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EVERY

Ever-popular Sally & Co. Are Featured In Another Grand Story Of Life Aboard
The College Ship—By DAPHNE GRAYSON

‘WAS DULCIE A CHEAT?

OVELY, Dulcie!” Sally Warner's
blue eyes  shone with delight
and enthusiasm. ‘' You're cer-

tainly a discovery.”

“Super!” agreed
“Our - concert’s. a
started.” "

“You've certainly got a wizard
voice,” put in Johnny Briggs, while
Fay Manners, -as she rose from the
piano stool, smiled admiringly across

‘Don  Weston.
hit before it's

at the girl whom she had accom-
panied.

Duleie Ransome's pigquant, sen-
sitive little face was unusually
flushed.

“It's mice of you to say so,” she
murmured.

Dulcie was a sweet
She had joined the
at Pata-

Sally smiled.
little person.
College Ship, Ocean Star,
gonia, and the Merrymakers had
taken an instant liking to her. And
to discover that she had a lovely
voice, and was eager to help them
with the students’ concert in aid of
the Seamen’s Orphanage, was another
point in her favour.

‘“Well, we'd better be off ticket
selling while Dulcie puts away the
musiec,” said Sally. “ See: you later,
old thing, when were bowed down
with filthy lucre.”

“We hope!” added Don as he
followed Sally out of the club-room.
“Who's first on the list?”

“Miss Edmunds,” said Sally, look-
ing at the list in her hand. * Loads
of money and leader of the musieal
set on ‘A’ deck.. Forward into the
breach !”

She led the way to the first-class
deck, knocked at a door and waited
until a decisive voice bade them
“Come in!”

The chums entered the state-room,
siniling sweetly at the grey-haired,
rather ~“severe-looking woman who
confronted them, and at the pretty,
rather spoilt-looking girl who was
lpunging in an armchair.

Week
Ending
May |5th.
1948,

Very charmingly Sally
their errand, adding:

“Of course, we've heard of your
great interest in  musie, Miss
Edmunds, and we were sure that
you'd like tickets for yourself and
Vanessa. And we hoped you'd be
kind enough to persuade your
friends 4
- “Of course! Of course!” broks in
Miss Edmunds. A very worthy
object, I like to see young people
like you with such a sense of
responstbility. My purse

She looked round, whilst Sally &
Co. exchanged delighted §miles.

“You're going to be very interested
in our vocalist, Miss Edmunds,” said
Fay. “She’s brilliant, I can see
that Dulcie

*“Duleie?* Miss Edmunds, note-
case in hand, rapped that name as
she swung round upon the chums.
*Dulecie whom?"”

“Dulcie Ransome,” said Johnny.
“She joined the smp at Patagonia
with you and Vanessa. Do you know

explained

her, Miss Edmunds?” '
“Know her?" Miss Edmunds
almost barked the words. "I should

be far happier if I didn't know her.
But I must tell you, if this girl is
going to take-.part in your concert,
then nothing -will induce me to give
it my support. And in no circum-
stances will I allow Vanessa to come
into contact with her.”

There was such indignation and
contempt “in Miss Edmunds’ voice
that Sally. & Co. looked at one
another in puzzled alarm.

“I'm sorry if there's some sort of
bother between vou and Dulcie, Miss
Edmunds,” -Sally said, “but she's
such a sweet girl that I'm sure she
could very quiekly clear things up if
you spoke to her yourself-

She was interrupted by a con-
temptuous laugh from Vanessa.

*Sweet? That little cheat

n Vanessn' cried F‘av lnd-lgnantly

o Well, it’s true

- L g U R S

“Quiet!" Miss Edmunds. held up
a commaonding hand. * Vanessa,
since we have said so much, I think
it is up to us to explain.” She turned
to the now rather angry Merrymakers.
“Duleie and my niece attended the
same school. They both entered for
the scholarship. I was very keen for
Vanessa to win, and she, dear child,
worked terribly hard. It was a sur-
prise, therefore, to hear that Dulecie

Ransumu had won. Later I heard
how-

“You mean——" began Don un-
believingly.

"I mean she cheated. Vanessa

and her iriends can vouch for that.
I could do nothing in Patagonia, but
I brought Vanessa on this cruise so
that if eventually I won my case, my
niece would be able to take her right-
ful place among the rest of you. As
for that girl 2 Miss Edmunds
drew a deep breath. “She has no
right to be here at all.” -

For a long moment there was a
dead silence in the state-room. 1In
shocked disbelief the four chums
stared at one another. It was Sally
who broke the silence. .

“I can't belteve .it,"” she said at
??{t = ThE‘le must be some mis-
ake

“There is no mistake,” said Miss
Edmunds frostily. “But as I said
before, so long as this girl is con-
nected with the concert I must with-
hold my support. Now perhaps you

will go.
- Almost before they realised it
Sally & Co. found themselves out-
su:ie Sally drew a deep breath.
“Welll” she said = explosively.
“What a dreadful thing to say
about poor little Dulcie. There is
some excuse for Miss Edmunds.
Obviously she believes what she has
been told. But that Vanessa- 7
“Probably slacked madly, then had
to make up some_excuse for losing
the schol,” put in Don, “not realising
her aunt wouId tag her along on the




eruise to try to put. things right, as
she thinks.”
“That’s about it." ag;‘eed John.u}(
*“ Anyway, blow Miss Edmunds. We’ll
%}th have to do-without her support.
e must have Dulcie in the concert

.—she’s the star-turn. ut I don't
think we'd better say myt.hl about
this business to her, do you, ly?”

* Rather not!" agreed Sally. “ We‘d
have the poor kid & mass of nerves.”

They went alol to the
saloon, for it was time, AIter-
wards, they took a stroll along the
deck, and at the top of one of the
companionwa.ys they saw
Edmunds’ niece. She was ts.lkmg
excitedly to Carmenita Pascalli and a
group of other students, but at sight
of Sally & . Vanessa made a
hurried excuse and hurried away.
Sallyvﬁowne.g for the malicious look

anessa's face made her
picious. Had the girl been vemng
Carmenita and her es about

. of
thing the spiteful Carmenita would
seize &pon with glee. Sally’s chin

sguare
‘' They'd :lollg well better ;111“ start

anything
grimlf ‘or there’ll be mmbie. Let‘
ong to the club—mt%l:.r snip-

gO a
mates. She may still be

But Dulcie was not there. Neither

was she in the lounge, the café or the h

lecture-room.

“Must be down below,” said Do
& Hallo who's tha.t shouting? What—
cver’s going on?”

‘The shouts were in the nasal tones
of Alec Burt, one of Carmenita’s
closest friends, and, as Sally realised
what he was shouting, she led the
way down the remainder of the steps.
As she reached the e, & cry of
indignation broke from her Iips

For there was Dulcie, her small face
paper-white, Lier large eyes wide with
fear, standmz with her back presaed
to the wall, while before her capered
Alec Burt yenmg "Cheat! Cheat!”
Tubby Winwood, plump face
crimson with nn%er was shouting at
him to be qule while Carmenita
was shriiling to nstening crowd
the story which Misa Edmunds had
told Sally & Co. about the scholar-

ship.

“This is beastiy!” Sally’s own face
was white with contempt for Car-
menita & Co. “As for Alec Burt
8 "

“I'll deal with him,” said Don
grimly. “Charge, Johnny!"

Using his shoulder as a battering-
ram, he plunged through the crowd,
Sally hehind him. Before he realised
what was happen d him-

up

foun
self spinni; e passage, while
Sally rushgg to Dulcu:s side

plljaced a reassuring arm about her
shoul

2 You oug ht to be ashamed of your-
selves ' e exploded, glaring at
Carmenita and her cronies. “You
cowards—-—"

“Better cowards than cheats,”
taunted Carmenita.

tg it isn't true! I don't know

why ey‘re saying these things,”

gulped Du
“Of course it. isn’t true!” Fay took
Dulcle's arm. “Dol nt take any

notice of them, Dulcie.”

“We will make her take notice,”
snapped Carmenita. *“She cheated
and she must admit it

There was another uprear, and
then on to the scene strode Professor
Willard, their headmaster, He
looked sternly around.

“From the disgraceful noise down
here,” he said, ‘I gather you have
all heard of the terrible accusation
that has been made against one of
my pupils, Dulcie Ransome——"

Duleie gave & quivering ecry and
gtipped Sally's arm.

" Brace up, old thing,” whispered
Sally. “It's bhetter that the whole
gfralr should come out into the

pen.”

E . Natura!ly," continued the pro-
fessor, “I have a comgletely open
mind on the subject evertheless,
in falrness to my other pupils, I feel
1 must suspend Dulcie from all
association with the rest of you until
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1 have cabled back to Patagonia for
an investigation. Until that in-
vestigation is eon?:gted I trust I can
rely upon you to ave like human-
gllggs—-u not like a c&ge of wild
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There was -0 dead
silence after the head-
master

left, then
rather shamefacedly
the crowd broke up
and drifted away un-
til only Sually & Co. and Dulcte were
left. Dulcie, ndegd. seemed 111—
capable of movement,
Salymokherarm,led t.othe
cabin occupied by herself and
and seated her in a chair.
" Dulcie,” she said goftly,
take it to 80 much.

“don’t

withh of you,
mured h ashen lips. “That
means I can't appear in the eoncert

to-morrow—

8 does,” muttered Johnny.
"Tha.t‘ 8 bit of a Jacer. It'll be a
flop without you, Dulcie. Not that

t}méi s the important thing,” he added

“It's more important than
1ea.115e i replled Du]cle heavily.
* she added, I miseral

you
“You

is &
the International Coll ?
to study under him w

Australia. But nw—-—— 5
“Oh, Sally, if anything happens to
upset this wonderful chance of mine
P'll never get another. Why sheuld
Vanessa do this to me? It's so un-

It certainly is,” agreed Don
grimly. “But try not to worry,
Dulcte. Maybe the professor will get
airﬁgly before the concert to-morrow
nig!

"I don't see how that will help,”
replied Dulcie dully, “I'm not &
brilliant scholar, but I swotted madly
for the schola P and came out
with twelve more marks than Vanessa,
who's always romped home with the
honours before. That's probably why
she didn't trouble too much.”

“Golly!” Sally looked startled. A
reply from the school in Pa nis,
far from clearing Dulcie, looked like
making things worse for her. It was
impossible to prove whether she had
or had not cheated, but for a fairly
average student to be twelve marks
ahead of the brilliant Vanessa was
eno to raise doubts in any mind,
now that suspieion had been thrown
upon her. .

She saw the echo of her own gdis-
mayed though.ts in the faces of her
chums. Yy, too, were realising how
black mmgs Y looked for Datlcte,

“1 think we ought to see Miss
Edmunds again,” said Sally decisively.
“We'll tell her all that Dulcie has
us, After all, she's a stickler

thought she had been cheated. May-
be when she hears owr story she'll
agree to withdraw the charge she has
made against Dulcie.”

..1'.;1‘5 worth a try,” agreed Don.
" Chin up Dulcle, said Fay. “ We'll
be back s00.

Dulcie smilecl wanly, ancl Sally felt
a wave of pity go through her at sight
of the little white face, the shadowed
eyes. Dulcie was certainly bearing
the whole affair very bravely, though
it was a horrible position for her to
be in. That realisation made Sally
all the more eloquent in her plead-
ing with Miss Edmunds when she saw
that lady m her state-room a few
minutes lat:

Miss Edmunds listened attentively,

but to Sally's request that she dro &1
the whole affair she shook her hea
“I'm afraid it's gone too far for
that now,” she said. “It would leave
everything in a very unsatisfactory
state, clearing neither Vanessa nor
Dul I have a much better plan.”
glanced towards Vanessa as she
ke, then back to the chums. *1
11 siggest to the professor that he
set;s an entirely new examination
between the two girls. The wmner of
thatj; will be the ane to go to Aus-

“Aunt!” Sally, looking at Van-
essa, saw the dismayed look ™ that
flashed across her face, a look that
quickly vanished as her aunt turned

mm& her. *“How—how clever of
you,” she muttered. *“And now if
you'll excuse me— She hurried

wards -the door, followed more
slowly by Sally & Co.

‘* She's scared,” said Sally in a low
voice, as_Vanessa disappeared from
“Didn’t you see the look on

“Yes,” admitted Fay, “but if she’s

gnod scholar——"
the more reason for being
smqﬂ," put in Sally. * Obviously the
questions will be on the same lines
and .Dulcie

for it while Vanessa -

"Eﬂﬂ;ﬂn I.pl ed Do

1 dnn"l: know, but T'm worried,"”
admitted Sally. nyway, let’s go
and see Dulcie, I don't know how
ahe’ll take this idea of Miss

ds’. If the professor acts on

2t ﬁ:'s ing to be a risk for Dulcle,

g?bother Vanessa.! The whole
thing’s so unfair.”

In silence she led the way back to
her cabin—just in time to see Vanessa
flounce out of it and stride away, her
eyes blazing vindictively.

Suddenly anxious, Sally led her

ey found

Dulcie looking rather flustered,

“Sally!” she cried in relief.

“Vanessa has just told me about the
possibility of a re-examination—and
sald that if I don't take part in it
she'll use her’ mﬂuence to get. me a
job with a band in Patagonia. I—I
refused to back out!”

Gmgl eanfz‘i)zl;g youI'; cried IE":‘.a.ll!r ttllﬁr
eyes you ask me, ]
proves she’s a trickster! She's afraid
you'll win again and show her up!”

Don and the others murmured
agreement. But Sally was a little
worried. She felt that if there was
a new exam. Vaneesa. would stop at
nothing to it.

. And thm; there was to be a new
examination they learned a few
moments later, when a message
arrived from the professor for Dulcie, -
saying that he was now getting out
a new set of guestions and answers.

e tion would take place
the i’ollawing morning and the result
would be announced at four o'clock
in the afternoon.

“So you'll win it in plenty of tlme
to take part in the_ concert,” said
Sally confidently. “Ever'fthmg will
be all right, you see, Dulcle.”

g% Lgst "the ciisaixéxe st?)nl{ decided it
mi; 8 gO0 en eep a wary
eye on Vanessa. With th P
mind she and her chums made their
way on deck, looked around. There
was no sign of the girl anywhere, but
Miss Edmunds was talking to the

eadmaster of the floating college in
tb,e firgt-class lounge.

“And you are sure, professor, that
the examination papers are qulte
safe?” she was asking anxiously.

“They are locked in my ecabin,

madam,” replied the professor a trifle
wea.rily erfectly safe, I assure
you.”

Miss Edmunds seemed satisfied, but
for some reason a cold feeling gripped
Sally. She saw again Vanessa’s vin-
dictive face when she had flounced
from the cabin. And in sudden panic
she motioned to her chums to follow
her down to the professor’'s cabin.

“I don’t Know,” she replied in

{Please {urn to the back page.)
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Why Was The Mate So Anxious To Steal Tania's Book?

"DAVE HELPS MICHI

TANIA, a jungle girl who had lived

alone on Castaway Isle for many
. years, wag 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 [riendship, 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 wher secret
enemy, but Michi was Injured by

‘Stanhope, the rascally mate.

Later, Dave arrived at her jungle
home, and promised to cure Michi.
But Tania was doubtful—dare she
trusf him?

. . - .

"YOU will not hurt Michi, or—or

Tania will hurt you!”

Her dark eyes flercely protective,
the jungle girl knelt beside her in-
jured panther, as Dave opened his
first-ald set. 3

For an -instant the boy's steady
glance met hers, and a flicker of a
grave smile curved his lips. -«

“That's a bargain, Tania! But you
can trust me.”

Tania watched suspiclously, as he
took out the gleaming scissors and
gommenced to cut a length of han-
age.

On this he smeared some greenish
ointment, and bent to examine the
wound behind the panther’'s ear,

" Water!” he said tersely. *Clean
water, Tania—quickly, please!”

His cool, decisive order took the
jungle girl by surprise, She had never
heard Dave speak like this before.

In spite of herself, she rose to her
feet, and picked up an empty gourd
from the corner of her little home.
Dave did not look round. He wag
carefully snipping off the matted fur
near the panther's wound.

Backing slowly, reluctant to leave
her pet, T'ania descended the swaying
rope-ladder and ran to the spring. In
a minute she returned, the gourd
brimming with sparkling water.

Dave looked round, and his grey
eyes gleamed approvingly.

“You've been quick! Now—I want
vou to hold Michi’s head—so. he
wakes, try to soothe him. He may
be uneasy if he senses the presence
of a stranger!” .

He dipped a bandage in the spring
water, and commenced gently to dab
the wound—while Tania, watchful
gndd anxious, stroked the panther’s

ead.

“Good!” said the boy, at length,
wibing his hands. “Now for the
bandage. This may smart a little—
but it will kill the germs.”

“Germs?” repeated Tania, in per-
plexity. .
Dave smiled faintly. )
“The bad things that make Michi

ill.
The jungle' girl’'s eyes gleamed an-
grily.

GIRLS' GRV¥STAL—15-5-48

i

“So! Then the tall man-—he they
call the mate—he is a germ!” s

Dave chuckled outright, the
laughter lightiig his rugged features.

“Well—that's one way of putting
it. Can't say I'm Keen on Stanhope,
myself—but you'd hetter not let him
hear you call him a germ!” He was
deftly bandaging the wound as he
spoke. “The mate was only obeying
orders,” he added quietly.

Tania considered this, as she gently
stroked her pet. Her simple mind
was_perplexed, ;

“Bad man shoot at Michi because
he was told to shoot—by Tania's

enemy., The false one feared that
Michi might smell him out!”

Dave glanced at her sharply,
questioningly.

“Just what do you mean by that,
Tania?"”

“There are two boys who speak to
Tania of friendshlp,” said the jungle
girl, unsteadily. *And one of them
she knows is false. How is she to
ﬂils?qpver, which—now that Michi is

Dave frowned, though his deft
fingers continued their work. -

*1 see what vou're getting at,
Tania.. You're trying to decide he-
tween Gerry—and me. Why did you
send Gerry away, just now?”

‘ Because —Tania glanced quickly
towards her precious book—" Gerry
came when Tania was not here, and
took the book of pictures from its
hiding-place——"

Dave's eyes glinted.

“1 thought as much! Gerry's up
to no good. Look here, Tania—you
trusted me to treat Michi, and I
promised not to hurt him. Have
I kept my promise?”

The jungle gifl nodded, as she
fondled the sleeping panther,
she touched the neat, white bandage
that covered his wound. Her expres-
sion softened, though her eyes were
still troubled. .

“Dave has been good to Michi—and
Tania is grateful.” 5

“Then will you go on trusting me?”
urged Dave. . .

£ W.t?mt is it that Dave wishes Tania
t o?"

o .

*To start with,” said Dave, "I want
vou to wash and bandage Michi's
wound every day—as you've seen me
do. I'll leave you these bandages,
cintment and scissors—you under-
stand how to use them, now?"

Tania nodded, accepting the gifts a
trifle nervously, The bhandage and
ointment she concealed in an earthen
jar; but the small, bright scissors
fascinated her. . Carefully she
attached them to a fine string of
coconut fibre, slipping» it -round her
neck as a_ locket.

Dave grinned. )

“That looks fine,” he declared, *“ but
don't forget to use 'em! And how—
for my second request.” His smile
faded, as he rested & hand on her
shoulder. “Tania—will you let me
take care of that illustrated diary of
yours? It's the only thing you've
got that.might help to clear up the

' mystery of your

Gently -
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resence on  this
1slland~and you're in danger of losing
it

Tania was instinctively on her
guard.

“It cannot be,” she sald. “Tania
thinks, now, that Dave is her friend
—because he was kind to Michi. But
once she thought that Gerry was her
friend, yet now Dave tells her that he
is false. Tania cannot trust her
book with either!” ~ ‘%

And she snatched up the precious
diary, as though fearful thht he
might take it by force. s

Dave bit his lip.

“Youre a stubborn little thing,
Tania!” he declared. “Very well,
then—I've another idea! That book
isn’t safe here, Everyone knows about

it, by now. Why don’'t you hide it
somewhere?’’

‘" Hide it?" repeated Tania, sus-
piciously.

“Yes—somewhere in the jungle—
where no one will think of searching
for it!” Dave spoke earnestly. L
‘give you my word, Tania, that I won’t
watch you. I'll-stay here with Michi,
till you come back.”

Tania stared at him, persuaded in-
igite of herself by the boy’s earnest

ne.

“Dave's words are wise,” she said
simply. *“And Tania will.do even as
he says.”

She stepped over to the ladder, and
Dave gave a_little sigh of relief.

“I'll wait here—don't be long!” he
called, sitting down heside Michi,

Her thoughts racing, Tania
descended the swaying ladder, and
hurried towards her canoe, pushing it
out into the stream. .

Her simple heart had been touched
by the boy’s skilful treatment of her
injured pet, and though not fully
trusting Dave, even now, she saw_the
wisdom of his advice. N

Swiftly, she paddled towards the
near-by Grotto of Shells. Mooring her
canoe to a tree-stump, she climbed
softly out on to the sun-dappled
bank, and moved forward with the
precious book. Just then a twig
cracked sharply among the bushes
behind her. ’

She spun round, and a scream was
torn from the jungle girl's lips as a
powerful hand caught her by the
shoulder.

“Got you!” growled a deep voice.
*Hand over that hook!”

Frozen with fear, Tania stared into-
the dark, triumphant features of
Stanhope, the ship’s mate.

MR. BARNARD
TAKES A HAND

Only for an instant
was the jungle girl
chilled by terror; then
her natural courage
L returned and she

struggled fiercely 1o
break from that gowerful grip.

The mate laughed harshly,

“Oh, no, you don't, my young spit-
fire! I've got a little score to settle
with you. First of all, I want that
book! I reck'n you've no right to it—
see? It belongs to somcone else, au'
I've come to fetch it——"'

Desperately Tania twisted round to
face him. . s
“The book of pictures belongs to
Tania,” she gasped. " and you will not
touch it!"

“Who's to prevent me?” sneered the
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g}ate, making a sudden grab at the
ary.

Tania gave & broken cry—a_cry
anawered unexgrectedly by & shout
irom the treés. The mate released her
hastily, backing away as a boyish
figure sprang into the clearing."
| “Tamia, what happened? I -heard
you scream——" _

S With a little sob of relief, the
gngle girl ran towards Dave, cluteh-

g her precious book, The boy's face
was- grim as he reached her, taking
her arm reassuringly as he stared
towards the scowling mate.

“ 1 guess she squealed for nothing!”
growled the latter, recovering from his
confusion. “ Just because I questioned
her about that book she went for me
like a little wild-cat 4

*“You tried to steal my hook!” cried
Tania stormily. " You are a bad man
—a, thief "

“ Steady, Tania!" interjected Dave.
“There's been some mistake. I'll deal
with this.”

He stepped towards the mate, but

at that instant there came a sound
oflhurrymg footsteps and breathless
voices.
- Both Dave and the mate turned,
and Tania’s face lit up as she recos-
nised Mr., Barnard’'s athletic figure,
followed by Gerry and several of the
gther boys.

*“Hallo. hallo!" exclaimed Gewry,
taking in the scene at a glance.
"“Looks as though there's been a spot
of bother here, sir!”

Mr. Barnard strode forward, his
shrewd eyes glancing Kkeenly round
vhe little group. :

“What is going on Thereg?’ he
demanded bluntly. :

*“It's Tanla's hook, sir,” said Dave,
his face rather red. I advised her to
hide it—Tfor safety. It appears that
Mur. Sglanhope questioned her right to

i

“I1t looks like one of the school
hooks, sir!” growled the mate
defensively. “I wasn't to know that
she hadn’t stolen it. She went for me
like a young savage when I tried to
stop her B

“The had man tried to take my
book!" exclaimed Tania, appealing to
Mr, Barnard.

“I'd_like to get to the hottom of
this,” he said. “ Why did you advise
Tania to hide her book in the first
place, Dave?" -

The boy's lips tightened, and his
grey eyes darted significantly towards
Gerry, who returned his stare with
interest.

“I thought it would be safer, sir,”
replied Dave gruffly. "It seems that
Tania has had some trouble—with
prying visitors!"

‘“Nice of you to take such an
interest 1in ania's aftairs, Dave!"”
murmured Y.

Mr. Barnard frowned as he noted
the exchange of hostile glances.

“That will do, you hoys!” he sald
sharply. “Idon't know what has been
going on behind my back, but I'm not
standing for any quarrelling in our
small community! We've been ship-
wrecked on this island, and it's up to
all of us to pull together. And that
applies to you, Stanhope,” he added,
glancing at the scowling mate. ' Tania
is one of my pupils now, and I won't
have her hullied by anyonhe!l”

The mate's eyes glittered,

“I reckon that little spitfire’s out
to cause trouble!” he growled. * Mark
my words!”

And turning abruptly on his heel,
he strode away.

Mr. Barnard smiled grimly.

“I'm afraid, Tania,” he said, " that
you're unpopular in some quarters. I
shall have Lo have a serious word with
Captain Rawlins! Meanwhile, may I
see this hook that has caused so much
trouble?”

Trustfully, Tania laced
precious volume in the master's
hands. Him, at least, she could rely
on implicitly.

Mr. Barnard studied the tattered
diary with keen interest, turning over
the yellowed pages with their faded
lettering and quaintly drawn pictures,
while Dave and Gerry edged closer,
each eyeing the other warily.
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* Thi is- . remarkable, Tania!”
declared the master, looking up wjith
a smile. *“Though the writing in

most places is almost too faint to
decipher, the pictures alone appear to
tell a story—if only we could read
them correctly! It will obviously take
some time, You say that you can't
remember how you came by this
hook 2" :

“It has always been Tania’s,”
replied the %ngle girl simply. * The
white man who looked after Tania
when she was very small may have
written it—but Tania does not know.”

" Quite a mystery, sir!” t in
Gerry, & quizzical smile in his blue
eyes as he glanced at the jungle girl.

Tania looked away hastik
her lip. Gerry she could net trust—
now! Was it he who had told the
mate to steal her book? If only she
could be sure!

“ A mystery,” agreed Mr. Barnard
thoughtfully, “and we must iry to
clear it u for your sake, Tania. But
tell me—how is Michi?”

Tania's dark eyes softened, and she
flashed s grateful glance at Dave.

““Michi will be better—soon.”

“The animal’s out of danger, sir,”

sald Dave. *Tania could come to
school to-morrow.” *

“To-morrow, 'FTania?” asked Mr.
Barnard.

Tania nodded, her eyes shining. She
had missed her visits to the island
school more than she would admit.

“ To-morrow,” she promised, " Tania

school—if Michi is not
too 11l. And she will bring her book
of pictures so that she may learn to
read its meaqing!" 3

“Why not'’let’ Mr. Barnard take it
now, Tania?' put in Dave quickly.
*You know it would be safe with

im.

“'Good idea!” agreed Gerry heartily,
“What do you say, sir?"

_““If Tania is sure she can trust me
with it,” replied Mr. Barnard, with a
smiling glance, "

Tania’'s heart beat rather quickly,
but she nodded. n -

“Tania knows her book will be safe
with white master,” she deciared. "It
shall be even as he says. For to-
morrow Tania may learn from the
potlnlk wlho she really is—and why she
is here!’

A SURPRISE
IN SCHOOL

That night Tania
slept soundly, undis-
turbed by any fears for
her precious book. Even
her frightening en-
} counter with the mate
temporarily forgotten in her

was
excitement about to-morrow, though
at the back of her mind there still
lurked a nagging, wistful thought.

If only she could bring herself to
trust Gerry—handsome, smiling Gerry
—as she now trusted Dave! Every-
thing seemed to show that he was her
enemy, yet even now she had no
proof.

Michi's keen scent had been her one
chance of making sure, but that
chance would be lost by the time her
pet was well enough to walk.

She would have to rely on her own
wits alone to discover the truthl!

When morning came to the forest,
Tania was wide awake and alert. Her
first care was for Michi.

The panther was much better,
though still too weak to move, But he
recognised his young mistress with a
purr of pleasure, and eagerly lapped
the water she brought to him.

“ and now,"” said Tania firmly, " we
make the bandage, even as Dave
showed !”

After that, Tania ate her own break-
fast of fruit, washed down by
sparkling spring water. Then she
looked round for Bimbo, her little
long-tailed monkey,

She could not leave Michi entirely
on his own while she went to school.
Bimbo would be company for him.

After much calling, Bimbo
scrambled sheepishly up the rope-
ladder. He had evidently been out
early, bent on some mischief,

]

- Ordering him o remain witn Michi
till she returned, Tania set out
happily in her canoe.

The school bell had rung by the
time she reached the camp clearing,
and only Sam Perkins, odd-jo
man, was in sight, leaning against the
cookhouse as he stared reflectively out
to sea through an old brass telescope.

Tania, who had never seen a tele-
scope before, stared at him in amaze-
ment, for the gleammgalens looked
like an enormous eye, tching sight
of her, Sam gave a friendly wink.

“Better hurry, young "un, or-you'll
be late for school!” he declared. ' Mr.
Barnard’s on the warpath this
morning!” .
ed, though scarcely under-
standing, Tania hurried towards the
school-house, nervously pushing open
the door.

“There she is1” called Moyra Curtis
accusingly. #

. Everyone turned, and Mr. Barnard
looked up from his desk, i

“ Come in, Tania!” he said gravely.
“T've got a bone to pick with you!”

“Bone?" echoed the jungle girl in
surprise. “But Tania has already
caten *

There came a roar of laughter from
the class, and Tania looked round
with bewildered indignation.

“That's enough!” ecalled Mr.
Barnard, his lips twitching as he held
up his 'hand. “I'm afraid we're
teasing you, Tania, though you can
blame your little rascal of a monkey!”

“Bimbo?” echoed Tania, her heart
giving & nervous jump as she remem-
pered her pet’s sheepish return.

Mr. Barnard nodded more gravely.

*“ He was seen in the camp early this
morning by Moyra, scuttling out of
the store tent where we Keep the
school books. And later I found that
the tent had been completely ran-
sacked! You must really Keep a
stricter watch on your pets, Tania;
they're causing guite a lot of trouble
one way and another.”

Tania's dark eyes widened
dismay,

“But Bimbo would not do a thing
like that!” she protested.

“I'm not so sure,” said Mr. Barnard
dryly. “ I've not forgotten how he tore
that book on your first day at school.
Anyway, we won't say any more about
it mow. But it’s fortunate that I
didn't leave your diary among the
other books, as I'd intended. It might
have heen harmed. I decided at the
m:;t minute to lock it in the ship's
safe.”

He crossed to a massive iron safe-in
the corner of the school-room and un-
locked it.

Tania felt hurt at the accusation
against her pet. Bimbo was mis-
chievous—inquisitive. He might well
have paid a visit to the camp clearing
and followed someone into the tent,
but he would not deliberately have
upset the books, .

For an instant a startling thought
flashed across her mind. Perhaps the
damage had peen caused by an enemy,
searching for her precious diary!

Instinctively her glance darted
towards Gerry, who was seated in
front of the class. His blue eyes met
hers with a quizzical, hali-rueful
glance.

* Aren't you speaking to me to-day
Tania?” he inquired.

Tania bit her lip, turning her back
on him as Dave rose from his desk in
the corner and motioned her to sit
heside him,

At that moment Mr, Barnard turned
from the safe, the precicus diary in
his hand, a pile of hooks under his
other arm.

“Will one of you boys hand this to
Tania?'" he asked.

“I  will, sir!” declared
promptly, springing to his feet.

“0Oh, no—you won't!” muttered
Dave, starting up and making to
snatch the hook from Gerry.

There was & sharp rendinz sound,
and Tania cried out.

“ My book—Yyou have torn him!"

His face crimson, Dave held grimly
to the tattered volume.

(Please turn to page 71.)

in

Gerry

" GIRLS' CRYSTAL—15-5-48



L

. chester Station.

The Message From The Sky

THE COUNT'S THREAT

AYE LEAMAN was helping Peter
Kirby, a young secret agent
known as Mr. X, to investigate

the mysterious activities of an elusive
personality known as the Count, and
his beautiful niece Roma Vadell.

When, after many thrilling en-
counters with the Count, Gaye and
Peter discovered that his organisa-
tion were forging bank notes and
clothing coupons, Peter told Gaye
that she must return home. :

Reluctantly, Gaye did so, and
arrived at her aunt's country
cottage. There, to her horror. she

found not her aunt, but the Count
and Roma.

““We are going to hold you as a
means of crushing Mr. X,” the Count
told her,

DESPITE the gravity of her own
plight, Gaye's first thought was
not for herself, Agitatedly she re-
garded her captors.

“My aunt!” she gasped. “What—
what have you done with her?”

“yYour aunt is unaware of what
has happened,” said the Count coldly.
“She was tricked away into the vil-
lage by a false message!”

“How did you trace me here?”
Gaye asked next. *“What—what do
you want?”

The Count slowly, carefully
smoothed his silver halr.

“We want—you! With you in our
hands I shall force Mr. X into a
position of helplessness! You can-
not escape. This is a lonely cottage—
no one would even hear if you
shouted &

The rvinging of the telephone cut,
startlingly into his words. There was
a second of silence as all three stared
at the instrument.

“Count, shall I " started Roma,
when the Count shook his head. With
the speed of a striking snake, he
suddenly caught Gave's arm and in
a vice-like grip led her across to the
phone.

“Answer that call, Miss Leaman.
But be careful &

Gaye moved unresistingly, a covert
gleam in her brown eyes. For surely
the Count had tripped. Surely here
was a chance to get helpl :

With her free hand she swiftly lifted
the handset.

“Hallo!" she called.

In wild hope her heart Ieapt as a
voice came over the line.

It was Pecter's voice! . Agitatedly
he spoke.
“Gaye—thank goodness! One of

my agents reported that he suw a
couple of the Count's men at Kenn-
I was afraid you
had been followed: "
So that was how she had heen
traced to her aunt's cottage!
“Gaye—answer ! Anxiety sprang to
Peter's voice. “Is anything wrong?™
Before Gaye could shout the words
that came to her lips, the handset
was whipped from her grasp and at
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the same instant Roma caught her
arms from behind. .

The Count raised the handset. His
smile was coldly exultant.

“Nothing is wrong, my dear Mr.
X,” he said softly—'nothing, that is,
from my point of view. I had a sus-
picion it might be you phoning, and
I want a word with you.”

From where she stood, pale-faced,
Gaye caught the sharp, incredulous
exclamation that came over the line:

“The Count!"
“precisely,” answered the Count
coldly. “And the girl is in my hands.

Do you understand?” i
silence. Gaye could visualise the
terrible shock to Peter.

“Listen to me!” continued the
Count. “You are trying to_ decode
a message that will give you the loca-
tlon of my headquarters, aren’t you?
You will find it difficult, I think, but
if you do decode it before I have sct
my great coup into action—remember
that Miss Leaman is in my hands!
Remember that, if you value her
safety!” .

Peter spoke at last.
strained, hoarse,
usually light
speech.

“Count—I warn you! If any harm
comes to Gaye Leaman——"'

“You are hardly in a position to
warn,” cut in the Count. ""I've got
you, X, this time. If you decode that
message, if you make onhe move
against my headquarters, I will not
answer for the safety of the girl. I
have nothing against her personally,
but nothing—nothing, do you hear?
—shall stand in the way of my final

coup!”

He replaced the handset and turned
to his niece.

“Roma—action,” he rasped. “X will
concentrate ail his attentions en this
cottage! He may even recourse to
police help, having all roads blocked.
All his helpers will be out——"

“And you'll be caught!” burst out
Gaye defiantly, her courage returning.
“You'll never get away with this.”

- The Count turned his pale gaze on

er.
“Do you think I'm a fool, girl? I
am prepared for such an emergency.
I shall beat X! Quick now, Romal”

As he spoke his arm whipped round
Gavye, the pther hand coming over her
mouth, She was lifted with amazing
strength and Roma caught her legs.
In vain she struggled; the Count's
grasp was like iron.

She felt herself being borne out of
the back door of the cottage, across
the old-world garden. But hope did
not fade—yet.

Surely the Count couldn't hope to
get away with this Kkidnapping in
broad daylight? Peter would be act-
ing even now! Every car leading from
the village would soon? be stopped.
The hunt would be up. i

"Release her feet, Roma!"

Gaye suddenly found herself
upright, still held by the Count. In
amazement she realised that she had
been carried into the small wood at

His voice was
totally unlike his
and devil-may-cars

(lssistany ..
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By DOROTHY PAGE

the back of the cottage—into a iarge,
well-remembered clearing there.

“Now do you understand, Miss
Leaman?"

Her eyes flicked round—and dismay
engulfed her. N

In the clearing stood a helicopter!

It was the machine the Count had
used before in his sinister activities
—and obviously it was to be the
means of carrying her away, a helpless
prisoner, to the Count’'s secret head-
quarters!

“I think I win,” sald the Count
slowly. “Rescue for you is impossible
—and within ' twenty-four hours I
shall flood England with my forgeries
—the greatest coup of all time will
he under way! The Count wins—and
Mr, X loses!”

FLYING TO THE
COUNT'S H.Q.

Above the low-lying-
sun - tinged clouds
purred the helicopter.
The Count himself
was at the controls. In
the second seat sai
while behind her, huddled

Roma
despaf.r.lngly in the short tail of the
machine, was Gaye.

Suddenly Roma twisted in her seat

and gazed at in

amusement.

“You .might be interested to know
we're well out over the sea,” she said,
“making for a little island off the
Irish coast! Perhaps now you're
regretting you ever meddled in this
affair!"

Gaye forced herself to stare back
defiantly at the beautiful girl with
the strange green eyes.

“A rather unpleasant position for
you, eh?"” purred Roma, with a slow,
hateful smile. “And there'll be no
hope of rescue, I assure you. Our
little island retreat is unsuspected.
One large, rambling house, owned as
far as anyone knows by a guiet recluse
—the Count!"”

She laughed. The Count, who had
been glancing through the open cabin
window, slightly turned his hecad.

“There is no need to speak of the
island, Roma,” he sald coldly. *“Just
watch the girl—she is clever!”

“But, Count, she can do nothing
up here L K

“Do as I say, Roma!™

Roma's crimson lips drooped
slightly, but she did not question.
Twisting in her seat, she fastened her
green eyes on Gayve.

Gaye turned her head away,
abruptly in the grip of a great excite-
ment. So the secret headquarters was
on_an island off the Irish coast! If
ouly she could have learnt that earlier
and got the information to Peter!
But now—it was too late, far too late.

Suddenty Roma Vadell stiffened.
Her slanting eyebrows rose. For as
the helicopter drummed on, well
above the clouds, Gaye had fumbled
for her handkerchiei—and now,
abruptly, she burst into sobs!

Knees drawn up, face buried in the
handkerchief, her shoulders shook in
great spasms. :

Roma’s crimson lips slowly twisted
into.a malicious smile.

“Well, well” she mocked softly.
“Not ‘quite so brave, eh? Just a
snivelling school kid after alll” %

Gaye malicious

&5



Gaye choked, one hand fumbling
nervously at her coat.

“What—what’s going to happen to
me?” she muttered quaveringly.

Roma laughed in pure enjoyment at
seeing the breakdown of the girl who
had so brilliantly tricked her in the

ast.
P “That, my dear snivelling child,”
she jibed, “is a pleasure to come!
Getting scared now, I seel Keep
erying! I guite enjoy it!”

She 1it one of her interminable
gold-tipped cigarettes and leant back,
re n% , After a while, the amuse-
ment she pot out of seeing Gaye cry-
ing began to pall and, despite the
.Count’s order, she turned her gaze
more frequently out of the cabin
window. .

At the controls the Count was con-
stantly looking out of the other
window, plotting his course, and

emmz"mg1 that the helicopter was
always hidden above the clouds.
Roma leant back, blowing slow

smoKke rings, smiling a little still,
Perhaps she was thinking of the vast
wealth in which she would soon share;
perhaps her cold nature was still
cnjoying the breakdown of Gaye.
But—there were no tears in Gaye's

eyes!

Rather did the masking handker-
chief hide brown eyes that sparkled
with tens¢ excitement and ho%el

For Gaye had been blufiing—nplufiing
to get attention away from herself.
It had succeeded! The shaking hand,
fumbling at her coat had, unseen,
withdrawn her silver pencil and pains-
takingly, laborigusly printed words on
the white handkerchief !

As the helicopter that was taking
her to virtual imprisonment roared
on over the clouds, Gaye's deft hands
were busy hehind her knees.

At last the job was done—the four
corners of the handkerchief knotted
to the silver pencil, forming a crude
parachute. And now for the last
move in this daring, desperate effort
t0. help Peter—perhaps to save herself,

Gaye flung herself forward. The
nandkerchief, bundled r8und .the
pencil, hurtled from her fingers—and
out of the open window!

The Count saw and, too late, so did
Roma.

“A handkerchief! It’s floating
down—through the clouds!” Round
jerked the Count’s head and Gaye
couragedusly met his blazing stare.

“So—perhaps a message, eh? Very
clever, Miss Leaman, but your trick
will fail. The handkerchief will fall
into the sea—will sink! No one will
ever read your message.”

"ANY news?"’

In a large room that appeared
to be a commonplace office, Peter
Kirby abruptly stopped pacing as the
door opened.

A tall, lean, swarthy-faced figure
entered. He shook his head.

“None, senor. We can still make
nothing of the coded message—and
there is no news of the Senorita
Leaman. You have been to the village
yourself. In some very amazing way
the Count spirited her away, unseen
by any.”

Peter nodded, and waved a hand
towards a seat. X4—for the new-
comer was Ricardo, the Italian—
silently crossed.

There were other men in that room,
men of varying ages and appearance—
but each sworn to help Mr. X in the
relentless battle against the Count.
Sllently they watched Pecter and sud-
denly the secret agent smacked his
hands together.

“Gentlemen, we've got to find the
Count's headguarters!” he exclaimed.
“You know why! His final plans are
ready. Within twenty-four hours
maybe—unless he is stopped—the
whole. COI}]JIU‘Y will be flooded by his
forgeries. It may mean ruination for
Britain. And apart from that——"

He paused, his rugged face working.

“Apart from that he has in his
hands as a hostage a very brave and
clever girl who has rendered invalu-
able aid to our task. You know the

“ -

4
Count! He will sacrifice anything—
anyone—to succeed o

He snapped short and leapt to his
desk as the phone shrilled. The silent
watchers rose as he listened tensely,
snapped a few wofrds, then jammed
back the handset, straightening with
blazing eyes.

“That was X9,” .he rapped. "West
coast. He contacted a fisherman who
picked up a handkerchief out at sea
that came down like a parachute! It
had Gaye’s. initials on it—and a
message ! "

Exclamations rang out,
was in the air,

“The message, X?"

“Just——' Island off Ireland. Recluse.’
I ought to have guessed—she was
taken off in their helicopter!” gritted
Peter. “But—hbravo, Gaye! It gives
us a chance! An island off Ireland.
And, I see a meaning in the word
recluse. We've got to trace that
island- o

“And then,” broke.in Ricardo with
a tigerish smile, “we mass raid it, eh,
senor? We smash the Count and his

gang!”

“No!” Peter said. "“Gentlemen, T
have told you. The Count holds
Gayve Leaman—as a hostage. If we
attempted a mass raid we could not
do so without the Count having some
warning, and that might mean &

He did not finish. A silence fell.
They knew what Peter meant.

“Then—what do we do?" asked one
of the men,

Tension

“We try to trace the Island,”
answered Peter. “If we succeed——"'
He paused. “I go to that island—

alone—to get Gaye. Once that is
done—we can mass raid the place and
smash the Count!”

CARL MENNIN’S
STARTLING NEWS

The boom of waves,
lashed by half a gale
of wind, was in Gaye’s
ears as she stared un-
seeingly through the
small stone window
into the darkness of night.

The past eight hours had been like
a hazy nightmare. Cramped in the
confined space "on the helicopter,
attacked by air sickness, she had had
but a hazy vision of all that head
happened. ’

After ﬂyin§l for what seemed untold
hours, they had come down through
the dark, threatening storm clouds
and landed.

With but a glimpse of bleak rocks
and stunted bushes, she had been
hustled from the helicopter into this
huge, rambling stone building. It
had heen no surprise to her to find
herself in the charge of the big, silent
Mrs. imon Brown. Undoubtedly
many of the Count’s men were on this
lonely, wave-lashed island.

A small room with a heavy locked
door high up in the building was her
grison. and except for a simple meal

rought by Mrs. Brown, she had been
left alone with her anxious thoughts.

The only window commanded a
limited view. The sea was close, and
in daylight armed men, patrolling,
had often crossed her vision. The
place was like a fortress.

“What's golng to happen—what'’s

going to happen?”’ For the hundredth.

time Gaye muttered the words, and

for the hundredth time fought to
keofp her courage up. ‘‘Oh, Peter, if
only- 1

She turned quickly. |

The key had turned in the lock,
and the door opened.

There, in the doorgvay, stood Roma
Vadell and the Count.

Silently they stood looking at her,
the Count slowly swinging the ebony
cane he always carried.

“Miss Leaman, you will doubtless
be interested to know that the game
is nearly won! Within six hours I
shall have tMumphed! Perhaps you
have heard the distant hum of
machinery? That was the last run
of my forgeries. Vast -amounts of
them will be packed aboard a fleet of
fast boats in a secret cave on thig
island. By dawn the storm will have

abated—and then to deluge Britain
with them!™
“You have forgotten Mr. X!" Gaye

suddenly burst out spiritedly. “You
haven't beaten him yet! He'll trace
vou "

The Count interrupted with a cold
laugh.

“Brave words, Miss Leaman—but
futile and foolish words. X has not
traced us yet! And supposing he
suspects this island? How could he
and his followers reach us in this
storm? And also"—his stare grew
blank-—"you are surely not forgetting,
Miss Leaman, that we hold you. One
sign of attack on this island, and 2

He paused, listening intently. Dis-
tant shouts from the night reached
them above the boom of the breakers,

“What is that?” snapped the Count.
“Something has happened!”

The three stood still, tensed

Gaye's heart was thudding
all at once.

What was the meaning of those
shouts? Were the Count’s men
already prepared to send off that
cargo of forgeries—or, thrilling
thought, had Peter located her?

But if he had, that surely meant he
had been seen—perhaps captured!

In that moment Gaye caught in her
breath. She did not think of her own
perilous position, but of Peter—gay,
brave Peter. If he were captured,
what would happen to him?

“He'd go careful, because he knows
Tm here,” she thought frantically.
“That means he might risk being
caught rather than start a battle. Oh,
why did I let them capture me? But
perhaps it isn’t Peter. Could he have
traced me so quickly?”

More shouts, then the pounding of
footsteps in the building. The Count
turned to the door and wrenched it
openn. A huge figure in a raincoat

"madly

R appeared, panting, in the passage.

Instantly Gaye
Mennin.

“Count "—Mennin was wheezing for
hreath—"'we spotted—a small rowing-
boat—the waves hurled it on the
rocks, smashing it. The oars were
gone—no one inside. But thls was
lying on the seat!”

He jerked up his arm—and dangling
from his fingeps was a hand-knitted,
brightly hued tie.

Silence—broken by a choking cry
of horror from Gaye.

Only one person she knew who wore
such ties, and about this one she had
no doubts. %

It was Pefer's!

“Oh!” she whispered. “Oh, Peter!
He—he "

White as death, her voice trailed
away. The Count gave her a flashing
glance, then seized the tie.

“So!” he exclaimed. “So! Yes,
Miss Leaman, I recognise it, too—and
your. reaction confirms it!"

He hurled the tle to the floor and

recognised Carl

lau%hed exultantly.
“The fool!” he cried. “He traced
the island—perhaps through you,

Miss Leaman—but he remembered
my warning. He knew what would
happen if he tried a mass attack, so
he tried to gain my stronghold single-
handed—and perished miserably in
the storm!”

The Count laughed again. His icy
reserve was thrown to the winds in
his cold-blooded triumph.

“lI win—win completely!” The
exulted. “That fool X! Even had
he beaten the storm, did he think to
land unseen? Did he thin iy

He snapped short, and a curious
grey pallor crept into his cheeks.

“What—what is that?"” he asked
slowly. .

They all heard it, and the strange
sound hit Gdye like a blow, making
her straighten, bringing an in-
credulous light to her widening eyes.

Above the roar of the waves there
filtered through the window as if
from a great distance a gay little tune.

Someone, somewhere out there in
the storm-bound night, was whistling
the opening bars of “John Peel "—the
tune of Peter Kirby!

Is Peter alive after all 7 But even ii
he is, haw can he possibly rescue Gaye 7
See next Friday's thrilling chapters.
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Hunted By The Members Of The Scarlet Dragon

- : A S e =
THE BAFFLING JADE TABLET
HILE staying at Puchow, .in

China, with her friend, Ling

Min Yo, Maureen Carstalrs
met Wong, a mysterious young boat-
man whom the Lings believed to be
chiel of the river pirates.

From him she learnt that an
organisation known as the Scarlet
Dragon, whose leader was Ku Yi Tso,
Eiere working against the House of

ng.

Min Yo was kidnap%gd by Ku Yi
Tso, bhut Wong and aureen were
blamed for her disappearance. Dis-
guised as a Chinese maid, Maureen
managed, however, to rescue her
Chinese friend. The two girls hid in
a barrow of hay pushed by Wong.
But they had not moved far when
Wong was stopped by Chang, 8
rascally servant employed by -Ku,

“QTOP!” With a feeling of dread

2" Maureen heard that command
ring out.

Beside her, under the piled-up hay,
she felt Min Yo give a start and then
lie motionless. In the minds of the
two girls was the same fear:

Had they been seen? Did Chang
suspect they were concealed in_ this
large,- cumbersome wheelbarrow?

““Stop! Stop, you clumsy fool!"”

Again Chang's voice rasped out,
angrily this time, for he had to jump
aside to avold being run down. With
the breeze filling out the little sail
which was fitted to the barrow, Wong
had difficulty in bringing the heavy
contraption to a halt.

“A thousand pardons, master!” he
quavered. ;

He stobod there trembling —ap-
parently a frightened coolie who was
awed to confusion at being addressed
by so important a personage as the
high steward of the House of EKu.
Wong played his part to perfection,
knowing that the slightest slip would
betray not only himsell but the two
girls as well.

“Take more care in_ future, fool!”
Chang said angrily. “Now listen well.
I seek two girls who have given
offence to the mighty Ku himself.
They came this way. Have you seen
them?”
| Maureen and Min Yo, huddled close
together beneath the hay, lay utterly
still, hardly daring to breathe. But
their fears had been allayed slightly.
Evidentiy Chang did not suspect, If
only Wong could bluff him
i “My poor eyes grow dim, master,
and in the gathering darkness I am
as one blind,' Wong replied in a
whining voice.
| Chang scowled uneasily. Terrible
would be the wrath of Ku Yi Fso at
the eseape of the-prisoner, and Chan
would have to bear the brunt of tha
wrath. Chang was a frightened man,
knowing the penalty that must be
paid by those who failed in the ser-
vice of the Scarlet Dragon.

“Miserable, useless one!"” he raged,
and then peered susplclously at the
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disguised Wong. " If vour eyes are
dim, how is it that you are still in the
fields after sunset?”’

And suddenly he prodded at the
hay with a stick he carried.

Not by the twitch of a muscle did
Wong betray the tension he felt.

The stick actually lunged down
within two inches of Maureen's arm.

“ Becguse of my eyes, master, I lose
my way, I who am strange here,”
Wong said quaveringly,

Chang withdrew the stick, his sus-
picions lulled now. Without another
word he strode away. followed by his
companion—a lesser serving man who
had remained silent. but watchful.

Min Yo moved as she heard their
retreating footsteps.

“Don't show yourself yet—oh!”
Maureen's hissing whisper ended in a
gasp as she felt herself being bumped
up and down. .

Ornce more Wong was pushing the
heavily laden barrow, panting with
the strain of it. but breaking into a
trot as he recelved assistance from
the breeze as it billowed out the
sail. Soon, however, he stopped again,
in the shadows of a small copse.

“Come !” he whispered. “The gail-
barrow has served its purbose. But
not yet are we out of danger. for the
search still goes on.”

The hay heaved upwards as the two
girls emerged intd view, shaking the
clinging stuff from their hair and
clothes.

As Maureen Jjumped out of the
barrow she saw the glow of many
lanterns moving about in the gather-
ing darkness.

A thrill of apprehension tingled
through her, but before she could say

anything Wong spoke again.
“Min Yo has rested and will be
frésh again. You, too, Maureen. We

must get hack to the junk with all
speed. Follow me!”

He led the way at a run, seemingly
tireless, and Maureen marvelled at his
powers of endurance. She felt Min
Yo's hand steal into hers as they
followed.

“He knows our names,” the Chineseg
girl said wonderingly, “He speaks of
a junk, as you did back at the tower.

Maurzen. Does he mean—Wong's
junk?”
“Yes, Yo-Yo!”

Min Yo caught in her breath.

“Mauleen, is—is he Wong?"”

“Yes,” Maureen _said_again.

For a moment Min Yo’s stride fal-
tered. In the starlight her face was
troubled and bewildered. Oh, what.
was she to make of all this—she who
had had it drummed into her by her
father that Wong was a villaln and
an enemy of the House of Ling?

Yet Wong had just helped her tfo
escape from her captors. She, who
had believed she had been kidnapped
by Wong, knew now that she had
been imprisoned in a tower belonging
to Ku .-¥i Tso, her father’s most
trusted friend. She knew that Eu's
men were chasing her, seeking to re-
capture her.
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Mauareen could read her friend's
thoughts as if she had spoken them
aloud. Comfortingly, reassuringly she
squeezed that hand clasped in hers.
Well might Min Yo be so bewildered,
she reflected.

But soon Min Yo would understand
everything. Once they were back on
board the junk they would be able
to examine the two sections of the
tablet—that tablet which
possessed the key to the secret of the
whole mystery!

Wong was making for the creek
now. Once or twice those glowing
lanterns, like fireHlies in the night,
came dangerously close; but then
Wong would freeze as into a statue,
motioning the girls to do the same.

And so they eluded their pursuers,
At last Maureen saw the gleam of
water ahead; saw a dark shape looni-
ing ageinst the starry sky, and knew
that they had reached the creek
where ong's junk was moored
among the willows.

Wong uttered a hird-like whistle.
Shadowy figures appeared as if from
nowhere; a plank was run out on to
the bank, and down it pnadded one of
those figures, :

“Praise be that mighty Wong
returns,”__said the man with a low
bow. * What are your instructions?”

“Prepare to return to Puchow
immediately,”’ Wong said, and himself
bowed as he waited for Maureen and
Min Yo to step on board.

For a moment Min Yo hesitated,
not vet able to forget all her fears
and suspicions. Then, as she saw
Maureen smile and nod, she trotted
up the plank. .

A minute later the junk was gliding
away from the bank, and the lan-
terns of the searchers ashore receded
into the mist that was creeping over
the low-lying land from the river.

* Mauleen, we return to the home
of my ancestors,” Min Yo said.
“ There will be much rejoicing.”

“You will return, Yo -Yo,”
Maureen's blue eyes clouded. “ But
I'm not so sure about myself. I
haven't told you yet, but I-—I had to
leave your home. You see, your father
thinks T helped in your kidnapping,
and he was going to hand me over to

the authorities.” ]
in Yo stared incredulously,
this Is

chocked by this revelation.

“Mauleen ! But—but
terrible. My honourable father must
be told the truth. I will tell him,
He shall learn how brave you have

been. How you and Wong have
helped me to escape from the—the

House of Ku."” She paused, frowning
bewilderedly. ' Oh, what does it all
mean? There is so much_I do not

understand. But at least I begin to
see clearly that Wong is not the

villain and enemy my father thinks.

him 'to be.”

Wong gave a bow, his eyes lighting
up with pleasure. .

“Min Yo, daughter of the illustrious
family of Ling. speaks words I have
longed to hear,” he sald. * Come
below to my cabin, and there, Min Yo,
you will learn much that will amaze
you.”

They went down to Wong’s sparsely
furnished cabin, It by a lamp sus-
pended from a rafter in the ceillng,

And there Maureen bhegan to tell

&7
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Min Yo everything, starting from the
first day of her arrival in China when
she had received that intriguing
meqsage from Wong.

Min Yo's pretty face was a study
in varying expregsions.

“Mauleen, if only I had known all
this before,” she cried. ‘' But where
is this Jade tablet which you say will
reveal all the mystery:

I have it here!” .broke in- Wong,
crogsing over from a chest which he
nad unlocked.

Maure=n's eyves hrightened with
excitement as he laid the two halves
of the jade tablet on the table. They
fitted perfectly, and that peculiar
humped bridge painted on the jade
became revealed in its entirety.
Graceful and picturesque it was, with
a lot of ornamental scrollwork in the
centré of the span. And somiething
else became revealed, too.

Down the length of the tablet
where it was joined, a humber of
hitherto broken, meaningless symbols
fitted together. forming characters of
the Chinese language,

“ A message!" breathed Maureen.

"“The message that will tell us
aill' " began Wong, and then broke

'* Wong, what is the matter?”

He was staring at those characters
in baftied frustration.

" Alas, Maureen, I cannot read
them !" he exclaimed. " They are not
of the Mandarin writing, but in a
writing which is strange to me. Min
Yo, can you read them?” =

Maureen held her breath as the

Chinese girl kbent over the tablet.
And then Min Yo, 100, was sadly
shaking her head,
*I am sorry,” she said, “ but I also
am baffled !’
WONG’S
MISSION
A sense of bitter dis-
appointment over-

whelmed Maureen.
She had been so sure
that they were on the
verge of a momentous
that the whoie mystery

discovery;
would be unravelled and made clear.
But now——
“Oh, Wong, what an awful blow!"”
“I am as disappointed as Maureen

is,” Wong said. “B
way to despair.
beaten.”

Maureen's hopes soared again at
the note of confidence in his voice.
Questioningly she looked at him.

“ Many are the people faithful to
Wong and the sign of the silver
cresgcent!” he announced proudly.
“Prom the humblest coolle to the
most learned professor. And among
them is one who is mraster of many
writings. Li San will be able to read
this message, and I will 2o to him,
taking a copy of it.

* That's marvelious!” Maureen said
eagerly, " When will you go?”

“I must go to-night, for I happen
to know that Li San leaves for
Shanghal early in {he morning. And
that means "—Wong paused, looking
at Min Yo—" that we must delay our
return to Puchow. We must anchor
in a quiet stream of which I know,
while I journey through the night to
Luchin, some flve miles away. You
are agreeable, Min Yo? I realise you
must be concerned for your illus-
trious father's anxiety, and I promise
that a messape shall be sent inform-
ing him that vou are safe.”

Min Yo expressed her relief and
gratitude, She smiled. Already she
was beginmng to like Wong, now that
zhe had met him.

“I wish to do anvthing I can to
help,” Min Yo replied simply. * Be
assured, Wong, that my honourable
father shall know the truth when I
am restored to him.”

“If all goes well, that will be by
to-morrow,” Wong said. “ An hour
from now I shall set out for Luchin,
returning to the junk by dawn. Then
we will sail for Puchow. I go on deck
to give the necessary orders.. And
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We are not yet

ut iet us not give,

then we wul eat as I make a capy of
the message.”

With a bow he went out of the
cabin., Maureen and Minh Yo looked
smilingly at each other.

‘' Wong—ie is brave and strong,’
the Chinese girl said softly.

Maureen’s blue eyes Lwinkled.

* And awfully nice?” she teased

Min Yo blushed and nodded.

* L will copy the message for him,”
she volunteered, seating herself at the
table. * Mauleen, I am so intrigued.
What can it mean? How can your
destiny be linked with that of my
family and Wong?”

“I'm as eager to know the answers
as_you are, Yo-Yo," smiled Maureen.
‘ But we must have patience until to-
morrow.”

Min Yo busied herself copying out
the Chinese charagters, working with
a brush and paints, while Maureen
watched. They felt the junk give a
sudden lurch, and knew that it was
altering course.

Then Wong returned, smiling with
pieasure as he saw what Min Yo was
doing. She, who had hated and feared
him, had now become a willing ally.

They had a meal, and then one of
the crew appeared in the doorway of
the cabin.

" We approach the appointed spot,
O Wong

Wong‘ rose, picking up the copy of
the message and thrusting it into his
blouse. Maureen and Min Yo accom-
panied him as he went on deck.

A mist hung low over the water.
Maureen strained her eyes through
the darkness, but could see.nothing.
Not a light showed from the junk.

*“We are still in Scarlet Dragon
terrttory?" she asked,

“Yes; but do not fear. You will
anchor for the night in a cave where
you will not he seen. They still
search, but not in this direction.
They move north——"

Abruptly he broke off. Min Yo gave
a little gasp

Luchln is to the north, Wong.”
she said,

Wong drew himself up, proud and
confident.

“Wong will return by dawn with
good news!” he said., “ My cabin is
yours, Sleep well while I am away.
Farewell !”

“Good luck, Wong!” chorused the
two girls.

The junk glided to a standstill.
Wong leapt ashore, and a few
moments later he had vanished into
the mist and darkness.

Together the girls returned to the
cebin. On deck, Wong's faithful
followers took up guard nositions.

The night passed peacefully, and
the sun was well up when Maureen
awoke.

* Goodness, I've overslept!” she ex-
claimed, * Nearly eight o'clock—
Wor}g will have been back hours
ago!"

Min Yo still slept, and Maureen
did not disturb her. She rushed un
on deck.

The crew were still at their posts.

“ Where is Wong?"' she asked of the
nearest man.

He bowed. His Oriental face was
grave
" Illustrious master has not re-
turned!” he replied.
THE JUNK
1 CAPTURED

“He’ll come, Yo-Yo!
Wong has never failed
vet!”

Maureen tried to
infuse confidence into
her voice as she stood
with Min Yo op the high poop of the
junk staring out through the open-
ing of the cavern, her paze fixed on
the narrow ledge of Tock along which
Wong would have to come.

But it was an hour later, ancl Wong
was long overdue.

The sun climbed higher into the
cloudless sky. Another hour passed,
and still Wong had tot returned.

' O4, goodness, what can have hap-
pened?”’” Now Maureen no longer
tried to hide her anxiety. “I—I'm
going out to see if I can shot him,”

"1 come with you, Mauleen.”

They announced their intention to
the leader of the crew. He shook his
head warningly.

“Inustrious master spoke of much

danggr he said. " Enemies still
SEeaIC

“We'll take cafe,” Maureen said in
Chinese. * Come on, Yo-Yo!”

They left the junk, glad of thz
chance to stretch their legs. Making
their way along that narrow ledge,
they emerged into full daylight and
climbed the rocky bank which led up
the side of the cavern.

Cautiously, Maureen peered over
a large boulder.

“Which would be the direction for
Luchin?” :

Min Yo took her bearings from the

sun

* Over’ there,” she said, pointing.
“ Luchin is famous for its leaning
pagods of seventeen tiers, five miles
away to the north. We would he
able to see it but for those trees
ahead!”

‘ Then let’s go as far as the trees.”

In their desperate anxiety for Wong
they recklessly ignored their own
danger, well though they realised that
the search for them would be relent-
lessly continued.

At all costs would Ku Yi Tso want
Min Yo to be recaptured. Her escape,
if she succeeded in getting back to
Puchow, would mean his exposure,

The trees were farther away than
they had imagined—distances were
deceptive in the clear atmosphere—
but at last they reached them.

“There is the pagoda!” Min Yo ex-
clalmed, pointing. =

It stood on the skyline, beyond the
wide stretch of undulating rice-fields
that stretched for miles around. And
winding through those bright green
flelds was a ribbon of darker colour—
the narrow, rutted road—Iif road it
could be called—leading to Luchin.

Eagerly, hopefully, the two girls’
goze roved along it.

‘I can’t see_any slgn of him——"

Cra-a-ack! Crack

Maureen stopped swinging round
with a startled gasp. Rifle-shots had
sounded from behind them, coming
from the direction of the cavern.

Quickly she and Min Yo eXxchanged
glances—alarmed, wondering.

* What was that? What's happen-
ing?” Maureen cried. " Come on!"

They went rushing back towards
the cavern. They had covered half
the distance when suddenly Maureen
went diving into a hollow, dragging
Min Yo with her.

The short burst of rifle-shots had
ended. There had been shouts—
and now there . was silence—an
ominous, foreboding silence.

“Look!” Maureen hissed in appre-
hension “It's the Scarlet Dragon!
jThey ve captured the crew of the

unk

Peering over the edge of the hollow,
she sew the four members of the crew
being dragged roughly along the
bank in the grip of half a dozen men.
Then the Jjunk itself drifted into
view, and other men were boarding it.
Still other men were concealing them-
selves in the surrounding rocks. -

“Don't let them see vou, Yo-Yol!"
Maureen panted frantically. * We'd
have been captured if we'd still been
on board Oh, great goodness! Do
you realise what this means 1

“Mauleen! The jade tablet!"” Min
Yo exclaimed. “They will have found

B

‘“*No. I've got the tablet here in
my handbag. I wasn’t thinking of
that. It's a trap. They're waiting
for Wong to return—waiting for us.
We're stranded, Yo-Yo—stranded!”

Min Yo's face paled. In horror she
looked at her friend. ;

* What are we to do. Mauleen?" she
asked in a quivering voice.

You will read very exciting develop=
mente in next Friday’s fine instalment ' ._
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One By One The Statuettes Vanished From Pirates’ Island

ANGELA DISAPPEARS

“ AT a glorious place this is!”

June Gaynor, the attractive

young niece and -assistant of

Noel Raymond, the well-known detec-
tive, loocked bllssrully areund her.

Noel and June were working for a
Hollywood film company, acting as
advisers on a film that was to feature
Scotland Yard. But for a week they
were on-holiday, guests of the wealthy
Mr. van Kuyser, at his luxurious sea-
side home on the Californian coast.

June was lylng on the beach, idly
studying the beautiful coastline. A
mile. gut at sea she could make out
a small island—Pirates’ Island, as it
was. called. It was owned by Mr. van
Kuyser, and .he had taken Noel and
his other guests out in his sleek
cabin cruiser to visit the place.

"1 wonder how Angels is gettin
with her painting?” thought une
suddenly. “I'll stroll over the cliffs
and find her.”

Angela Fielding was another of the
guests, a pretty, dark-halred girl
whose hobby was palnting. Just now
she was alone in a small cove rear
by, busily painting a seascape.

une scrambled to her feet and set
off up the beach. BShe climbed the
cliffs, made her way across a head-
land, and found herself looking down
into a tiny, secluded cove. There on
the beach stood an artist's easel,
bearing a canvas, A small folding
stool was beside it, and a litter of
raints and brushes. But of the young
artist there was no sign.

A frown crossed June's attractive

fac

"Thats queer,” she murmured.
“Where on earth has Angela got to?”

She slithered down a steep path
into the cove, and made her way
across to the deserted easel. A half-
finished painting occupied the
canvas, beautifully done.

June's quick eyes saw that the
paint on the canvas was still very
ifresh and wet. So Angela had- not
been gone long. But why had she
gone off—and where?

Puzzled, June walked up and down
the cove, searching ifruitlessly, and
then turned her attention to the
g{%at rocks littering the foot of the
cliffs.

Her bacx was turned to the egsel
and for some minutes she searche
imlitustrtously, but still without re-
s

“T do hope nothing’s happened to
Angela-

She broke of with a gasp of sheer
amazement, gazing across the sands
at the artist's gear.

The folding stool was now occupied.

A pretty girl was sitting there,
i-yﬁntir away as though she'd never
e

“Angela !” June eried.

The girl looked up, startled, and
then smiled as June came running
from the rocks towards her.

“Angela! Where have you hbecn?
I've been searching everywhere,” June
called.

Angela seemed to hesitate.

“I Oh, why, I've been
down among the rocks at the water's
edge,” she replied. "I wanted tc see
howi the cove looked from a cllﬁ‘erent
angle.'

June looked at her narrowly.

“I see,” she said slowly.

But her brain was racing

June
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had searched near those rocks, and
seen no sign of Angela, and no sign
of her footprints in the sand.

“Hallo, here comes the cabin
cruiser, back from Pirates’ Island!”
went on An&lela quickly. a5 if wishing
to change e sub t. “It-must be
time for dinner.”

The sleek eahin cruiser was just
grounding at the water's edge,
crowded with chattering holiday-
makers. June saw a familiar athletic
figure leaping ashore.

“Nunky!" she cried, and ran down
to meet him.

As she got closer, she saw that her
famous uncle was looking worried.
Behind him came Mr. van Euyser
himself, his face grim. The other
guests, still in the boat, were all ob-
viously anxious and upset.

“June,” said Noel, as they met,
“we’ve just discovered something on
Pirates' Island. There’s been another

robbery "
June caught her breath.
“The—the Seven Sisters?” - she

asked.

Noel nodded.

“The fifth Sister has disappeared—
since this morning!” he answered
quietly.

June's eyes wxdened There was a
smali house on the island, and Mr.
van Kuyser had turned it into a
museum to hold the treasures he had
collected frem all parts of the world.
Each day he spent a few hours
cataloguing them.

In the collection was a set of price-
less Chinese fi; es, carved in jade,
and known as the Séven Sisters. = But
sinece the uests had arrived at Mr.
van Kuyser's home, those figures had
keen disappearing, one by one!

Four had already vanished since
Noel and June's arrival, with no clue
to show what had become of .them.
The baflling thing about the dis-
appearances was that no one could
gossib]y approach or leave the small,

are island without being seen from
the r'nainland—yet no one had been
seen !

Every morning at ten o'clock, Mr.
van Kuyser set out in his cabin
cruiser to work on his cataloguing,
and again at four in the aftermoon.
At -his morning visit, everything was
normal. In the afternoon, another
priceless statuette had vanished with-
out trace!

“I can't understand it,” broke in
their host, his kindly face lined with
wWOorry, “Mr. West, my secretary, and
I have done everythm%ewe possibly
could to prevent the thefts, locking
up the museum, keeping a watch on
the island, informing the police and
the coastguards But it’s no good.
The Seven Sisters are vanishing one
Ty one into thin air!”

Noel was looking thoughtful.”
case had stirred his professional
interest.

“Is there anyone you suspect of
;hﬁsg robberies, Mr. van Kuyser?”’ he
asked,

His host hesitated for a moment
before replying.

“I guess there's only one person I,
can think of who mlght want to rob

me,” he said slowly, “That's young
Roy Taylor, who used to ke my
cehauffeur here. .I had to fire him a
month ago, when I learned he'd heen
forging my cheques. The police
wanted to gquestion him, hut he
bolted and hasn’t teen seen since.”

Noel nodded briskly.

“Well, with vour permission, June
and 1 will make another tiip to
Pirates’ Island—this e on our own
—and make some further 1nveatlga-
tions,” he said, *“Ready, June?'

June nodded, her eyes glowing with
excitement.

The two of them went aboard the
cabin cruiser and set off for the
lonely little island again, while the
guests went in a chattering group
up to Mr. van Kuyser's mansion.

June could not repress a tiny
shiver as she stepped ashore on the
deserted island. Friendly and in-
viting in the day-time, with many
cheery holiday-makers swarming over
it, it looked desolate and slightly
sinister now that the sun was setting.

Noel led the way up to the house
that served as a museum, and un-
locked the door. Inside, 'the main
room was crowded with goid and
gilver antiques, Jewelled swords,
beautiful native carvings, and other
rare treasures from many lands. But
the place of honour was occupied by
seven small pedestals, arranged on a
velvet-covered table.

Those pedestals normally contained
the seven exquisitely fashioned jade
statuettes that together were worth
a king's ransom., But now five of
them were bare! Only two statuettes
remained !

“You see, June?” Noel said grimly.
“Another one gone since this morn-
ing, vanished without trace. And -
yet—how could anyone come AcCross
the water without someone ashore
seeing them? We've searched the
island; it doesn’t take five minutes.
But there wasn't a clue to be found.
It’s as though there were an invisible
man in our midst.”

“It—it’s uncanny, ‘uncle,” ewhis-

pered June uneasily. Then she
started forward. “What is it? What
have yvou found?”

Noel had stooped swiftly and

gicked up something that lay on the
cor heneath the table hearing the
pedestals,

“A powder compact!" he exclaimed.
“And look, June, it's got some initials
inside ththd 1 can just make them

The shocked cry came from June.

“Angela Pielding! It must be her
compact!” she gasped. “But, nunky,
it can’t be! Angela was painting on
the .beach all the morning, I saw
her myself, just before you got back
with the others:

June's voice trailed away. She
had just remembered Angela's strange




_time,

disappearance f{rom the little cove.
Could the young artist somehow have
slil)ged across to the island and com-
mitted this latest robbery? Noel's.,
youthful assistant shoeok her head
impatiently. She could never believe
that of Angela ! 5

Noel was slipping the compact into
his pocket, having carefully wrapped
it in a handkerchief,

“We'd better be getting back,"” he
said. “I don't think there’s any more
to_be learnt here.”

They were both quiet on the
journey back, puzzling aver the
strange affalr. As they walked to-
wards the mansion, snatches of con-
versation floated out from the open
windows. Evidently dinner was being
served to the house party. *

Suddenly Noe! stopped dead.

. “What s it, nunky?”’ June aszed
inquiringly. :

“See that first floor window up
there—the one that’s open?’ Noel
sald tensely. “That's Angela Field-
ing's room, if I'm not mistaken. And
that's her swim-suit hanging over the
slll to dry.” |

“Well, what of it?" asked June in
surprise.

“Why should Angela’s swim-suit he
wet if she hasn't been in the water
to-day?” asked the young detective.
“You told me she'd been painting on
the beach all day.”

June caught her breath.

“Then—then she must have been
out swimming when I was searching
for her!” she whispered, almost to
herself. “Uncle Noel, it can only
mean one thing. She—she swam out
Egi tfn'c; island! Angela must be the

ef 1™

NOEL’S SEARCH-
LIGHT SURPRISE

“Mr. Raymond, will
you and June accom-
pany me to Pirates’
Island this morning? I
want to make sure
that everything's all

Mr. van Kuyser looked anxijously at
Nocl and his niece as he scrambled
aboard the cabin cruiser. It was the
following morning, and no further
developments had taken place Noel
had told June not to say anything of
their suspicions to Angela Fielding,
and that young person had kept very

much to herself ‘since the previous
evening. .
When Noel and June had settled

themselves in the tiny cabin, the
boat sped away across. that mile of
smooth water, and they landed on the
island. None of " his treasures had
been _touched since the nrevious day,
and Mr. van Kuyser breathed a sigh
of relief, N

But he very carefuily padlocked

~ and sealed the door of the museum

before leaving it, watched by Noel
and June. The two remaining statu-
ettes of the Seven Sisters should be
safe enough now!
¥or the rest of that day, the
lioliday-makers sun-bathed on the
beach, directly opposite the island, or
swam in the blue waters. Noel and
June had a secret arrangement to
keepy the island in sight the whole
taking it in turns, so that there
was never the slightest chance of
anyone landing on Pirates’ Island
without heing observed. But nobody
attempted to go near the isiand.
At four in the afternoon, Mr. van
Kuyser pald his usual second visit,
aga 1 accompanied by Noel and Junae.
'aey strode up to the cottage door,

with their host leading the way.
Tirn, as he came within a few yards
ol the door,

Dia a gasp broke from his
T5,

“Mr. Raymond—Ilook! The seals !
Timsg,ve been broken since this morn-
ing!” 'he shouted. “Someone has
bzen here againi™ ¢

Ngel broke into a run. Tt was true!
Thz door had been forced. and the
nadlock wrenched away. He thrust
the door open and dashed inside the
tieasure chamber. Then he halted,
Lreathing hard.

Another of the pedestals was
empty! The sixth of  the Seven
Sisters had vanished without a trace|
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BECOME A TREASURE-SEEKER
There's no need to sail away to some
far off desert isle. You can find treasure
in your own home—treasure in the form

"of waste paper and cardboard that is’

urgently needed in the great campaign
to bring back prosperity to Britain.
Waste paper can not only be turned into
newsprint necessary in order to praduce
the GIRLS' CRYSTAL, but it can also be
turned into a hundred and one articles
required in the export drive.
So save every scrap you can. Hunt in
the attic ; explore the cupboard under
the stairs ; ask your mother if you can-
turn out the sideboard drawers.
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Noel's eyes narrowed grimly as he
took in the sceas. His thoughts were
in a whirl. He knew, beyond any
doubt, that no one could possibly
have left the mainland and landed
on the island since the museum door
was sealed that morning, for he and
June had had the place under ob-
servation the whole time.

Could anybody be in hiding on the
island?

With a sharp word to the others
not to move, ne sprinted oudside and
combed the ground thoroughly. There
were patches of undergrowth and a
few trees about, but no sign or any
other living thing!

Noel's eyes gleamed. He ran back
to the eabln cruiser and fetched some
odds and ends from it. Then, for a
few minutes, he was busy making
certain, preparations. After that he
called to Mr. van Kuyser and June.

“We may as well leave, he said.
“The sixth BSister has been taken
from the island, without doubt. But
when next the thief comes—and he
will come, I'm certain, to make sure
of getting the last of the statuettes—
he'll fall into a trap!”

And more than that he would not
say.

June went to bed that night tired
and bewlldered. What lay behind all .
this mystery? Was Angela Fielding
really the thief? And if so, why had
Uncle Noel dons nothing about her?

She dropped off into an uneasy
sieep, to bLe awakened in the early
hours of the morning with a sudden
start. She sat bolt upright as she
realised what had awakened her.

Someone was throwing stones at
her window. Then a voice called
softly :

“June!" -

It was Noel's voice. Scrambiling
out of bed, June dressed hastily, Sha
left the house and found Noel on the
gravel path outside, with Mr. van
Kuyser.

“Look, June!” ©Noel =aid, and
pointed out to sea, to the dim black
shape that was Pirates’ Island.

June stared, and her sleepiness
vanished. A blinding white beam of
light was shining from the island—
rointing straight at Noel's bed-room
window !

“There’s someone on the island!™
Noel rapped. "I've got the cahin
cruiser ready. Come on!”

They tumbled into the boat, and
the craft sped away.

It seemed ages before they reached
the dark shore of Pirates' Island, but
at last the boat grounded, and Noel
sprang ashore, followed hy June and
Mr. van EKuyser.

They rushed up to the cottage door.
But before they could reach it, it had
opened and someons slipped out from
the museum |

There was a startled cry as the in-
truder ,caught sight of Noel & Co.
Then another figure emergad from
the cottage! -

The two of them dashed for the
scanty shelter of the dark under-
growth. But it was hopeless to at-
tempt hiding on Pirates” Island.

Noel and his host plunged into the
undergrowth, grahbed at the fugi-
tives, and forced them into the brii-

Hant white light that still shons out
from a powerful lamp concealed in
thie bushes.

June gave a cry. )

“Angela! -It's Angela Fielding!"
she gasped.

“And, by thunder, young Roy

Taylor—my ex-chauffeur!” roared Mr.
van Kuyser angrily, as he recognised
the other fgure.

" Angela, her, eves wide and
frightened, shrék back. The young
man caught her arm,

“Steady, sis!” he muttered. “I
won’t let them hurt you!”

Mr. van Kuyser looked from one to
the other grimly.

"So you're brother and sister! I
might have guessed. i )

“Angela’s my stepsister,” the youhg
man cut in defiantly. “And if you
think we came to rob your museurm,
Mr. van EKuyser, you're wrong We
were in search of the real thief!”

“A likely story!" rapped the irate
owner of Pirates' Island. "Mr. Ray-
mond, I don't know how you managed
to trap this precious pair, but I'm
mighty grateful to you. I suppose
young Taylor has been stealing the
Seven Sisters to revenge himselt
because L sacked him.”

For_the first time Noel spoke.

"1 fixed a wire across the doorway
that would switci on a portable
searchlight when thz door was
opened,” he explained. “The search-
light was trained on my hed-room
window, and so woke:me up as soon
as it came on., But I think you're
making one mistake, Mr. van Kuyser,
about Miss Fielding and her step-
brother."”

“Eh? What's that?" demanded Mr.
vall Kuyser, in surprise.

“Although my little trap caught
them entering the musewm “to-night
—they aren't the real thieves!” Noel
sald guietly.

cry _of gratltude

came from

Angela. Mr. van Kuyser shook his
head angrily.
“Nonsense!"” he smapped. “They

were caught in the act. I'm contact-
ing the police right away——"'

He broke off, For Roy Taylor had
suddenly broken away from the littie
group. With a shout, he plunged
among the undergrowth.

Next second there was a splash in
the sea, and they could just see the
young man’s bobblng head as he
struc< out for the mainland.

“That proves it, Raymondl"”
snapped Mr. van Kuyser. '‘He bolted
because he knew he was bowled out.
I'll have every policeman in the
State on his trail. Meanwhile, we've
got his precious stepsister. Young
lady, you're -under arrest!”

The girl shrank back as he grabbed
at her wrist. :

Noel shook his head grimly.

“I still say you’re wrong,” he an-
nounced. "Those two are innocent.
And I'll prove it t¢ you—by finding
the real thief!”

THE TRAIL
OF POWDER

“Uncle Noel, are vou
serious about Angela
and her stepbrother
being innocent?””

June Gaynor asked
the question asg
cornered Noel in a quiet corner of
Mr. van Kuyser’s mansion. It way
early the next day. Noel's sensational
capture on the island had caused a
tremendous stir of excitement among
the guests.

Now Angela Fielding had heen
locked in.her room to await the
arrival of the police, Meanwhile,

Mr. van Kuyser had telephoned to
them a description of the runaway
Roy Taylor, and a great hunt for the
fugitive had started.

Noel, having made certain that the
last of the Seven Sisters was still
safe upon its pedestal, had dis-
appeared on some mysterious errand
of his own, and only now had June
found him.

"OI course I was serious!” he sald

gravely, in answer to her question.
“But here comes Mr. van uyser's
seeretary.  Did you give the guests

my message, Mr, Wes:t?
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Stephen West, the mild-mannered
secretary, noddad.

“I've_told each one that you want
Eg;am ?éé to visit ’tihe island émce morg
s afternoon,” he reported. *“‘And
mentioned that you promised to

unmask the real thief then.”

“Good !” nodded Noel. “I'm certain
that another attempt will be made
to steal the last of the Seven Sisters
durin% the day, but we shall see
what happens.”

And with that June had to be con-
tent. Some time latér Mr. van
Kuyser paid his morning visit to the
island and came back with the news
that all was well. The seventh
statuette was still on its pedestsl,
and he had put a new lock on the
museum door.

In a fever of impatience, June
waited for the day to pass, wondering
what Noel had up his sleeve. But
her famous uncle was giving nothing
away. ]

At four o'clock in the afternoon
the guests assembled on the beach
and led the cabin cruiser. Many
pairs of eyes had been watching the
strange little island that day, but no
one had seen anything suspicious.

“Are we all here?” demanded Noel,
as he climbed aboard. "

“All except Mr. van Kuyser and his
secretary,” someone answered. “What's
happened to them?” I

And then there came a loud hail.

The missing Mr. van Kuyser had
suddenly appeared along the beach.
With him were two other men. One
wore the uniform of a State police-
man.

The other was the fugitive ex-
chauffeur, Roy Taylor.

“We caught the young scoundrel,”™
explained r. van EKuyser, as he
dashed up to the waiting boat.
“Found him hiding In a cave in the
cliffis beyond the little cove. So you
can save yourself the bother of
going out to the island, Raymond.
We've got both the thieves now.”

Noel shook his head.

"I still want tLcn.l all to come and
ltave a look at the museum,” he said
gravely, “We'd better get the police-
!t:naq to bring young Taylor along,
00."

He: turned to girl

partner stood. o
“Will you go along to Miss Pield-
er to join us,”

ing's room and ask
he saild. "“Also ask Mr. van Kuyser's
secr to come along.”

June nodded, and went running
back to the house. On inquiring for
Stephen West, Mr. van EKuyser's
secretary, she learnt that he had
gone out on urgent business that
morning and had not returned, so
she mounted the stairs to Angela
Fielding's room.

She found the girl seated on the
bed, dabbing at her eyes and trying
to stem her tears. It was obvious
that she had just heard the news
about her stepbrother, and, as June
turned the key and eni':ered, she leapt
to her feet, to put an agitated hand
on the girl detective's e, )

“Oh, it's not.true—it’s not true!”
she blurted out. “Roy isn’t s thief!
It isn’t he who's been stealing those
statuettes.” . )

J%ne patted the girl's quivering

ngers .

where his

“T'm sure it isn't,” she said softly.
“And you mustn’t wo: much.
I've & fe that eve g's going

to come all right. Now, dry your eyes
and come downstairs with me Uncle
Noel's walting for us. He wants us
. to accompany him to Pirates’ Island.”
“Pirates’ Island!” Angela t in

her breath. “But—but whys he
want us to go there?” she asked,

June shook her head. ;

“I don't know, but I've an idea he
hopes to establish the truth,”
said, and gave the other girl’s
shoulder a soothing squeeze. * e

try to cheer

along,” she bade, “and
up.”

n
' _Drying her eyes, Angela followed
the %irl detective downstairs.

A few minutes later the overloaded
bhoat set out on the short trip to
‘Pirates’ Island. 4

Many strange glances were directed

at Noel during the journey. Mut-
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tferea questions passead between the
uests. What was the sense in visit-
ng the place again when the two
culprits had been caught?

But Noel kept his own eounsel, and
June sensed that he had something
dramatic up his- sleeve.

At last the tiny strip of beach on
Pirates’ Island was reached, and
everfone streamed ashore, With Noel
leading the way, they went up to the
locked museum. g .

“Guess you’ll find that everything
will be untouched, just as it was this
morning—-—" Mr. van Kuyser was
saying confidently.

Then, as he caught sight of the
cottage door, his jaw dropped.

The new lock had been expertly
wrenched off, and the door swung
ldly open! .

here was a rush to get inside the
museum. All eyes twrned at once to
the velvet-covered table on which
stood the seven pedestals.

An incredulous cry went up from
the party. For now the last of the
pedestals was bare. The seventh of
the Seven Sisters had vanished!

With an angry shout, Mr. van

- Kuyser swung round on Roy Taylor.

“You young scoundrel! How did
you manage to get 1t?” he cried.
“Who's been here since this morning

—you or that good-for-nothing step-
sigter of yours?” .

“We know nothing about it, I tell
youl” the young man retorted hotly.
*You know perfectly well that Ang;la.
has been locked in her room all y.
while I was hiding in that cave, wait-
%1!115 fa chance to try to find the real

P i

*One Noel cuft in
briskly. *“Do you sec something on
the tabl: by the seventh pedestal?”

They all looked, and then gasped
There was _a faint but unmistakable
trall of white powder close to the
empty pedestal.

Noel whipped out a magnifying-
glass, and with its aid began to follow
the powder trail. From the velvet-
covered table it led across the floor
and out through the doorway.

Then it led away along the stony
track that ran down to the tiny beach
where the cabin cruiser lay moored.
A breathless hush descended on the
gartiy. All eyes were intent upon

oé!

He followed the trail almost to the
beach. Then it turmed into some

moment !

o dense bushes. And from there it led

down to the cabin cruiser itself.

Noel scrambled aboard the deserted
vessel and went to the foredeck.
There was a hatch on the deck, giving
access to a compartment where ropes
and lamps wete stowed.

The young detective whipped up
the hatch and stared down into the
dark com ent.

“All right!” he rapped. “The
%gme'!s up! You can come out of

ere 17 :

To the utter amazement of the
watching guests on the beach, a
man’s head appeared in the open
hatchway.

Then, as Noel stood guard, the man
Jeluctantly climbed on to the fore-
deck, clutching in his arms—the last
of the Beven Sisters!

“By thunder, it's my secretary,
Stephen West!” shouted Mr. van
Kuyser, his jaw dropping.

“And the real thief!” added Noel

ly. "He was the culprit all the
time, but he sglipped
made this final attempt to get the
Seventh Sister., He didn't know that
I'd hidden a tube of powder in the
base of the statuette, so that a tell-
tale trail was left when it was
removed !
. “But, say, how on earth was he able
to get on and off the island without
%elns seen?” stuttered Mr. van

uyser.

“Simple!” said Noel. “He stowed
away in that compartment when you
came out in the mornings, waited
until you'd gone up to the museum,
then sli ashore and hid in the
bushes. After you'd left the main-

land he raided the museum and stole

In the
in the

one .of the Seven BSisters.
afternoon he was walting
bushes when you landed.

“While you were on your way u]ix to
the cottage to make your second visit,
he slipped to his hiding-place in the
cabin cruiser again, and was taken
back by you unawares.”

Noel paused, staring grimly at the
white-faced secretary.

“West was never missed, because he
was supposed to be working most of
the day in his room on your husiness
notes. And in his .room we shall
doubtless find the rest of the miss-
ing statuettes.”

‘Great !" gasped Mr, van
Kuyser, “It—it’s amazing! But look
here! What about young Taylor?”

“Young Taylor suspected West,”
said Noel, “so West faked some
evidence to get him dismissed.

“Taylor came back to clear his
name, hiding In that cave while his
stepsister sugpned him with food.
That day, when she vanished from
the cove where she was painting, she
swam round from the cove to Roy's
hideout, left him food in a water-
proof package, and swam back again,
slipping her dress on over her wet
gwlg-??it. And that's really all there
is to it.”

June smiled happily at & radiant

Angela Fielding.
“S0 now everything's fine!" she
chuckled. “But why were you so sure

that Angela was innocent, nunky?" -

“You remember we found her
powder compact in the museum?”
Noel smiled. “When I examined it
there were some fresh finger-prints
on_ it—not Angela's. It showed that
it had been planted there to incrimi-
nate Angela, but Stephan West was a
bit too clever. For it all ended in
him being caught himself!”

{End of this week’s story.)

THE CGLUE OF THE MERMAID
BRACELET brings June to the fore in
next Friday's detective story.

THEIR SCHOOL ON
CASTAWAY ISLE

(Continued from: page 64.)

Gerry stared at him coolly.

“Steady on, Dave! No need 1o
snatch—even if we are interested in
Tania's book !

“I'm not the only one!” retorted
Dave significantly, going a little red
as the class murmured in some sur-
prise at the scene. “Tania, I'm—I'm
soIry about the book getting torn,
but——"

"I should think so indeed, Dave!™
cut in Mr. Barmard rather curtly,
His keen eyes were watching the two
boys shrewdly. *“Understand, both of
you, I want no squabbles.”

He took the book from Dave's hand

He was interrupted by a swprised
exclamation from Moyra Curtis.

“I say—look, sir! Something's
fallen from the book!”
looked to where she

.. On the floor lay a tightly
Iolded piece of yellowed paper.

Tania's eyes widened with surprise
and wonder.

“But that cannot be!” she cried,
“For did not Mr. Barnard look
throu the book vesterday?”

oth Gerry and Dave had steplped
forward, but Mr. Barnard was beiore
them, bending and picking up the
paper. !

“It must have been behind the
spine of the book,” he said shrewdly.
“This is a very interesting discovery
indeed, Tania!”

He carefully unfolded and fiattened
out the piece of gld hPa?er. A whistle
of excitement left his lips.

“Tania, come herel” he’said.

icture of your isiand! A t may
elpr us solve the mystery surrounding
youl"

This is an ekciting discovery. What
will it lead to 7 Don't miss next week’s
chapters. i
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THE MERRYMAKERS
AFLOAT

(Continued from puge 62.)
answer to Johnny's query as.to whal
was wrong. “I4's Ju a feeling I
have about théde papers amd Vag-
essa.” ; oy S |
TYou mean wé shculd keep .gugrd
outside his door- uniil he returns?”
asked Don. “Okay ‘with me,
Here—great snakps look™’

They had almest xeached the pro-
fessor's cabin “now, when suddenly
the door shot open. Out streaked
a' figure clad in a white macintosh,
the hood pulled round its face. And
in one hand it held a sealed envelope.
- PFor cne moment Sally stood tranps-
fixed. Thén she gave a startled cry.
““Don, look! That envelope must
-contain the answers to the examina-
tion questions! And that macintosh
__oh, goodness, I'd know 1t anywhere.
It's:Dulee’s!"” EH s

THE PROFESSOR’S
. DECISION

For seconds that
seemed like hours the
¢ chums stood as if

--petrified, staring after
| " that flying _ figure.

While' within  them all
ros¢ 8 feeling of sick dismay. It was
Dulcie’s macintosh, no doubt of that.
Was it possible, then, that Vanessa's
original accusation had been true—
that Dulcie was indeed a cheat?
© *Sally thrust that thought from her
almost as soon as it came. No! It
wasn't, it couldn't be true. )

v After het!” rapped Sally. .

But the flying figure had got a good
start. As the chums dashed after her
she began to ascend the stairs. They
gave a shout as they pelted after her.
It was a shout that seemed to fill
the unknown thief . with panlc. As
if in utter desperation she looked
huntedly this way-and that, then,
with a strangled cry leapt across the

deck. Rushing.to the rail, she flung-

the sealed envelope into the sea, then
turned and quickly disappeared
down another companionway.

_ "“Well, of all the queer things to
do,” muttered Don bewilderedly,
peering over the rail. *“Lost her
nerve, I suppose.”

“Yes,” agreed Sally, a queer note
in her voice, “looks like it. I think
weél better find the professor
an %

“you're locking for me, Sally?”
Professor Willard himself emerged
from one of the companionways,
rather puzzledly holding 'a macintosh
in his hand, * Strange,” he mur-
mured. “Somebody hurried past me
and dropped this almost at my feet.
Dulcie Ransome,” he added, peering
at the name tape inside the hood.
“Now what on earth Sally,"” he
added sharply, nhoticing the appre-
hensive looks that passed between
the chums, “ what is it? What have
you to tell me?"”

Somewhat haltingly Sally told the
professor what they had seen.

“But I'm sure it wasn't Dulcie,”
she Iudded entreatingly. “Quite
sure|” '

“How can you be sure,” remarked
the professor sharpl%, ‘when you
admit you did not see her face? H'm!
Wait," he added, as Sally made to
speak again. "“First we will check
and make sure the answers to the
examination guestions were taken.”

It took only a few moments to
make certain that the answers were
indeed missing. Furiously angry as
he was, there was also a deeply hurt
look in the professor's face as he re-
joined Sally & Co., and the other
students who, sensing,something was
wrong, - had crowded around them.
At the back -of the crowd, Sally
noticed, was Vanessa, arm-in-arm
with Carmenita.

“Where is Dulcie?” asked Professor,

Willard grimly. . i

Sally.

“T'm—I'm here,” said Dulele's
voice as she stepped forward into the
light, & nuniper of books under her
arm. it
“And may I g8k whera you hgve
‘peeri®’ asked the professor sternly;

& vy vesi—I've been in 4 corner
of the Yeading-room swotting,” fe-
plied Dulgid™ * Is

s Igpgence
snepring v 3 -

There .Wwas, a- mirmur “from the
stuflents; most of Whom wefe looking
susblciously at- Pulcie. But before
the profe_qlsowﬁould question her
further Sally stepped forward.

“ Before -you ask.any more gques-
tions, sir,” she sald guietly, 'may I
havea few words with vou privately?”

Professor Willard looked surprised,
then he nodded. o 4

“Very well, Sally. If it has to do
with this unpleasant business.”

; llétg listeﬁ’xed- trs%zl!y n ?llegce,..ghﬁg
with rather a 'ANSE -, %

face ;f%%gmed "“to_- the ngot?&r‘mg
Bt'l;lld t SR, i Ske ot Ll

118 g
I thimk,”,
stupefactis
further - iATO~ this

ahything " wrong?"
" came Alec Bur'_r,’s

«

2 gl ol
456 evelyone's.

~ing at them. But,

her .eyes, swayed, while from all
around rose an excited buzz.
. Sally saw Vanessa, her face alight
with glee; saw her aunt, Miss
Edmunds, g%ﬁi‘ng around in triumph.
Then from argggmta & Co, rose the
sound of cheeriig. -But quickly Pro-
Fessor ‘Wiliard heig- up his hand, and
now there was an 1rox\1cn1 look in his
eyes.” - $
4 He's_neveér-going to say anything
about Dulcie in front of all this
ciowd?” muﬁteredeg‘ay agonisedly.
< “ghush |" warned Sally. “Listen!
" Miss Edgiamfds," continued the
professor, ae%though _there had."been
no interruption .in his speech, “gave
correct answel's to alk guestions on
the -original papers, the answers 10
which were stoléen last night. I must
coniess here thai I have been guity
of a-little subterfuge.” He cleared -his
throat, &'steeiy look coming into his
eyes, . ~ At Miss Warner's suggestipn
1 allowed, ﬁoth candidates to belleve
that the original papers-would stand,
as it seemed' that -the’:thief threw
the answers.overboard without look-
as Miss Warner

0, 50
t}%m (PTOE 1O ~pointed ‘out, this ‘nay have been a
assure;s).rpf'. ﬁh%t t ne "cul rlit ﬁa&f;ﬁ a0l thAro%"Ee- ?J%ggmdceuld hgﬁg
opportunity whatever of looking af+ . W -, N i
the stolen answers before she threw:.2L s retained.” .. i

them overboard. 3
stances I have decided that the same.
questions. will stand. There will be
no alteration.” ]
. And he marched off, while Sally,
ignoring the looks of surprise on the
faces ol her chums, took the puzzled,
apprehensive Dulcie’'s arm and drew
her-off to-the eafé. -~ - -~ ]

—

" (JOME on, Dulcie, run through i
< just ,once -more.” . Sally's tome:
was' brightly eneguraging, but Dulcie,

with a sigh of! despair, sh&ok her
; gt .

head. - ST
“T'm sorry.” she -apologised, “but
M .

I can't concehirate—really,;” I cap't.
glllld what‘g i ;,m%é%féjghearﬁﬁx%,
yway, when*l-may-not take part if
the cbncert? ‘Wheg - may not -even

be a4 pupil here much longer,”
added with a little sob.

It was the following afterncon.
The examination had been over for
some time, and since Dulcie was a
mass of nervous tension, the chums
had tried to divert her thoughts by
rehearsing for the concert.

But it was no good. Indeed, Sally
& Co. themselves were not in much
better shape. Every few moments
one or other of them would dart to-
wards the door, to see if there was
any sign of the professor making his
way towards the lounge where the
resulf was to be announced.

But despite their frequent excur-
sions, they felt a terrific shock when
Edgar T. Phineas, the head prefect,
appeared in the doorway.

“Wanted in the lounge,” he sald
briefly. ‘' Exam results.” :

Anxiously Dulcie and Sally & Co.
made their way to the lounge, A
large crowd was gathered there, and
well in front stood a very confident-
looking Vanessa, Miss Edmunds by
her side., The girl turned a mockin
glance upon Duleie as she entered,
but Dulcie was too nervous to notice
anyone but the professor. With
dilated eyes she stared at the paper
in his hand.

“] see we are all here,” the head-
master said, “so I will not keep you
in suspense any longer over the name
of the winner of the examination this
morning.” He paused, his eyes roving
over the assembled crowd.” “I must
say that this result has come as a
great surprise to me—a very great
surprise, One of the two -entrants
turned in a perfect paper—gave the
correct answer to every question.”
He held up his hand to quell the buzz
that arose, while Sally, . holding
Dulcie's arm, saw her clasp her hands
together in an agony of apprehension.
“The name -of that entrant is
Vanessa Edmunds.”

It was_fortunate that Sally was
holding Dulcie’'s arm, otherwise she
would surely have fallen, She closed

she

In those circum- .

: “tor-.the original questtons.”- -

An “almost deafent
en, and there.-;
-necks-to look at 5all ! cie,.
she slowly raised~He (X, 5500
puzzlement replacing the “&gbpga in
he'l:Aegggi'en'tly she Wh 'rl‘g};t‘;‘}:‘é{'" i
. ] .
known o 1!sihe“ candidates, i*ﬁ%
every question¥ery slightly, so'thilk,
I the &‘i
Jneadmaster’s tone grew posl:
tim now, ‘In front of the.
anessa begdf ! to - fidget, R
) \@P‘.l-te. - o look*
Hungedly around. i
"% Miss Edmunds,” he’ ebntm%,
fixing a gimlet eye on that-girl, *"fi
in every question on ' the . reyis
paper with the answer to the origina
paper. Which means that the real
examination paper Vane%;%dmunds
answered every single duestion in-
correctly. I leave you all,” he added
in a disgusted tone, “to draw your
own conciusions. And at the same
time I am happy to anhouhge that
Dulcie Rensomeé is proved onee
for all to be the rightiul winner of
Jhe scholarship.” LA

A rousing cheer went.up, at, that.
Halr-laughing, half-erying, . Duleie
stood with tears pouring down her
face while her eyes danced with de-
Itight. Whilst, unnoticed, Vanessa
vanished from the lounge, pursued
by her livid-loocking aunt.

And- it was some half-hour later,
when Duleie was still being con-
gratulated, that she returned.

“T owe you a very deep apology, niy
dear,” she said in her forthright way.
“My niece has confessed thst shc
lied to me all the way through. At
the first opportunity I shall send her
home in aqisgrace., Meantime, about
this concert——"

. "Yes, Miss Edmunds?" asked Sally
demurely. . -

“sive me a dozen tickets—and I'll
gee that all my friends come to make
it a success: - As for you, Dulcle, in
an eifort to make up for some of the
unhappiness my wretched niece has

3 8L

B-tasual glance would .mistake

Yively:
crowd,

,L}srh'f fom Ted to

caused you, I shall make it my busi-
ness to help %rou in every possible
way in your future musical career.
No, don’t thank me,” she added in
her abrupt way. “I'm all for justice
—and we've got Sally to thank for
the fact that you weren’'t made a
vietim of a most terrible injustice.
édon't kinow how to repay you, my
ear.”

“The only repayment I want is o
smashingly successiul concert,”
laughed Sally. ‘“And I believe I'm
going to have just that.”

And Saliy was right

(End of this week’s story.)

Next Friday’s QIRLS' CRYSTAL will
contain another enthralling story fea-
turing Sally and her chums. ¥
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