instalment. -

THE HOAXER OF
BEVERLY HII..LS

{Continued from page 52.)

was imposslble——the new combination
would have baffled him

With a thoughtful frown, Noel
carried the case to the table, opening
it under the light of the lamp. Then
he caught in his breath sharply, and
a strangled ejaculation escaped Mr.
Carson’s lips.

The case was empty except for its
ped of velvet. Once again the hoaxer
had carried out his threat!

HIS settles it!” stormed Mr,

Carson. *“I shall phone the

police at once and have Madge Rigby
questioned.”

He strode out into the loggia and
weross to the telephone even as June
reappeared. But with his fingers on
the hand-set, he paused, staring at
the message pad.

* Raymond, logk at this!" .

Noel stepped te his side, June
behind him. It was June who Tead
the amazing message gloud:

“* [ am returning the stolen curios
ut nine 7 o'elock promptly.—Yours
sincerely.' .
5 ‘' THE HOAXER."

‘bny is this another trick?” splut-
tered Mr. Carson

* Passibly,” sald Noel rimly as he
studied the message. n the other
hand, the: fellow may have repented.
This certdinly lets'out -Madge Rigby.”

*But, nunky, what does it all
mean?” gasped June. her mind in a
whirl. . *"First the hoaxer warned us
of his mtentwns, then he carried out
his threat And now—now he's going
to lﬁ'uni';“rhat he has stolen!"

a
grunted Mr. Carson. ' What
suggest. Raymond?”

I think I've got a clue,”
“This time the hoaxer won't escape!
1 suggest you assemble  your house
party in the loggia at nine oclock—
but don't give them any warni
Have refreshments served and m
it appear like an informal supper. I
shall keep watch in the grounds—m
case the fellow turns up.”

The arrangements were guickly
made, and just before nine o’clock the
entire . house party assembled in the
loggia, where -an appetlsmg cold
supper awaited them.

Horace Sneed was present, as smug
as ever. Madge Rigby was there look-
iug very pale. with June beside her,
Currie, e footman, served Iced

d’you.

said Noel.:

sounds phoney to me!”:

drinks and coffee, and the gaiety of
most of the youthful guests was un-
clouded by any thought of impending
~drama,

June's heart beat more quickly as
the fateful hour approached, and she
saw Mr. Carson glancing uneasily at
the clock.

The musical chimes for which June
had been waiting sounded above the
merry chatter, followed by the deep,
booming notes of the hour.

On the ninth stroke there came &
sudden interruption—a loud knocking
on the outer door! -

June started to her feet. Mr, Carson
himself crossed to the door, throwing
it open.

A gasp of bewildermeut arose from
the youthful guests and the footman
dropped his tray with a clatter.

Into the loggia walked the bowed,
white-haired flgure of the old
violinist, his face still swathed in
bandages the broken fiddle under his

arm!

‘““Mortimer Dane!” shouted the
amazed Mr, Carson. ‘You—you are
the hoaxer!” )

The other inclined his hénd.

“I am the hoaxer—and the thief!”
he replied unsteadily. “Though
Mortimer Dane is not my real name.
I am a broken-down actor who was
paid to play this part. The cunning
plan was the irnvention of a certain
scoundrel who is- present here to-
uight!”

*What!" gasped the bewlldered col-
lector, while June and the rest
listened breathlessly.

“It was simple, really,” said the
visitor. *“The hoax message to Mr.

Raymond—the opening of the safe in

my presence—remember? Thanks to
the hoax message, I was able to note
the combination,” and later to' steal
the ringst My confederate bound and
ged me, breaking the vmlm as o
nncl and escaped with the jewe

“ Unfortunately they were recovered. .

But we were not beaten. Fe
.- consciousness, I was ‘able’
Raymond alter the combination

en my confederate phoned.
member: the hoaxer’s seconid message?
1'was left alone with the safe for 'a
: few minutes—encugh for my .pur-

ing un-

e

11 You—you scoundrel!” exclaimed
Mr, Carson.. " Why did you send that
third message—oﬁermg to return the
stolen rings?’

The visitor's manner changed im-
perceptibly as he ste peﬁ torwarId

* Because,” he sa ly. “I was
determined to trickster

axpose
who led me into thia An.d now I will |
o so——""
‘A startled cry arose as t,he lights

=3

suddenly -went, out,. -plunging. the

0 watch
Re-,

party into darknéss. There came the

sound of a 8 e, and just as
abruptly the electric lights were
clicked on again, revealing an

amazing scene.

Slumped, white-faced, against the
door, handcuffs on h wrists, was
Currie the footman! Beside him, one
hand on the light switch, the other
firmly grasping the footman’s arm—
was_the old musician!

“I was walting for you to make a
break for it Gurrle"' rapped & cool,
familiar Vo

nky"' shouted June, her eyes
sparkling

The old musician removed his
white wig and bandages—revealing
the face of Noel Raymond!

*“Raymond! What does this
mean?” gasped Mr. Carson,

* It means,” sald Noel grimly, * that
Currie the footman was the brains
behind this clever hoax. If you
search him I'm sure you'll find the
rings in his pockets. .He meant to
make his escape after the farty. :

“The old actor, whom I've locked
in the rocm upstairs, was plainly the
only person who could have dls-
covered that combination. He broke
down when I challenged him with
the truth—but he refused to disclose

the name of his accomplice. So 1
played this trick to make the
scoundrel give himself away by

making a bolt for it—as he tried to!”
*And to think that I suspected
Horace!” exclaimed June, with a rue-
ful smile, as she left the happy and
relieved Madge to joln her uncle "1
slipped badly ther
“But you didn't!” replled Noel, his
eyes twinkling, “It was your theory
that gave me my first “cluel You’

see, the supposed Mortimer Dane also

referred to his violin as a ' fiddle '—
though it was_only . afterwards I -
remembered and put two and two
together. That's why the ‘hoaxers
third message came from me!’

Y14 believe I see it now!"” smiled

June. ‘‘When w left that message,

. you banked on Carson agsembling
all-the guests on the loggia.”

*“That's right,” Noel agreed. *“1I

didn’t want Currie to suspect, and at
the same time I wanted him there,
too—so I got him to serve supper.”

“He certainly didn’t expect to be
bowled. out then,” breathed June.
“Oh, nunky, I'm so glad it wasn't
Madge =

* S0 am 1,"” smiled Noel, “ but some-
how I think this has cured her of
playing hoaxes.”

» -CEnd of -This Week’s' Story.)

‘THE RIDDLE OF THE SEVEN
SISTERS: is the title of next Friday’s
story of Ngel and June in America.
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