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This Week's Exciting Detective Story Features Rosina’s Most Audacious Coup—

THE GIRL IN THE HOLD

OODBYE, America!” murmured
June Gaynor.

She stood with her
detective uncle by the rail of the great
liner, while the myriad twinkling
lights of New York faded slowly into
the distance.

Noel Raymond smiled down at his
attractive young partner.

“Glad to be going home, June?”

“Am I!” June's eyes shone. “It’s
been wonderful in America, but I'm

longing to see England again. One
thing—oh " She broke off, with a
smile. “There's that awfully nice

purser who promised to show me

*"round the liner.”

The good-looking ship’s officer
nodded to them with a friendly grin,
as he escorted a distinguished-looking
old lady to a cabin on the saloon
deck. Returning, he was accosted by
a Dbearded gentleman ‘of foreign
appearance who plied him with ex-
cited questions.

He was mopping his forehead when
at last he joined the detective and
his young partner.

“Sorry, Miss Gaynor, but I've not
had a minute to spare!” he declared.
“What with eccentric passengers who
insist on keeping valuables in their
cabins—and the usual last-lmuute
rumours of stowaways

Noel

“Stowaways?” cut
terestedly.

“Oh—we always get tales,” laughed
the purser. “We don't take much
notice of 'em, apart from a routine
check—yes, Willis, what is it?" he
asked. as a steward approached.

“I found this on the companion-
stairs, sir. Must have been dropped
by one of the passengers."”

IHG held out a dainty black kid

ove.

“Another item for the lost-property
office,” remarked the purser. “You'd
be amazed how careless some pas-
sengers ale, Mr. Ravmond
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“Just a minute,” put in Noel, his
eyes narrowing suddenly as he caught
su;ht of two initials on the glove—

F.” *“May I have a look at it,
plusel”"

In some surprise, the officer passed
it to him. An incredulous expression
crossed the young detective’s face.

“June,” he muttered, “I believe this
glove belongs to someone we know!”

June bent forward, and a startled
expression flashed into her eyes as
she, too, saw those initials. She
raised the glove to her nostrils, at
once detecting a faint, elusive per-
fume,

“Nunky—you don't mean—it can't
be Rosuw—Rosnm Fontaine!"” she
gasped.
wood

“You know the owner of this
glove?” ingquired the surprised. purser.

“Only too well, I'm afraid!” replied
Noel. *“Unless there is some strange
coinecidence, purser, Rosina Fontaine,
the most dangerous and_ elusive girl
crook who ever bafiled the police, is
on_board this liner!™

The purser started.

“But, surely that is impossible, Mr.
Raymond! The passenger lists are
always carefully checked:

“Rosina would hardly travel under
her own name,” replied the -detective
dryly. . “She might even L

“Nunky—she might even be a stow-
away!"” gasped June.

The officer whistled significantly.

“It's just possible,” Noel agreed.
“Rosina must have been pretty des-
perate, with the American police on
her trail. What possibility is there
of a stowaway remaining hidden on
board, purser?”

“All depends on how smart she is,
Mr. Raymond—and whether she can
get food. Most of 'em are driven out
by hunger, after a time.”

Noel frowned thoughtfully.

“I can't imagine Rosina putting up
with any h‘udsh:p while she can use
h.u1 w1ts' he szuci

Why we left her in Holly-
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up this clue. Meanwhile, would you
allow my niece to go through the
passenger list with you—just in case
there is a suspicious entry?”

“Of course, Mr. Raymond,” nodded
the purser, *"This way, Miss Gaynor.”

Noel watched them go, a thoughtful
frown on his face, then turned to the
steward. Together they made their
way to the companion-stairs where
the glove had been found.

“Are there any passenger berths on
this deck?” asked Noel.

“No, sir,” replied the steward.
“Only the crew’s quarters and the
hatches leading to the holds.”

Noel's eyes glinted as the
departed.

“It sounds as though June may
have hit on the right idea—"

He broke off, turning sharply as a
stealthy footstep sounded behind him.
The young detective caught a momen-
tary glimpse of a slim, girlish figure
darting across the deck.

A faint waft of elusive perfume
reached him.

“Rosina!"” he exclaimed and started
in pursuit.

He heard the girl’'s sharp intake of
breath. She  paused, turning in-
stinctively. - A cigarette glowed in the
dusk as she raised a hand to screen
her face. The next moment she
darted behind one of the huge
ventilators, and was lost to sight.

Noel sped after her. It would be
an ironic twist of fate if Rosina, the
beautiful and clusive crook whose
luxurious tastes had driven her to
crime, had come to be a hunted
stowaway !

And while Rosina was at Iiberty
and in hiding, she was a danger to
the other passengers—especially those
possessing anything of value!

As he reached the spot where the
girl had vanished, he saw that one of
the hatches leading to the ship's Irold
stood open. There was no one in
sight on the deck,

man




Crossing quickly to the open hatch-
way, Noel cautiously descended the
iron steps. The hold was dimly lit
hy a few isolated electric bulbs—
sufficient to reveal the iron-plated
floor and the haggage racks towering
on either side.

strange hiding-place for the
glamoreus Rosing
“Stand just where you sare, Mr.

Raymond!"” brcathed a voice—and at
the same moment the lights in the
hold flickered out.

Instinctively Noel reached for his
torch, but the soft, menacing voice
stayed his hand.

“Please don't move, Mr. Raymond—
for your own sake! I warn vou, I'm
desperate—and 1 can ses you guite
clearly against the hatchway. I you
drive me to it, I shall shoot!”

Noel could just see the glow of her
cigarette now, a few yards away from
him —and more dimly he could
discern the glint of the revolver in
‘her steady hand.

“Rosina—don't be a fool!" said
Noel quietly. "“You must realise that
youre cornered. You can't hope to
lugam in hiding during-the voyage,
an >

“That's what you think, Mr. Ray-

mond!” came the mocking retart.
*‘Rosina, the elusive,’ you once called
me—and I promise you 1 shall live
up to my name. They can have the
liner scarched from how to stern—
but they'll never catch me!”

Noel's hands clenched as he
watched the glowing c ette.

“Don't be too sure, na! Five
days is a long time—without proper
food, hunted in the dark, afraid to

came out -even for a breath of air .
He was interrupted by a soft,
amused laugh.
“What a terrifying picture you

draw, Noel! But please don’t break
yvour beart about me. A little risk
and discomfert is a small price to pay
Igr what I'm after. Youdon't im e
that I'm returning to England empty-
handed?”

Noel commenced to edge cautiously
forward.

.“So you're planning some mischief
on board, as 1 suspected,” he said
grimly. “Don't flatter vourself,
Rosina—you haven't a chance! I
advise you_ to give yourself up. If
you agree, I ean promise you at least
a comfortable voyage to England '

“And—if I refuse?” murmured
Rosina.

“You will take ithe consequences!'
rcjoined Noel sternly.

“Don’t hurry me!” said Rosina, the .

cigarette shaking slightly in  her
fingers. “I've still got you covered,
Mr. Raymond! I—I must think.”
“You'd better think quickly,” said
Nocl, "before I give the alarm. I
shall count thirty, Rosina-—and I'll
:iakg the risk of your aiming in the
ark.”

The cigarette glowed more steadily
as the slender hand grasping the

revolver was withdrawn into the
vhadows. Calmly the young detective
counted,

“The time's un!” he =aid sharply.
"Will you conte with me?”

‘The girl did not deign to rc%ly as
her cigarette glowed in the dark.

“Very well," =aid Noel, “I'll -<all
vour bluff, Rosina—and you <an
blame yoursell for what happens!”

He ducked swiftly and sprang for-
ward. whipning out his torch.

As the hrillient beam cut the dark-
ness, a stifled ciaculation was torm
Irom his lips, and he was brought up
sharply against a luggage rack.

Beyond the rack, a dim passage led
10 an adjacent hold, and secured by
a pin to the luggage rack glowed a
half-burnt cigarette!

Rosina, the resourceful, had escaped
—with thirty seconds to spare.

A BAFFLING
THEFT

Noel bit his lip in
momentary chagrin. He
switched on the lights
and removed the glow-
ing cigarette from the

pin.
The astute trick was typical of
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Rosina’s audacity, and to attempt to
overtake her in the dark labyrinths of
the ship's hold would be an im-
possible task for one person. Yet
surely even Rosina must realise that
eventual capture was .almost certain,
t worried Noel was his own
conviction—strengthened by the
girl’s veiled hint—that she had
designs on something of wvalue on
board.
It -would be typical of Rosina to

earry -out a reckless coup, trusting to

her luck and cunning to evade
capture till  they berthed at
Southampton. ) s |
Nozl stubbed out the glowing
cigarette-end, slipping it into ™ his
wallet. If only he had-some clue to
%{;et1 daring girl's immediate in-
ntions———

His eyes narrowed suddenly as he
caught sight of someshing lying on

the iron-blated - floor, near the
luggage-rack, .and he bent swiftly to
recover it. -

t was a -thin jvory .disc, re-
sembling a key-disc, and it bore a
printed. number :

w.gg

‘Noel whistled soifly. Rosina
seemed to have heen strangely -care-
less. Here was semething lre .ceuld
work on, for a start!

A few minutes later he entered the
purser;gu tuﬂyiTmth’peu e iy,
were still s ng | Jpeseenge) Hat,
with another of tlhxe spip’s -ofiicers.
They all turned “young
detective entered.

“Well, nunky?” asked June eagerly.

“Rosina’s on poard, right enough,”
said Moel. "1 discoverzd her in one
of the holds—but she evaded me by a
cunning trick. I suggest rou have
the searched without delay.
The girl is armed-—and desperate.”

The agitated purser gave instruc-
tions to his junior, and the young
officer departed.

“But what is her game, nunky?”
asked June. *“Is she just trying to
escape?”’

“T0 escape—yes,” rejoined Noel.
“But not empty-handed. I'm sure
there is someone on board whom she
glans to rob, hoping to lie low with

er spolls till we reach England. Do
vou recognise this disc, purser?”

The purszr started as Noel held it

out.

“Of course! That belongs to one
oi the cabin keys. Number thirty-
four—let me see——" He ran a
finger down the list. “Great Scott—
that's Mrs. Forrester's state-room!"

“Porrester?" inquired Noel, raising
his eyebrows.

“The widow of a South African
diamond magnate,” replied the
purs2r. “You possibly saw me usher-
ing her to her cabin., She made
arrangements to sail at the last
minute, and insisted on keeping her
jewellery in her own charge. Accord-
ing to a fellow-passenger—Monsieur
Gustave, the expert on precious
stones—she possesses some of the
most priceless gems in existence.”

Nocl whistled, his eyes glinting.

“Rich prey for Rosina!” he mur-
mured. “But how did she get hold
of that key-disc?”

The purser snapped his fingers.

“Come to think of it, Mrs.
Forrester reported the loss of her
key—and it was found by a steward
shortly afterwards, minus the disc.”

“Then Rosina probably took a wax

as the

impression!” said Noel grimly,
“With your permission I'll have a
word with rs, Forrester, and 1~

suade her to hand her jewellery
your care.”

“I wish you luck,” rejoined the
purser. "“She’s the most stubborn old
ladv I've ever encountered.”

While June departed with the
purser, to organise the search for the
elusive stowaway, Noel visited the
old lady's state-room,

Mrs. Forrester—tall and white-
haired—opened the door to him,
sharply inquiring the reason for his
visit. Noel produced his card, ex-
plaining his errand. Beyond the old
lady, on the cabin table, lie saw a
flat leather jewel-ease, with a brass
padiock.

nto

The other followed the direction of
his glance, and her lips tightened.

“It is kind of you to have taken
the trouble, Mr.—er—Raymond,” she
said coldly, “but my jewels are quite
safe in my own keeping.”

“No jewels are safe—with Rosina
on board, ‘madam,” lied Noel.

“Who is Rosina?” inquired the old
lady, frowning. .

“An audacious and desperate girl
crook who Iis at present on this
liner,” rejoined Noel. “It's possible
that slie has taken a wax lmpression
of the key you mislaid. From that
impression she is clever enough ftc
fiie ancther key to fit the lock of
your cabin and thus be able to enter

at_will’

The old_ lady stifiened, a
momentary shadow of anxiety cross-
ing her face.

“Why has the young scoundrel not
been  arrested?” she demanded
angrily. “It shows inefficiency on the

purt of the ship's staff. I refuse to
entrnst my jewellery into their care.
But - I “have heard -of you, Mr.
Raymond——" She ‘hesitated, look-
ing "'ha¥d at the young detective.
“Can I frust you to take charge of
Iy ‘cjgwgl 2 : :

* tainly—if you wish,” replied

. “What does it contain?”

‘Among sundry stones of lesser
value,” -explained the old lady, “it
‘con! 3 the priceless Btar of Nyasa
—an .almeost unique gem, discovered
by my late busband. I was locking
it away as you entered—ah!” She
caught at his arm, a startled ex-
pression crossing her face. *‘Whose |
face was that at the porthole?”

“A fTace?” echoed Noel, turning.

“A girl's face,” rejoined the old
lady, “shadowed by a black scarf.”

Noel stepped swiftly out on to the
deck, but among the scattered
passengers strolling in the dusk he
could see no trace of the lurking giri.
His eyes were troubled as he returned
to the cabin.

“The sooner you hand your jewel-
case into my care the better, Mrs.
Forrester,” he said. "Locks and bolts
mean nothing to Rosina.”

“For to-night, then,” said the old
lady, reluctantly parting with her
treasured case. “In the morning I
wish to show the star to M.

.

almost identical gem, though his is
pure white and mine is tinged with
pink which he declares may lessen its
value—though I think otherwise!
Perhaps you would bring it to his
cabin at ten o’clock?”

Noel promised, and went in search
of June.

A mist was creepilng up over the
sea, and the figures on deck looked
like shadowy ghosts. Noel deter-
mined not to leave the case in his
cabin. It was slim enough to fit into
the inner pocket of his coat, and he
carried it with him for the rest of
the evening as, with his young
partner, he assisted in the hunt for
the daring stowaway.

But by midnight Rosina had not
been found, and the search was
called off till the next day.

Noel warned June to keep her own
cabin door locked and bolted, and to
call him if she heard the slightest
suspicious sound. The young de-
tective slept with the jewel-case
under his pillow, having taken
special precautions agalnst anyone
gaining entry from the deci.

In the 'morning the fog was even
thicker, and the great liner was
moving at “dead slow.” -

A new search had besn organised
for the stowaway, und June begged
to be allowed to uaccompany the
searchers—in case her feminine eye.
might spot something that the men
overlooked.

At ten o'clock Noel made his way
to Monsieur Gustave's cabin, carlying
1h2 precious jewel-case, The famous
expert had been joined by Mrs.
Forrester, and they were awaiting
Noel impatiently.

The old ladv gave i sigh of relief

"as Noel handasd her the case.

T might have known I could trust
you, Mr. Raymond,” she declared.

(Please turn lo the bacl: page.)
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Opening Chapters Of A Magnificent New Wild West Serial —By GAIL WESTERN

ON THE WAY TO THE RODLD

" ELL, here we are at Cactus
Now for the
rodeo.”

Merle Wason, standing in the yard
outside the railroad depot, smiled
across at her chestnut horse,
although there was an anxious little
trown between her eyes.

She and Pommie had spent all
morning travelling from Happy
Valley, where her uncle owned a
small ranch, and now she was won-
dering how the railway journey had
affected her big pet,

*You're not tired, are you, honey?”
she asked.

Pommie tossed his head, swished
the air with his silky tail and pawed
at the sun-baked ground with an im-
patient hoof, It was his way of
announcing that he not only felt fine
but was eagel’ to get moving.

Merle ran a fond hand over his
gleamming coat, and regarded him
with admiring eves. He certainly
looked a picture, There was not a
finer horse in all Arizona, she told
herself.

“If looks mean anything, the
Bronze Rider is as good as ours,” she
declared, and her pulses leapt as she
thought of the prize which would be
awarded to the winner of this after-
noon's steeplechase.

Although the bronze statuette was
not worth a great deal in actual cash,
it would be a great feather in her
cap if she could win it, for it would
prove that Pommie really was as good
as she had always thought him to he.
Besides, her success would Dlease
Uncle Stephen, and she was par-
ticularly anxious to please him at the
moment, for things were not going
too well at the ranch and he had had
a worrying time of late.

“Though I can't imagine why he's
so set his heart on my winning the
Bronze Rider trophy,” Merle mur-
mured.

She frowned in puzzlement as she
remembeted how insistent her uncle
had been that she should enter the
steeplechase, as she recalled how
intense his manner had been when
he had urged her to do all she could
-to 'secure the bronze trophy.

“We'll do our best not to disap-
point him, won't we, honey?' Merle
whispered.

Pommie seemed to understand, for
ge tossed his handsome head up and

oW1l

Merle gave him a hug. then leapt
inf.o the saddle and gathered up the
reins.

“ Of we go,” she said.

Pommie trotted out of the yard
and down the short, dusty street

bevond, but at the end of it Merle
reined in, looking doubtfully around
‘her. This was her first visit to Cactus

City and she did not know in which
direction the rodeo stadium lay,

. “Say, are vou Merle Wason?" sud-
«denly asked a curt voice.

~ Merle swung round in the saddle
and stared in surprise-at the young
cowboy who came trotting up.
Mounted on a magnificent black
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he chaps, =@

horse.
chequered shirt and a battered Stet-

wore woolly
son hat tilted at what seemed like a
defiant angle.

“Yes — that's my name,” she said
with a smile, “ though I don’'t know
how you knew. I'm a stranger in
Cactus City, and I don't think we've
met bhefore.”

He shook his head.

“Nope. We've never met—though
we're goin' to see a lot of each other
in_ tuture,” _

Merle's eves opened wide.

“What ever makes you think
that?”

He shrugeged.

“Oh, just a hunch I've got. But
never mingd that. Let's get movin'”

“Moving! Where to?”

“Why. to the rodeo, of course.
You've entered for the steeplechase,
haven't you?”’

Merle regarded the young cowhoy
in frank astonishment. How was it
that he knew so much about herself
and her plans? Despite his curt
manner, she found him both intrigu-
ing and attractive.

“ Are you offering to guide me to
the stadium?” she asked
-+ Sure! Guess that's

came here.”

“But why? Why should you go out
of vour way to help me?”

His steel-grey eyes flickered with
sardonic amusement,

*“Why not?" he countered. ' Mayhe
I'm just one of those fellows who
can't help playin’ the Good
Samaritan. But come on, or we'll be
Iate for the steeplechase!™

“We!" Merle eyed him sharply.
s Ar;(;‘ you going to ride in the race,

the reason I

Again those grey eyes surveyed her
with a glimmer of amusement.

“Maybe, But let's get movin'. This
wav.”

And, apparently completely con-
fident that she would follow, he
turned his horse and went cantering
o down the street to the right, For
2 moment Merle stayed where she
was. His air of self-assurance,
coupled with the bland way he had
parried all her questions, made her
feel exasperated. Yet it would be
foolish to refuse his help. Besides,
there was something almost compel-
ling about his mysterious manner.

“ 0.K., Pommie, we'd better follow!”
she said. -

With an eager toss of his head, the
chestnut took her level with the
yding cowboy. She covertly eyed him
from under the brim of her hat.

‘“Aren’t you going to introduce
vourself?” she inquired.
He frowned, as if he found the

question one which required careful
consideration.

* Guess you can call me Larry,” he
said at last,

* Larry what?"”

“Oh, just Larry!” Then, as if
anxipus. to change  the subject, "he
checked his horse and .leaned across
the saddle. " Suppese you've got your
entry ticket?” he asked. * Of course,
you realise no one can ride in the race
without one?”

OWBO

YSTIFIED
ey ERLE

“Oh, ves—and don’t worry!

N

T've

got it safely here.” And Merle
smilingly patted the leather pursce
attached to her belt. :

“Good! That's OK. then! Let's

get crackin'!” )

It was almost as if some great
worry had been removed from his
mind, and he urged his horse into a
gallop. At speed he led the way past
the wooden-framed huildings and up
the steep, winding hill beyond.

Pommie, glad of the chance to
stretch his legs, raced after him, and
as Merle bent over her mount’s
velvety neck she stared curiously at
the lithe figure just ahead.

Larry had obviously been reluciant
to reveal his Christian name. Why?
And why had he set his mind on
escorting her to the rodeo?

Merle shook her head. "It was all
beyond her. Then, as Pomimie swegt
her past the long line of trees, the
mystery was blotted from her mind.
For at last she could see the great
stadium with its packed stands and
with its flags and banners flapping in
the breeze. She gave a surprised gasp
as it came into view, for it did not lie
immediately ahead, as she had ex-

ected; it lay away to the left, at the
oot of the rocky hill up which they
had just climbed.

Reining in, Merle gave a startled

cry. & )

“You've come the wrong way!
There's the stadium—down there!™

Larrf checked his horse, then came
cantering back to her, that queer
look of sardonic amusement again in
his eyes.

* It sure is,” he agreed.

“But—but surely you must haove
known!"” she eried. ' Surely—""_ She
Anlshed with a horrified gasp. “Why.
1 believe vou deliberately led me
astray!"

To her indignation and amazement,
he made no attempt to deny the
accusation. Calm and nonchalant as
ever, he sat there in the saddle.

1 shouldn't be surprised if I did.,”
he drawled.

“What! You admit 1t?" An angry
rush ‘of colour dyed her cheeks and
helplessly she regarded him. *But
why? Why did you set out to trick
me like this?"

He shrugged.

“Guess it was the only way. I
knew it would be useless to explain.”

“ Explain! What was there to
explain?” .
“More than you realise, There's

a mﬁxty good reason why Yyou
shouldn't ride in the steeplechase this
afternoon.”

“Not ride!" She stared at him in-
credulously. “You must be crazy!
Of course I'm going to ride. If you
think I'm going to be put off hy
any fantastic story you can tell me,
you're mistaken.”

. He shrugged again.

“There, what did I tell you? I
knew you wouldn't listen. That's why
I decided on direct action.”

“On direct action?’ She exasper-
atedly gathered up the reins. “I don't
know - what -you mean, but I've. got
something better to do than stay here
arguing with you. I've got to get to
the stadium.”

And she -made to ride on, but
swiftly Larry's right arm lunged out,
and- a strong hand closed over
Pommie's bridle. :

“Sorry,” he sald. “but it can't be
doné. 1 hate to disappoint you. but
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I'm afraid I can't allow you to ride in
the steeplechase.”

“You not allow me! Why, of all
the cheek! Who do you think——»

Merle’s angry tirade came to an
abrupt end, and in sudden consterna-
tion she surveyed the young cowhboy,
conscious of the change that had
come over him. Now there was a
grim, almost desperate air about him,
and the hand that clutched Pommie's
bridle had closed like a vice.

"Nope. It's not you who's goin' to
win the Bronze Rider—it's me.”

" Y-y-you?”

He nodded.

" Yes—me. I'm going to take your
pblace in the race, so I guess I'll ask
you to hand over your entry ticket.”

And, leaping down to the ground,
he coolly held out his free hand,

POMMIE TO
THE RESCUE

Merle just sat there,
for a moment too
flabbergasted to speak,
Another angry wave of
colour swept up her
. cheeks and it was only
with an effort that she found her
voice.

" You must be crazy!" she gasped.
*“ How can you possibly take my piace
in the race?”

“Guess it’ll be

“Don’t call me oney!"”

“OK.!” He smiled tantalisingly.
“But as I was sayin’ before you inter-
rupted me, it'll be plumb easy. Com-
petitors for the steeplechase don't
have to give in their names or enter
any special horse. All they have to
do is to _buy an entry tickeét the day
hefore the race, =0 if you pass over
yours I'll be all fixed up. You might
;15 “irfl'l_. because you won't be need-
ng it!”

The meaning behind his words
dawned on her and her eyes fiiled
with horror,

“You mean, you intend to try to
prevent me racing—from getting to
the stadium?”

Silently he nodded.

“ You'll even use force if necessary?”
she gasped incredulously.

Again he nodded.

"I'm afraid I'll have

lumb easy, honey,”

to—unless

you're sensible. But I'm hopin’ it
won't he - necessary. You see,
honey——

“ Stop calling me honey!" Quiver-
ing with indignation, she faced him.
“And there’'s no need to try to
explain!" she stormed on. *1 see it

all now, Youre nothing but =a
cowardly trickster—a miserahle
cheat!”

For the first time his nonchalance
deserted him, He winced, and a tinge
of red dyed his cheeks, Her eyes
flashed with flerce satisfaction as she
saw that her scornful words had
stung him. .

" Yes—a miserable cheat!” she
repeated. “ You know you won't stand
a chance against Pommie—you know
You can’t win the steeplechase fairly
—80 you're adopting these underhand
tactics. A fine fellow vou arg, to be
afrald of a girl beating you—to try to
cheat her out of her chance!”

He smiled twistedly.

.. So that’s what vou think of me, is
it?” he muttered. * Well, I suppose I
ought to be used to hard names by

NOw- ” Abruptly that grim, deter-
mined expression returned. ‘ Guess
we ve done enough talkin’.” he gaid,

“If you'll hand me that ticket——"

“ Not likely! You're not going to
cheat me out of the Bronze Rider. I
promised uncle I'd win’ it, and win it
I will. Get on, Pommie!"

As she cried out the angry words
she flapped the reins—the signal for
her horse to go into action, Instantly
Pommie obeyed. He leapt into a flat-
out gallop back down the hill,

But he went alone.

. For even as he tore his bridle free
from that clutching hand the young
cowboy acted.

With lightning speed he grasped
Merle around the waist and whipped
her clean out of the saddle,

"“How dare you! Let me go!” she
banted, struggling furiously in his
arms,
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But he seemed oblivious of her
kicking heels, of her whirling arms.
Clutching her firmly, he carried her
across the road, to disappear amongst
the trees just as Pomnle, having
realised that his beloved mistress had
in some inexplicable way vanished
from his back, pulled up.

Hidden amongst the trees was an
old wood-cutters hut, and, realising
Larry's intentions, Merle struggled
more desperately than ever.

"Let me down! Let me down!” she
ordered,. then gave an_ even more
furious shout as she felt his fingers at
the purse on her belt. My ticket!
Don't you dare——"

But he had already snatched it, and
before she could recover from the first
shock he had dumped her down on a
truss of hay inside the hut.

" Sorry to leave you like this, but I
guess it's got to be done,” he said.
" So-long!” .

The door closed behind him. Leap-
ing up, Merle hurled herself across
the hut, One hand grabbed the
wooden latch. She pulled, but the
door refused to budge. Tears welled
in her eyes as she realised that he had
bolted it behind him.

* ' Oh, the trickster—the cheat!” she
gulped.

Darting to the window, she pushed
her red, angry face to the rusty old
bar that divided it. She was just in
time to see Larry mount his black
horse and go riding away.

She stared after him, her
mingled with bewilderment.

Why was Larry so desperately
anxious to win the steeplechase? It
wasn’'t as if the Bronze Rider trophy
was valuable; it wasn't as if the race
was particularly important. Then
why should he have adopted this
method of ridding himself of an un-
wanted rival?

She shook her head in bafllement.
Everything about Larry was strange
and mysterious.

Then she remembered her uncle-—-
remembered how curiously eager he
had been that she should bring the
hronze trophy home with her. Could
there be any connection between that
and Larry's extraordinary behaviour?

A plaintive whinny from outside cut
into her thoughts. She saw that
Pommie had returned and was now
trotting to and fro.

"“Pommie! Pommie darling!”

At the sound of her voice he turned
his head, and cantered over as he saw
her face pressed against the window.
He thrust his nose between the bhar
and nuzzled her, )

Fondly she patted him. .

“I wish I could join you, Pommie,”
she said. " But that cowboys pre-
vented ” She broke off as sud-
denly she remembered the cod of rope
hanging from the pintle of Pommie's
saddle. ‘“But he shan’t cheat me!”
she exclaimed. * Between us, honey,
we'll beat him yet. Turn round,
there's a dear.”

Though at a loss to account for the
sudden excitement in her voice, the
chestnut swung round, and ecagerly
Merle reached out through the
window. Grasping the coiled rope, she
swiftly tied one end to the pintle, or
strong spike that rose from the front
of the saddle. Then she made the
other end fast to the rusty iron bar.

‘“Run, Pommie!" she ordered. ' Run
off as fast as you can!”

first the horse did not obey. He
stood regarding her uneertainly, But
as she gave him a slap and repeated
her order, he whinnied and went
ga,llu:::pirl?_1 away,

Merle held her breath.

Would her ruse succeed? q

‘There came a sudden splintering
neoise as the rope snapped taut,
followed by a gasp of delight from
Merle, For the old window frame had
broken under the strain and both it
and the bar went clattering to the

ground,

Eagerly she clambered through the
opening and, untying the rope, went
running to her pet, re-coiling the rope
as she went.

“Oh, you darling! Thanks to vou
T'm free!” she panted. * Now to sur-

I'll teach

Brise that cowboy, Larry!
Swinging into the saddle, she sent

Tary

im to try to cheat me!”

Pommie trotting back to the road.
There she paused, looking specula-
tively down the steep face of the hill.
A track led down to the hottom. It
looked treacherous and dangerous, but
she had implicit faith in Pommie.

"You can manage it, honey,” she
told him, and guided him to the edge
of the precipitous path, "And it’ll
save lots of time,” .

For a moment the chestnut shied
away, then, reassured by her confident
voice, he took the plunge, slithering
and sliding down the steep slope.

Safely he gained the bottom, and
there before them loomed the
stadium. Thanks to this short cut
saved many precious
minutes.

“We'll just about do it!" whooped
Merle, and, her eyes agleam with
fierce satisfaction at the thought that,
after all, she would outwit the cowboy
who had tricked her out of her entry
ticket, she went galloping for the
competitors' entrance.

But when she reached it
received an unpleasant shock.

The narrow door was closed and
bolted. ‘

Frantically she hammered on it
with a clenched fist, but an intermin-
able time seemed to pass before at
last the upper half of it swung open
and the head and shoulders of a
uniformed attendant appeared to
view,

“Yep? What is it?” he demanded.

‘1 want to come in. I want to com-
pete in the steeplechase!” panted
Merle. _

“* Got your entry ticket?"”

“No. You see——"

But he did not wait for her
explain.

“ Sorry: you can’'t compete without
a ticket.”

* But. > )

" Sorry,” he said again, and the door
was closed in her face. '

LARRY SPRINGS
ANOTHER SURPRISE

For a moment Merle
stood there in utter
consternation, then,
turning her horse, she
went galloping hack
down the road.

She refused to admit defeat. No
matter what happened, Larry should
not cheat her out of the trophy her
uncle wanted.

Reaching the public entrance, she
tossed a dollar hill to the attendant
there and rode in through the wide
gateway. The crowd was s0 thick that
at first she could see nothing of the
arena, o of the stakes and hurdles
that mapped out the course of the
steeplechase, Frantically she strove to
guide Pommie through the packed
spectators, heading for the competi-
tors' enclosure.

At last she was able to glimpse the

reat oval grass arena. Involuntarily

er gaze went across to the starting-
post, and then her heart sank,

For lined up there were eight or
nine riders!

“Oh gee, the race’ll soon he start-
ing!” she panted. " Quickly, Pommie!
We've got to stop Larry racing. We've
got to get back A ;

And then her voice trailed away,
as for the first time she caught sight
of Larry.

He had just come up to the start-
ing-post. .

Even from that distance Merle saw
the confident set of his head, and she
gave an angry gasp.

" “How dare he! How dare he take
my place and cheat me out of my
chance of wmnm% the Bronze Rider!™”

She knew, without being boastful
even to herself, that she would have
won that trophy. The horses entered
for the race were all fine animals, but
Pommie was a champion, and had in
a recent test made championship
time. This would have been easy.

“But he won't get away with it,”
she vowed.

Shaking the reins, she began to
edge Pommie through the crowd,
Twere was not a moment to lose now,
The starter was already climbing up
on to his platform.

(Please turn to page 155.)
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Tania’s Raid On The Schoo! House

HER ESCAPE FROM THE CAMP

ANIA, a jungle girl who had lived
alone on Castaway Isle for many
years, possessed an old book

containing a map of the island.

She suspected that Dave Cardew, a
member of a party of castaways, was
interested in the map and thought
him to be her enemy, but actually
it was Gerry Royston, the boy she
trusted, who was plotting against her.

Not realising Gerry's treachery,
Tania allowed him to fake charge of
the map. Later, as a result of his
scheming, she was banished from the
calmnmp,

Mr. Barnard, in charge of the
island school, had taken charge of
Tanla’s book, and, determined to re-
trieve it, Tania stole back to the
camp. Before she could reach the
schoolhouse where Mr. Barnard kept
the hook, however, she was seen, and,
in turning to flee, tripped and fell,

. - . .

ALMOST too terrified to move,

Tania crouched in the shadow
2f the tent as she heard the excited
voices of the castaways and the
sound of their footsteps racing across
the camp clearing.

“You say you saw someone here,
Captain Rawlins?” demanded Mr.
Barnard, as he called a halt. A

“Positive!” came the captain's
grufl reply.

"It couldn't have been Tania, I
suppose, =r?" ventured Tim Burcheil

doubtiully.
“Tania?’ echoed Mr. Barnard
sternly. “She would not dare to show

her face here after what has hap-
pened. Possibly it was a wild animal

“If that's the case, Mr. Barnard,
vou leave it to me.” At once the cap-
tain assumed authority. *‘You young
people stand back, and I'll have a
iook behind the tents.”

In hiding, Tania heard his heavy
footstens cautiously approaching,

Desperately. inch b inch, she
edged herself through the long grass
tihat grew between the tents, using
all [1(&!‘ jungle skill to avoid making a
sounda,

And just then the flap of one of
the tents parted, and a tall :igure
stepped from the shadows.

A scream was stifled on the jungle
girl's lips as & hand was clapped over
her mouth, and she was pulled
quickl{ into the OEening of the tent.

Terrified, she looked up—into Gerry
Royston’s cool, masterful blue eyes,

“Quiet ! breathed Gerry, with a
cautioning gesture, “All right, Tania.
[ won't give you away. I am still
your friend. You can trust me.”

Her mind awhirl, Tania could only
kneel obediently in the shelter of the
tent, while Gerry_stepped out to
clicounter Captam Rawlins.

“Hallo, cap’n!” he remarked cheer-
fully. *“Looking for someone?”

Tania was unable to distinguish
she captain’s reply, A great relief had
-wept over her. ]

Gerry—Gerry was still her friend!
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He had sald so himself. And he was
going to help her. ]

Just then his footsteps returned,
and he stood in the opening of the
tent, a smile on his handsome face,

“I've sent 'em on a wild-goose
chase!” he said softly. “I've told
Capn  Rawlins that I'd seen an
animal of some kind making for the
Regch, and they'v: gone to look for

He dropped to his knees beside her.

“I bhelieve you were scared when
ls"iou saw me, Tania!" he reproached
e,

"L thought "—the jungle girl's lips
trembled —* I thought you were
angry with me .ike the others,” she
whispered unsteadily.

Gerry shook his head, his blue eyes
wary.

"Not angry, Tania. I knew you
were innocent, though everyone else

helieved vou were gullty. I tried to
convince  Mr, rnard, but he
wouldn't  listen. Nor would the

others, You see, Dave had practicailly
accused vou of causing his accldent

Tania’s dark eyas were wide withi
distress. Even now it cut her to the
heari to think of Dave's apparent dis-
loyalty.

“He—he was ill; he did not under-
stand what he was saving,” she fal-
tered. “Poor Dave! Was his hurt
very bad?” .

Gerry's good-looking face hardened.

“You needn’t waste your sympathy
on him, Tania,” he rejoined im-
patiently. “The rotter got off more
lightly than he deserved. It’s only a
superficial wound, and he seems prac-
tically himself to-day, though Mr.
Barnard won't allow him to he ques-
tioned.”

“I am glad he is better,” declared
Tania simply. In her forgiving’ heart
there wus no bitterness against the
boy whom she believed had wronged
her. “Perhaps "—her face cleared—
“perhaps, when he is better, he will
tell them all that happened, and they
will know I am not to blame?”

“If I know Dave, he'il stick to his
story,” Gerry retorted. “But don’t
let's talk about him, Tania. I'm more
anxious about you, What on earth
alre you don}f here?” As Tania hesi-
tated, he added quickly : “You know
you can trust me.”

Meeting his blue eyes, the jungle
girl’s last doubts were swept aside,
Impulsively she blurted out the
reason for her visit—her anxiety for
the precious book which held some
secret connected with her.

Gerry whistled softly.

His ecunning mind was working
swiftly, though Tania only saw the
look of sympathy on his face,

“I don't blame you, Tania,” he said.
“After all, the Dook is your property,
and Mr. Barnard has no right to
fft;.,ain it. But I will help you to get

Tania stared at him incredulously.

Gerry was smiling, a daredevil
gleam in his eyes,

“Yes, I mean it, Tania. But it’s too
dangerous to talk here: the others
may be back again in a few minutes.

dusk and watch for my signal.

iM |
TAWAY
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Come with me, and I'll explain my
plan.”

He stepped cautiously out of the
tent, beckoning her when he saw
that the coast was clear. Her heart
beating with excitement and grati-
tude, Tania followed him. Gerry led
the way to a quiet, sunlit giude and
motioned her to a seat on a fallen
tree-trunk.

“Listen to me, Tanla—and listen
carefully,” he breathed. “I'm going
to help vou to get back your hook.,
but we'll have to wait till this even-
ing. Mr. Barnard has arranged to
check over the ship's papers with
Captain Rawlins aller supper. The
papers are locked in the safe with
your book, and he's almost certain to
eave the key In the safe while he’s
talking to the captain in his tent.
Do_you understand?”

Tanla nodded, her dark eyes fixed
eagerly on his face,

“Tania understands,” she whis-
pered.

“Good! Well, this is how we'll
work {t. Come hack to the camp at

'l
distract the attention of the others
while you slip into the sclhionlhouse.
Grab the book from the safe, and
leave by the window that opens on
to  the jungle. That's wvery im-
portant. T’ll only te able to distract
the others for a few minutes, and one
of them might spot you if you left
by the door. Is that clear?”

Once agaln the jungle girl nodded.

“Then you can leave the rest to

me, Tania,” declared Gerry. 2 o
promise "you that you won't be
caught. And to-mourow "—he smiled

at her stranzely—' to-morrow we'll
arrange a meeting-—just the two of
us—anywhere you Ilke to suggest.
I'll help vou to discover the meaning
ol those pictures in the hook, with
the heip of the map I'm minding for
you. And perhaps—perhaps, Tania,
we’ll be able to clear up the mystery
surrounding vou.”

There was a lump of gratitude in
the jungle girl's throat as she met his
eager ﬂance.

“It shall be as Gerry says,” she said,.
“Tania will get back her book with
Gerry's help, and to-morrow, early,
when the sun touches the treetops.
she will meet him in canoe where the
waltl.er from the hills tumbles into the
valley——"'
mean the rapids?” asked
3 “I caught & glimpse of them
yesterday. All right, Tanla. Till this
evening, then—and don't forget my
instructions,”

Almost happily, Tania left him, her
forme: despair replaced by eager ex-
citement as she hurried awav-
through the trees. Gerry was going
to help her! Gerry, her friend!

Gerry watched her till she was out
of sight, then turned with a start as
& hand fell on his shoulder.

“Stanhope, what do you want?” he
demanded. "

Stanhope, the ship’s mate, stood
there, scowling,

“What’s your game. Gerry Roy-
ston?" he countered. ““You must ba
crazy to have anvthing to do with
that jungle girl. T thought we'd seen
the last of her.” ;

“You can think agaln!" rejoined
Gerry smoothly. *“She’s going to be
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very useful, Stanhope. She's zuxious
to get back her precious diary—and,
what's more, I'm going to help her!”

The other stared at him in blank
dismay.

"You must be crazy!" he gasped.
“We want that book ourselves, and
we've got to act quickly. el
young Dave’s well enough to tulk
he’ll blurt out what he knows, and
h2 may persuade Barnard that
Tanla’s innoceat——"

"“Let him!” rejolned Gerry, with a
cool smile. “No one will helieve him,
Stanhope—not after this evening, for
when Tania comes back for her book
I'm going to kill two birds with one
stone.” .

He whispered something in the
mate's ear, and an unpleasant grin
crossed the latter's lace. Still
chuckling, they beth disappeared
among the trees,

TANIA
BLAMED

Twilighit had {fallen
over the forest, and
Tania, perched high in
a tall tree, waited
anxiously for Gerry's
signal.

She could see the leaping flames of
the camp-fire reflecting on the laugh-
ing faces bf the young castaways as
they ate their supper.

The jungle girl's lins trembled. In
spite of her taut excitement—her
reckless determination to carry out
Gerry's plan—the sight of that happy
party brought a stab to her heart,

Not so long ago she had been one
of them, welcome to come and go as
she pleased. But now she was an
outcast. Now——

And then she stiffened as she
caught sight of Gerry’s tall, hand-
some figure as he strolled across to
the group.

Tania saw him beckon to them
laughingly, and though she could not
hear his words, it was plain _that he
was trying to persuade them to
follow him on some pretext—to leave
the wav ciear for her!

One by one they left the camp-
fire, forming an excited group round
the boy. He was pointing towards
the trees, and in a moment they were
running in the direction he indi-
cated.

Gerry lingered for a moment, and
Tania saw hi
the sudden gleam of a torch flashing

towards the tree in which she
crouched, |
Gerry’s signal! *

Tanla slid from her lolty perch,
springing nimbly to the ground. Her
pulses raced with mingled excite-

nient and anxiety as she crept
through the bushes towards the
clearing.

It was deserted now, though a light
giowed behind the canvas of two of
ithe tents. One would be Mr,
Barnard's tent, where he and Cap-
tain Rawlins were busily studying
the papers; the other, perhaps, was
Dave's, for the injured boy had not
heen among the group around the

re

Cautiously she crept out into the
firellt clearing, moving like a shadow
1owards the schoolhouse.

The door stood open-—as Gerry had
promised !

In a moment Tania had reached it
and slipped inside,

An oll-lamp, its wick turned low,
threw a faint, almost eerie gleam of
yellow light on the rows of desks,
books, and the big iren safe standing
in _the corner.

Tania darted towards the safe.
The keys were in the lock, as Gerry
had expected, and Tania had often
seen Mr, Barnard use them,

A swift, desperate twn, and the
safe door swung open,

There, lying by itself on a tray, was
her precious book ! )

Tanla snatched it up, holding it
tightly, her heart thudding.

Then she stiffened as to her ears
drifted the sound of distant volces.
The castaways werc coming back!

In sudden terrer, she stared
around. The window! She must
escape)
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im raise his hand; saw-

She dartea across the room. The
smalli window above the rostrum was
wide open, and she could see the
trees silhouetted against the sky
outside,

B G'erry must have opened it for
er!

Panting, Tania sprang towards the
window—when something caught her
foot, and she was almost thrown
headlong. She heard a faint twang-
ing sound and a mufiled crash, but
che dared not look round.

For now she could 'hear the shouts
and laughter of the castaways as they
trooped across the clearing.

With an agile spring, she gained
the window, still clutching her
precious book. Between her and the
safety of the Jungle was only a
narrow strip of open ground; but,
even as she sped recklessly across it,
there came a loud, excited yell :

"Look! Look over there!"

. “There’s someone making for the
jungle!”

"It’s Tania!” cried Moyra Curtis

shrilly. “She’s been up to some mis-
chief, I'll be bound!”

“After her, chaps!” yelled Tim
Burchell.

“Tania! Come back!” thundered

Mr. Barnard's stern voice, as he came
running from his tent.

But ‘T'ania, panic-stricken, was run-
ning like a hare, and in a moment
had disappeared into the jungle. Mr.
Barnard, realising fhey could never
overtake her, called the jungle girl’s
pursuers back. And then a new voice
broke into the confusion.

“What—what's going on here?” it
asked shakily and rather puzzled.

They all turned, and an expression
?f swift anxlety crossed Mr. Barnard's
ace.

"Dave!” he exclaimed.
shouldn’t have left your tent!”

Dave Cardew, his rue
and drawa, his head sulll bandaged,
stood in the glow of the firelight,
looking round with a puzzled smile,

“You

“It's all right, sir. I'm feeling
much better,” he declared, as they
clustered round him. “Just a bit

thick-headed.” He grinned boyishly.
"“What's all the row about?”

Eagerly Moyra stepped forward to
tell him,

“Goodness, Dave! Haven't you
heard about Tania? Mr. Barnard
hanished her from the camp, and
now she's had the cheek to come back
for some reason—probably out of
spite——"" ;
7 A startled expression crossed Dave's
ace.

“Just a minute!” he exclaimed
huskily, *I don’t understand. Taria
—hanished. Why——"

A clamour of voices started to
reply, but Mr. Barnard checked them.
Quietly, reluctantiy, he explained to
Dave the reason for his action, and
the boy's face turned deathly pale.

“But—but it can’t be true, sir!” he
protested, looking towards Gery,
who met his glance with an unwink-
ing stare. “I—I don’t remember
exactly what happened.” He raised a
hand unsteadily to his bandaged
head, "It was all so sudden. I'd heen
imprisoned in that cave by Tania.
Then I saw the stone move. I—I
thought Tania had come to release

me. stepped out, and someone
%ttapked me. But I can't believe that
allla.

“Tanla was the only one who knew
where you were,” pointed out Mr.
Barnard. *“I must admit that she did
not seem_the sort of girl to act as
she did, Still, I was mistaken; we all
were. I'm sorry, Dave, but I'm afraid
it’s true——"

He was interrupted by a startled
shout from one of the boys.

“Look! Mr. Barnard—the school-
house !”

Everyone whirled, and a horrified
cry went up.- For smoke was belching
from the open door of the school-
house, and they could see the red
glow of flames beyond.

Above the cries of dismay came
Moyra's shrill, accusing voice :

‘“‘Someone’s set fire to the school-
house—and was there a few

‘minutes ago!”

d face pale.

- under

THE MEETING = -
AT THE RAPIDS

Mr. Barnard rapped
out orders. The boys
raced for the canvas
buckets lined up out-
side the tents, and
Gerry snatched up an
extinguisher that had been brought
{rom the ship.

In a few minutes they were attack-

*ing the flames that curled from the

doorway, licking the bamboo walls.

Fortunately, e fire had not had
time t0 get a grip on the main
structure; most of the flames came
from a cupboard containing books
and stationery, near which the oil-
lamp had been left burning.

Gerry was the first to burst
through the clouds of smoke that
poured from the open door. A
handkerchlefl over his face, he groped
his way through the blinding smoke,
teeling over the floor.

His fingers closed on a_ length of
fine wire stretched from the window
to the hase of the overturned lamp.
With a swift tug, he removed the
incriminating trip-wire — the wire
against which Tania had unknow-
ingly stumbled.

Thrustin the incriminating
evidence into pocket, Gerry re-
turned to meet Mr. Barnard and the
other hoys.

“It must have bean an accident,
sir,” he declared. *I can hardly
believe that ‘Fania would purposely
have done a thing like this—out of
revenge 2

There came a gasp from the group
standing outslde.

“That's it!" declared Moyra. *“It
was revenge —revenge for being
banished from the schoo!! Even

Dave must see what kind of a girl
Tania is now!”

Dave, pale and silent, stood beside
Mr. Barnard, looking hard at Gerry.
And that boy returned the other's
gaze with a cool, unflinching stare, a
gleam of satisfaction in his blue eyes.

His plot had succeeded even better
than he had hoped. Even Dave must
have his doubts about Tania now.
The jungle girl would have no one to
turn to except Gerry Royston,

UNAWARE of the cunning scheme

of which she was the innocent
dupe, Tania returned to her new
home, carrying her precious book.

Her gratitude to Gerry knew no
bounds.

That night she .slept with the book
. her pillow of dried grass,
dreaming of the secrets4o0 be learned
when Gerry had helped her to de-
cipher those quaint, faint pictures.

The next morning she was astir as
the sun rose. Soon she set out to
keep her appointment with Gerry,
carrying the book in a woven satchel
slung across her shoulder.

Picking her way sure-footedly over
the stepping stones that crossed the
rapids, she climbad into her canoe
and set out on the risky, yet thrill-
ing. journey to the rendezvous.

Her toucil on the paddle was strong
and deft, She sent the light craft
skimming over the turbulent water,
in and out of the jagged roeks.

At length a bend in the rapids
orought her in sight of a glistening
pool, into which the waters poured
with a noise like thunder.

Through the fine spray she caught
a glimpse of a hoat—one of the ship’s
hoats—a figure seated motionless at
the oars.

“Gerry!” called Tania, urging her
canoe through a barrier of rushes.
“Gerry, I come with the book =

Then her voice trailed away in a
startled gasp as the boy leaned from
his boat, grasping the prow of her
canoe. .

“I've been waiting for you, Tania,"
he sald gquietly.

She shrank back with a cry, her
hands clenched, staring into Dave
Cardew's stern, penetrating eyes.

Dave has come instead of Gerry.
What does this mean ? Bee next Friday's
instalment,
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Pat And Chris

Got The Shock Of Their Lives When The Black Box Was Opened
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(52
t‘ ;" )
3 -

.A SHOCK FOR THE CAMPERS

AT ROCKWELL and her chum,
Chris Caslon, who were staying
at Westonmouth Holiday Camp,

were helping to organise a regatta.
Pat’s idea was to turn an old ketch
into & Roman galley.

Chris belleved that the ketch once
belonged to her Uncle Charles, who
had been drowned while salling it.

Dolores Belgrave Bellamy, a beau-
tiful, wealthy girl who was also stay-
ing at the camp, seemed strangely
interested in the ketch. :

She copied a mysterious message
which had been scratched on tne
floor of the ketch, then scrubbed out
the uriginal message to prevent the
chums from seeing it.

The chums, believing Dolores had
hidden the notebook containing the
message in an ornamental black box,
awaited their opportunity, then went
:&long to Dolores' chalet to search for

While they were searching they
heard Dolores’ voice outside, and, to
their horror, saw her approaching
with a crowd of campers.

" CHRIS. we've got to hide!” Pat

gasped. “If we're caught in
here we'll find it difficult to explain.
Come on—into the wardrobe!”

Still clutching the black box, she
darted across the chalet. Eagerly her
chum followed. The% jerked open
the door of the wardrobe and quickly
clambered amongst Dolores’ clothes.

Hardly had they concealed them-
selves than footsteps sounded on the
veranda.

" Hope to goodness,” came Dolores’
laughing voice, " that nobody’s paid
me g Visit while I've been away, I'm
rather anxious about that black box,
you know.” .

The two chums held their breath
as the door opened and Dolores,
Bruce Feltham and a gmup of young
holiday-makers entered the chalet.

" Gee, you've certainly made your-
self comfy here!” exclaimed the young
ertsd master, looking admiringly
around,

“ And why not?” asked Dolores with
a smile, then she pointed to the ex-
pensive hox of crystallized fruits on
the table. * Anyone care for a snack?
Please help yourselves.”

As the camﬁers eagerly availed
themselves of the invitation, Dolores
ft.ared across the chalet, a gueer look
n her eyes, .

" Now Lw,vhere did I put that ignition
key?”’ she murmured. “Oh, I re-
member—in the pocket of the blazer
I wore yesterday. That will be in the
wardrobe., Like to see my wardrobe,
Tolks?"

Pat and Chris froze with horror and
frantically they tried to screen them-
selves with the hanging frocks. The’
« door was jerked open and Dolores
slim arm was thrust into the ward-
robe.

The chums held their breath.
Would they escape discovery? It
seemed 8o, for, having extracted the
ignition key from her blazer pocket,
Dolores turned away. But that queer
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gleam still showed in her violet eyes
and abruptly she swung round again,
snalching at the hanging dresses,
pushing them aside. Then she gave
a startled gasp. 4

“'Why, someone’s hidinﬁ in here!"
she exclaimed. *Well, if it isn't Pat
and Chris!”

But as she surveyed the dismayed
chums there was no astonishiment on
her face, only a smile of mockery.

“Pat and Chris!" exclaimed Bruce,

while Lucy Day and all the others
stared incredulously,
d -faced and humiliated, the

chums stepped out of the wardrobe
and Dolores gave another gasp, as she
saw_ what Pat was clutching.

“ Why, that’s my black box!" she
exclaimed, “ But whatever were you
doing with that? And why were you
higi%g in the wardrobe? Is this a
joke?”

Most of the campers were looking
susplcious and_indignant, and the
chums flushed hotly as they realised
what they must be thinking. Bruce
Feltham regarded them sternly,

“Why did you take Dolores’ box?”
he asked.

Chris drew in her breath sharply.

“Because we wanted to look in-
side,” she replied. ‘““You see, we

believe that it contains Dolores’ note-

k — the book whose existence she
has denied; the book in which she
copied that message that was
scratched on the floor of the ketch!”

There came a startled gasp from all
around and all eyes went to Dolores.
She did not turn a hair. Calmly she
stood there, a tantalising, almost
mocking smile curving her lips.

“But that is absurd—really it is,
Pat,” she said. “That box only con-
tains a little secret of mine.”

Pat gave a derisive snort.

“Then open it and let's see for
ourselves,” she said,

. " Yes—I1 dare you to open it,” put
in Chris.

Challengingly they faced the mis-
chief-maker, but to their surprise she
calmly nodded,

" Very well—if you insist—although
it will spoil the surprise I was prepar-
ing,” she said, and, taking a key from
her Kocket. she fitted it into the lock
of the box and turned it.

Wonderingly Pat and Chris eyed
each other. Was 1t possible that
they had made & mistake? That
mocking gleam in Dolores’ eyes made
them feel suddenly uneasy.

While everyone crowded . round
Dolores lifted the lid and revealed its
contents. Another gasp went up. for
the box contained, not a notebook,
but a model of a silver sailing ship,
with a silver plate attached to_its
bhase, all ready for an inscription.
And across the model lay a slip of
paper on which was written :

“To PAT ROCKWELL — in
memory of the Westonmouth Re-
gatta, 1948, with grateful thanks
from all her friends at the holiday
camp.”

Dolores shook her head regretfully
as she lifted up the minlature Roman
gallgy and displayed it.

“You see—this was the surprise I

OLORES
Gachic/-

By HAZEL ARMITAGE

was planning,” she said,
waiting until I went into town
the words engraved on it, and I meant
Lo _bresent it to Pat on regatta day.”

Pat's head was in a whirl. As jor
Chris, she stood as if petrified. This
discovery had taken them completely
by surprise, but as they saw that
tantalising gleam in Dolores’ eyes they
had the feeling that once again they
had been cleverly tricked,

From the other holiday-makers
came an indignant murmur,

 Well, T hope you're satisfied now,”
said_Lucy Day.

" Reckon you ought to apologise to
Dolores,” put in one of the boys.

They all looked pointedly across at
the chums, but they remained silent.
Dolores was openly grinning at them
now, and their last doubts vanished.

They had heen tricked. Dolores,
Enowing that they were still atter the
notebook, had deliberately planned
{or them to overhear her conversation
with Lucy—knowing that as a resulg
they would search her chalet. She
had planted the model in the black
box—Ilured them into an artful trap!

“ Well, what about it?” demanded
Luey. *Aren't you going to do as
Derek says?”

. Yes—aren't you going to apolo-
gise?” asked that boy again.

Pat’s lips drew tight. Her chum
remained silent also. It was Dolores
who ended the embarrassing scene.

“I  was
to have

“Goodness, I dont want an
apology,” she cried. “Come on, let’s
for%;at Jall about it—let’s go for that
cruise.”

L Her light-hearted words lessenad
the tension and an eager move was
made for the door. Slowly Pat and

Chris followed and milingly Dolores
heckoned to them.

“You coming cruising with us?”
she asked.

Pat shook her head.

“No thanks,” she replied. * We've
—we've arranged to go for a walk.”

She knew that her refusal had
created a bad impression, but she
could not help it. She was seethin
at Dolores’ trickery and she coul
not bring herself to go aboard the
mischief-maker's cabin-cruiser.

When the rest of the holiday-makers
had gone streaming down to the
beach and Bruce had gone about his
csﬁmp duties, Chris turned to her
chum

“Was there ever such a girl!” she
gasped. “She seems to think of
everything!” Then she frowned.
“ But where can she have hidden that
notebook ?” she asked.

Pat’s brows puckered thoughtfully,

“I've a feeling it must be still on
the ketch,” she said. “ Anyway, let's
forget it for now. Let's enjoy our-
selves, We mustn't let that mischief-
maker spoil our holiday.”

The chums thoroughly enjoged
their stroll along the cliff-top, but
during the next few days they con-
tinned to keep a close watch on
Dolores. She, however, made no sus-
picious move, and Pat's conviction
that she must have hidden the all-
important notebook somewhere on
the ketch deepened.

And _then, one afterncon after
lunch, Bruce made an announcement,

“The ketch has been cleaned and
is all ready for us to start painting



and decorating il,” he said, “so what
about us all getting busy this after-
noon?”

There came an enthusiastic roar of
agreement, but Pat
Dolores and suddenly she saw an ex-
cited gleam come into that girl’'s eyes.

Pat gave Chris a nudge.

*“Bhe's excited because she thinks
now’s her chance to get back that
notebook,” she whispered. * But she's
going to he unlucky., We'll watch her
like a hawk and the moment she acts
we'll pounce!™

THE ARRIVAL OF
THE COSTOMES

The whole. camp
went in a body to the

boathouse, and when
they were on " board
the voung. sports

master surveyed them

smilingly, )
“I suggest we split into two

parties,” he said. " Oune to undertake
the carpentry — the other to do the
painting. Now who shall be in charge
of the painters?”

“ Dolores!” came the qulck shout
and Dolores smiled, obviously pleased
by this evidence of her popularity.

Bruce nodded, then looked around.

“ Now for the carpenters. Who shall
be_ their leader?”

Instantly before anyone else could
speak, Dolores answered,

" Why, Pat, of course,” she said.
“This regatta stunt was her idea. so
it's only right she should be one of
the leaders.”

There came a murmur of approval,
for the scene in Dolores’ chalet had
by now been forgotten by most of the
holiday-makers. But to everyone's
surprise Pat shook her head,

" Thanks—but I'd rather not,” she

said. N
* But——" began Dolores.
Smilingly Pat interrupted her.
*It's nice of you to nominate me.”

she said, “ but I'd rather work in your

squad, Dolores.”

*“Rather! Me, too!" chipped in
Chris, quickly realising the reason for
her chum’s unexpected action.

Pat did not intend to let Dolores
out of her sight!
mischief-maker frowned and
for a mometit a furious glare filled
her beautiful eyes. It was as If she
also understood Pat’s motives.

“ But " she began again,
once more to be interrupted.

I suegest Willis takes charge,”
Pat said sweetly. “He's a dab hand
at carpentry.”

" Right-ho, Willis it 1s,” agreed
Bruce and to Dolores’ secret [y
the matter was at an end.

Pat and Chris exchanged covert
smiles as they followed the mischief-

only

maker across the deck, to where pots.

of paint and brushes stood readv, For
once they had got the better of her.

Curtly Dolores indicated two of the
paint-pots,

“Pat and Chris—you'd better start
on the starboard rall,” she snapped.
“I'll get to work on the other side.”

“0h, then we'll come with you,”
said Pat, calmly picking up a paint-
pot and following the other girl.
“We'd like to watch t0 see how it's

one."”

And to Dolores’ increasing anger
they insisted on working close bheslde
her all afternoon. Several times she
made excuses and tried to slip off, but
always it was to find one or the other
of the chums close at her heels. The
result was that she abandoned any
scheme she had had to recover the
notebook and Chris frowned rather
disappointedly as, work for the day
finished, they all filed off the ketch,
leaving Bruce to lock up behind them.

“I'm afraid we overdid it a bit,
Pat.” she whispered. “We scared her
off from looking for the notebook.”

Pat nodded.

"I know—but I couldn't resist the
opportunity of tantalising her,” she
said with a chuckle. * Anyway, there'll
be plenty of time to-morrow.”

In the morning work on the ketch
was resumed. ore cautiously this
time Pat and Chris kept watch on
Dolores, and at last, when she thought

1

was watching .

they were busy painting. the mischief-
maker began tiptoeing away,

The chums' hearts leapt. Was she
%golgzolg last to lead them to the note-

Stealthily they began to follow.
Dolores was making for the stern. but
before she could achieve. her secret
burpose there came a sudden shout
Irom the boathouse door.

"Stop work, everybody!”

And there was Bruce, accompanied
by two of the camp porters, carrying
two huge wickerwork hampers.

Dolores ewung round and she glared
as she saw that once again Pat and
Chris were on her trail, but before
shei could say anything Bruce spoke
again, T %

“The regatta costumes have ar-
rived,” he announced, nodding to-
wards the hampers. “So what about
trving them on?" .

There was instantly an excited
clamour. A rush forward was made
and the porters were hardly given a
chance to drag the hampers aboard.
With 2 whoop the campers over-
whelmed them, captured the hampers
and enthusiastically carried them on
to the ketch's deck.

Feverish fingers unfastened the lids,
and on to the deck tumbled a mass of
white, crimson and green garments,
and a glitterlng array of brass breast-
plates and helmets, swords, spears,
shields and daggers.

“1 bags this wizard red costume!"
whooped Lucy Day.

* And me for this lovely green one!”
cried a girl named Daphne French.

Excitedly the girls helped them-
selves while the boys eagerly examined
the brass helmets and swords.

Even Pat and Chris forgot thelr

uest for the hidden notebook. As
thrilled as any, they gathered around.
And then an admiring gasp went up
as Lucy held up an exquisitely
fashioned purple garment.

“This must be the Roman em-
press’ costume!” she exclaimed.
* Golly, isn’t it simply grand? Here,
Dolores, let's see how you look in it.”

Dolores took the costume and held
it against her. smiling charmingly,
and another gasp of admiration went

up.
I:LMyr. but_ it suits you to a *T’!”
exclaimed Daphne.

" Rather!” agreed Lucy. *Dolores
is just the girl to take the role of
empress!”

There came & murmur of agree-
ment from several of the others, but
Chris, who had been Watchln? with
increasing indignation Dolores
}:irouetting up and down, basking in

ucy and Co.'s admiration, stepped
angrily forward. .

“Not so fast]” she cried. *You
seem to forget that this regatta stunt
was Pat’s idea. It's she who should
be empress, not a newcomer like
Dolores!” ;

And_ challengingly she looked
around, .

THE NOTEBOOK
AT LAST

For a moment there
was silence, then Lucy
gave an irate sniff.

“R ats ! Dolores
would make a much
better empress,” she
declared. * Go on, Dolores, try it on.”

“No—it's Pat who should wear it,”
affirmed Chris, determined that her
chum should not be robbed of the

roud position which she felt rightly

elonged to her.

Instantly an argument broke out.
Some supported Pat: others Dolores,
It was Bruce who brought it to an
end, As sports master, he was
anxigus that there should be no
friction in the camp.

“Steady on!" he cried, looking
round at the flushed faces with a
soothing smile. “It's far too early to
decide who shall be empress. This
is only an informal try-on. so it
doesn’t really matter who wears the
costume this afternoon.”

“Then I will try it on, if I may,”
sald Dolores quickly,

‘'Oh, no, vou won’t,” cried Chris,
determined that the mischief-maker
should not’ score over her chum.

deck,

Bruce frowned. He sensed the ten-
sion in the air. Then he smiled.

“I suggest that the best way to
settle the matter is to toss for it,”
he said. ‘' Heads, Dolores; tails, Pat.
Everyone agreed?” .

There came a murmur of approval

“and, taking a penny Jfrom his pocket,

the young sports master threw it into
the air. Everyone craned forward as
it clattered down to the deck.
‘‘Heads!" whooped Lucy. -
“Then the honour falls to. me,”
sald Dolores, and she grinned
glumphantly across at Chris and

at.

Carrying the coveted costume. she
went below to change. The rest of
the girls eagerly followed with their
costumes, leaving the boys up on
.excitedl strap . the
breast-plates, don their helmets and
engage in mock duels with the
swords.

Pat, selecting a pale, vellow castume,
was close at Dolores' heels. Not even
now was she going to let the mischief-
maker out of her sight.

Amid excited chatter the girls
donned their costumes, and when
they were ready, laughinegly lined up
for an inspection by the empress—at
Dolores’ instruction. .

Though inwardly seething at the
way Dolores seemed to have taken
charge of everything, Pat could not
help but admit that she looked lovely
in that costume. :

Had she not known Dolores for
what she was, she reflected, she would
indeed have handed over the rdle to -
her, but now ;
“She’s certainly marvellous,” Chrls -
said. “Oh, what a pity she's so two-
faced. She might be one of the
nicest girls one could meet——"' L

But she wasn't, Pat thought grimly:
She was their enemy, and they had
to_bowl her out. ‘

With this thought in mind Pat fol-
lowed the others out of the saloon.

And what a blaze of colour the
deck of the old ketch became when
the girls, dressed in their romantic
costumes, rejoined the boys!

“I say, we must have a picture of
this!” cried Pat, when the impromptu
rehearsal neared its end. * Luckily
I brought my camers with me."

“That's a wizard idea,” declared
‘Willis Green, and there came wn
eager murmur from. all around.

" But youd better adjourn to the
heach,” Pat suggested. *The llght‘s
stronger there. Bruce, will Fou form
them into a group? I'll slip below
and get the camera.”

Enthusiastically the holiday-makers
clambered off the ketch and hurried
out of the boathouse to the adjoin-
ing beach, while Pat ran down thé
companionway. She fouwnd her
camera, sna{)ped it open, then put in
a new spool of film. It took her a
few moments to get it fixed, then,
c?mem in hand, she mounted the
steps, i

But suddenly she paused, a startled -
gleam flashing into her eyes.

" Hallo, what does this mean?” she
murmured, and hurriedly ducked out
of sight.

For the deck  was not deserted as
she had expected. One of the holi-
day-makers had returned to the
keteh. It was Dolores, and there was
something furtive about her manner.

Instantly - Pat 1hought of the
hidden notebook aad cautiously she
watched. Had the mischief-maker
made some excuse to return in order
to retrieve that book?

Dolores had now reached the steer-
ing-wheel. There she paused, to look
apprehensively around. Seeing no
one, she chuckled and swiftly lifted
the hood of the binnacle that stood
in front of the wheel. Next moment
she had whipped something, out from
under the hood. and it was only with
difficulty that Pat suppressed the ery
that rose to her lips.

For 1t was a green-backed bhook that -
Dglores clutched—the notebook in~
which she had copled the mystery
message! At last Fat had caught’
her red-handed!

What will Pat do ? And what does the. -
mystery message say ? See next Fri-,-
day's enthralling instalment. .
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At The Mercy Of The Waves, Sally Drifted Further And Further From The College Shi'p

THE DESERT ISLE

“TDHEW! That was something like
a high dive!”

Sally Warner grinned rue-
fully as she recovered from the first
stunning shock of falling overboard
from the Ocean Star, the college
ship in which she had been travel-
I to Australia.

Clinging to her lifebelt raft, she
peered through the thick mist, ex-
gecting every moment to hear herself

ailed, to see a rescuing boat come
to her rescue.

But all was silent, save for the
murmur of the waves, and there was
no stgn of a ship's boat, No sign
either of the Ocean Star. v

“Oh, golly, they haven't realised
that I'm missing vet,” she ejacu-
lated. "And the ship's gone steaming
on,”

Something like panic seized her
as she realised her awful plight, then
she comforted herself with the know-
ledge that sooner or later her absence
aboard must be discovered, then the
Ocean Star was bound to return in
search for her.

After an effort she managed to
clamber on to the lifebelt raft and,
thrusting her arm ihrough a knotted
rope, she stretched herself out.

And there she lay, while the strong
current swept her relentlessly on—
farther and farther from the Ocean
Star. Exhausted by her nightmare
experience, she felt her eyes closing
and at last she fell into a coma.

When she awoke it was to find that
the mist had gone and that the
early-morning sun was streaming
down on her. More surprising, she
was no longer bobbing up and down
on the raft. She sat up in bewilder-
ment, then gave an amazed gasp, for
under her was warm, dry sand.

Sally gave a whoop of joy, then she
laughed as she realised that the tide
had washed her up on to the shore of
an island. Bhe was saved! It was
a wonderful thought, and for a
moment she could only revel in her
miraculous éscape.

Then, scrambling to her feet, she
looked down at the lifebelt raft
which lay half-buried in the soft
sand, Attached to it was that
mysterious waterproof bag which
Jack Morris, the rascally passenger
who had been responsible for her
falling overboard, had tied there.

Sight of that bag made her recall
the notes Morris had made about the
incoming tide to Paloa Island.

*"This must be it,” she told herself.
“This must be Paloa Island. Now, if
only I could sight the Ocean
Star- i

Eagerly she peered out to sea, but
to her dismay there was not a ship
in sight. Her smile faded, and again
panic seized her. Suppose the
Qeean Star didn't come back to
search for her! Suppose she  was
marooned on a desert isle! '
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Desperately she told herself that it
was foolish to worry, that a thorough
search was bound to be made for her.
Then her thoughts turned to her
chums—to Don Weston, Fay Man-
ners, and Johnny Briggs. What were
they doing now? What were they
thinking?

Her eyes grew misty and a sob
escaped her at the awful thought
that she might never see them again.

Fiercely she Dbattled with her
emotion,

“None of that, Sally Warner,” she
saild briskly. “You'd better find

something to occupy your mind for
a while.”

Her gaze again went to the water-
proof bag. What was in it? Why
had Morris risked so much to throw
it overboard from the Ocean Star?

She dragged the raft up the sand
into the shelter of the tall, luXuriant
ferns that grew at the edge of the
beach and freed the oilskin bag from
the lifebelts. The top of it was fast-
ened by a =zipper, and after some
difficulty she managed to open it.
Inside the bag was a hox, and inside
the box a rather heavy object in an-
other waterproof bag.

As she was about to open that bag
Sally suddenly jerked up, a look of
incredulity in her eyes. For from
some distance away a gruff voice
suddenly roared out:

“Ahoy, there!”

Sally’s first thrillingly joyful
thought was that a search party from
the Ocean Star was approaching the
island. With a choking cry of relief
she scrambiled to her feet and started
forward. And then she stopped,
staring.

For that shout had not come from
the sea. It had come [rom a tall,
uncouth-looking man clad in a dirty
white suit, who was standing on
high ground two hundred yards or so
from Sally.

He was staring out to sea, waving
towards a rowing-boat which was ap-
proaching the island.

“Any luck?”’ he roared. “Did you
pick up the stuff?”
"No,” came a gruff, angry shout

from the boat. ‘*We searched around
in that darned fog, but we couldn’'t

find a thing. We'll take another
look soon.”
Sally stood rooted, some queer

feeling of foreboding telling her that
there was something wrong here.
Even s0, her relief at seeing other
human beings, however unprepossess-
ing, was 50 enormous that she was
prepared to lgnore that warning
inner voice. .

She watched, however, as the boat
?rated on the beach, as three men
umped out. i

“Not a thing,”
clared savagely.

one of them de-
“Not even a sign of
the lifebelts.”

Sally stiffened. Lifebelts! That
word had a familiar ring. Very
cautiously she crept a little closer,
her heart beginning to thump with
fear and excitement.

“Yep, it was his bright idea to
steal the stuff and throw it overboard
lashed to the lifebelts,” said the Arst
man. “Smart idea, too, But if
that chap who calls. himself Morris
has let us down, let him look out for
himself, that’s all!” 3 i

“Here, g0 easy, Seth,” murmured
one of the others. “Don't condemn

Jhad left the raft.

yHAKERS
" AFLOAT

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

the man yet. We may find it when
we take another look. Anyway,
Morris may have hit some snag.
Maybe he couldn’t work the plan the
way he wanted.”

“There's nd such word as couldn't
in this job,” snarled Seth. "“That
stufl's worth a small fortune to us,
and you know it."

Hardly daring to breathe, Sally
stood motionless, hidden by the tall
grass and ferns. With a shock the
truth had hit her. These men were
confederates of the rascally Jack
Morrls.  Somehow he had managed
to steal something of great value
which was being carried. aboard the
Ocean Star, and he had intended to
float it on the lifebelt raft to the rest
of the gang, who clearly had their
headquarters on this island. Had
she not tumbled to his game no one
would have known what had hap-
pened to the package. Certainly
not the slightest suspicion would
have attached itself to Jack Morris.
But for Sally the whole affailr would
have remained wrapt in mystery.

For a moment longer she stood, -
listening to the men grumbling
among themselves. Then a resolute
look came to her face,

She had folled Jack Morris, and
she would foil these men, They
shouldn't get away with this robbery.
But what could she do? She must
reveal herself to them, for on a small
island like.this it would only be a
anatter of time before they discovered

er.

With a sudden gleam in her eyes
she stealthily backed away until once
again she reached the spot where she
Feverishly she
again undid the waterproof bag, ex-
tracted the box and pulled out the
small waterproof bag.

With a quick look round she spied
a large rock, and dug into the soft
sand near it with her hands. Then
carefully she placed the object in the
hele, and smoothed the sand over
again,

It was the work of a moment to
fill the box with pebbles to make up
the weight of the object she had re-
moved. Quickly she thrust it back
into the waterproof bag and closed .
the zipper.

Panting a little with exertion and
elation, she rose to her feet, and
with some apprehension started for-
ward. Then she gave a violent start
as a gruff voice, fllled with astonish-
ment, scunded behind her:

“Well, if it isn't a girl] Here,
where on earth did you spring
from?"”

SALLY'S SMOKE
SIGNALS

With a stifled gasp
of alarm Sally swung
round, staring into
the wondering face of
the man she had first
seen on the island.

'Great snakes,
you've got the raft—and the bag!”
he shouted. ‘So Morris didn’t let us
down, after all.”

His shouts brought the other men
to the sceme.- Their astonishment
equalled his own when they saw
Sally, though on the scowling face of
the man they called Seth was a look
of deep distrust and suspicion.
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“Sure T've got it,” Sally said in a
nonchalant voice. “It was a hit
trickler than we thought, though.
As a matter of fact, I had to come
over with it, otherwise we’d never
have got it away from the ship.”

'I‘l'te first man whistled in astonish-
ment.

“You came over with {t]l” he re-
peated in awed admiration. “Gee,
you're a plucky 'un, - But who——"

 “Why, I get it,' broke in the
youngest of the men. “You're Jack
Morris' niece, Janet. He sald he

might be bringing you along. Put it
there, sister. I'm Joe. These are
Al, Frank, and Seth.”

~Sally acknowledged the introduc-
tion with a nod and a smile, inwardly
thanking the unknown Janet
Morris for coming to her rescue like
this. If she could lull the men’s sus-
picions about herself, then there
would be a hetter chance of bluffing
them about the contents ot the oil-
skin bag; a better chance of signal-
ling to the Ocean Star when it came
in search of her again, which surely,
surely it must do! -

“You'd better come along to the
camp for some coffee and a bite to
eat,” Al's voice hroke In on her
thoughts. “Bring the bag, Frank.
Guess everything’s okay inside it,
eh?” he asked eagerly.

““You bet,” said Sally confidently.
“Just leave that to nunky. Lead me
to that coffee, brother., I certainly
am thirsty.”

With a swaggering step she fol-
lowed Joe and Al, with Seth beside
her and Frank bringing up the rear
with the oilskin bag. She must, she
thought with a grimace, look as
rumplec as the men themselves. The
hot sun, thank goodness, had dried
her slacks and blouse, but they were
dreadfully creased and stained with
sea water.

Conscious of the dour Seth's lower-
ing glance still fixed on her, she
walked on., At last Joe and Al drew
to & halt.

“Here we are—home, sweet home,”
said Joe mockingly.

Keenly Sally looked round at the
tent, at the cooking utensils under
a sheet of tarpaulin, and at a small
wooden hut standing alone, its door
secured by a padlock. And Sally’s
heart gave a tremendous leap as she
saw the radio aerial above its roof.

“Cute dump,’ she said coolly,
hoping desperately vhat no one would
notice the excitement :n her volce.
“And who lives in the bungalow?” -~

She nodded towards the little hut.
Jue gave a chuckle.

“That's strictly private,” he sald,
with a wink, “Radio transmitter
and so on. But you wouldn't under-
stand about that.”

“I ~guess not,” yawned Sally.
“Right now I'm more interested in
the coffee. You boys sit down while
I get it. By the look of this Kitchen
%flou‘re in need of a cook around

ere.”

Even #he surly Seth was prepared
to agree with that. Placing the
* precious bag in one of the huts,
they sat down on the ground to wait
for the coffee. But while Sally
heated the water over the fire in -a
battered old kettle, now and again
exchanging & smile and a jest with
the men, her brain was on fire with
joy and excitement.

A radio transmitter! Oh, won-
derful thought! If only she could
get to it get rid of the men for a
while. She could contact the Ocean
Star, let them know where she was!

“Coffee coming up,” she said at
last. “Bay, you'd better take it over
there in the shade of the trees. TI'll
bring you a bite to eat in a few
minutes, when I've taken an inven-
tory of the larder.”

She carried the mugs of coffee on
a biscuit-tin lid into the shade of
the trees behind one of the tents,
her eyes gleaming as she saw the
men lazily throw themselves down,

Heart racing, she hurried back
and picked up another mug of
coffee.  Was the hut locked? She
must find out. Cautiously she ap-

roached the door, tried it, Then

er heart sank. For the padlock
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was secure.
open it.

It was 2 bitter blow for Sally. A
choking lump came to her throat,
a shattering yearning for the com-
pany of her chums. Fleetingly she
wondered whether all her efforts to
save the m; z~3’(.er¥l waterg‘roof. bag had
heen worth while. hen, at the
thought of the unpleasant Morris,
and his equally unpleasant associates
here, her shoulders squared. T
course it. was worth while!

“You should be ashamed of youy-
self, Sally Warner,” she told herself
mentally, “getting downhearted Aat
the first setback. You’ll just have to
find out where the key's kept——"

She jumped violently, spiiling the
coflee as a rough hand caught her
shoulder,. jetking her round.

“Snooping, eh?’ came an angry
voice, and there was Seth standing
there. *“Just what I thought,” he
added. .

For a moment Sally’s heart seemed
to stop beating.

h, why hadn't she remembered
that Seth was suspicious? If she gave
him cause to Investigate further, he
might look inside the bag and find
the mysterious contents had been
removed.

Seth's narrowed, glittering eyes
glared at Sally. In quick aversion
she took a sten back, then managed
a light, exasperated laugh. )

“1f you aren’'t the most suspicious
man I ever met,” she sald, in
assumed indignation. “Doesn't the
poor chap working the radio need
any coffee?”

“There isn't any chap working the
radio,” rapped Seth. "Al attends to
that when it's necessary, and, what's
more, he keeps the key. So don't let
me catch you around here again.
You look after vour cooking.”

“Oh, don't keep on for goodness’
sake!" snapped Sally, and, shaking
off Seth’s clutching Thand, she
marched off.

But at least she had learnt some-
thing, she thought, as she set about
the job of getting a meal. Al had
the key of the radio shed. Though
what good that was she couldn't
think at the moment. Rather des-
pondently she built up the fire,
pausing every now and then to gaze
out through the trees at .the clear
blue sea.

Somewhere out there was the
Ocean Star—all her chums.
they hadn't given her up!
must come hack—they must!
fervent was that thought that when
Sally saw a grey shape on the water
she thought for a moment it must be
imagination. Then a wild cry came
to her lips—a cry which she stifled
withh difficulty.

It wasn't imagination. It was the
Ocean Star—it was—it was! A
quick look round told her that the
four men were out of sight, busy
with various tasks about the camp.
Desperately she racked her brains.
What could she do to let the Ocean
Star know she was here? How could
she signal?

Ah! An old sack lying on the
ground caught Sally’s eyes. Reck-
lessly she poured the remains of thz
coffee on it, soaking it thoroughly.
Then, face scarlet with mingled
elation and fear, she brought it
down over the thin column of smoke
rising from the camp-fire, sending up

Only the key would
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%uffs of smoke in an Indian signal.
igh above the trees rose the smoke
puffs, One—two——

Would they see them? Would
they recognise them for sl%nals. guess
who was signalling? Oh, let Don
and the others be looking this way!
They would guess what it meant!

In her desperation Sally quite for-
got the four men. Up and down
went the sack over the flames., Then
a wild shrigk came from her lips as
she suddenly went spinning baock-
wards.

Tripping, she fell heavily to the
ground, and as she crouched there,
her blue eyes wide with fear, she saw
that she was rln%ed in by Seth & Co.
All four were glaring, and it was
obvious from their expressions that
they had understood the significance
of. those smoke signals.

FORCED TO
CONFESS

There was no bluf-
fing her way out of
this, thought Sally in
sudden panic. And, as
if reading her
thoughts, Seth nodded
in savage trinmph.

“Didn’t I tell you she was phoney?"”
he demanded, as his three cronies
threw off their coats and worked
frantically to damp down the fire,

“You fools believed all she said—
took her word for everything.
Wouldn’t listen when I tried to warn
you just now. And now we find hér
signalling to that darned shl%. Try-
ing to bring a search-party here to
get us. Why, she’s no more Jack
Morris’ niece than I am!”

“What's the game?’ demanded one
of the others menacingly.

More frightened than she had ever
been before, but determined to- do
anything rather than show it, Sally
scrambled .to her feet, Frantically
she racked her brains, but before she
could speak Seth gave a sudden
savage exclamation,

“Never mind that now,” he rapped.
“We can deal with her later. BShe
had that bag—she said the stuff was
all right. How do we know it is?”

“We don’t,” gritted Al, “but we’ll
soon find out!”

With a threatening look at Sally
he charged into the tent where they
had concealed the bag, A moment
later he came out with it in his
hard and dumped it on the ground.

“Everything had better be all
right,” said Frank menaclnﬁl.y, drop-
ping to hls knees and wrestling with
the stiff fastener. }

Sally stood motionless, her
wide in her white face.

Desperately she looked out to sea,
a sob rising in her throat as she saw
the Ocean Star gradually disappear-
ing. She realised that her franti¢
signal had not been seen by the
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anxious watchers on board. Her
chance of rescue was gone, and
now—— )
She looked down, trembling, as

Frank ripped open the oilskin bag
and pulled out the box.

Sally's breath came faster; she
looked huntedly round. But there
was no escape, no hope——

Suddenly she drew in her breath,
her hands clenching convulsively.
And at the same moment there came
u hoarse cry from Frank :

“Look! Weé've been fooled!”

He held out the box in shaking
hands, revealing the collection of
sand and pebbles with which Sally
had filled it.

“You did this!” he cried accu-
singly. “This is your work!” )

Sally made no attempt to deny it,
but her silence seemed further to in-
furiate the men. .

“What have you done wilth it?”
roared Joe. *“Out with it—where's it
hidden?”

He gripped Sally’s arm fiercely. For
a moment Sally stared at him de-
fiantly. Then, as if admitting herself
beaten, she gave a little sob. .

“I did hide it!" she blurted out. "I
tried to stop vou getting it. Oh, if
only I hadn't interfered last night
I—I wouldn't have fallen overboard.
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I.tried Lo stop Morrls from throwing
thﬁ raft over and I—1 fell over my-
b 5

_ "Cut out the sob stufl,” said Al
uusympathetically. “Ycu take us to
where that stuff’s hidden—you can
howl your eyes out after that for all
we_ care.”

» Bally made a valiant attempt to
pull herself together, staggered back

.and. collapsed weakly to the ground.

0. "k—1 can't take you,” she said
faintly. “I—I feel so ill. But I can
tell you where it's hidden. You'll
be"ftble to find it without any diffi-
culey.”

While the men listened she told
in minute detail where she had
hidden the precious bag.

“You'd better be telling the truth,”
sald Seth menacingly, ‘“otherwise,
it'll be the worse for you when we
get back.” ~

“I've told you the truth,” said
Sally weakly. “I know when I'm
llti}(cled. You'll find it just where I
sald.”

As if at the end of her tether, she
leaned back a.tgainst, a tree, closing
her eves. With a last menacing
g#a.re at her the four men rushed

Still leaning weariuy back, Sally
watched them go. But the bhlue eyes
between the half-closed lids were re-
markably alert; her expression was
amazingly tense for a girl as ex-
hausted as she appeared to be.

, And as the crashing footsteps died
iway, Sally sprang o her feet.- She
ran silently forward, listening in-
tently to make sure that none of the

_g;%u 1};m.cl come back to keep guard
ver her;

But there was not a sound. As
she had hoped, their desire to get
the mysterious but valuable object
had macde them oblivious to every-
thing else for the moment.

Frantically she rushed back. She
reached the pile of coats the men
left behind in their hurry. With
twembling hands siie turned them
over. Then an exclamation left her

ps.
- "“Ah! 'This is the one!"

Shaking now, she held up the coat.
With a yervent hope in her heart
sh2 felt in each pocket. For one
shattering moment she thought her
carefully-thought-out plan was going
to crash about her ears. Theén a cry
of triumph came to her lips.

“Got 161" she cried jubilantly,
almost sobbing in her joy. "It must
be th2 key—it must!”

Quiveringly she dashed across to
the radio hut and tried the key in
the padlock. To her delight, it fitted.
She turned it and the padlock clicked
open. Flinging 1t aside, she swung
open the door and entered the hurt.

Thank goodness, she thought fer-
vently, Don and Johnny had always
bee:r interested in all branches of
radio, Thank goodness she had
watched them at work.

But did she know enough to send
out a message? Would sne be able
to work this transmitter? Would the
men return beforv she managed to
get her message through?

That last- guestion Sally didn't
dare ponder on. She had got to
get the message through—she had
got to—everything depended on it!

With terrific will power, she forced

THE COWBOY WHO'
MYSTIFIED MERLE

{Continued fram page 118.)

A crowd of people barred her way,
and for a moment she could not move.
Again she glanced towards the course.

All the horses were quiet now. In
a few more moments

“Pommie, quickly!” she breathed,
as the crowd before her gave way. Her
chestnut hroke into a gallop as he
saw an open path before him. Eagerly
Merle rode towards the competitors’
enclosure, but suddenly her eyes filled
with despair.

Above the murmur of the crowd had
come the clamour of a bell. Next
moment the line of riders at the far
end of the course had gone bounding
iorward,

_ Bhe was too late. The steeplechase
Had begun!

Reining in, tears of vexation in her
eyes, Merle stared in dismay. Again
a{ﬁe recalled Uncle Stephen's agitated
words to her betore she had left home.
Confidently she had reassured him;
lightheartedly she had promised to
win for him the Bronze Rider trophy.

. But that was impoessible now. She
had been cheated ot her chance by the
young cowboy.

. There came a roar from the watch-
ing crowd as the leading riders took
the tirst hurdle, and suddenly Merle's
cheeks again became red with anger,
- For there was Larry, astride his
magnificent black horse. Cleverly he
had slipped hetween two rivals, had
taken the first fence in fine style, and
had raced into the lead, a lead he
swiftly increased.

There was no doubt ahout it, he was
a grand horseman. And his mount
was grand, too.

“But not as good as Pommie.”
Merle told herself fiercely. * You could
have beaten him, honey, if you’d been
allowed to—beaten them all!"

It was doubly infuriating to be con-
vinced that., but for trickery, her
lovely chestnut would have bheen
galloping to victory at this very
moment. .

-"But it was not Pommie the excited

rowd were cheering. It was the horse
S:ho had taken his place.

-t Well done, No. 111" -

" Keep goin’, buddy!” |

* Guess there's no beatin' No, 11!
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herself to be calm, seated nersell
before the radio and began with
trembling hands to tap out her
message.

“Calling Ocean Star ... Calling
Qcean Star! Paloa Island calling
. . . Paloa Island calling .. .”

She stopped, drew out the switch,
and listened. Then her heart dropped
with a sickening lurch. Not a sound
in_reply.

Feverishly she tapped out the mes-
sage again—and again! Oh, answer,
she thought fervently as she drew
out the switch once more. Please
answer! Those men will be back
soon—it will be too late then! You
must—must answer |

And then, as If her thoughts
than the radio, had trans-
mitted themselves over the ocean,
there came a faint answering signal
on the radlo. A great engulfing wave
of joy swept over Sally—a joy almost
to0 great to be borne.

The Ocean Star was answering—
they were receiving her message.

S. her final gamble had come off.
She had given in to the men, had
told them where the precious object
was hidden.

But it would be no use to them
—no us2 at all! For before they
could leave the island the Ocean
Star would be here, and the men
would be captured! >

In what had seemed her moment
of greatest disaster, Sall had
achieved her greatest triumph.

{End of this week’s story.)

Next Friday's grand story will relate
what happens when Don & Co. set out
in response to Sall¥’s radioc 8.0.§.
Lock out for thrills and surprises.

As Merle heard the shouts she
almost choked with anger. It was the
number of her entry that was on
everyone’'s lips. The number that by
rights should have flapped from
Pommie's saddle!

Feeling she could not bear to logk
any longey, she turned away. The
minutes slipped by, and then another
rvesounding cheer forced her head
round. ‘rhrough angry tears she
blinked at the track—just in time to
see a lithe figure in a chequered shirt
go cantering triumphantly across to
the judges’ box.

It was Larry. He had won and was
now going to collect his prize. Merle
saw the hronze statuette—the trophy
which her uncle wanted—handed to
the young cowboy.

“ Oh, the cheat!” she gulped. “I—I
hate him! But he shan’'t get away
with it! I'll tackle him—{force him to
own ug!" . .

As Larry. still- holding aloft the
Bronze Rider in one sun-tanned hand,
disappeared into the tunnel under
the grandstands she sent Pommie
galloping on along the path.

A uniformed attenmdant stood on
guard at the entrance to the com-
petitors’ enclosure. He tried to bar
the way, but, toc angry to bother
about rodeo regulations, Merle
hrushed by and went racing on.

Behind the grandstands, competi-
tors for the other events were busy
giving their horses a last check over.

Eagerly Merle looked around, seek-
ing Larry. But, to her dismay, there
was no sign of him. She looked in the
stables, but they were empty. The
minutes passed and still she had not
found him. She was beginning to
despair when, between some trees, she
noticed an isolated wooden hut.

Not very hopefully she cantered
across to it, and, sliding down from
the saddle, pushed open the door.
Then she gave a triumphant gasp.

For there was the young cowboy.
He was givinﬁzl his horse a drink of
water, and as he heard the door creak
open he swung round. Though he
must have been surprised to see her
taut, indignant figure standing there,
there was no trace of it on his face.

“Hallo! So you managed to escape.”
was his greeting. * Good!”

“ G-g-good!” spluttered the sur-
prised Merle. )

Calmly he nodded as he put aside

the (;mpty bucket and gave his horse
a pat.

“Sure! It's a long ride up that hill

and I'm in & hurry. I don't want to
seem ungallant, honey, but you've
saved me a heap of trouble, getting
free like that.”
. Merle was rendered speechless. The
impudence of the boy, talking like
that. Not a word of remorse; not a.
zign of regret. Instead, only: a
glimmer of sardonic amusement in his
steel-grey eyes, -

“ Did you get here in time to see the
race?” he inquired. " Pretty easy,
though I say it myself. Pity you
couldn’t have taken part in it—you'd
have enjoyed it,”

Merle’s cheeks went scarlet, and at
last her indignation found relief in a
stormy cry:

" Aren't you ashamed of yourself?”

Steadily he regarded her, then shook
his head.

“Can’t say I am. Sorry to have to
‘borrow your ticket. of course, hut I
had _no option. You see——"

“1 see that you are a miserable
cheat!” she cut in furiously. “But
don’t think you're going to get away
with it. By rights that trophy belongs

to me, I promised uncle I'd take it
home, and I will—despite your
trickery.”

“The trophy.” He looked across at

the statuette of the Bronze Rider,
ithen that sardonic look of amusement
flickered again in his eyes. *“Is this
what vou're making all the fuss
about?” he asked, picking it up.

" Of course it is! You have no right
to it, It belongs to me,” she cried,

“OK.! Then take-it, honey,” he
drawled.

Merle gaped, hardly able to helieve
her own ears.

“ You m-mean——-—"

Calmly he nodded.

“Sure! Take it—only too glad to
make you happy.”

And he thrust it into her hands.
Dazedly Merle’s fingers closed around
the statuette. Helplessly she looked
at it. If Larry hadn't wanted the
trophy, why had he robbed her of her
ticket? Why had he gone to such
desperate lengths to take her place in
the steeplechase?

That was a grand first instalment,
wasn't it ? And what an intriguing
situation now exists. Be sure not to
miss next Friday’s chapters.



THE CASE OF THE
ELUSIVE STOWAWAY
(Continued from page 1-1?7)

“This Roslna person is not so clever.:
as they all imagine. Now, Monsieur '

Gustave, we wlll see whose jewel is’ .

the more periect—yom white s‘car 01
my pink one
“1 shall - be dehght.ed to give mY

opinion, mada ’.’:: d:eclared

M. Gustave, ; he Funigcked a

portable steel fe zmd withdrew a

flashing, manwpoltedz gerit=: that:

blmught an admnmnwtﬁ‘stle to Noel’s
ps.

- “That must be worth thousands;=
. Mcnsleur Gustave!”

"‘It ‘is almost priceless,” declaled
the,“ expext gravely. . “If r'S.

{Forréster's is a finer stone, 48" she

.‘-f""" declatés ey
wiBut it is!” announced the. old
Iady “As you will see for -your-

self——

' »Triumphantly
' case, opening it on the table.» Then
a horrified cry escaped her livs, and
Noel sprang forward lncr:aalﬂuﬁly o
.+ For .the jewel-case  was ‘empty—
empty except for its layer of cotton-
‘wool and & few worthléss pebples!:
" & -Lying on 'the pebhles was. a scrap
of paper that he d a short message £

l R'utnel on_the, déeck,

aftex leavmg the tearful old*l&dy and
the indignant expert. “And. where—
where. is she ‘hiding?” » el

Noel's eyes .were stern as “he took
her arm,

“I've only.one theory to account

for it, June,” he sald slowly. “A fan-
tastic, incrediblé theory—but I'll
have to find more proof. You say

you discovered something dunlng
your search of the hold?”

June nodded excitedly.

“The men found some pmwsions
left by the stowaway—sandwiches
and biscuits, with a glass of water.
But I told them not to touch them
till you'd seen them for yourself,
nunky. There's something wrong!"

Together they went down to the
hold, and June led the way along &
dim passage, halting near an up-
turned packing-case.

On the box stood a ship’s tumbler,
half filled with water, together with
an open packet of sandwiches and
another of biscuits.

“These sandwiches have come from
the buffet, nunky,” explained June,
“I recognised them, because I bought
a packet myself soon after we came
on hoard yesterday., They're salmon
sandwiches—and the buffet hadn't
got any this morning. That means
Rosina obtained them somehow last
night."

“Well?” inquired Noel.

“Well, nunky,” sald June, “Rosina
must be living on air—because only
two of those saindwiches are missing
from the packet—and those two I
found tucked away behind a case in
the corner. And the packet of
biscuits hasn't been touched!”

Noel's eyes gleamed admiringly.

“Rosina apparently has no need to
eat or drink,” he said. "“She hasn’t
touched this food and drink, which
means—that she can’t be a stow-
away! The whole thing was & cun-
ning trick to divert our attention.
But she's not yet obtained the price-
less thing she was after.”

June stared.

“But—but she's  stolen Mrs,
Forrester’s valuable star!”

“If my theory’s correct, she's after
something far more precious 1

she unlocked lher A

Noel anvely “and we'll have to act

uick to stop her game. This
aft.ernob:f ‘ghere’s a concert on board,
and most ol the passengers will be
Uhere‘ -I wang you,' June, to keep
M'sieur Gustave, thk jewel

beard, v et him “out of your

‘stght 4 -you can help 1t. |If yom..

-notice "anything: suspicious, however
. amaziug it see s, give the ala.lm at

once.” .
s MM sieur G;ustave"" repeated Ju‘ne

“But, v, you dopnt. think he's

Rosina.s accomplice?” ™ -

“On the contrary,” -replied Noel

“I'm convinced that he's Rosina's

next wvictim! And somehow 1've got

:to" find the ,evidence before she can’
get away .with her amazing plot.”  :
~" That afterhioon, as the at. liner

crept  through “the -fog, ‘Gustave
,rescorted Mrs.“Forrester - to, the ship’s
concert,-and June unobtmsively took
her sedt behind them.

‘Noel . himself “did not waste a
mmute First - he dispatched an-
; rit . radio message in, code to- ‘the
.pb fce in New York. Then borrowing

‘set of duplicate keys from ‘the
.pursm he paid a visit to M. Gustave S
cabin and to Mrs. Forrester's. - ..q

It . was possible that the elusive’
Rosina- might have left some clue to .
her activities. There was a satisfied
gleam in Noel's eyes when he left
the _.cabin, carrying .with him ‘a book

-

“You slept too soundly, Mr. ‘dealing with preclous stones, and-g -
Raymond! Many thanXs! - small phial that .appeareq to have
. © - “RosIinNa”? contained some coloured liguid,
! '"He pald a visit to the ships
. - PASSENGER Isiboi-atow and.h 1ztumed to '“t'r [
' wireless-rooin, where a message was
= OVERBOARD awaiting htm from New York.
2 But, nunky, how . The young detective exclaimed in
“c’ould Rosina have triymph as he decoded it. Rosina's
stolen  1t?"  gasped audacious. plot was now crystal clear,
. June, - as = Noel en- "But -urless he acted quickly, he
countered his young might still be- top late to thwart it!

ven as he hurried on deck he
heard a loud commotion. The con-
cert- was over, and anxious groups of
passengers .w e r e surrounding
M. -Gustave, who was talking and
gesticulating to the white-faced
purser, -.---

“My pocket has‘ been picked"' he
exclaimed in broken accents. “My
precious star has been stolen during
the concert! 1 carried it in my
wallet, as I feared to leave it in my
cabin after what happened to Mris.
Horrester's jewels., I have only just
missed it ” .«

Noel, pushing his way through the
crush, caught sight of June, her face

very pale.
“Nunky, I didn't let M'sieur
Gustave out of my sight for a

minute!” she gasped. “If Rosina was
iﬁl the concert-room, I didn't see

o

She was interrupted by a startling
outcry from the boat-deck. A mem-
ber of the crew came running up to
the purser,

“Passenger overboard, sir!” he
gasped. "It looked like a girl, I
saw her run across the deck in the
fog and climb on to the rail. When
I reached the spot she had gone—but
I found this caught on the rail.”

He held out a torn, black silk
scarf. June’s face paled as a wailt of
elusive perIume reached her.

“Nunky,” she whispered un-
steadily, “do you think that
Rosing——"

Noel's eyes narrowed as he took the
scarfl, while a horrified murmur arose
from the assembled passengers.

Already the engine-room bell was
clanging, as an urgent signal was
{flashed from the bridge. A rush was
made for the boat-deck, Noel and the
purser in the lead—but the thick fog
prevented anything from being seen.

“She may have arranged for a
launch to pick her up,” said the
purser gruffly. “Though in the fog
it would be a risky business

“"The reckless creature!” ex-
claimed Mrs. Forrester, who had
joined the group. "Though she has
got away with my precious star, I
trust no harm comes to her—Oh!”

exﬂmb—o{lhe t".';la].k gentleman with . a -
Don"

“M'sieur Gustave—look! There by
your feet!™

Noel bent swliitly, snatching up
something that nad rolled intg the
scuppers—-something that fashed
‘and sparkled:;with a pinkish hue.
s "-It—lt is-  the star!” gasp
Gustave., Almost identleal ’w‘lth
hine-—except » for the pinkish
' e ;Star of Nyasa—my husband’s
ast ‘gt -me!” exclaimed Mrs.
T'orrbster* her *voice almost choked
with reldef. “The girl must have
‘dropped*it when she escaped.”

She held out a trembling hand for *

the gem. Then a startled gasp
escaped her lips as Noel’s haﬂd closed
on her wrist. 8
Not s0 fast Mrs Fol'rest.el"’ satd
the young detéctive stermdy. ' *I have
just- had_a radio message frorm New
York _informing me that- the” “widow
of -+ Jabez ~Forrester, -
magnate, is at present in ‘a nursing
home -in America;- ‘and. Wothing 1s
known . of & supposed. . pink-hued
diamond called the Star of Nyase!”

“How-—how dare you!” exclmmed
Mrs‘ ~ Florrester, attemptmg f1 ee
herself. --“You ‘must be "mad,’ e

B.a (biohd | . What does this mean""
*It Means,” said Noel grimly, “that
Sina did’ not go overboam~ A

levler pretence, but you lose——
sinal” -
#-~Ahes spoke, he snatched oﬁ rthe
old  lady’s =white wig, “re ea.i}
sleek . head of dark - Hair.* " l'D
réckless laugh escaped the rls 1Hps
as deflantly she wiped at the cunning
lines -that disguised her lovely fhce.

.#“80 what, Mr. Raymond?” drawled

Rosina. “You have caught me—but

with what am I charged? With

stealing the Stat of Nyasa—a Jewel
which you state does not cxist, and
which - in  any ‘case is my . own

pro erty 2

e Star of Ny&sa exists only in
your fertile imagination, Rosina!”
declared- Noel. “M’sieur Gustavc the
gem in your hand js your own
diamond!" Examine it closely, and
you'll see that it has been cunningly
stained with a Fecla[ quick-acting
dye, & specimen of which I found in

Rosmas cabin, together with the

book in which she found the formula.

“Her story about the precious gem
was a clever trick to win your
interest—and confidence. Once she
had stolen your diamond, her own
jewel would be surprisingly ‘re-
covered '—thus ensuing that she
could get it ashore in England with-
out risk or guestion.”

“But—but the stowaway——" pro-

tested the amazed purser.

“Did not exist!"” replied Noel

grimly. “It was a ruse on Rosina’s
part to divert suspicion—when she
discovered that I'd got wind of her
presence on board.
. "But you made two slips, Rosina,"
he added, glancing at the defiant girl
crook. *“The supposed *theft ' of the
Star of Nyasa was just too clever; the
only person who could have had
access to the jewel-case was Mrs.
Forrester—yourself! Because I was
conscious of that, I searched your
cabin, and sent & radiogram to the
authorities in New York.”

- “And the other slip.
Raymond?” inguired Rosina, with an
insolent smile.

“You forgot, Rosina, that even

stowaways must eat and drink—and
not just pretend to!" replied Noel
dryly. “My young partner saw
through the bluff.”

Rosina inclined her
ingly to June.

“I shall remember that, Miss
Gavnm'—next time!" she said.

“If there is a next time, Roslnn "
said Noel.

“There will be,” murmured the girl
crook, as the pulser took her arm to
Jead her away. “This 1is not good-
bye, Noel—it's merely au revoir!”

(End of this week’s story.)

THE LEGEND OF THE QOLDEN
HARP is the title of next Friday's Noel
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