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Life In A Holiday Camp Is Featured in- This Enthralling New Serial—

THE GIRL AT THE BOATHOUSE

ood luck, Pat!"
“And Chris! Mihd you blinv
back the ketch for the regatta.”

“We 11 be waiting!"”

Patricia Rockwell laughed, while
her chum, Christine Caslon, surveyed
happily the crowd of Westonmouth
Camp holiday-makers.

“Trust us. We’'ll bring the boat

back,” she promised. “Now, 1[ you
duffers will only let us go 4 y
At once the ranks broke. Wlllmgl,v

the Westonmouth guests made way,
and out from the crowd stepped Pat
and Chris, to go striding briskly along
the cliff p.n,h

“What a ripping crowd they are!”
Pat said. ‘““And what a ripping place
this holiday camp is. I don't know
when I enjoyed myself so much. It's
been ]usL lovely so far.’

“And,” Chris confidently plophcsied
“it’s going to be lovelier still. Especi-
ally now, Pat, that you've thought of
such a stunning stunt for the Westou-
mouth Regatta, I only hope,” she
said fervently, “that there's no snag
about hiring the ketch. Steve Conelly
did say we could have it until after
the regatta, didn't he?”

“Of course, goose! He not only
said we can have it, but said we can
make all the alterations and the im-
provements Wwe like,” Pat said. "Don't.
worry, I fixed it all up on the phone.”

Happily Chris smiled again. Her
eyes were full of affection as she
glanced sideways at her chum. Many
were the admirers Pat had at Weston-
mouth Holiday Camp, but there was
not one of them so glowingly en-
thusiastic as her own chum from
Greenfields School.

And Pat's idea certainly merited all
the praise it had so far received. The
camp, as usual, had entered for the
super-holiday attraction of the year—
the Westonmouth Regatta—but. until
Pat had thought of her great scheme
yesterday they had drawn ur) no par-
ticular mogrnmme

By HAZEL ARMITAGE

No wonder now that the camp
bubbled with eicitement, for Pat's
idea was to transform the black old
ketch  which belonged to Steve
Conelly's boathous2 into a glittering
Roman galley, complete with & Roman
emperor and empress and a Roman
bodvguard:; and an army of ancient
Britons to attack the royal galley and
capture the empress when it sailed.

“We'll have the whole camp in it,"”
Chris chuckled. ‘“And what fun it's

going to be turning that old ketch
inside out. But here comes the
climb,” she added, as the great slope

of Lookout Hill loomed before them.
“Save your breath, Pat.'

Pat did. In the sunshine they
toiled up the steep green slope,
pausing breathlessly on the summit
to admire the glorious view which this
beauty spot afforded. To the front

of them was the broad sweep of
Westonmouth - Bay, ° its' glasslike
surface interrupted only by the
gleaming white cliffis of Dartfleet

Island; to the left of them the wide
estuary of the river which, at this

‘point, entered the sea.

“And there,” Pat said, pointing to
a collection of buildings set around a

landing-stage  far below them, “is
Steve Conelly’'s boathouse. And
there "—pointing to the motionless
black hulk of a ketch anchored just
orrqlhole “is our objective. Come
[+ 3 s

They hurried down the other side of
the hill, but when they reached the
hoathouse they were disappointed to
find it locked up.

"'Oh, goodness, where's old Steve got
to?” asked Chris. *1 hope

She broke off, and they both turned
as they heard foot.steps on the river
path, but it was not the elderly ex-
fisherman who owned the boathouse
who approached, but a golden-haired,
strikingly beautiful girl dressed in
immaculate white slacks and a yacht-
ing jersey.

At sight of them she pulled up and
smiled.

Conelly?"”

“Hallo!
she asked.

The chums nodded.

“Yes; d'vou know where he is?”
asked Pat, wondering who this
dazzlingly pretty girl could be.

“Gone to lunch, by all accounts,”
was the reply. “It’s a nuisance, for I
want him to take a look at the motor
of my cruiser. It's broken down."

And she nodded to wheére a mag-
nificent cabin-cruiser lay moored at
the end of the landing-stage. Pat and
Chris gasped as they surveyed  it.
They had never seen a finer-looking

Looking for Mr.

what a beauty!” exclaimed

The girl gave rather an airy gestute

“It's not bad,” she admitted. “Quite
useful for get.,mp; around while on
holiday. I suppose you are on holi-
day, too?"

"Yes; we're staying at the holiday
camp over the hill,” said Pat. “This "
—indicating her chum—"ls Chris
Caslon, and I'm Pat Rockwell.’

The unknown girl flashed
both another dazzling siile,

“Pleased to meet you. My name'’s
Dolores Belgrave Bellamy, but—I say,
it is annoying about Mr. Conelly being
away. We simply must find him.
Are you wanting to see him also?"

Pat noddﬁd H

“Yes, we've come for the old ketch :
over there,” she said. e
© “The old ketch?"”

Dolores’ delicately arched eyebrows
rose as she glanced across at the old
boat.

“Do you

them

mean that—that you've
Lought it?" she exclaimed, a strange
gleam in hes eyes.

Pat shook her head.

“Goodness—no! We can’t afford to
buy boats,” she laughed.

“We've .just hired it—for the
regatta, you know,” added her chum,
and eagerly exwvlained all about Pat's

brain-wave. “What de 3y>u think
about it?” she asked.

Dolores beamed on them,

“Qimph wizard,” she declared.




“But, I say, what about this poatman?
1f_he’s gone to, lunel he's bound to be
either at thﬂ Harbour, Café or ‘the
Lockout Restaurant. Tell you what
Iet's split forces and go in s ch
him. If youll try thz Imkmt.
the-café-—hi

amble along to how's. ﬂ:as'-"’ ;

The chums and the trio
separated. It was& ten minutes’
walk to the Restaurant,

when Pat and C
mﬂil to draw a
ope Dolores has had better luck,”
Pat murmured, as they
steps along the ﬂver_bank “I shan’'t
know any ntil we've, actually
got ossesslon of the ketc
r me,” agreed
strode on,

the mmmme they sgw, to
t, a blue-jerseyed grizzled
m.n'.std

’ cried Pat and broke
inte a run. "Hallo, Mr. Conelly,
where've you been?” she
“There's been qulte a search-party
logking for {
He took h
em in sur

and st.ared at rprise.
you saw the note I left
oir_the docrr " he asked.

They shook their heads. They were
certain there-had been no note pinned
there when they had first arrived
at the boathouse.

But I always leave one when I
to luneh,” he declared, ‘‘and it s
. distinctly thag I was to be found at

be Harbour Café.”

“The FHarbour Café!” ejaculated
Pat. “Why, that's where Dolores
went. But where is she now? She
doesn't seem to have——"'

And then she gave a startled gasp,
tor suddenly she had noticed that
the black pnlnt.ed boat they had come
ior, Was no longer at its mooring.

“The &ketchl” she cried. “It’s
gone

The oid boatman nodded calmly.

Ym-—mur friends collected it, o4 he

d. s .

‘Our frtand""

“Yes, that girl with the golden hair
I gathered from her. that she had
your permission to take the ket,ch
Look, there she .is! She's going to
tow it round to the camp for you.”

He pointed with his pipe, and Pat
and- Chris, as they swung round,
stared in blank amazement, for the
missing ketch had now come into
view. It was being towed down the
river by a smart-looking cabin-criisar,
and piloting the latter was a shlim
figure in white slacks.

“Dolores!” ed Pat,

“But what's it mean?"’ added Churis,
“Why's she towing away our boat?
And why, did she pretend to Steve
that she was our friend?”

DOLORES’
SURPRISING OFFER

The old boatman re-
garded the two girls in
hewilderment.

“What's wrong?" he
.asked grufiiy
reckon yvou ought to bn
grateinl to that girl for saving you a
heap o' trouble.”

Pat. made no comment.
was spinning, and suddenly a start-
ling suspicion occurred to her, Sup-
pose Dolores had actually arrived at
the hoathouse before them—san
she “had deliberately destroy the
note pinned on the door—and - sup-
pose that she had deliberately sent
them off on a wild goose chase!

It sounded fantastic, but she could
not. forzet that Dolores had said the
engine of her crulser had broken
down, yet clearly there was nothing
wrong with it now. Besides, why
should she be so anxious to help a
couple of bblungPrs"

Ppt caught in her breath. If her
suspicions were true. then it could
mean only one thing. The dazzlingly
pretty owner oi the cabin-cruiser Was
planning to steal their kKetch !’

But why? What possible interest
could Dolores have in the old boat?
Pat did not know, but some instinct
toid her that her sensational theory

wits right, and excitedly she turned to
Ler chum.

“Chris, we've been properly {fooled !
A eried UShe knew all along where

LCI

turned to
their del

Her brain

reached it, itﬂs .

retraced thelr

pe out of his mouth -

e 4

Steve wasbobemuna Bhe only sent
us off to t eLnakoutinozdertomake
aws wl:ahmm':h
‘Chris looked horrified,
mlymred asﬂhec Id
e his ea
Pat!” he

-“ler steady

urged. “That's bit steep. Why
should your friend—

“She’s. no friend of ours,” cut in
Pag. .“We never met her until a little
‘while ago. But never mind that now.
We must go after .her.” Agitatedly
she grip; the old boatman by the
arm, “Have you a spare launch
handy?" she gasped.

e nodded, and pointed to a .motor-
boat bobbmg up and down at the

water’s

S8 Gt - 1Pi‘ge('l Pat. “ewe've
gosr.eve followed her down to the
water’s , though it was clear that
he still ought shg was worrying

* he declared,
pe twa girls into the

launch, then started up the engine.
Pat said nothing. As for Chris,
she was too flabbergasted to speak.
But both of them kept their gaze con-
centrated on the two. boats ahead,
The cruiser was heading straight for
the mouth of the estuary, but,
hampered as it was by the weight of
the ketch, it was no match for the
la.um:h and quickly the chums drew

"Ahoy there!” sheuted Pat, cup-
ping her hands to her mouth. “Heave
w! We want to come aboard!’

Dolores must have heard, for she
turned her head, but she made no

ordered Pat,
gain stan:ung up and waving
angr ify. '

Dolores turned her head, and for
one brief moment Pat and Chris saw
a furious scowl cross her pretty face,
the!‘li she smiled and waved a friendly

“Hallo, what’s the matter?” she
askiecl. as if nothing could possibly be
amiss, .

“We’ll talk to you when you've
anchored,” declared Pat.

Impatiently she and her chum
waited while the other girl shut off
the engine and then released the
anchors. As the cruiser came to a
standstill, old Steve manceuvred the
launch aion icle and ‘Dolores smiled

down - at demure, winning
smile in which there was a hint of
puzzled surprise.

“How nice of you to ccme after me,
Mr. Conelly,” she said. “Did you
think I wouldn‘[‘. be able to manage
on my own?

“Mr. Conelly followed you -at our
reguest!” snapped Pat.

“But why?

Steve
ha.rﬁly

-attempt to obey.

"Heave to, there!”

" “Because,” said Pat bluntly, “you
were stea.li.ng our ketch.”
“Stealing?” Dolores’ violet eyes

held only innocent wonder. ‘'Good-
ness, Pat what do you mean? Why
should I want to steal your boat? I
11;“;:,::-1 on]y trying to do you a good
urn.’

“Just what I told 'em myself miss,"”
growled Steve.

But Pat remained wunconvinced.
Accusingly she surveyed the slim
figure in the cabin-cruiser,

“If you were on the level, why did
you F;:gélg'phose fibs?” she demanded,

? Dolores looked more bhe-
wildered than ever.
“Yes; you told Steve you were

friend. of ours.”

“Of course I did. I really thought
we were going to be friends, You
seemed so nice and friendly that—oh,
I say, I am sorry. I suppose it was
taking a bit too Jauch for granted.
Please forgive me.”

And . Dolores flashed the chums
another of her dazzling smiles. Chris
began to wonder if they had not mis-
judged the girl, but Pat was still

frowning.
“And what about your -cabin-
cruiser?”’ she asked. “I thought it

was supposed to have broken down!™
Dé)lgres remained quite unper-
tur
“T thought so, t0o.” she sald, “but
when I tried it again it started up

h&%mdiatfeiv. Its the: most. amvn.-
L. Pl?t gave the girl nzmthez: s‘mrp

,ni%t to bhe miggwc?gp
you?" she as

» 5
Y ”

"'nten' hy*"we,ra you heading the

&

the wa.y?"
- “Yes" P:rtmn.g  with an
accusing finger. You were steering
for the far e of the estuary, but

t.bge l?ollcis.y camp lies round the other
"Does it?” Dolores. looked a little
R S
an a e i . iat 8
am!y(;hagm. ‘%n comes of
here.. Goodness,
lad now “that you did

dacide to follow me. You've saved me
f miles out of my way."”

She smiled winningly at the chums,
complete

and the old boatman,
over, re-started

"I knew it was all a mistake.” he
declared. "I take it you‘ll carry on
with the towing, mis

“But of course. I'Il be only too glad
to help Pat and Chris.”

R.lg.ht then I'll he getting back

Only waiting until Pat and
had clambered aboard
Steve swung round his launch and
went speeding back up-river. Dolores'
charming smile remained until the
launch bhad disappeared roeund a ben
then abruptly it faded, and she looked
calculatingly across at the ketch,

“If you two are stayving at a cheap

holiday camp, I expect you're short
of money,"” she said, “so what abeut
us doing a deal?

“A—a deal?’ stammered
startled by the amazing change which
had come over the girl.

Dolores nodded.

“Yes, I'll buy your ugl:;as in the '

ketch from you,” she sai

“How about acceptlng ten pounds for
the hire of her?”

“So you are after the Ketch!" ex-
claimed Pat.

“Well, I’ve a certain interest in her

—yes,” admitted Dolores, with an alry
wave of the hand.

“And you were trying to steal her!”

Pat gasped,

"Never mind about that!" snapped
the other girl impatiently “Do you
accept my offer?

“No, we_jolly well don't!"”

“Not if T raise it to fifteen pounds?”

“Not if you raise it to fifty!"”

Dolores’ nostrils c%ulvered - Her
nrett¥1 face was red with fury. It was
amazing the transformation which
had come over her

“All right,” she said through her
teeth. ‘Al right, g’ou cheap little
holiday camp meddlers—take your

ketch! But be warned! You haven't
finished with me.”

Tempestuously she bent and
clutched at the tow-rope. Chris eyed

her in alarm.

“What are you dqoing?' she gasped.
“1I thought vou were going to tow us
to the camp?”

Dolores gave a savage laugh asg she
freed the tow-rope and tossed it scorn-
fully away from the cabin-cruiser,

“What a ho&)e you've gotl!"
crled. "I wouldn't be seen dead at a
holiday camp. I hate them all. As
for towing your mouldy old boat there
—not likely! You can stay here and
sink for all I care!”

And stepping back into the cockpit
of her cabin-cruiser, she switched on
the motor. Another moment and she
had gone speeding away.

THE NEWCOMER
TO THE CAMP

“Well, can you beat
that?” Chris d, as
the cruiser = chugged
away.

Pat shrugged.
“Good riddance!”

"The bigger the distance

us and- Dolores the better.

she said.
hetween
But to t.hink we fell’ for her bluf
when we first saw her!”

{Pleasc lurn to the back page.)
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Chris -
the Kketch,




FLIGHT FROM THE LAUNDRY

ILE staying at Puchow, in

China with her friend, Ling

Min - 0, Maureen Carstairs
learnt that an organisation known as
-the -Scarlet Dragon, whose leader was
Ku Yl Tso, was scheming against the
House of Ling.

She befrieuded Wong, a young boat-
man whom the Lings believed was
chief of the river pirates.

As a result of this friendship, and
the cunning of Ku, Maureen was
forced to disguise herself as a Chinese
-girl, and together with Min" Yo,

ecame a fugitive.

They worked in a laundry while
Wong was away on a mission con-
nected with a mysterious jade tablet.

-A search was made at the laundry
EX the pouce for the fugitives, but

aureen and Min Yo managed to
evade -it. When they reappeared,
however, Soo, the owner of the
laundry, insisted that he himself
should take them to the police to be
checked,

“THERE is nothing to fear,” Soo wa:
saylng blandly. “All that the
ltce ah to do is check up on your
dentities.’
Maureen and Min Yo were regard-
lng each other in horrified consterna-

Nothing to fear' Soo didn't know
that for the Pouce to ask questions
about . their identities was the one
thing they had to avold at all costs.
He didn’t realise that they were the
two girls for whom all Luchin was
being scoured.

Terribly anxious, Maureen knew
another crisis had overtaken them in
their -des; &eiate efforts to elude cap-
ture by

“Come," said Soo

Maureen was trying frantically to
think of some way out of the
dilemma:; yet realising that to refuse
to go woluld at once arouse-S00’s
suspicions

“Of course. But first we go to our
room to prepare for the journey, O
S00,” she sald, speaking in her most
car| eful Chinese, and playing for time.

Then hurry grumbled the
laundry-owner. “Soo is a poor man,
and to a poor man time is money.”

Maureen .and Min Yo went to their
room., at the side of the laundry,
where 800 had given them lodging.

“‘What are we to do, Mauleen?”
asli:ed the Chinese girl in a trembling
voice.

Maureen came to a sudden decision,

- “We've to leave here, Yo-Yo,"
she 1eﬁll “Wa'u have to find an-
other

dln%e place!"”
It -meant they would be on the run
againntwo fugitives hunted on all
-But there was no alternative.
auleen know best,” Min Yo said
sim) ley and trusttngl
urried preparations were made for
fAight. - Maureen quickly touched up
her disguise, made sure that the two
sections -of th.e preclous jade tablet
were still sal’e her handbag. At
the same her mind was busy,

planning ahend with the foresight of-

n leader.
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“We'd hetter take some food with
us, Yo-Yo,” she said

“T  know where there is some.
Mauleen—and a bag to carry it in.’
“Good. And we’ll need some drink-

mg‘ water.”
“I will fill 'a ™hottle, and leave
money for Soo in payment for what

we _take.” }
Five minutes later the two girls
slipped away —away from Soos
laundry in the Street of Washing.
There they had hoped to remain until

‘Wong returned irom his journey to.

Shanghai, whither he had gone to
find Lt San, the learned professor who
would be able to translate the
message on the tablet. But it was not
to be; to stay on there now was lm-
possible. .

‘"Where can we go?"” whispered Min
Yo, her face pale as she realised all
the dangers. “The search still goes
on. The streets will be guarded.”

Maureen realised that only too well:

But she had already made up her
mind as to their course of action,
- “We will avoid the streets and
foliow the stream,” she replied. “And
we must hurry before Soo discovers
wi%i have gone and hecomes sus-
piclous."”

They reached the st1eam threading
their way through the tralling lacery
of overhanging willows. Soo's laundry
was left behind, and with thudding
hearts the two girls pressed on un-
challenged. For the time being at
least, the search for them was still
concentrated in the town itself.

Dusk was beginning to fall, and
never had Maureen longed so much
for darkness to come. The more she
thought about their plight, the more
she realised the tremendous odds they
were fighting against. Not only had
they the police to fear, but also the
Scarlet Dragon, that secret organisa-
tion of which Ku Yi Tso was the
leader. Could they possibly hope to
escape capture? But they must—
somehaw they must!

The two girls continued on their

way dlong the path beside the stream,
broadening now as it meandered to-
wards the main river.
. Maureen was_gazing around. look-
ing for any likely place in which they
could conceal themselves. Min Yo,
ahead of her. paused,

““Caution, Mauleen,” she counselled.
“We pass within sight of the main
gatewa

“Then we'd better dodge among the
trees, Yo-Yo——" began Maureen, But
too late. Suddenly a challenging
voice rang out.

‘“Who goes there?”

They had been seen by the gate-
man. And with him were two uni-
formed figures, guarding that exit and
entry into Luchin. .

Maureen knew a moment of panic,
But Min Yo had an answer.

“We go to fetch water, O.gateman!"
she called back. “We shall return ere

sundown!”
“But we:e not telling him which
sundown ! whispered Maureen.

“Goodness, will he follow us?”
Both girls felt'a 'wild desire to break,
into a run, but that would have heen

fatal. They passed on, moving among
some trees. No =zound of pursuit
came,.

By DORIS BROOKES

They quickened thelr steps. They
were out of sight of the gateway now,
put in the countryside. And then, as
if impelled by the same impulse, they
did break into a rum.

“We still haven't found a hiding-
place,” panted Maureen. “I didn’t
want to go too far away from Luchin
hecause of Wong——'

Suddenly she trt;g:ed over an un-
seen root. Over and over she rolled.
She crashed against some under-
growth, and with a horrlfying sensa-
tion the ground seemed to open he-
neath her and she felt herself falling.

Then came a bone-jarring thud and -
there in blackness she lay, breathless

and daged.

*Mauleen ! Whe:e are you? Where
are you?"

Maureen Wwas stiil half-stunnecl
She Ielt bruised and shaken.

“I—Im down here;, Yo-Yo—
wherever that is|” she called back
shakily. “Be careful—there’s a big

drop. Hang on a moment. I think I've
got some mhtches in my handbag.” -

She groped around for -her bag
which, because it was so English-
lookmg and therefore conspicuous,
she had had concealed beneath her
Ghinese blous It was still there,
and she fumbled in it for the box
of matches.

Next moment she struck one, and
the flame flared up, casting a dull
yellow glow over the scene.,

In amazement Maureen stared
about her. She was in a large, reck--
walled cavern. And there, standlng
on a ledge about five feet above her,
peering fthrough the bushes a inat
1\:V’Ihicié_Maureen had first crashed, was

“Goodness, I made sure I fell at
least twenty feet!” Maureen gasped in
rueful surprise. And then a sudden
thrill of excitement surged through
her. “I say, Yo-Yo, how's this for a
hiding-place’?"

Min Yo jumped down beside her
and, looking around that .cavern as
Maureen struck more matches, the
two friends realised that indeed they
had accidentally stumbled upon an
ideal place in which to conceal them-
selves.

“We're staying here for to-night,
anyway,” Maureen decided. “Maybe’

this can be our new home until Wong
returns!"”

THE SCARLET
DRAGON AGAIN

“Ouch! Grooo!"”
gr oaned Maureen,
"What

is the

matter. Mauleen?”
in Yo, her

little face

screwed up In comical surprise.

“The matter?” moaned Maureen.
“I ache all over and I'm full of dents.
You're used to Chinese brick bads
Yo-Yo, so sleeping on rock 't
make any difference. But it's not my
idea of comfort!”

Min Yo had slept peacefully. But
Maureen had only dozad fitfully, and
now she was f -

greyish gloom llghte the cavern,
and the girls judged 1t must be soon
after dawn. ut scrambling up on
to the ledge, and peering through the
curtain of bushes there, they received-
a surprise, For outside it was broad

- ‘ 9



aayngant, ana aireaay the heat of day
was making itself felt—an oppressive
heat, though in the cavern the tem-
pera.iure was nicely cool.

“Soon the weather will break,” mur- -

mured Min Yo. -“In 'a few days’. time
the rains will come.” ;

“Like the monsoon in India, eh?”
asked Maureen. “Then that's all the
more reason why we shoyld find a
new e—and. the more I think
about it, Yo-Yo, this is the place,
What do you say?”

Min Yo nodded. r
completely screened by the under-
growth. ear by was fhe stream.
And they were near Luchin, ready at
hand for when Wong returned.

"Mauleen speaks wisdom,” the
Chinese girl said. *“We stay here.”

. And so it was decided. That cavern
lﬁeslde the stream became their new
ome.

For the first day they found much
to occupy their time. If this was to
be done, then they were determined
to_make it as homely as ible.

Min Yo appointed herself cook and
housekeeper. athered sticks
to make & fire on which to cook. Some
of the food she had brought from
Boo’s laundry was in tins. The tins
served as saucepans, and one as &
};etut:a in which to boll stream water
or .

Maureen, still painfully aware of
her discomfort the previous night,
gathered a heap of rushes and grass
with which to make herself a crude
sort of bed.

Then she started constructing a
stool, consisting of four lengths of
stout wood with woven reeds for the
seat. And both girls roared with
laughter when, sitting on it for the
first time, it promptly collapsed,

"Goodness, I forgot the support
pleces, chuckled Maureen. “0On,
well, we learn from experience. I'll
have to start again. And what are
you making, Yo-Yo?” .

Min Yo was carefully fashloning
some small feces of stick with
Maureen’s penknife.

“I have collected shells for platters
to eat from. Now I make chopsticks
to eat with,” she announced proudly.

“Chepsticks!" grimaced Maureen,
who had never really mastered the
art of using such things. 0’3
needn't bother about any for me. I'd+
rather be all prehistoric and use my
fingers,”

And so that first da
the day after it. Not all the time did
the girlg stay inside the gloom of the
cavern. Much of the time they spent
outside, but always dodging back into
their hiding-place whenever anybody
cAme near. !

Workers from the near-by rice fields
often passed by, and from the talk that
went on between them the friends
knew that the search for them and
for Wong continued unabated,

They tried to remain cheery under
the strain .of being hunted. Maureen
now called their home the Nest,
because every day she added more
reeds and grass to her bed, and said
she felt like a bird building a nest.

But eventually, with the days and
nights dragging on and the necessity
of such restricted activity, the strain
began to tell.

And now two things had come to
worry Maureen. Their food supplies,
even alter being severely rationed out,
were practically gone. And there was
the problem of Wong.

Had he returned from Bhanghai?
How were they going to contact each
other when he did? Owing to their
hasty departure from Soo's laundry
there been no opportunity to seek
out the old Chinese pastry-cook who
was Wong's friend in Luchin. He had
sald that Wong would not return for
some days; but the time of his return
must now drawing near.

“We ought to try to get in touch
with the try-cook  somehow.”
Maureen sald on the third day. I
wonder if I could sneak along to the
gateway, where he had his pitch on-
the first day we arrived in Luchin?
If I could tell him where we are
hiding, so that Wong will know i

Min Yo, who had heen silent and
thoughtful, suddenly sat up.

The cavern was

passed, and’

1

A WORD FROM YOUR EDITOR i ehir

- . Many readers have written to
say that from now on they are -
going to collect all the waste paper
they can. That is grand news, and-
}'am sure-all you other girls will
rally round when you realise how
urgently old paper—and cardboard
—is needed. Not a scrap should
be thrown away. All of it can be

put to good use.
L Best -wishes,
The Editor
“I will g0, Mauleen,” she
volunteered. :
Maureen looked startled. That
hadn't been her intention at all. She

didn't want little Yo-Yo running into
any danger.
“No, 1t's too risky.

her

“If it is dangerous for me, then also
it is dangerous for you-——more so,”
Min Yo pointed out. “Mauleen, I wish
to go. 1 will try to find this pastry-
cook and ask nim about Wong—and
ask him, too, to send another mes-
sage to-my illustrious family. All this
time I have been absent, Mauleen,
and they will be"distraught. They
must know the truth, so that my
honoured father can act.”

Now Maureen understood why her
friend was so eager to make the peril-
ous trip into Luchin. And what Min
Yo had said was true; the Chinese
girl would indeed stand a Iar better
chance of safely accomplishing the
mission. Maureen's inability to speak
fluent Chinese might very well prove
her undoing if any emergency arose.

“Very well, Yo-Yo,” she agreed re-
luctantly. “But you will take great
care, won't you?"”

“Of course, Mauleen. And while I
am in Luchin I will buy food, too.”

Ten minutes later she set off,
accompsanied part of the way by
Maureen. Then, with a squeeze of the
hand and a whispered “Good luck,”
Min Yo went on, disappearing from
sight amid some trees,

Maureen turned to retrace her steps
to the cavern. Lying on the bank of
the adjacent rice field she saw a large
cartwheel hat, evidently left there by

& coolle.

She frowned anxiously and looked
around her. The presence of that hat
there meant that at least one coolie
might be working in the vicinity. She
mustn't be seen; above she
mustn't be spotted going into the
cavern. - .

Next moment a startled gasp broke
from Maureen's lips. Coming along

You stay

the dusty path was not one coolie
but eight. They were the bearers of
; rifice

& nt, palanguin in which rode
g;g‘;%?u'e of Ku Yi Tso, the Great
ne o

the Scarlet Dragon.

NEWS FROM
MIN YO

Maureen stood there
as if petrified, a
horrible sinking sensa-
tion inside her as she
saw this man who was
her enemy, who had
proved such a false friend to Min Yo
and her father, Ling Cho Yen.

And then, driving away panie, came
the all-impelling urge to get out of
sight before it was too late. Her
descri%trton would have been broad-
cast throughout the province. Even
if Ku did not rec ise her, he might
stogiand question her.

e must hide. But where? 4

Alongside her were the rice fields,
ripen and ready to_be harvested
before the rains came. But there were
no bushes or trees.

In that tense moment Maureen'’s
gaze again alighted on the large
coolle’s hat 1¥ing on the ridge of the
rice field.

uick as a flash she had stooped,
cked up the hat and thrust it on-
er head.

' suffocating rapldity, and she

Maureen paid no heed to, the

-over her Teet, @uiekl
s P
working in the elﬁ' . testing the rice
g ma%g;m that it was ready for
TVes " oy A,
‘The patter of eight pairs of feet
sound on - the uﬁ”h about
twenty yards away. ith the eart-
wheel hat pulled well down over her

-head, with her face averted; Maureen

went on gathering rice. AT
But her heart was poun ’!‘%‘é
to hear Ku's harsh voice.. out, -
Seeing her working there, the lead-
ing bearer broke into a chant.
“Your exalted governor passes. Pay
homage—pay homage!"” X
Maureen bowed low, the _wide-

-brimmed hat hiding her face. Ku ¥i

Tso lolled in his magnificent Palan-
quin, casting but the briefest glance
at the girl in the field.

His fleshy face was dark with anger,
his eyes glittered coldly. Back at his

imposing residence, which he had left

half an hour ago, he had learned that .

the fugitives were still uncaptured
News had also come that _the
authorities of Puchow were eonduct
ing an all-out drive to trace Min Yo
and that suspicion existed that he
Ku Y1 Tso, governor of the neighbou-
ing province of Kanloo, was not eo
operating in the way he should.

The fear of exposure was upon Ku
Well he knew that if Min Yo ever got
back to Puchow his villainy would
become known. Now he was on his
way to Lucnin, personally to o
the hunt for the two girls and
'lnllixe pirate, who had so daringly defied

m.

Not until he had disappeared com-
pletely from sight did Maureen dare
1o step back on to the path.

“Phew! That was toe close a shave
for my liking!” she muttered.

i And then a new anxlety gripped

er.
Her own daréger‘hnd passed. But
now she realised that Ku was going
towards Luchin—was going in the
same direction as IMtle Min Yo. II
his bearers kept up thai same pace
they might overtake the Chinese girl.

Hg;Plesgly Maureern stood there,
knowing there was nothing she could
do. She left the coolie’s hat where
she had found it. . Then
worriedly, she made her way back to
the hiding-place beside the stream.

The mud of the rice field had come
up over her ankles,
through her Chinese boots.
them off and bathed her feet in the
stream. Then, thrusting her
through the concealing undergrowth,
she Jumped down into the cave.

It was just as she had left it.
Except that now she was alene.

nise

Two hours, three hours passed, But'

not yet was there any sign of her
Chinese friend.

Maureen grew more and more rest-
less and concerned. She stood en the
ledge of the cavern, peering through
the undergrowth, her gaze always
turned fixedly In
Luchin.

Then suddenly she quivered. A
figure had appeared in the distance,
coming towards the cavern.

It was Min Yo.

Min Yo running as Maureen had
never seen her run before, the straw
carrier which she had taKen for her
purchases swinging at her side.

Maureen’s heart knew an awful
fear, submerging the gladness at see-
ing her friend again. Had Min Yo
been seen? -Was she being pursued?

Protectively Maureen went dashing
towards her. -

“Yo-Yo, what is the matter?” .she
ga .

“Mauleen, I have news—wenderful

news!” Min Yo cried excitedly. “Wong

has returned to Luchin, and we must
go to him!”

Here is a surprise indeed. How and
where wil they contact Weng 7 ‘The
axcitement mounts- in next Friday's
instaiment.
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AT THE SECRET GROTTO

‘I‘ANIA, & jungle girl who had lived
alone on Castaway Isle for many
yvears, possessed an old book con-

taining a map of the island. She
knew that an unknown enemy among
a party.of castaways was interested in’
the map, and suspected cheery Gerry
Royston, who. h always been eager
for her triendship. She trusted quiet
Dave Cardew, whose attitude towards
Gerry was always hostile.

Tanla became a pupil at the school
the castaways established on the
island.
~ . One morning she overheard a con-
versation between Stanhclg)e. mate of
the wrecked ship, and Dave, which
startled her., For it suggested that
not Gerry, but Dave, was her enemy!

DAVE%plottmg withh the rascally
mate!

Heartbroken, Tania stared after
the two figures, who weré now climb-
mi into a boat at the water’s edge. -

ven as she started forward, witi
an involuntary cry, she saw them
row away from the shore.

“Steady, Tanlal” It was Gerry’'s

voice, gentle and understanding.
“Take it easy! I'm no end solry you
had to see this, but it was the only
way to convinze you. I found it
hard to believe myself that Dave
could be such a rotter.”
* With a little sob, the jungle girl
turned away, her eyes smarting, her-
hands tightly clenched. She had
%rusted Dave—trusted him implieitly
rom that day when he had tended
her wounded panther.

She had confided her fears to him
and taken Hhis advice, believing that

he was trying to help her. And now
—NOW—— :
Her heart feit numbed, and she

was scarcely conscious of Gerry’s
hand on her arm, gently leading her
away from the beach,

The discovery of the boys
treachery had come as a stunning
shock. Even now she could scarcely
believe that Dave had decelved her,
Yet how could she doubt what her
own eyes had seen—and what her
ears had heard? ;

“This is pretty rough on you,
Tania,” sald Gerry. *“I know you
thought a lot of Dave, but I've sus-
pected for some time that he was up
to no good. hated to say anything;
after all, I might have been mistaken,
and I couldn’'t see why he should
want to plot against you—why any-
one should, for that matter.”

— Impulsively Tania turned, meeting

his - concerned, {riendly smile, A
sudden lump rose in her throat as
she remembered how she ad
doubted him,

“Tania speak hard words to
Gerry,” she muttered, “for_ she be-

lieved he was her enemy. But—but
NOW: ! =

“Now?' promnpted Gerry. “What
now, Tania?" i

The iungle girl drew a qulck
hreati.

“Tania is sorry!"” she whispered.
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5 Tania’s Startling Discovery In The Grotto Of Shells

“Gerry has shown her the truth, and
she believes that Gerry is her
friend.”

The boy's hand tightenad on hers.
““¥You know I am, Tanis. And I'll
stana by vyou, whatever happens.
Between us we'll find that secret of
yours. !

He broke off as Tania looked at him
searchingly.
“Secret? Gorry means the map?”

“Of course,” said Gerry, nodding

quickly. *“The map that Dave stole
from you. He's got 1t hidden some-
where, But whatever happens,

Tania, we must keep this to our-
selves.”

The jungle girl looked puzzled.

“I mean,” explained Gerry, “it
would never do to iet Dave know that
you suspect him, and it would be bhest
not to tell the others just yet. They'd
never believe us without more ?roof,
and Dave would deny everything.
The secret is between you and me,
Tania, and I want you to trust me to
help you.”

The palin-trees rustled as a faint,
moaning gust of wind swept up from
the sea, and the sky grew darker.
Tania shivered involuntarily as she
looked Into Gerry’s frank blue eyes.

She remembpered that Dave had
cnce spoken almost the same words—
Dave, whom she now believed had
lied to her!

But there was no one to turn to
now—no omne except Gerry—and the
jungle girl longed for a friend.

“Tania will trust Gerry,” sne said.

“Good!" The bhoy’s face lit up.
“And now we'd better get along to
school, or they'll suspect that some-
thing's wrong. We're late as it is.”

But Tania drew back gquickly. She
could not face the jolly crowd at
school after what ad happered.
She could not imeet Mr. Barnard's
shrewd, kindly glance without be-
traying what was on her mind.

“Not now, Gerry,” she said.
“Tania go back to her home—to
think. To-morrow, perhaps, she come

to school.”
“0f course.” The hoy nodded
understandingly. *Just as you wish.

They knew you were upset after what
happened on the ship, and they won't
be surprised if you don’t turn up.
But—he careful, Tanial!” he added
gently. "Don't run any more risks.
If you n_ged lelp, you know where to

find me. .
He gripped her hand, smiling
charmingly, and Tanla saw him

waving to her as she darted into the
shadow of the trees.

Her mind torn by conflicting
emotions, the jungle girl paddled her
canoe back towards her forest home.

The sky that had been so biue
when they set out that morning was

now strangely pale; the sun gleamed

like a coppery disc.

Tania knew that a storm
threatened, but her trouhbhled
thoughts were hent on other matters
closer to her heart. . :

Reaching_her home, she found
Michi angy Bimbo awaiting her. The
panther was strangely restless, his
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sleek fur ruffled, his tail lashing as
he sniffed the sultry air.

Bimbo, chattaring excitably, ran up
and down the Iadder of woven
creepers, to spring finally on to his
young mistress’ shoulders, holding
tightly to her halr as though for
protection.

Tania soothed her pets as she pre-
pared her midda; meal of fruilt and
nuts. After the meal—of which

ate the major share—the
jungle girl called Michi and examined
the panther's wound.

It was nearly healed, thanks to the
ointment and bandages that Dave
had given her and his skilful instruc-
tions that she had so carefully fol-
lowed.

Tania's eyves were smarting as she
applied the final dressing: as she
tucked away the ointment and

. bandages, and the scissors that she

had so proudly worn as a Kecpsake.

The sight of Dave's gilts—the
men.ory of his kindness—were more
than she could bear.

For the rest of that day she kept

near her homse, unhappy, restless.
In the morning, after a disturbed
night, Dave was still on her mind.
. But soon the approaching storm
forced her mind to more practical
matters. She was not thinking of
herself, but her pets, especially
Michi, who hated storms.

Wwith sudden determination, she
rose to her feet. She would take her

eti to a safe spot before the storm

roke,

Tania Lknew the very place, shel-
telieci and securc from the wildest
gale.

That secret cave in the cliffs that
she called the Grotto of Shells.

“Come, Michi! Come, Bimbo!”

She climbed down the swaying
ladder, Bimho swinging after her,
while Michi sprang from the platform
in a graceful, noiseless bound.

Foliowing the banks of the wind-
ingh stream, she came at length in
sight of the great cliff, with itg screen
of trailing creeper—beyond *which,
hidden from azll eyes, was the mys-
terious cavern she had discovered by
accident many moons ago.

Only just in time. The clouds
troke as she hurried forward, and the
torrential rain beat on the swaying
palms. Suddenly a vivid flash of
lightning split the gloom.

A choking cry escaped Tania's lips.
She halted at the small entrance to
the Grotto of Shells, her dark eyes
wide with horrified accusation.

A boy stood in the entrance, He
turned towards her, a tattered,
yvellowed map clutched in his hand.

“Dave!” cried Tania brokenly. "It
is you—with my map!"”
TANIA MAKES .
A PRISONER
“Tania!”
Dave took a step
back, a startled ex-
pression in his grey

eyes. .
Tania slowly entered

the cave, her gaze iastened on the
precious map. )
There had been no mistake. Gerry

had been right. Dave was the
treacherous thief! Dave was her
enemy !

“Tania,” sald Dave, reaching out



his hand, “what—what on

you d.nigg here—in this storm?

jugufldenlsang‘er into the
e '8 eyas,

‘&o ﬁnkl" she cried. “Do not
come near me, boy of the false heart
who pretended to be my friend!”

“Tania, -are -
Dave. .;'Do you

B8y 2
er hand trembling, the jungle
girl Ipointed at the tattered map.
“Tanip knows what her eyes have
shown her and what her ears have
heard!” she exclaimed. "Sne has

12,

XC] .
seen Dave laughrll.ng with her enemy,.
T

and . now she § him with the
paper he has stolen! Dave, who came
to her with words of friendship 2

“Tania, I am your Iriend!” ex-
claimed Dave, his face white and
stern, “For goodness’ sake listen to
me! I-—I found your map—never
mind where. When you saw me with
Stanhope yesterday I was bluffing
him tryln%‘ to discover where it was
bidden. This morning I found it.
Then the storm came, andi I shel-
tered- =

A clap of thunder drowned his
words, and Michi growled uneasily.

Tania stood at the entrance of the
cave, her ﬂnggr pointing, her dark
eyes stony wi contempt, -

“What are words?” she demanded.
“8So many words has Tania heard
from Dave—words of kindness that
made her heart weak. Was it not
Dave who told her to hide the
precious book in the jungle, and who
sent word to the mate that he might
steal it from  her "

"Tg';nla——you can't that

pelieve

I— %
“Wwas it not Dave,” persisted the 100™

jungle girl accusingly, "who spoke
false words against erry, so that
Tania distrusted him?"”

“Gerry ! burst out Dave, “I mi

eght
have guessed he was behind this!
Why, the rotten tricxster——"

“Stop! You shall not say that
about Gerry—my friend!”

“Your friend!” Dave made 2
furious gesture. “That’s not true!
Do you hear me. Tania? That fellow
doesn't know the meaning of the
word friendship. He's just blufing
you for his own purpose!”

Tania’'s chin came up.

“More false words!"” she said scorn-

fully. “But Tania is not deceived.
lee' me the map—my map—at
once!" .

Dave hesitated.

“You mean to give it to Gerry?”
he challenged.

The jungle girl stiffened.

“Tania will do as she wishes with
what is her own!”

“Right!” snapped Dave, crushing
{he map in his hand. “Then I'll keep
it, Tania, till 1 can make you see
sense! Vou'd better walt here and
shelter from the storm., I'm going
to—""

He made to brush past her, but
fania barred his way, her hands out-
.tretched, her eyes blazing.

Anger had transformed the timid,
appealing jungle girl whom Dave
knew into someone he had never
seen before.

“Dave shall not leave with Tania’s
map ! she exclaimed. "Michi, guard
the false one illl Tanla returns!™

A deep, ominous snarl rumbled in
the panther's throat as it crouched
peside its young mistress.

Dave looKed startled. .

“Look here, Tania, you don't seri-
ously imagine that {ou can keep me
here against my will?”

Tania laughed—a

laugh.

“Michi will guard you, as I have
ordered. But even without him Dave
could not escape. None but Tania
has ever set foot in this grotto betore
you came, and Tania alone knows its

secrets.

“What are you going to do?” de-
manded Dave, starting forward as the
jungle girl sprang back through the
mouth of the eave.

But a warning snarl from the
panther momentarily checked him.

“Will you give Tania back her
map?’ cried the jungle girl.
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soft, scornful

earth are

yeu crazy?” gasped
know- what you are

-

“Nol" retorted Dave...
m‘&_—" - e
He broke’ ]

slight weight against a boulder at
the en ce—d massive  stone, “so
pr C - balanced. that it rocked -
at the slightest touch. - -

e

secret of the rock is known
to Tania!” called the jungle
girl, “Dave need not fear, for there
is air to breathe, but his veiee will
not be heard by his friends, and
Tanig will not let him go until he -
gives back the map he stolel” -

Dave’s ~shout «f protest was
drowned by a sound-like thunder as
the .great stone rolled across the
entrance of the grotto, plunging the
cave into darknzss.

RESCUE IN
THE STORM
Sam  Perkins, his
sou'-wester and o0il-
skins drippin with
water; p open

the door of the jungle
school-room, slamming
it against the gale. .

Mr. Barnard started to his feet,
and there came a questioning
clamour from the youthful cast-
aAways.

“Any news, Sam?” demanded Mr.
Barnard. .

The handyman sailor mopped his
face, panting for breath.

“T've just signalled to the ship, sir.
Cap'n Rawlins’ compliments, and
everything’s O.K. there. But he's
r.ot seen anything of Master Dave.”

The master frowned, and an
snxious whisper went round the

“I can't understand it!” he ex-
claimed. “Dave went out early this
morning, saying that he'd be back in
time for class. Nothing's been seen
of him since then, though I sent
G-aéry to search the beach for him
and——"

“Here comes Gerry!"” put in plump
Tim Burcheli.

Gerry appeared in the doorway, a
soaked raincoat over his Khaki
slacks and open-necked shirt. Grin-
ning ruefully, he wrung the moisture
from his clothes.

“Not a sign of Mim anywhere
on the beach, sir,” he declared. “But
T found traces of footprints on the
jungle path. It looks as though he's
gone exploring ior some reason."”

Mr. Barnard bit his lip as the rain
lashed against the windows.

“The boy must have taken leave of
his senses!” he exclaimed. “In a gale
like this, anything might happen.”

He strode anxiously from his desk
and stared out across the rain-swept
clearing,

"I want volunteers for a search-

party!” he said abruptly. “Three of
you voys — Gerry, Tim, Jeff.
Right, that’ll be enough. We'll

search the forest in the vicinity of
the camp. Dave may have met with
an accident.”

There was 2 hasty scramble for
raincoats.

“You others will see to the tents,”
continued the master. “If this storm
gets worse we may lose a lot of valu-
able stores. Thank goodness no harm
has eome to the ship so far, though
the waves look pretty dangerous out
on the reef.”

“What about the meals, sir?"” asked
Sam Perkins, “The kitchen's pretty
nigh fiooded, an’- the fire’s gene
i 5

“The girls will help there,” said Mr.
Barnard briskly. “Moyra, get a garw
together and give Sam a and.
Resitgiy, you boys? Right! Then let's

Followed by the eager search-
pairty, he headed out into the driving
rain.

The others crowded towards the
store tents and the open-air kitchen,
anxious to assist.

The food stores, in particular,
needed moving, and, under Sam's
direction, they piled sacks of flour,
eases of tea, and tinned previsions
under the shelter of a puge tar-
paulin, pegging it to the und.

1 ;'M.ij %
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worried expr!
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“Dave's : s :

red @ Pat .

ession. on.
ce. .

the ghip, and t!

was all that talk about Ner stolen
he seems to ha X

on Bls e girl's brought nothin

“That jungle girl's nothing
but trouble to the P eat m
Moyra Curtis rather Y.
can't think what everyone sees
ber. Just because she’s quaint a
appealing, tnz boys seem to thin
that butter won't Iuelt-in her meuth.
If you ask me, she’s as ¢ g as &
young monkey, and *

Suadenly came a warning ery from
one of the boys:

“Look out, tnere, you girls! Mind
that tree!”

Moyra started back, but Pat
Saunders, who was knoeking in
a tent-peg, was taken off her guard.
A huge, splintered bough, sna
by the gale, came crashing down irem
cne of the tall trees that shaded the
clearing.

The next instant Pat would have
been erusied beneath it. But in that
split second a slight, agile figure
sprang from the bushes, dragging
Pat clear in the nick of time.

A shout of relief and surprise went
up as everyone rushed on te the
scene.

*“Tania !

»Gosh, that was a near shavel”

“Where on earth did you spring
from, Tania?”

Her dark eyes wary, her breath
coming quickly, the Jjungle girl
looked from one to the ether. FPat
caught her gratefully by the hand.

~Tania, you probably sav my
life!” she declared.

“Tanis glad,” sald the jungle girl.
“But now—now she must back to
ger home, where her animals wait for

oT =

“Here, not so fast!” exclaimed ene
of the boys warmly, “We can't let
her go like this, can we, ehaps? She
must wait and see . Barnard——"

“No—please!” The jungle girl was
looking round her rather desper-
ately. “Tania must go——"

“But why, Tania?’ asked Pat.
“Look, the rain's stopped, the storm’s
practically over, and——'

“Here is Mr. Barnard!"
sudden shout.

The little search-party appeared
at that moment from the tress, and
it was plain from their worried ex-
pressions that they had had no luck.

A. Tush was made towards the
master, to inform him of what had
happened. He listened, then strode
up, followed by Gerry and the other

koys.

“Tania!” he exclaimed, taking her
by the hand. “This is a surprise !
I've just been hearing about your
very plucky act. But what brought
you to the camp in this weather?”

Tanla shook her head, & stubborn
gleam, in her eyes.

Mr. Barnard's puzzled expression
deepened, while the others exchanged
curious glances. .

At that moment there came a gasp
from Moyra Curtis, who had crossed
over to the bushes from behind
which Tania had appeared.

“Look |” she cried, and held some-
thing up.

It was

Ber freckled
ought

in
nd
k

came a

the jungle girl’s woven
basket, in whichh she usually cel-
lected fruit. Now it was filled to the
brim with food from the stores—bis-
cuits, tins of beans, packets of butter,

and jars of jam—all bundled in at

random and without any idea of

choice. i
“Goodness "’ exclaimed Moyra. “Se

that's what she's been up to—steal-
ing food from the kitchen——"
There came a gasp of protest from
Pat and the others.
“Not stealing, Moyra!” cut in Mr.
Barnard rather sharply, though his

(Please turn o page 107.)
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" Slick, The Boy Inventor, Wit Make You Laugh In This Week’s Grand Sally & Co. Story

THE COLONEL IS ANNOYED

o OW let me see!’ Sally Warner,
seated in a steamer chalr on
the . promenade deck of the

Ocean Star, paused, wrinkled up her

pretty blue eyes in the brilliant sun-

shine and stared ~down at the
writing-pad on her knee. “Johnny's
giving a turn on the guitar, with Don
at the drums. Then Oh, bother,

I've run out of ink."”

She shook her pen vigorously.

“Hang on a Jiffy, Sally, I'll get
mine,” volunteered Don Weston.

“No need for that, brother,” said a
rather nasal voice behind him.

“Here's my latest invention, Sally.

The everflow pen. ‘If vour ink is

gett".‘mg low, use an everflow.” Snappy,

“Oh!” In some apprehension Sally
looked at the profiered pen, with its
queer barrel-shaped attachment on
one end, then at the tall, thin,
serious-faced boy, whose solemn eyes
were alight with pride behind his
large horn-rimmed spectacles. “You
—you're sure it works, Slick?”

“Works? Say, you kidding?" Slick,
otherwise Samuel Leander Kaplin of
Delroit, U.S.A., looked pained. “Go
ahead, Sal, try it. ‘Once you'try it
you'll’ want to buy it,’" he added,
quoting proudly one of his inter-
minable slogans.

“Once you use it you'll want to lose
it,” countered Fay Manners with a

chuckle, ~

glick ignored that. He was a new
student, having joined the floating
coliege at the last port of call.

He allowed' no levity where his
precious inventions were concerned,
and as he produced on_an average two
new inventions per day, there was,
consequently, little time for fun and
games in his busy life. 2 .

But Slick made plenty of amuse-
ment for the chums, and guite a lot
of worry. For his inventions had a
nasty habit of going wrong, some-
times with amusing and sometimes
with disastrous consequences for the

user.
*all right,” Sally sald now.’
somewhat gingerly she applied the
pen to the paper, and In some sur-
prise saw the nib working neatly, and

then :

“Oh, golly!"” she cried in dismay.

“The everiow's overflowed,"” chortled
Johnny Briggs.

“Might as well try writing with a
distemper brush,” declared Don.

“ghucks! Had a notion the flow
was too fast through that barrel. I'll
fix that all right.” And quite un-
concernedly Slick fished in his pocket
and produced another object. "This
is my ‘raseabout.’” he said proudly.

“Your whatter?” asked Dan faintly.

“Automatic eraser—just press the
lever and it works with a ecircular
motion, completely eliminating any
exertion on the user's part,” explained
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slick. *“‘'If you want to rub it out,
use the raseabout,’” he added.

Salfy gingerly took the queer con-
traption, applied the four little metal

prongs each holding an ink eraser to
the pad, and rather flinchingly
pressed the lever.

Frantically the erasers scrabbled
over the paper, removing the blob of
ink by the simple method of clawing
through to the page beneath, and
then, before Sally realised what was
%)gppening, to several pages beneath

at.

“you ought to patent that as an
excavator,” grinned Don.

In stony silence, though with her
lips twitching, Sally handed back the
“ rageabout.” Very unconcernedly
Blick tock it, peered at it.

“Guess the friction’s a little too
hard—I'll fix that, too,” he said
amiably, and with a r absent-
minded nod at the chums he ambled

off,

While Sally. glancing from the
blobby, screwed-up pad to her help-
less chums, suddenly lay back in her
chair and shook with laughter.

“Golly, if his demonstration of
inventions at the eoncert to-night is
Emng to be anything like that, he’ll

ave the audience in stitches,” she
chuckled, dabbing at her eyes. “He’ll
be—I say,” she added, her laughter
suddenly vanishing and a look of
concern taking its place, “the colonel
looks a little put-out.”

That was a gross understatement.
Colonel PBrough, late of the Indian
Army, was a first-class passenger on
board the Ocean Star. Always of a

.somewhat peppery disposition, he was

now positively purple with anger. It
bristied in .every line of his severely
waxed moustache, in every hair of his
bushy eyebrows.

“G-good morning, colonel,” said Fay
faintly as he approached,

“Good morning? Nonsense, awful
morning,” barked the colonel,

“H-have you found your pieces of
p-paper yet?” ventured Sally.

The colonel drew himself up. Even
his ears turned crimson.

“My pieces of paper, young lady.”
he sald with biting sarcasm, “are a
collection of the most minute mathe-
matical calculations
daily progress, and our position In
relation to—but bah! You wouldn't
understand. Somebody,” he barked,
“has touched those papers. They
couldn’t disappear by themselves—
it's sabotage, that's what it Iis.
Sabotage!”

“you could have mislaid them,”
suggested Don

“T couldn't!” ro:i'fg the colone!, '

“But that’s not He looked
grimly at the four faces regarding
him, “There's either a practical joker
or a maniac aboard this ship—I'm
inclined to the latter view. Lock at
my hair!™

With a furious gesture he swept off

of the ship's’

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

his Panama hat and pointed to his

. sand-coloured hair.

“Tt—it looks very tidy,” said Sally

hopefully,
“Tidy?® The colonel gritted his
teeth. “It's glued down—immovable,

Yesterday I found a free sample of
hair-cream outside my cabin. It bore
some foolish slogan—ah, ' Slickfix for
a slick fix., This is the result.”

In trepidation the ehums looked at
cne another. Slickfix, of course, was
another Slick invention.

“Whoever did it should be thrashed
—they should be put in irons and
thrown off at the nearest port. Bah!"

The colonel slapped his hand down
on the table beside Sally—then gave
an anguished howl, glaring at a metal
object which had suddenly become
clipped to one of his fingers,

“Pake it off! ‘Take it off!" he
roared.

With an inward groan Don grabbed
the object and released the colonel’s

finger. He glanced at his three
chums.
“Slick's patent cigar-cutter,” he

muttered. But despite his low voice
the colonel heard.
glick 1" he muttered. "That name
again. Do you _realise that—that
thing has practically removed the top
joint of my finger?"’ This was a gross
exaggeration, of course, I cancel my
remark about him being thrown oif
at the next port—he should be
thrown off now,” bellowed the
colonel. “I’ll find out who this person
is! Tl tell the captain! I'll—bah!”

And with a withering glare at the
chums the colonel stalked off,

“As you say, Sally, a little put-out,”
remarked Don., “But I say, If he finds
old Slick 1

“He'll complain to the captain—
he'll stop him from entering the
concert. to-night,” said Sally in alarm.
“Oh, come on, let’s find the chump,
tell him to apologise to the colonel.
It might smooth things aver.”

They knew exactly where to look

for Slick,. He was down in the
carpenters’ shop where he put
together his inventions. He listened

rather absently to the chums® story.

“I like that old battleaxe,” he said
casually. “Wish I could invent some-
thing to help him find his precious
papers. But that chair over there
will be a humdinger when it's
finished. ' I heard him say he couldn't
find a comfortable chair—— But
never mind that now—what about
this?’ And -proudly Slick indicated
the ohject in front of him, *This is
the Whizz! ‘Let the Jerk shirk, the
Whizz will do the work,”” he added.

“The—the Jerk?’ asked Sally
puzzledly. '

“Sure, the soda jerk—the guy who
fixes the ice-cream sodas. This does
the work for him. See—soda and ice
in here, press the lever. Now get an
eveful of this.” !

There was a whirr, a splutter. Out
flew a splatter of white drops. :

“Slick, my blouse!"” protested Fay.

“Look !

Hm, bit spotty. Sorry, Fay, but
T'll fix it.” Slick raked around, pro-
duced a bottle. “Special stain re-
mover—removes anyth " he added,
dabbing vigorously at Fay's flower-
patterned blouse. -
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‘rhe chums watched -with “interest,-

which turned to surprise as the siains
disappeared. Then Sally gave a cry:

“Fuy—the flowers! They're dis-
appearing, too. Oh, my hat!”

“He sald it removed _everything,”
remarked” Johnny,. 1
and change it, Fay, otherwise it will
remove you, too. As a matter of fact,

we'll all go.’ E S
“So-long," sald 8lick .equably. “T'll
hurry on_ with thé chair for the
colowel. But in the meantime I've
mmade a swell present for the old boy,”
he added: “I've. given It. to the
steward to put on his table at lunch.”
And with a nod he turned away.

In petrified dismay the four chums
stured-at oune another,  Another in-
ventien - to .smooth..1the . colonel over!
Wasn't that just like Slick? If that
invention was anything like the pre-
vious ones it was liable to send-the
rolonel hoppirig mad: . Instead of

a{)pearing. at the concert to-night
sSlick would more probably be con-
fined to his cabin, with all sorts of
direcl 'mmishments hanging over his
head!

THE COLLAPSIBLE
STICK

“We've got to .get
that parcel before the
colonel %ets it,’” de-
clared Sally.

“And  pitch ‘it over-
board before the old
boy sees it,” added Don,

With Sally leading, the Merry-
makers charged into .the dining-
saloon, oblivious of the pained glances
of the other passengers. Quickly
Sally looked over to the colonel’s
table, her heart missing a beat as she
saw the steward placing a parcel on
his chair.
no sign of the colonel.

Like a flash Sally darted across the
room and us the steward turned his
back she made a grab for the parcel,
And at the same time the colonel’s
voice boomed over her shoulder :

“Well, steward, where's this parcel
you had for me?”

“Here, sir.” The steward motioned
to the chalr, then his eyes bulged.
Quickly he lifted the cloth, looked
underneath the table. *“Why. it was
here, sir,” he said in stupefied tones.
“I put it here a moment ago.”

In alarm Sally looked huntedly
around, her hands clasping the parcel
hehind her back. But she was
hemmed in. In front of her was the
steward, behind her the colonel, and
tubles on either side.

N Anothereapracticnl joke, eh?” the
colonel ask menacingly. And then
he caught sight of Sally who, looking
the very essence of guilt, was still
trving to wriggle her way out. “Do
vou know amything about this?” he

harked.

»—I——" blurted Sally. *Oh,
golly. colonel, I——"

“Ah!" The colonel gave a grunt

of satisfaction as, suddenly whip-
ping out .a hand, he swung Sally
round. “I thought so. We'll go
into your -reasons for this queer

hehaviour after I've opened my
present.” :

‘' Colonel, please!” cried Sally in an
ngony of  apprehension. “I—I

shouldn't open it if I were you.
I—I'm sure you wouldn't like it.”

“Not vour type of thing at all,”
put in Don desperately.

“ Allow me decide that for
myself, young man,” replied the
colcnel crushingly. ''Now, what the
dickens——" He lifted out a card,
read it frowningly. **Guess this
little gift will make us buddies again!
H'm! An adjustable walking-stick,
~h? ' Suitable for anyone from a
dwarf to a giant.”"”

He glanced at it pleasedly, whiie
Don and Sally star at each other
with the fervent hope in their eyes
that at least this invention would
work without a hitch.”

“Press the lever—ah!"” With the
delight of a small boy the colonel
watched as the stick gradually
lengthened, then, as it reached the
required hzight. he pressed another
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“You'd better go-

-the colonel,

eh?” he

But, fortunately there was-

lever. “A very handsome- present
indeed. -I- who——" =~

‘The colonel never finished wond
ing,. For as he spoke he leaned

watch, y-and Don tightly shu
their eyes, flinching as.a beavy thud
announced that the colonel had
reached -the floor. When - they
opened. them  again ‘they saw that
breathing heavily, was
staring through narrowed eyes at the
stick, which had gone back to its
original six-inch length.

“ Another one of those inventions,
ritted. *“ The Slick-stick!
That Slick person again. I'll slick
him, the *jackanapes. 'I'll keep this
stick ‘and. break every bone his
body with it. I'll—7 : :

“Hi, there, Sal-—everything jake?”
asked Slick's volice. : : ;
“* Oooh!™  Sally %ave a walling cry.
She turned, grabbing Slick’'s arm.
“Oh, S-Samuel,” she 'said in a
strangled voice. “There's soms-
%hing I must show you—over here
¥ ¥

With Slick eyein
alarm, she dragged

her in some
im out of the

roomn, leaned faintly against the wall’

outside.

“You've done it again” she
wailed.. “You chump! You ass!
You fat-head——" She paused for

breath. *That stick collapsed.” »
“Is that s50?" asked Slick inter-
estedly. ‘' Say, it ;_won't. take me a

minute to fix that.

“You'll fix nothing.” With deter-
mination Sally grabbed his arm and
drew him back as he started towards
the dining-room, *You've, done
enough fixing. You're going to keep
out of sight——"' .

“But what about lunch?” asked
tSllcktreason&bky; * Gee, & Buy’s got
o eat——"" .

“Then & guy can eat somewhere
far removed from the colonel,”
repiled Sally firmly. “Maybe—just
maybe, mark you—Ilf we keep you
out of sight until to-night the
colonel may have calmed down a
little, Otherwise, therelll be
concert for you, my lad.”

“shucks, that would be too bad,”
protested Slick. “I've got quite a lot
of gadgets I want to demonstrate.
Okay, Sal, if that's what you want—
just have something sent down to
my- workshop. . I'll - finish off my
chair,” he added as he trotted off. "I
still think that's a cinch to put old
battleaxe in a good mood.”

~Oh, jumping catfish!” mutterced
Sally hopelessly. ‘' He'll never learn.”

Worriedly, trylng -to make herseif
as inconspicuous as possible, she
made her way to her table where
Don, looking somewhat crestiallen,
had just taken his place.

“How's the colonel?” Sally whis-

“And T

pered.

“ Awful!” ‘hissed Don. A
pelieve he's got & pretty good idea
of Slick's identity. Sally, we've got
to Kkeep those two apart until the
concert—and especially we've got to
keep Silck's inventions away from the
colonel from now on.”

“But the chair,” Sally wailed.
“He's working on it now. He's dead
keen on giving it to the colonel.”

Don and -Johnny looked at each
other, Simultaneously they re-
placed their Kknives and forks on
their plates and rose to their feet.

“Where are you going?” asked
Fay in surprise.

“To get that chair,” replied Don

no

grimly.
* And pitch it  overboard if
necessary,” added Johnny. *We're

going to make sure it doesn't come
anywhere within range of the
colonel.” . :
“Good! I'm with you,” sald Sally.
‘“Come on, Fay.” .
It was, they realised, an ideal time

to carry out their purpose, with the

majority of the passengers at lunch.

Somewhat grimly they made their
way down to the carpenters’ shop,
Slick, busy at his chair, straightened
up as they entered.

“Yowve come at a swell time,” he
said in satisfied tones. “I've just
finished. ' Get & load of it,” he
added, looking proudly at the chair.

weight heavily on the stick. Unér};‘
tolg eagﬂf_n e stick. - aﬁ:

=i

Ysn't it & beaut?  Hay, 1
gl v st
St;‘!"W.e"ve' g: to. take it sald
el e % hkven:
-where,” . - 87 ol AN
“Meaning that this ¢

ever,” explained -
Sligk, but it’s for your owi.gos g
- “Quit kidding,” said Blick: uncoh-
cernedly. “Can't think of i
for it,” he added I'm
calling it the Rapture—that's the
feeling it gives you when you. sit 1
i Hey, what's the idea?"".- + *
For Sally & Co. had replaced argu
ment by action. While Johnny
the alarmed inventor at bay, ‘Den,
Bally and Fay carried the chair out
of the door.. Johnn

ing the door behind him, >
‘The carpenters will be back in
twenty minutes,” he alled

“They'll let you out—if you haven't

invented a way out before.” - .
Heedless of Slick's yells they

plodded on with the chair. .
“Where to?” asked Johnny.
“In one of the:lifeboats.”

Sally with sudden inspiration.

“They won't be inspected again for
a while, and at least the chalr will

he out of the way until after the,

coneert.”

Fortunately, the service 1t was
not being used. It took only a
matter of moments for the chums
to whiz up to the promenade deck
which, luckily, at this hour was
deserted.

They eased the chair out of the

lift. left-1t for a moment while they
unhook

scurried along the deck to -
the canvas cover of one of the life-
boats. And as the{1 did so a startled
yell from along t
rang in their ears. ;
Tense with alarm, the chums
straightened up, then as one uhey
turned and bolted back to where
they had left the chair.
Then Sally gave a cry of dismay.
For the chalr, empty before, now had

an occupant—a man who threshed’

around wildly in an effort to free
himself from the chair which
?ou:ﬁnslng as he had seated himself
n it,
around him

“ All that trouble to keeg the thing

away from Colonel Brough,” groaned
on,
“And it's caught the captain him-
self,” finished Sally miserably.

MAKING
PEACE

release the captain
from those envelogmg
folds, during which
time the chums, scar-
let -faced, had to
listen to a non-stop flow of not very
flattering comment.

It was Johnny who, accldentally
touching a knob, sent the chair
quivering bhack to its org%inni shape.
A very rufled, very dignified captain
straightened himself up and glared
at the chums.

“1 suppose this could be looked
upon as a joke, if one had that queer
sort of mind,"” he snapped. -

*But really, sir, it wasn't us,” pro-
tested Johnny, “And, anyway, it
wasn't made for you—It was for
Colonel Brough-—~

A warning kick from Sally stopped
him, but it was too late.

“Colonel Brough?" The captain’'s
tone was curt. ‘Surely you reallse
I cannot have my passengers
annoyed——" .

“But that’s the point. sir,” broke
in Sally desperately. “ It was because
we didn’t want him annoyed that we
were hiding it.”

*“I haven't time to go into all this
now,” the captain said gruffly. “Just
leave the chair here. I'll get one of
the stewards to remove it. eantime,
as a mark of my displeasure at such
a foolish joke, I must ask you to
refrain from appearing at my concert
to-night.” .

And heedless of their cry of protest,

(Please turn to the back page.)
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‘fh%"fqne:-;’l’_hat. Started Noel And-June On An Ahia;ing Adventure

" OW for a couple of hours’
shopping!” June Gaynor
smiled, “Some of these

American styles are so attractive it's

hard to know what to choose!”

The 1 detective and her famous
oel Raymond, were staying in
Hollywood. where Noel was giving
expert advice on a film dealing with
Scotland Yard.

This particular day, however, June
nad journeyed over to the city of
Los Angeles to see the sights and do
a little shopping by the way. She
was thoroughly enjoying her walk
down one of the gay, busy, tree-linec
houlevards.

“My word, what an attractive
zirl!" she murmured suddenly, * But
she looks worried.” )

Coming towards her on the
thronged pavement was a slim, dark
girl in a trim, emerald-green jacket
and swaying, ballerina skirt. Yetu
June's keen eyes had noted at once
the almost desperate expression on
that girl’s face. N

She didn’t seem to notice the iraffic
and the crowds and the gay shop
windows. Until suddenly

Her eyes met June's, as she drew
almost level with the girl detective,
and something like a fash of recogni-
tion seemed to dawn on her face,

She threw a lightning glance over
her shoulder and then quickly
stepped sideways, bumping into June
as if by accident. There was fear
in her dark ?ea as, for a brief second,
she gripped June's arm,

“Bay—L guess I'm sorry!” she mur-

mured.

At the same Instant June felt some-
thing pressed into the palm of her

and,

“ Pleage—use this!" the girl said in
a swift whisper. " Carlos is follow-
ing,-and I dare not say more-—"

That was all June heard, for next
:noment the girl had swung away,
after throwing her one more des-
perate %ls.nce of appeal. Into the
crowd she vanished, but not before
June had noticed something else.

A tall, dark boy had loomed up out
of  the shifting throng. Head erect,
he carried himself proudly, walking
with long, easy strides. And his eyes
were fixed on the girl in the swaying
ballerina skirt. Swiftly he followed

hrer,

“He must be Carlos!” June thought
amazedly. “The boy she sald was
shadowing her!” .

The whole incident was over in a
few seconds, almost before June had
realised it had happened. Her pulses
guickening, she stepped back against
a shop window, looking down the
pavement.

But both the girl and the boy who
wiie trailing her were out of sight
now, lost in the throng.

Drawing a deep breath, June gazed
at the object the girl had pressed
into her palm. It was a folded slip or
paper. Ag she opened it out, her
puzzlement grew.

“Welll Of all the strange things!"”
she murmured. ‘

For it was a cloak-room ticket,
issued from the railway terminus, for
one suitcase deposited at the left-

1 - office.

hatever June had expected, it cer-
tainly wasn't that! Why on earth
should a complete stranger have
pressed. it into her hand, begging her
to use it? Why had she seemed so
tense. and frightened, and why was

that boy Carlos following her?
© . One thing

was quite clear, however,
For some reason she couldn't fathom,
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% MYSTERY
MUSICAL BOX

' THE PUZZLING CLOAK-ROOM TICKET

3
)

~

that irightened girl in the ballerina
skirt wanted her to claim_ a suitcase
that had been left at the rallway
terminus.

* And that,” June decided promptly,
“is what I'd better do—right now!”

Her shopping forgotten, she hailled
a stream-lined taxi, and a few
minutes later was standing by the
cloak-room counter, handing the
ticket to the official on the other side.

It was a very ordinary-looking bag
that he brought her in exchange.
Just a small suitcase, light in weight.

Yet June's heart beat more quickiy
as she lifted it, What was itg Im-

rtance? ¥ had that girl seemed
vitally concerned that she should
claim 1t? And, now she had got it,
what was she to do with it?

That last question, at any rate, was
soon answered,

“I"1 take it to nunky,” June said to
herself. *"He may be able to throw
some light on the affairt’

It was_some time later when she
reached Hollywood, but, fortunately,
her famous uncle was in the rooms
they had taken in a skyscraper hotel,
He looked up from & pile of papers in
surprise,

“1 didn't expect you back till after
lunch, June,” he smiled. “Don't tell
{)ne 'you couldn’t find anything to

uy!”

June shook her head as carefully
she placed the case on his desk.

“J haven't bought a single thing,
nunky!” she declared. * All I've got is
this case, and I don't know what it is.

whom it belongs to, or why I should -

have it!” :

And, as Noel gazed at her in quizzi-
cal surprise, June told him briefly
what had occurred. She could see
that he was intrigued by her story as
he gazed with interest at the suitease.

“Nunky! That girl was desperately
scared !" exclaimed June. *“But why
should she hand that cloak-room
ticket to a complete stranger?"

*That's not easy to answer, June,”
he replied. *But if she was being
shadowed, possibly she was afraid to
claim the case herself. Could you
describe the boy who was tralling
her?”

June nodded.

“I'd know him again anywhere,” she
said. *“He was tall, dark, romantic-
looking. I suppose if his name's
Carlos he ‘might be a South American.
But, nunky, 1 can’t see that the girl's
any better off now, for she. won't
know where to look for her bag.”

“It's o strange affair,
Noel agreed. *Bui don’'t forget, my
dear, that you had your picture in
the papers yesierday in connection
with the ‘Prisco gang we ran to earth.
It's possible the girl may have seen

, and recognised you. In which
case I think it likely she may Know

- he said grimly.

certainly,” -

By PETER LANGLEY

where we're staying and call here to
claim the bag, or else ring us up——"'

Even as the voung detective npoke
the phone bell shrilled suddenly.

Noel picked up the receiver,

“Noel Raymond speaking!”

A girl's velce spoke at the aother
end in a tonc of immense relief.

*“Oh, thank goodness it's you, Mr.

Raymond!” Heér voice was low,
musieal—yet agitated. "I am Lola
Novarro. 1 recognised your partner

and handed her a left-luggage ticket.
Say—did she secure that case safely?”

The question sounded desperately
anxious.

“The case is here in my office. Miss
Novarro,” Noel answered quietly.

“ Then—please—open it!” the girl's
voice rushed on. *‘Follow the in-
structions, and—oh!”

Noel anxlously grew tense, for Lola
Novarro's words had ended In a
frightened scream,

“It's Carlos!” he heard her burst
out in muffled tones. ‘“He's followed
me in here! He’s attacking 1

And that was all, To Noel's urgent
questions there was ne further
answer. The phone was dead.

“Sounds as if the girl was seized
from behind while she was speaking,”
“I'll get through to
the Exchange and ask them to trace
where that call came from. That
may help us.”

Swiftly Noel did so, the Exchange-
promising to ring back as soon as
they had the necessary information.

“She mentioned the name Carlos,
June,” Noel went on, turning from
the phone. *Everything points to
the fact that he attacked her while
she was phoning. And she wants us
to open the case and follow certain
instructions it may contain.”

June exclaimed in excitement.
~ Carlos! The dark, romantic-look-
ing boy who had been shadowing
Lola Novarro. And it seemed he had
crept up behind her tréacherously as
she phoned.

But why? What did it mean? . ;

The case was locked, hut Noel
fetched a tool-kit, and very soun
foreed back the catches.

June watched eageriy as he swung
open the lid of this mysterious suit-
case, around which a baffling mystery .
seemed to centre. He Ii out the
single object it contained, and a cry
of amazement broke from June. i
5 It was an old-fashioned musical-

ox !

And attached to it was a reughly

printed message:
* TUNE

3. DURSLEY FAIR AND
CIRCUS, TWIST THE DRAGON'S,
TOOTH.”
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THE DRAGON'S -
"TOOTH

“ Well, my dear! You
nly - encountered

a _ strange- mystery in

- Angeles,”  Noel

. said quietly. “But

since we. were asked to

follow the mstructions we 11 do 0.
We'll play tune three!”

Therc was a tiny indicator on the
musieal-box, with' an arrow that
could he pomted to . any. of the
numbers from one to four, n.ccordlnz
to which tune was reqguired. = Noel
moved. it. towards _number _three
wound up the muslcal-box and set 1t
working.

A haunting little tune tinkled out.

June listened in growing. wonder-.'

ment. What could that fune signify?
And what was the meaning %f t B
reference to the dragon's toot
Dursley Fair?

And, above all, what had happened
to Lola Novarro Was she In peril?
How could they help her?

The gay little tune tinkled to its
finish, but before either of them
cgulld speak the phone bell rang
again

It was the Exchange, to say that
the previous call had been traced It
had come from a public call-box at a
spot kKhown as Baring Corner, on the
road- to Beverly Hills,

**And that's on the way to Dursley.
t00,” Noel said, jumping to his feet.
“'S0 that settles it, June! I'Ve a feel-
ing we may find the key to the
mystery at the fair and circus, and.on
the way I'll examine that phone-box."

They were very soon in Noel's car,
speedlug away,

Baring Corner Noel stopped the

car and ran to the phone kiosk which -
stood a little way back from the main .

road, in a lonely spot not overlooked
by other buildings.

Noe! spent some time there.. He
examined the-interior of the kiesk
carefully, and swung the door to and
fro several times.

* Nunky, vou've discovered. some-
thing!” June challenged him, as he
returned to the driving seat.

The young detective nodded.

~I've certainly noted a rather sig-
nificant fact,” he admitted. “I've a
feeling that somethmg very strange is
going_on: June, and - the sooner we
reach Dursley, the better!”

On they sped, at length swinging
-away from the main road to the little
town of Dursley, where the circus Big
Top could be seen rising above the
trees near the fairground.

And the first thing they noticed as
the{ -parked the car was a huge
noster:

“Lola Novarro, sensatlonal
acrobat, and her partner, Max. See
%henil i‘n the Thrlllmg New Circus Act
O=1118

So the girl in the ballerina skirt
was a circus acrobat!

“ But, il she's been attacked, or kld-
napped, she won't be able to appear,”
exclaimed June. “Nunky! Hadn't
we hetter——'

She stopped short, gripping Noel's
arm,

“ The tune!" she hreathed. ‘' The
musical-box tune. Listen!”

They could hear it plainly above
the blare and shouting of the fair-
ground. That haunting tune they
had first heard from the musical-box
in the suitcase! With one accord
they left the car park and plunged in
amongst the side-shows and stalls and
merry throng of the fair.

The lilting sound of t:hat turf® led
them on,. untik

“Look!" June cried.

girl

“Tt comes

from the merry-go-round, nunky! The -

tune was ineant to lead us here!”
Sure enough, the tune was being
blared out by the organ of the hig
nmierry-go-round that was
g.nly in. the midst of the fair.
nd there,” Noel commented

kemiy *is 1he dragon!”

Amigst the brightly painted horses.

on the merry-go-round there-was a
golden dragon, and from its lower jaw
sprouted o single” wooden tooth.
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dnwn to.a halt, anr.l the tune had %ﬂ
_away, e

whirling .

m the, mam
-the.

who had ex% yed a
Buf & boy astwide the

Those.
were jumping off
their places.

golden dra?on staysd.wherg he was,” th

tent on anather ride,
boy wearing dark
glasses, a cap pulled well down over
his forehead, a red scarf muffiing his
chin, Yet as she studied him®June
gave a start of surprise.

“It’s Carlos!” she ﬂsped “It's the
boy who was shadow g Lola, nunky
He has tried to disguise himself, but
I'd know him anywhere. He's sitting
?lrll ‘Lhta!t dmgon &8s if—as if he's guard-

1g &

“Perhaps he is,” Noel replied “He
may know lhere is some secret con-
nected with it, but as he was unable
to obtain the suitcase and musical-
box, he may not know exactly what
it is, June, would he recognise you,
do you think?”

June shook her head,

“He hardly saw . me,”’ she replied.
;.‘ll’:tisl eyes were fixed on Lola all the

me

“Then use your feminine wiles,
June! Mount that horse 1ext to the
dragon, and find some way to lure
Carlos off the merry-go-round when
it stops next time. so as to give me a
chanece to get on the dragon!

The . whistle was already shrilling
out as a signal that the roundabout
was going to start ugain. Eagerly
June stepped forward, clambering on
the vacant horse just in time.

The mueic blared out once more—
a different tune this time-—as tho
merry-go-round began to move.

Clinging to her horse, June glanced
sideways at Carlos, How tense and
watehful he looked! Yet never once
did his hand =stray towards that
wooden tooth,

‘' He doesn’t know the secret!” June
told herself, as she whirled round.

But when the merry-go-round
stopped he showed no sign of moving.
Now was June's chance to put into
action the plan her quick wlts had
already formed.

apparently
He- was a tall

She jumped from the horse, stand-

ing close to the golden dragon. No
sooner had she done ‘so than she
hegan to sway, puiting one slim hand
to_ her forehead.

“Oh, d earl This giddiness!”. she
“It must be the motion of

gasped.
I feel—oh!”

the roundabout.
quickly Carlos put a hand on her
shoulder.
“You are teel!ng ill"" he inguired.
“It's silly of me!” she murmured.
“ But if you could just help me down
to firm ground, I'm sure I'd be all

right!” :
She saw him hesitate, ag if he hated
to give up his- seat on the dragon.

But as she staggered again he ‘Jumped
off, his ‘arm round her shoulder, help-
ing her to the ground.

Here, following out her plan, June
still csung to him,

“If you could help me across to
that patch of shade!"” she suggested
in a weak voice.

He supported her so gently that she
almost felt & twinge of conscience
at the trick she was playing; she had
to remind herself that this was_the
plotter who "had - shadowed Lola
Novarro, who had attacked and
probably kidnapped her.

'hank you!" she murmured, as
they reached the shade.

. But Carlos wasn't listening. He
had swung round, frowning grimly as
he saw that someone else -‘had taken
his place. -

Noel was almeady astride the golden
dragon!

He had tested the wooden tooth,
but had found it immovable,

“ Maybe Ive got to wait for the
r1ght tune,” the detective murmured.

*The musical-box tunel”

Faster and :faster swung the merry-
go-round. - And June, watching from
the shadows, knew a throb of fear.

There; seemed something stranghly
threatefiing in the attitude of Carlos,

: enjo

- me when I was phoning to Mr,
She staggered, almost falling, and .

drﬁim’? tﬁdﬁd‘d 1y
mids len
the merry-go-reund: cha
It Switched back to the
melody of the musical-box.
At once Noel bent rward
ing the dragon’s tooth ‘betwesn . 5
and thumb, This time. he mund he
could twist it out of 1ts socket.- A«ﬁd -

then——
- The hosl:se '
sgen

“ Scoundrel! Robber!"”
cry broke fromn Carles, who had ‘
Noel's swift movement. * You are in
league with Liola!" .

There were cries of alsu'm fmmi-
spectators as, like a tiger, the dasark
boy sprang on to the movmg round-

about.
Look

" Nunky!
screamed,

But already Carlos had grappled .
with the young detective with such
fury that June's cheeks paled. To and
fro they swayed on the rocking plat--
form. Then they rolled - sideways,
still grappling as they struck the
gground Carlos” cap and glasses felt

cut!™ June

Two figures rushed forward. One
was a burly, red-faced maii, the other
a fair -haired boy.

“It's Carlos, Mr. Roster!” panted
the boy. “It's Lola’s old partner, who
always vowed he'd come back and do
some mischief, Quick—grab him!”

What happéned next in that wild
scuffle June scarcely knew, but some-
how Carlos dragged himself free and

dashed off amidst the crowd, while
Noel rose to his feet, dusty and
breathless.

“ Nunky! Are you hurt?” cried June

He shook his head.

“Don't worry, my dear! I'm quite’

unharmed, though I admit it was hot -
while it lasted!” he said. *‘Carlos
actually wrested the tootn away from

me, but I got it back, a
Before anything more could be sald
there, came a {further startling-
surprise. ; =
Muffied cries and thuds sounded -
from a near-by caravan, and on

opening the door they were amazed to
see—Lola. Novarro! The girl acrobat
was_ bound with stout cords, and a
cloth gag hung loosely from her chin.

“I've just managed to shift ¢he-
gag!” she panted. * Carlos drugged .
y_
mond, and when I came to myself 1+
was in here, bound and sagged. Say
—Mr. Rayoiond!” She looked  im-
ploringly at Noel. *“Did you open ‘the’
suitcase? What did you find?

The burly, red-faced man—who was
Mr. Vick Roster, manager of the
circus and fair—interposed here,

“Guess we'd all bettel step into my
caravan,” he said. *“Max, here "—hc
indicated the fair-haired boy—"re-
ported that Lola was missing some
time ago, but I never dreamed that
sgc;l#ldrel Carlos was at the bottom
o

Quickly they released Lola, and
with trembling fingers she grasped
the wooden tooth Noel handed to her.

The top could be screwed off,- .
closing a cavity, and as she examtned
it a groan broke from the girl acrobat .

“It's empty!” she cried, “Sam
Trenton’s diamond has gone. I guess
Carlos must have taken it when he
wrested the tooth from you, Mr. Ray-
mond. We've failed, after all!”

Her lips were tremblmg and she
seemed on the verge of hysterlca.!

tear

“Sam Trenton was the previous
owner of the clrcus, Mr. Raymon
she went on. *“He invested all hi
savings in a most valuable
which he bought abroad. - But . he
hadn’t got the papers which proved’
his ownership of the gem, and Carlos
tried to cheat him—tried to prove he
had no right to it.

“That's why Sam must have hidden
the diamond {n the cavity of the
dragon’s tooth.” she went on, “Just
before he died in Los Angeles he sent
me that cloak-room ticket, telling me
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4 ue:::. &n& he. trmagte' :
ticket to her;. e

She broke off wildly, grasping the
circus manager. .
“Mr, Roster! Carlos has got the
diamond!” she burst out. *“ But ne
sure won't content with that.
When. we broke up our partnership he
vowed he’d smash my new act with
. And he’ll do it, He’ll come
back to-night!"
‘Vick Roster patted her shoulder.
“Calm yourself, my dear!"” he sald.
“I'll have a search made for that
scoundrel right away, and I'll place
guards on the circus tent to-night.”

June was watching Noel, for there

was an expression on the young
detective’'s face which she couldn's
guite fathom,

As they moved away from the
caravan she turned to him eagerly.

“Nunky! Carlos has got away with
-the diamond!” she exclaimed. “And
Lola is still in danger. What's going
o hag;éen during her act to-night in
- the circus ring?’

Noel’s face was grave. .

“1I think there may be a startling
surprise in store for wus,” he said
.quietly. "“And I also feel, my dear,
Lthat there is a chance of re-
covering Sam Trenton's diamond!™

DRAMA IN |
THE BIG TOP

Night had fallen. A
gusty wind moaned
over the lighted fair-

ground, and whipped

the guy ropes of the

- towering ig Top.

- where the circus show was in
Progress,

No one saw a dark figure clamber-
ing up the sloping roof of the mighty
tent, Higher and higher he climbed.
clinging to trailing ropes, forcing
hlxns;e1 > 1If upwards in the teeth of the
win

Not till he reached the great king-
pole at the very summit of the tent
did the unseen climber pause. He
was now immediately above the lofty

- platform from which, just beneath the
tent canvas, Lola Novarro and her
partner Max would shortly begin
their sensational acrobatic act.

And there the climber crouched,
+ waiting and watching.

In the crowded tent, June occupied
"a ringside seat. Where Noel was she
didn't know, but he had suggested
that she should visit the show that
night and keep her eyes open for
what might occur.

The circus parade had taken place.
and the elephants and llberty horses
had performed.

then’
slipped the

Now a long roil of drums heralded
the -entrance of Lola Novarro, in' glit-
ter her partner Max.

June’s heart beat fast as she
watched them swinging up the rope-
ladders towards that lofty platform
under the tent roof. i

Lola had that her one-time
partner, not tent with stealing
Sam Trenton's valuable diamond, had
threatened to wreck her act. Would
he strike to-night? Had he sllrped
through the guards that the circus
manager had placed all ground?

The drums ceased suddenly. !

Lola and Max had reached the plat-
form, poised there to begin their sen-
sational leaps and dives amongst the
trapezes, with only a small safety-net
stretched far below,

And then——

__June choked baek a seream, for sud-
denly every electric light in the great
tent went out, leaving complete
blackness,

There was a stif of alarm through
the audience. On all sides people
sprang to their feet in the darkness.

A cry echoed from far above, What
was happening up there? Was it—

Carlos?

As suddenly as they had been
switched off, the lights blazed on
again, and this time June couldn’t
keep back the gasp of horror that
burst from her lips. .

For there-were now three figures on
that lofty platform high above their
heads. One of them was Lola, in her
flashing spangles, but there was a
second figure up there, struggling
perilously on the very edge of the
platform with her partner Max.

“ It must be Carios!” June gasped.
“He's carrying out his threat to smash
the act, and—oh!"”

A cry of dismay rose from hundreds
of throats. Swaying to and fro, those
two struggling figures had suddenly
fallen, hurtling down past the ropes
and the trapezes,

A gasp of relief left June's lips as
they hit the safety net. One of them
lay still, as if winded, but the other
quickly recovered and slid to the saw-
dust fioor of the circus ring.

And then June’'s eyes widened.

“Nunky!"” she cried.

It was Noel Raymond!

While the audience watched, dumn-
founded, he strode to where Vick
Roster stood by the entrance to the
ring. Wildly excited, June hurried to
join them, just as Noel held up a
glittering object between finger and
thumb. -

“1 have Sam Trenton's diamond
here!” he exclaimed to the astonished
circus manager. “I caught Lola and
Max in the act of stealing it from a
cavity at the top of the king-pole,
when I dropped through a slit in the
canvas just now! They'd arranged
with an ‘electrician to switch off the
lights while they did so.”

That unseen climber on the tent
ropf had been Noel!

A moment later there was a fuither
surprise, for two attendants came in
with the news that Carlgs had been
caught while trying to slip into the
circus grounds,

*You can.release him,” Noel sald
calmly, *“Carlos is completely inno-
cent. All he has been doing is to ty
to safeguard his own property!”

It was a very amazed little group
that gathered a little later behind the
sgenexs to hear what Noel had 10 iell
them. :

“Sam Trenton never sent tLhat
cloak-room ticket to Lola,”’ the young
detective said. * He sent it to Carlos,
but Lola stole it from him, afterwards
trumping up all kinds of charges
against him and getting him turned
away from the eircus.”

When she found Carios had {ol-
lowed her to Los Angeles, Lola,
alarmed, had hit on the cunning idea
of entrusting the ticket to June and
getting her and Noel to obhtain the
secret for her.

She'd pretended Carios huad
attacked and bound her, to avert sus-
picion from herself, and further (o
incriminate the bby.

And still Carlos had been on the
watch, for he knew the secret was
somehow connected with the golden
dragon on the merry-go-round,

“The diamond was never hidden in
the wooden tooih-—and Lola knew it,”
Noel explained. “One half of the
tooth was really a kind of key which
would open & cavity in the king-pole.
I discovered this when I searched
Lola's caravan just before the show.
I also found stolen papers which
proved SBam Trenton intended to be-
queath the diamond to Carlos, to be
used for the good of the circus. But,
knowing there were plots to steal it,
the eccentric old fellow hid it in that
strange way.”

“But, nunky, what first made you
suspect Lola?” June asked quickly.

“A very simple fact, June!” Noei
smiled. * When
phone-box I found the door made an
extremely loud grating noise when
opened. If Carlos had really opened
the door to attack Lola when she was
Pl ng, I 'should have . heard the
grating sound at the other end of the
wire! Therefore I suspected she was
playing a part!”

And a few moments later they were
receiving the heartfelt thanks of
Carlos for having exposed a very
cunning plot.

(End of this week's story.)

Next week Noel and June tackle un
amazing mystery on a horse ranch.
Look out for THE: VALLEY OF
VANISHING HORSES.

examined the

THEIR SCHOOL ON
CASTAWAY ISLE

(Continued from page 102.)

face was clouded with puzzlement.

“Tanlia, of course, has a
to any food she wishes, But '"—there
was a frown on his face as he
met the ;ruzxtﬁ]e girl’'s rather defiant
glance—" Tania, why didn't you ask
for the food ™

if you were hungry?

His voice was gentle, but Tania's
lips trembled.

“Tania not hungry,” she said. “It
is not for her.” E
.. _“Not for you?” echoed Mr. Barnard.
“But who else can you have in-
tended it for?” ‘

Tania did not reply. It would not
be wise for the castaways to learn
how she had imprisoned Dave. They
would not understand. .
- At the jungle girl's silence Mr.
Barnard’s frown deepened. i

“Please answer me, Tania!” .he
ordered. “If you did not intend this
{g_?’g for yourself, why did you take

Before Tania could even attempt to
reply, Moyra cut in.

GIRLS'
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“She took it just because she can't
help thieving !” she declared.

Tania's eyes filled with tears, bLut
it was angrily that she regarded the
other girl,

“That is not true!" she cried.

“Then what was the reason?"” asked
Mr. Barnard. “Why——"

He broke off, for Tania, thinking it
best to avoid .these awkward gues-
tions, had snatched back the basket
and broken into a desperate run.

“Stop her! Don’t let the little
thief get away!"” shouted Moyra, and
instantly all the castaways set off in
hot fursuit. .

Wildly Tanla raced for the jungle,
If only she could once reach its un-
explored depths she could easily rid
herself of her pursuers.

But Sam Perking, rushing across
from an angle, headed her off, and
Tania was forced to swerve,

She dodged a clutching hand,
darted between Moyrsg and Tim
Burechell, , Just as she
thought she might get away, there
came disaster.

In her blind haste she tripped over
a billet of-wood left on the ground.
Headlong she fell, and b
could i'zeggm her feet she found her-

self- se

belfore she:

"‘ﬂGot youl” cried Moyra triumph-
antly.

Mr. Barnard picked up the fallen
basket, then sternly regarded the
Jungle girl.

“Now, Tania, please explain what
this extraordinary hehaviour means,”
he said. “Why 24

He paused. He had caught sight
oi something protruding from among
the food in the basket—2 bhone-
handled knife and fork, a set ot
which was kept by eatph of the cast- -
aways in their respective tents,

More baffled than ever, he
examined the bone knife-handle, and
:lai startled ejaculation escaped Dhis

8.

DSs.

“Why, this is Dave's knife!™ He
caught in his breath, looking accus-
ingly at the jungle girl. “Where is
Dave, Tania? I believe you know!"

Tania drew herself up amid a
tense, breathless hush. She realised
that complete silence was impossible
1now.

“Tania knows where Dave is, she
revlied defiantly, “but she will not
tell. Dave is Tania's prisoner!"

What will be Mr. Barnard’s reaction
to this 7 Lok out for exciting develop-
ments next week.
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THE MERRYMAKERS
AFLOAT

(Continued ﬂ'mn pdye 104.)
gave a curi nod and strode off.

he
ki Well of all the unfair tht 10 +.eh, captatn?” he in a gl ming “plaivied  How IO nd . them
happen.' cried Johnny - mqtgnant v. voice.:. “ But thmm person” ‘wedged behind one of Lhe*ventua.tors
“Barring us from ‘the concert, all real niiscreant. - And I've fou out on” deck, had agc they were
through that chump snck " sa.m Fay #at last who he. is.” He stro the Worthless and been about to
disappointedly. collapsmle stick which he stin carried fhrow them away. -
“What do we do nt;w?" ed Don. i & meaning way. ‘It's ~ that “So ‘you  see, colon l,.' you did
“ Seems to me the only,tlﬂ_ to do .American boy, :Samuei EKaplin, and mlﬁlﬂy them a:l’ter all,” twinkled
is to get Slick up here”[:Sally said when I lay my hands on Inim—— Sa

slowly. *If he could demonstfate the
chair to the captain—and just for
ohce get an inventlon. to work per-.
iectly—then the captain would un-.
derstand it wasn't meant as a jok:

-at all, How, about:it, s ea"’ -
“It's.a gh m én slowly.
Upset mt . wthe

madc  their, w
penters’ shop ag’bﬁn. Snck 1ooked ab
them inquit ngiy

“Wa've ' comie - abont,,; your beastiﬁ

chair!" Bally begar}_ gxtml ot
“Say, is thab still arouud""
Slick benmed his ‘relief. * Gee,

guess I knew you didn't. mean What.
vou said when_ you: threat.ened

pitch it overhonrd has tbe
colonel tried It - yet?" ‘ne  nasked
eagerly.

*No, but the captain . has—and it
collapsed oh him.” Sally eyed, the boy
inventor grimly. * And- because,~OF
that we're barred from the eoncer
to-night.” And very. tersely Bhe x,
plained -what had happeneﬂ
. up #0"you now, Sligk.
other wyou've got to make tha
WOorK. ggoperjy and get us out d‘f this
jam—and dfourself, tco,” she a

" Because..when.the’ captain ﬂndg%k.t -
vousmade¥it- he'll-be more furiuus
wlt}'l ¥outthgn us . . gslei 8
: ,tiess* fMir's  so” agreeds Siick’
Ser ough I still can't;sce

Suref I 11 5

U
whi ﬁ'tij?m Mom yig about_

4 m g m
“ And remeriber it's Vour !a,st

Because If this invention™ ﬁops 11.'&‘

pretty certain that you won't be

allowed to fool around with any more .

on this ship
That pnought shook  Blick  as
nothing else could have done.

Grabbing a spanner and a few more
odds and ends, he Ifollowed the

-ehah’

s

. a8 he had moved i’orward

‘been able to loosen it from his scalp

eyes in ded faintness. ‘" Bave

pretén
your breath, Slick, and release the
But as they inounted the lasi Poorste 3 ondering

o themustbew

. what's go

%%%ggt i Sy ersuundng&m}‘u 04 while Sliok ?ﬁ%ﬁfﬁ him end
. was the captain“and Colonel:- Brough.

- “So you caught them red-m?m d,.;precious’ pape !‘5, \th¢ ward ex-

chums- as they began to make thelr
way back to the promenade deck.

Sally gave a gasp of dismay. Her
idea about my g- the chair work
had it seemed j¢0ome too late.

The colonel had the_grace to blush
He pressed a coin into
steward’s hand, ,.and gave him an

“f suppose. we'd better get it over,” apologetic pat on the back.
she remarked 'myjserably, stepping on must ax?piog:se he . said -re-
to the deck. And then she suddenly morsefully. Guess losing  them
‘stiffened, with® an‘lexcn:ed gasp. made me a bad-tempered -old man Lo

a have around.  But that was: quicit
thinking on your' part, Sally. - You
did me a good serv].ce—what can 1
do for you '
“We 1[—" Sally glanced demurely
at the captain. *“You could “ask the.
?tain to change his mind about, us
to the concert.”
The captain smiled,

For standing‘ at: the rail was
. steward—obvigusly. the one whom the
captain had sent to remove the chair.
- He whas ~standing with his back to
that object, was in the act of screw-
ing up some sheets of paper in his
lgan% before throwmg them over-
Of;

Wlth a -little ‘ery Saily
forward. Wi 'ﬁ waiting. to think
she snatched™ t € .stick from the

‘sprang

us how that chair really works.’
Slick ste ped forward confidently.

lonel's  gragp ess .- pf -~ his bt
bul 4ike -roar, Sle promsed. the lever - Sure, sir,” he said  “It's like 8ll
" which éxtended 112.) eﬁ”g \its fullest My invehtlohs—they only need to he

extent. . Then, . thrusting- it: forward, Please sit in it, one QE

she hookecl the steward's collar Just
ls arm

,fixed right.
ou

Sally flinched and closed her eyes

to dwp the: pa as the colonel lowered himself into

gger
whic a‘ﬂ

him f&st in ts—folg's

various knobs. Then, at an amazed
cry from her chums, she opened then
ain

'I‘here was the colonel, his face one

-back gave a. wild yell
t;he. ¢hair,
1m : !nﬂm

Ehapl Ay .‘g"gg;‘é ha Sally,  oxpansive beam, seated’ comfortably
-~ “Just made t ha.ppv in the chair. “
~again,”. laughed Sally " 8p lendidl he announced. It.

really works. Wonderfully comfort-

nohody else but the col‘gnel used L
“ My -hat!” said Sally dazedly. )

ioey . baper and bright greep. ink. “y

e  pointed to the amazed .can’t believe it
stésvlv]ard sp imprisoned. hands. An 1 Iée{ega?}-gnif yourselﬂ" sald the
colone
‘the wﬁ?s“‘haghow?tar? 23&%—“}?&? }txce’ With a grateful sigh Sally sank

down. And with a gentle squeak the
chair collapsed around her, pinioning
her firmly in the wreckage!

(End of this week's story.)

—gave instead a dance of delight.
“My missing papers!’ he .roared.
“ My slogary“ shouted Slick. "I've

just got  it. “you want to make a .

capture—make sure you've got a Sally & Co. will entertain you again

Rapture in another fine complete story next
‘Oh, my hat!" Sally rolled her Friday.

DOLORES THE .
MISCHIEF-MAKER

(Continued from page 93.)

“What a two-faced twister!” Chris
said scornfully. “And what an awful
snob, too! Wouldn't be found dead
f1* a' holiday camp, wouldn't she?
Well, we certainly don't want her kind
at the camp.. But why on earth
should she want the ketch?"”

Pat frowned a little. ,

“Beats me,” she said. “But she
must have had some pretty good
reason, She must have come to the
boathouse with the deliberate inten-
tion of getting hold of the ketch.”

“and then, when she heard we'd
already hired .it, she declqed to run
off with it,” Chris said. ‘“M'yes, she
must have heen pretty desperate,
And worth bags of money, too.” She

paused uttering an unconscious little -

Chris herseli was a.nything

sigh, for
“Wonder

but  wealthy these days
where she comes from?"

“Don't know, and don't care!” Pat
sald. “Just glad to see the. back-. of
her, and hope to goodness she never
comes our way again, in spite of her
But what out this

warnlng a

ketch? o
“You tell me," Chris grimaced “We
{.:)an;t very well tow it back without a
08

Pat laughed.

“Hardly,” she agreed, “but we can
easlly get out of this fix. Look! The
ketch Itself carties a small boat. 8
reason why one of us shouldn’t row

-sat down to an impromptu picnic,

No -

back in that and reborrow Steve!s asked. “Thought they Were all coming
launch.: along to welcome us hom

“And that,” Chris Joyfully whooped, “Expect they got thed ‘of \httlng‘
“is the big wheeze. s I go in the for us,’ ' laughed Chris.
boat to fetch the launc e added Launchmg the small boat again,
quickly. "O.K. with you, ‘pat?” they rowed ashore. All agog to spread
O It was. Pat, now that she was the good news, they hurried into the
on board, was rather eager to inspect CAmD, nodding brightly to passing
the ketch. Enthuslastically the two holiday campers they knew. And then
set to work to unshackle the small suddeiﬂy the Eﬂ“,s‘-'d-

P B minutes: if float with “aske o
n five minutes was afloat wi :
Chris at the oars. Pat waved her ofi, For outside chalet No. 7—the
thgn Stff'rte'g' 30 expl%re ‘Er]i-\l.et k%tch. largest and the most expensive in the

o absorbed was she that she never
f driven refreshment vans, piled high
noticed the passage of tme. o’ W% with cakes and fruit and Mminerals and

cooking?"

heard a shout. Looking round, she ices. Round it were a group’ of a
saw Chris climbing over the deck rail. clozen 15“%‘ ing boys and girls; also
t was moored Bruce Feltham, the camp’s young and

The ketch's small
%sterﬁ and %he:le alscﬁ bobbed Steve I%Dpul%"Bg_ll’&tsm“ter And at the
onelly's motor-launc! 2 i
Hersé we . are!” Chris announced. ‘Dolores!” Pat gasped, and went
“And I've brought sandwiches, too, lunning forward to gaze a.j‘; the girl
Pat. But—golly; you should have seen 1N startled amazement. Dolores—
Steve's face when I told him how ere?'What on earth are you doing

Dolores had walked out on us! Like Dolores Bellamy turned. She saw

bt
2 %ﬁt g.rfmIilll‘Iim Then and there they .the chums, and laughed gally, as if

oblivious to the angry scene which
enthusiastically discussing the plans had taken place between them. o
tfhey had miade. Another hour passed - - well, if it lsn’t you two again!
Eleasantly by, then, after hitching the She cried. “Come among us!- What
etch to the launch they set off cauti- 2m 1 doing here? Well, now, hold on
ously across the estuary, Pat at the to your hat for a delicious surprise——
wheel. It wds half an hour later I've joined-:the holiday cam 've
before they came in sight of the holj- come to helg you out wl L your
day camp, spread out llke a small regattal! Isn't that wizard? .
town on the slopes of the hill which What is Dolores’' real reason in coming
slipped down. into the sea. Expertly to the holiday-camp ? And why is she
they anchored outside the camp’s sodnterested in the old ketch ? You will
Loathouse. find next Friday’s grand chnptera even
“I say, where is everybody?' Paf more enthralling.
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the chair and Slick fiddled with the *

Pat

camp—stood one of the camp's motor-»

“On one condimon——that you show A



