LAY

30

No. 668. Week
Vol. 26. s Y Ending
EVERY August Tth,
FRIDAY. l 1948.

*“THE SCHOOLGIRL "

Merle's Rival Takes The

THE COOLNESS OF LARRY

ERLE WASON believed that a
secret, vital to the future of her
home, Happy Valley Ranch,

was hidden in the Silver Rider

Trophy, to be competed for Lone

Pine Rodeo.

Merle was also anxious to win the
race, for the prize meney would
enable her to pay Nathaniel Garsten,
a bullying rancher who had a mort-
gage on her home.

Merle encountered a strange young
cowboy named Larry Denvers, who,
despite his mysterious behaviour, de-
clared himself to be her friend.

When Merle arrived at Lone Pine
Rodeo, she learnt that Larry had also
entered for the important race.

From a conversation she overheard
between Larry, Garsten, and his
daughter, Celia, it seemed that Larry
was going to stop her winning—at all
costs, -
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AE:, Merle stood there, startled by
what she had overheard, Celia
Garsten gave another Lonndent laugh.

“Don’t worry, dad,” she said. *“I
know we can rely on Larry. He'll take
good -care that Merle Wason doesn’t
win the Silver Rider.’

And she put a hand admiringly on
the yvoung cowboy's shoulder. He
smiled down into her upturned face.

“Of course you can rely on me,
honey,” he said. “Guess you know I'd
do anything to please you.’

Merle turned away. She felt she
could not bear to listen to any more.

What had just been said proved con-
clusively that not only was Nathaniel
Garsten interested in the Silver Rider
trophy, but that he was prepared to
go to any lengths to secure possession
of it. That could only mean that he,
like Merle, believed that old Crogan's
secret was hidden in the statuette.

And Larry bad vromised to win it
fur him!

That was what upset Merle most.
I: was silly, she knew, to be distressed.
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Lead In The All-important Race—By GAIL WESTERN

For days past she had known that the
young cowboy was not a friend, but a
treacherous enemy. Nevertheless, the
sight of him basking in celia’s
admiration, striving to please her,
brought hot, stinging tears to her

eyes.

“Oh, I never want to see him
again!"” she gulped. “And to think
that once I liked him—trusted him!"”

Blindly she ran from the snack-bar
and when she reached the stab le
where Jake Binns was grooming
Pomimie, her face was still white and
strained. The bandy-legged horse-
breaker eyed her anxiously.

“Nothin' wrong, is there, Miss
Merle?” he asked, laying aside his
curry comb. *“You look kinda ill.”

Hurriedly Merle shook her head,
furious with herself for letting Larry’s
treachery upset her so much

e No no, of course not,” she replied.
“It's only that—that I'm a bit worked
up about the race. It means so much
to uncle and me, you know.”

Jake gave an understanding nod,

“It sure will be-terrible if you don't
win, Miss Merle,” he muttered. *“Guess
the prize money is your only hope o'
payin’ that debt you owe Nat G(ust‘,en.
and if it isn't paid pronto

He gave a heavy sigh as the possi-
bility that Happy Valley Ranch might
pass into the ownership of the neigh-
houring rancher, then he forced him-
self to grin.

“But there, there's no need to fret,
Miss Merle,” he declared. “You won’t

lose. Guess there ain't a better
jumper than Pommie in the whole
fo%nty. Fair looks a picture, doesn’t
el

Merle’s eves shone with pride as she
surveyed her horse. Gleaming from
head to toe, his muscles rippling with
eagerness, he looked every inch a
champion.

“He'’s a darling,” she cried.
won't let me down.”

She swung into the saddle. The
all-important two-mile hurdle 1race
would be beginning in a few minutes
Nnow.

“Pommie

“Best o' luck, Miss Merle,” called
Jake, as she rode out of the stable.

Merle smiled, waved her hand, then
wenkb trotting across the competitors’
enclosure, but as she approached the
tunnel under the grandstand that led
to the course she¢ found her way un-
expectedly barred.

A lithe figure on a magnificent
black horse almost filled the narrow
entrance.

A flush mantled Merle’s cheeks as
she rec ogmsLd him.

“Larry !

He nodded cheerily, as if they were
staunch friends.

“Guess I've been waitin®
he announced calmly.

Merle gasped. Were there no limits
1o his nerve? Surely he didn’t expect
her 1o be taken in by this false
iriendliness? But Larry scemed to be
oblivious of her rising anger.

“Thought we might as well ride
down to the startin' post together,” he
explained. *“Even if we are rivals,
there’s no reason why we shouldn’t be
friends.”

“Friends!” Merle's nent-up feelings
found vent in an explosive cry of con-

for you,"

tempt.  “Youw'll never be a friend of
mine, Larry Denvers! I know too
muc}l about you. Get out of my
way!”

She made to ride on, but his horse
still - blocked the path, and leaning
forward in the saddle he looked at
her, that characteristic, sardonic
gleam in his steel-grey. eyes.

“Guess you sound kind of sore,” he
commented.

“Sore! I should just say I am!
After the way [ saw you mooning over
Celia Garsten just now——'

He cut in with an amused chuckle.

“Don’t tell me you were jealous,”
he teased.

“Jealous! How
such a thing!"

Her voice quivered with anger, but
redder than ever hecame the flush on
Irer face.

“Or maybe it's because I've entered
for the hurdle race,” he went on.

dare you suggest



~“sorvy, honey, but it hed o be done.
O1 course, T won's lke Teatin' vou."

“50 veou think you're going to win,
du you?" she flashed. )

QL course, honey,” he said calmly,
“(Juess there isn't a horse living who
can race alongside Prince.”

“We'll see, Larry Denvers!” she
gasped angrily. *'Oh, we’ll see! You
and your precious friends cheated me

out of ohe race, hlil’.' it’'s going to be.

different. this time

“But, honey——"

She would not let him finish, .

“I tell you, Pommie and I are going
10 beat you If it's the last thing we
ever do,” she cried, and with an angry
flap of the reins she sent Pommie
hrushing by him., Next moment she
was galloping on into the tunnel, her
eyes flaghing, her lips set in a grim,
furious line. ; )

The secret that might be hidden in
the Bilver Rider trophy was swept
irom her mind. She even forgot how
vitally. necessary it was for her to win
i1he prize money. Only one thought
urnt in her stormy mind—the fierce
desire at all costs to shatter Larry’s
calm confidence, to humble him by
beating him in the race.

SENSATION AT -
THE LAST HURDLE

"We've got to beat
him, Pommie—got to
makec him eat his
words!'"”

Merle whispered the
words as she waited at
the starting line, one of eight other
competitors, all as impatient as she
was for the hurdle race to begin.

Pommie pawed at the turf, as if he
endorsed her sentiments about the
infurlating young cowhoy.

Merle gave him a fond pat, then
gathered up the reins and crouched
low, determined to secure a flying
start when the signal came.

Suddenly there was a clatter of
hoofs on the sun-baked turi behind
her and a boyish voice rang out :

“So there you are, honey! Shift up
a bit and make room, will you?”

And, looking round, Merle saw Larry
trotting towards her, grinning cheerily,
as if the recent heated scene between
thern had never taken Dlace,

Tilting her chin, she silently moved
Pommie over.

That sardonic gleam still in his eyes,
he calmly reined in Prince beside her.

“Relax, honey,” he drawled. “Guess
it's a mistake to Kind of tie yourself
up in knots while waitin’ for the flag.
If you take my advice——"

“When I need your advice I'll ask
for it,” she burst out angrily.

He %rinned. seemingly in no way
perturbed by her hostility.

“Have it vour own way, honey. I
was only tryin’ to help you.”

But she was not listening. Deliber-
ately she turned her head, resolutely
keeping her eves fixed on the wooden
nlatform where the starter stood, a
ilag in one hand, the other grasping
the cord of the big brass starting bell.

But that angry flush had returned
io her cheeks. Was there ever such
an_infuriating boy? she asked hersell.

Clang-ggeg |

The clamour of the bell cut into her
thoughts. Eagerly she sent Pommie
plunging forward, but possibly be-
cause her thoughts were centred on
Larry and not on the race, she failed
to secure the flyihg start she had
planned.

A split second after the other horses
she left the starting line, and as she
saw them go hwurtling away her eyes
flashed furiously. It was Larry she
hlamed for her bad start.

“After them, Pommie!™ she gasped.

Gallantly Pommie resvonded, Like
the wind he went racing over the turf,
but the horses ahead were bunched
together. Merle searched in vain for
an opening as her rivals went soaring
over the first hurdle.

“Steady on,” said a calm voice at
her side. *'Plenty of time, you know.”

And therc, to her surprise, she saw
Larry, riding easily at her side.

Her only response was to dig in her
heels. Up soared Pommie. He cleared
ihe hurdle faultlessly and Merle urged
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him on. Despite what Larry had said,

she meant to try (o take the lead.
Suddenly she saw a gap ahead.

Desperately she rode down on_ it, A

-clatter of pounding hoofs, a breath-

less burst of speed, and she was
through. Rival after rival seemed to
slip hack behind her.

Only three horses in front of her
now—and neither of them was Larry’s
hlack Prince.

Merle’s lips curled scommfully.

S0 much for his boasting. “Alrcady
he had heen left behing.

She braced herself for the next
huardle. One of the horses ahead
jibbed and stumbled. Shc flashed by,
felt Pommie rise like a bhird. He
landed with a thud, then went gallop-
ing on, and now he was in front.

Merle’s heart sang. Never had she
felt so thrilled, and it was trium-
phantly that she went whirling down
the straight past the packed grand-
stand. She could hear the crowd
shouting her name, could see Jake
Binns and the rest of the Happy
Valley cowboys who were excitedly
cheering her on.

And then another hurdle loomed
hefore her. She crouched low in the
saddle, but even as she nDrepared to
take it there came an unexpected
thunder of hoofs and a calm, chiding
voice sounded in her ear:

"“Not so fast, honep. 1f yvou kezp on
like this, Pommie will be exhausted
before the race is half over.”

And therz, once more at her side,’

riding with amaring ease, was Larry.

Merle was staggered at finding him
still in the running, Guritting her
teeth, she urged Pommie on. He took
the hurdle cleanly. On he ia.lloped,
taking the lead, rounding ths bend
and flashing on up the far side of the
course.

But Merle was not satisfied, Behind
her she heard a%ain those challenging
hoofs; saw a black shape looming
nearer and nearer on her right.

“Faster, Pommie! Oh, faster!” she
gasped.

Nobly Pommie did his best. Larry's
hlack Prince seemed to =lide back, and
when the starting post was passed
Pommie was still in front.

The first lap over. Only one more
to go now. Could she and Pommie do
1t? Merle asked herself anxiously.

“Oh, we must—must!"” she panted.
“Whatever happens we've just got to
beat Larry!” .

On over the first hurdle again, and
then to her dismay the chestnut's
terrific speed seemed (o slacken. She
sensed Larry drawing lcvel once again
and suddenly saw his calm, exasperat-
ingly cheerful face.

"I told you you should have taken
things more easily a{ the start,” he

called. *“Your horse can't keep up
that pace.”
“He can! He can!” There was

something like a sob in Merle's voice,
and frantically she called to Pommie.

“Go on, honey—show him! Show
him that he’s wrong!"”
To her delight Pommie's stride

seemed to lengthen. It was as if he

had just found his second wind.
Again he took the lead, hut when the

next hurdle was reached Prince had

once more drawn alongside. Again

I1\1'Iel‘1e saw Larry grinning across at
er,

“Come on, honey,” he called.
we'll make a real race of it.”

And. as the two horses thudded
;:_lowg from the jump, he flashed in
ront.

Frantically Merle urged Pommie on.
Again the two horses drew level; again
Prince slipped into the lead, only ior
the position to be evened up at the
next hurdle.

Everyone was shouting for either
Larry or Merle. It was evident to the
whole watching crowd that there were
only two horses in the race One of
them must win.

Past the grandstands, round the
hend, then the rivals were galloping
round the far side of the courie for
the last time. A hlanket could have
covered them bhoth, but into Merle's
heart had come a sudden fear.

She had the feeling that Larry was
playing with her—that if he wanted

“"Now

to he could take the lead when he

se.
Unlike herself, he was riding so
easily, and Prince seamed tireless.
Was it possible that Larry had not
been boasting—that Pommie really
gf;s cllt]’? match for his own magnificent

Merle went pale. Abruptly rhe
forgot her feud with the young cow-
hoy. She could only remember what
this race meant to her uncle and her-

- self,

The future of Happy Valley Ranch
was at stake.

And not enly that.

The future also of the silver trophy
in which she believed was hidden old
Crogan’s secret. .

% ‘;011-, Pommie, we've got to win—got
ol

At that moment Prince shot past
Pommie and went leaping over the
next hurdle. .

For a split second his black shape
seemed to remain poised in mid-air,
and in that brief moment his rider
whipped off his Stetson, flourished it
above his head and looked grinningly
hack at Merle. .

“Hey, what's the matter?” he called.

“Not givin' up, are you?"”
. That taunt brought the blood rush-
ing back to Merle’s cheeks. Jumping
the Lurdle, she went in furicus pur-
suit. But it was in vain. Try as he
would, Pommie could not overtake his
rival. It was as though Prince had
wings. flashed—on and on.

Despair engulfed Merle. Only one
more jump and Larry was a good ten
lengths in front.

“It's no good, honey,” she gulped.
“He's too good for us. He——"

And then abruptly her voice trailed
?‘w“ and an amazed gasp escaped her

ips.

For, ahead, a startling, an almost
unbelievable thing had happened.

In front of the last hurdle Prince
had reared un. It was as if something
had frightened him,

Hardly able to believe her own eyes,
Merle =aw the horse whirl around:
saw him knock over the cowhoy in
charge of the jump; saw Larry striv-
ing to guieten him.

Then a wild, delirious whoop lefi
her lips.

“This is our chance!” she shouted.
“Come on, Pommie—quick, oh, quick !
Here's our chance to heat him, after

all!
MERLE CLEARS
" A DEBT
Merle heard the
startled shouts ol the

watching crowd; caught
a  blurred glimpse of
the still-rearing Prince,

) then she was soaring
through the air.

Cleanly Pommie took the las.
hurdle; cleanly he landed on the other
side, Then he was galloping on.

Merle almost whooped again.
Barring accidents, the race was in her

pocket. The prize money—the all-
ilmpﬁ:rtant Silver Rider—would soon
e ers.

Eyes ashine, hair blowing in the
hreeze, she rode triumphantly on, and
suddenly her ears were deafened by
the loudest cheer she had ever heard

For Pommic had hurtled past the
grandstands and an  oflicial  was
brandishing a check flag, to show that
she had won.

Breathlessly she reined in, and the
first thing she saw was Nathaniel
Garsten standing beside the judges’
box, On his face was a 100k of savage
hate, and Celia, seated at his side,
looked just as bad-tempered.

They glared as Merle came canter-
ing forward, but now she had no eyes
for them. She was not even conscious
of the fresh outbreak of cheers that
rent the air. All her attention was
concentrated on that ledge on the
Judges’ box.

On a strip of green haize there stood
a_large, shining statuette—the figure
of a galloping cowboy. .

The Silver Rider!

(Please lurn to page 213.)
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June Plays A Daring Lone Hand To. Rescue Her Missing Uncie

HEN Noe€
L)

IKIDNAP

°* UNKY ought to be back by now,”
murmured June Gaynor, glanc-
ing at the clock on the mantel-
piece of the oak-beamed cottage. “He
sald that he'd phone if he changed
his plans."

Her grey eves were anxious as she
crossed to the window and locked
out over the clifi-patih towards the
picturesque cove, ’ .

Noel Raymond had rented this
Turnished cottage in Cornwall while
tngaged on a special investigation.
The notorioas " Hawk-eye ” gang—so-
celled from its swift and ruthless
activities—was known to be operat-
ing along the coast, and the famous
detective had been out since eariy
that morning following up his latest
clue, leaving his young partner and
niece in charge.

It was seven o'clock now, and Noel
had promised to be buck by six at
the latest. Of course, anything might
have happened to delay him. But in
that case he would surely have given
her a ring.

June started, her eyes lighting up,
as the telephone-bell” trilled loudly.
She crossed the room and picked up
the hand-set. Then her face iell. For
1* was a stranger’s deep volce that
came over the wire, speaking with a
slightly foreign accent.

“Is that Noel Raymond's cottage?”

June stifled her disappointment,
repiving briskly :
“Quite right. This is Mr. Ray-

mond’s partner speaking.”

“Al, good-evening, Miss Gaynor!?
Your unecle, I believe, 1s out on a
special investigation connected with
the Hawk-eve gang?” ;

June stifened. Noel's business was
secret and  confidential.  Yet this
caller spoke with an air of suave
authority.

“May I take a message, plaage?”
she Inguired coolly, evadlng the
question.

“Certainly, Miss Gaynor. The mes-
sage Is for you! Your uncle will not
be returning to-night——

“What!” ‘gasped June, her face
paling, “T don't understand. Who is
speaking?

An unpleasant chuckle came over
the wira.

“[ am known, young lady, as—the
Hawlk! I vepeat, your uncle will not
be coming home to-night—or any
other night—unless you carry out my
orders mmplicitly !”

An icy band clutched at June's
heart. The Hawk was the pseudonym
of the ruthless leader of the gang
that Noel was trailing !

~I can assure you, Miss Gaynor, that
T am deadly serious,” the caller went
on. “As you may know, I have the
reputation of meaning what I say.
The Hawk never bluffs, so you woujd
be advised to listen very carefully—

it you wish to see Noel Raymond
again "
Sudden  anger blazed in  June's

eves as she momentarily stifled the
dread at her heart. - .

“I—I will call the police——"

“Oh, no, you won't!” came the
simooth, menacing retort. “My spies
are everywhere, Miss Gaynor. If you
attempt to contact the police, or take
any actioa to thwart my wishes, I
will  not answer for your uncle’s
=afety ! .

June Jooked round desperately.
She was alone in the cottage, the
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daily help having left after tea. The
local police-constable was invariahly

out on his rounds at this time, and .

there was little hope of contactling
him, even if she davred to defy the
caller’s threat. '

“What do you waut me to do?” she
asked, playing for time.

“A very simple task, my dear Miss
Gaynor,” rejolned the unknown
caller. ‘“Somewhere in your cottage
vou will find a green china cat——"

“A—a what?" faltered June.

“A china cat surmounting an ash-
tray,” went on the speaker. “A worth-
less novelty to which I have taken
a fancy. You will pack the ornament
in its original cardboard bhox, seal it
securely, and take it under cover of
dusk to fhe bell-buoy anchored off
Pirates’ Cove -

“The bell-buoy?” echoed June in-
credulously,

“Thal is what I said!" came the
sharp response. “Kindly refrain from
questioning my instructions. You
will row out to the kbuoy and place
the box in the safety-cage above the
bell.  You will then return to the
shore, and will make no attempt to
communicate with anyone. Re-
member, I shall be watching! Carry
out my orders, and vour uncle will
eventually he freed.”

“And — supposing I
June began boldly,

The only reply was a click and
dead silence as the caller rang of,
The girl detective replaced the re-
ceiver. Pale-Taced, she hesitated a
moment, then slowly crossed to the
safe. She remembered that only
yesterday Noel had brought a china
cat ornament in with him, He had
bad a vague suspicion that it might
be a clue, and had placed it in the
safe while he carried on with his
Investigations this morning.

June unlocked the safe and took
out the china cat.

It was a heavy, rather ¢lumsy orna-
ment of no apparent worth. The
green cat surmounting the ash-tray
was simply a hollow receptacle for
cigarettes or tobacco. June examined
it carefully inside and out, but could
find no place where anything of
value could be hidden.

But now it seemed there must he

refuse

something about the china cat—
some strange secret whizch  had
eluded Noel.

June’s hands clenched, - and a

reckless gleam crept Into her eyes.
For her uncle's sake she would go
through with the mysterious task —
or pretend . to. By using her
feminine wits she might find some
clue to Noel's whereabouts—some
means of aidlng him!

Searching in a cuphoard, she found
the original box and wrappings, and
in five minutes she had made a neat,
weighty parcel, sealing it with care.

— -
—— A

By PETER LANGLEY

But, in place of the quaint nrna-
ment, the box contained u large lump
of coal! The china cat June retwned
0 her uncle's safe and locked it
securely. Then, wearing a ligat rain-
coat over her summery {rock, she
horrowed Neel's binoculars and made
her 'way down the cliff-path to the
cave.

It was a sultry evening with heavy
clouds, and the sea looked dark and
restless as it surged among the rocks.
Out beyond the headland was a dark

speck, bhobbing on the waves. -Tae
bell-buoy !
Unslinging her binoculars, June

trained them on the buoy. She could
see it clearly now—the hig, rusty cage
with the beil inside which tolled a
muffled warning as it rocked in the
surf. She could also see, just ahove
the cage, a smaller compartment.
where she was expected to place the
parcel.

But there was nothing else in
sight. The local fishing-boats and
bleasure-yachts had put into the
sheltered harbour for the night.

June walted not a moment longer.
A small rowboat was drawn up under
a tarpaulin on the beacih—a boat
that her uncle had rented with the
cottage., With an effort, the girl
detective managed to launch it on her
cwn and rowed out towards the buoy.

-The sea was choppy, and In the
Tading light Junc needed all her wits
about her to avoid the rocks. But
at length, guided by the mournful,
eerie tolling of the bell, she found
herself in the shadow of the wave-
swept huoy.

rusty iron ladder, attached to
its - glistening side, enabled her to
reach the little compartment ashove
the bell. She placed the square
parcel she had brought inside and
ciosed the protecting grille.

Then quickly she regained her boat
and set out as though to row for
the shore. But, under cover of the
gathering dusk. she changed her
course, pulling in close to the cliff.

From her vantage point she kept
watch through her binoculars. The
buoy seemed scarcely n few yards
away—a great, shadowy hump in the
surrounding gloom. She had obeyed
the mysterious instructions, but there
was no sign of any boat approaching
to collect the parcel.

As the minutes dragged past Juno
kept unceasing vigil. Her heart beat
quickly with excitement, mingled
with anxiety for Noel,

It any vessel came near the huoy
she would trail it at a distance—dis-

cover its destination. At length,
tiring of inactivity, she ventured to
207



row nearer, glancing uP at the cage
akove the clanging bell.

Then she gasped. For the cage door
was swinzing open, though she had
been careful to secure it.

With sudden foreboding, - June
secured the boat to the ladder and
scramhbled up the slippery rungs, to
neer anxiously into the little com-
Jhartment. )

_An _incredulous cry escaped her
lips. The parcel had gone! Yet there

was no boat in sight—mo means by
gll;lci)g‘h anyone could have reached the

ON BOARD THE
ENEMY'S YACHT

June crouched on

‘he iron laddeyr, staring
. down at the dark, lap-

ping waves.

In spite of her pre-
cautiens, her daring
ruse had failed. The sinister enemy
had outwitted her, though by what
ueans she did not even venlure to
guess.

Somehow the parcel had heen
spirited away from the buoy without
her :fe_eim[ar it, and her bitter chagrin
Wwas mingled with dismay,

For the situation was even worse
now than it had becn befors. When
the Hawk discovered the trick that
had bezn played on him, what wou.d
happen to Noel?

June's blood ran cold at the
thought. She had taken a risk for
her uncle's sake—and had failed. But
él;l}erc must be something she could

She started as her keen  eyes
caught sight ol something caught on
“@ projecting piece of metal. It was a
scrap of glistening material resem-
tling oilskin. With trembhling fingers
June detached it, examining it by the
sight of her torch.

Something was stamped on the oil-
=kin, .She looked closer at it, but
could not discern what it was without
& maenifving-glass.

June's  pulses quickencd. This
raight he a vital clue.

There was nothing more that she
could do bere, she decided. She must
return to the cottage znd follow up
the clue without delay, Every minute
NOW Was precious,

The lide was against her
tattled her way to the shore. But at
length, pale and breathless, she
reached the cottage and switched oun
the lights.

_She found her wncle's magnilying-
ziuss and discovered that the stamp
on the scrap of oilskin was a fish—a
lish with a long tusk.

. “A swordfish " breathed June, and
for some reason the name struck a
chord in her memory.

Darting to her uncle’s desk, she
picked up the local paper, feverishly
turning the pages. At length she
found the tiny paragraph she was
seeking.

“A  DISTINGUISHED VISITOR.—
Senor Garcia, the yachtsman, is pay-
ing a briei visit to Midgarth, His
luxurious steam-yacht, the Swordfish,
is miharhm.u- for refuelling and minor
repairy--—"

as she

June whistled softly. She was in
the act of snipping out the para-
craph when there came a knocking on
the cottage door,

Instinctively she Jjerked open a
drawer of Noel's desk, taking out his
spare revolver. It was unloaded, but
the feel of it gave her courage.

Slipping the weapon into her rain-
coat pocket, she crossed to the door
and unlatched it. Then a quick sigh
ol _relief escaped her lips.

For grinning at her cheerfully from,
the poreh was the local grocer's boy,
Tim Barney.

“Evenin’, Miss June!” remarked
Tim, touching his cap. “A message
for yvou.” !

“A nessage, Tim?"” repeated June,
holding out her hand. “Who from?"’

“Sealchk me, miss!"” rejoined the
noy. “A zailor chap gave it to me on
the quay—a foreigner, hy the look of
him. No answer,’ he said.”
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“You'd better wait, Tim, while I
make certain,” said June, ushering
him into ihe parlour.

Tim waited, twisting his cap be-
tween his hands, while June hastily
tore open the envelope and scanned
the brief, scrawled message.

“Miss Gaynor, it pleases you to
make fun of me. I will not warn you
a second vime. Unless the china cat
is delivered as instructed by nine
o'clock, your uncle will pay the
penalty for your folly!

“THE Hawx.”

“Bad news, miss?" inguired. Tim
sympathetically, noting her sudden

pallor. .
puiled herself together with
an effort, her thoughts racing.

“Not—not exactly, Tim. I was hailf-
cxpecting it.” She opened her purse,
slipping a coln into the bhoy’s hand.
“By the way,” she added, trying to
speak casually, “have you seen the
Lew yacht in the harbour?’

Tim’s freckled face lit up enthusi-
astically.

“You mean that smashing steam-
vacht, miss? I'll say! TI've heen out
to it twice, an' I'm going’ again this
evening: 1
- “You've been out to it, Tim?"” June
exclaimed. “What do ycu mean?”

“Why, witl groceries, miss!” replied
the boy, staring, “‘They're taking on
freshh stores, as they're sailln’ on
to-night's tide ”

“And—you’ve actually been on
board, Tim?” June _ interrupted,
endeavouring to control her excite-
ment. % :

“Rather, miss. And I've gol one
maore delivery Lo make, so——-" i

He broke off as June caught him
by the arny, a reckless gleam in her
cyes,

“Tim, would you do something for
me,” she asked—"for Mr. Raymond®”

“Gosh—rather, miss,” declared Tim,
who was a statnch admirer of the
lamous detective,

To his surprise, June carefully
closed the door and pulled the heavy
curtains across the window -hefore
making her strange reguest.

For Noel's safety—perhaps his very
Iirermighc depend on  the hoy's
reply.

» . . .

FAINT sea-mist enshrouded the

twinkling ldghts in the harbour
as a sleekx, white motor-boat crept
towards the quayside. The swarthy
seaman at the wheel hailed a boyish
figure lounging on the steps.

“Ahoy, there! You the hoy from
the grocer's?"” )

“Sright, mister!” came the cheeky
response. “Lend us a hand with the
hox, will you?"

With an ill-natured grunt, the man
leaned out to grasp one end of the
heavy case of groceries. As he dragged
it on -board, he shot a suspicious
glance at the slim, good-looking vouth
v:h% sprang nimbly into the rocking
boat.

“Say, youre not the same hoy that
came this afternoon!”

“No, mister—he's off duty. I'm
werking overtime, see, an' I hope your
hoss makes it worth my while.”

“Not so much cheek, young 'un!”
prowled the man, encountering the
other’s cheeky grin. “An' you'd better
mind your step while you're aboard!
The boss ain't In the best of tempers.”

A strange gleam crept into the
young messenger's alert grey eyes,
shadowed by the peak ni the ragged
cap.

June—for the errand-boy was none
other than the girl detective in dis-
guise—{elt her heart pounding madly
as the launch sped out towards the
anchored yacht.

She had found no difficulty in per-
suading Timn to let he: take his place.
The boy had been excited at the
chance of helping the famous detec-
tive’s youns pdrtner, and had vewed
complete secrecy, though June iad
barely more than hinted at her des-
perate purpose. .

She was acting on a wild, almost
ir.eredible theory, with practically no
proof beyond & scrap of oilskin.

But Noel was in danger, and time
was a vital factor.

It was almost nine o'clock hy June's
watch as the motor—ls&mch grew close
to the yacht's side.

There was a_ clatter of ropes and
tackle as the big cdse of provisions
was hauled on deck. Her heart in her
mouth, June scrambled up the ladder,
followed closely by her companion.

A lantern was flashed in her face
when she reached the deck, and the
girl detective caught in her breath
sharply as a suave, uunmistakable
voice came from the gloom :

“Who's this, Lugo?” -

A tall, immaculate figure had
stepped from the cabin, peering into
her face. Her hands clenched, she
stared holdly into the handsome, sar-
donic face oi Senor Garcla, the man
whom che {felt convinced was the
Hawk. :

Would her simple make-up stand
that piercing scrutiny?

She stood iense as Lugo's
came !

“Boy from the grocer's, senor. Shall
I take him along to Chang?’

“What is your name, boy?" Senor
Garcia asked, stepping ecloser.

“B-Bill, sir!” gulped June, hastily
touching her ragged cap and glancing
down nervously at her reefer jacket
and slacks.

“You’ll report to the steward,” said
the other curtly, “and get your busi-
ness over quickly! Lugo, show the
oy the way. and see that he gets up
to no mischief., I shall want to see
vou in a minute. I've anolher job for
you and Krantz."

“Ay, ay, sir!” -

June gave a little gulp of relief as
she [ollowed her guide down the com-
santon-stairs in  the wake of two
swarthy sailors carrying the case ol
aroceries. : .

She was on board the Swordifish,
but where was Uncle Noel? What
had happened to him? There was
not much time—she must act quickly,
she told herself.

So far her daring plan had soac
without a hitch. But every moment
was fraught with peril. In the
steward's galley she was confrented
by a =slant-eyed Chinaman. He
checked over the provisions, then toolk
the receipt frol June and tumed
away to sign it.

The girl detective seized her chance
to peep into another case that stood
in a corner, its lid partly raised, and,
with an effort, she bit back » cry.

For the case was half-filled with
sawdust and fragments of china—
broken china cats!

Just then Chang turned sus-
piciously, to encounter June's blank,
innocent stare.

reply

“What are you doing, bhoy?” he
demanded,
“Just—just looking round,” replied

June coolly, though her heart was
thumping., “Must be grand to live on
board a vacht llke this, Chang.
Wouldn't like to take on another
passenger, I suppose?”

The Chinaman darted & swift, Tur-
tive glance towards a hatchway just
outside the gallzy. .

“You go bazk on deck—quick—
before boss catches you!" he hissed,
pushing June towards the stairs.

‘So-long, Chang!” called June
cheekily, slamming the galley door
kehind her.

She clattered her feet on the com-
panion-stairs, but, instead of mount-
ing them, she turned, pulling open
the narrow hatchway at which Chang
had stared, to discover an iron ladder
leading into the yacht’'s hold,

Recklessly June stepped inside,
closed the hatch softly, end, torch in
hand, descended the ladder.

She found herself in. a gloomy,
iron-walled compartment littered with
ropes, sails, and nautical stores ol
every description. At the far end was
an _iron-studded door.

Her heart pounding, she crossed to
i and silently turned the handle. She
pushed open the heavy door, and
then & choking cry escaped her lips.

Huddled on a pile -of sailcloth,
securely gagged and bound, lay the
dishevelled figure of Noel Raymond !

(Plrnse'm-rn to the back page.)
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Their Secret Plan

Dolores sMust Not Discover

—

'DODGING DOLORES/ _

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

were nelping to turn an old ketch
into a Roman galley, to be used in a
regatta,

Chris believed that the ketch had

once belonged to her Uncle Charles,
who had been drowned while sailing

it. .

. The chums discovered that a secret
connected with the ketch was linked
with & mysterious brass plate in the
possession of Admiral Hardacre, who
owned nearby Dartfleet Island.

Dolores Belgrave Bellamy, a beautl-
ful, wealthy girl staying at the camp,
was also after the brass plate.

The campers, however, were in the
admiral's bad books, Pat thought of
a plan to appease him, and thus get
his permission to examine the brass
plate. Her plan entailed taking a
coach trip. ,

To their dismay, they discovered
that Dolores, determined to discover
what they were up to, meant to
accompany them.

WEITHER Pat nor Chris replied to
- Dolores' mocking taunt. They
werte too dismayed and apprehensive.
They had been s0 confident that they
had prevented the mischief-maker
from ~accompanying them on the
motor-coach trip, but now:

“We might have known she
wouldn’t be put off so_ easily,” said
Lhris, as she and her chum climbed
into the coacl, leaving Dolores stand-
in there, smiling triumphantly,
* But what are we going to do now?”
she asked.

Pat shook her head, and, with a
heatvy sigh, sank down on to the hack
seat,

“We've got to think of some way
of outwitting her.” she declared, and
her lips set determinedly.

It was obvious why Dolores was so
anxious to come on the trip. She
suspected that they had a plan to
appease the irascible admiral—pos-
sibly she had heard enough outside
Chalet No. 10 to connect that pian
with the coach trip—and so she was
scheming to discover the chums’
secret and make use of it herself,

*But we'll beat her somehow,” Pat

vowed.

Quickly the coach filled with happy
holiday-makers. Dolores seated_her-
self just in front of Pat and Chris,
and the chums exchanged significant
glances. They guessed that their
rival was hoping to overhear their
conversation during the journey. If
0, she was doomed to disappoint-
ment, for they only talked about un-
important trifles. Not a single word
did they let out concerning their plan
to buy a replica of the admiral’s
smashed glass Buddha when the
coach stopped at Riverstown on the
return journey.

After an interesting ride through
the moors, the picturesque old town
of Fordstone was reached.

. GIRLS' CRYSTAL—T-8.48

“Now for the Roman ruins,” sang
out Pat. jumping to her feet.

Hardly had she and Chris alighted
than they found Dolores at their side.

“Interesting place this, isn't it?”
she said -chattily, * Going to look
round?”

I gather that's the idea,” said Pat
dryly.

“ 1 suppose it is—one of the objects
of the trip, anyway,” agreed Dolores,

and flashed them a hali-mocking
half-anxious look. “I'll join you,” she
added

“My what an honour!"” said Chris.

And Zoin them Dolores did. Indeed,
she never let them out of her sight
during the exploration of the ruips,
and ‘when., afterwards, they all
adjourned to a nearby cafe for lunch,
she insisted on sitting at their table.

At last & move was made back to

the coach. Again Pat and Chris
made for the back seat, and again
Dolores positioned herself just in
front of them.

“She's taking
thought.

More and more anxious she found
herself becoming. If Dolores was
going to XKeep this up—and she had
ne doubt she would—it was going to
be pretty hopeless to dodge her. when
they got to Riverstown. But sud-
denly she had an idea.

She knew Dolores was listening to
every word. 7

“Jolly old place,” she said. “The
rulns were interesting and pic-
turesque, but I'll enjoy our stay in
Riverstown even mote. They say the
fair there is pretty marvellous this
year. And—did you hear, Chris?—
they've got cne of these whizzing fly-
ing wheels. Do you mean to have a
go on it?"

With her eyes she signalled to her

no chances,” Pat

chum as she said that, and Chris,
immediately understanding, bplayed
up at once.

* Rather!” she said enthusiastically.
“And I'm dying to sample the bump-
'etns again. But we’ll have to buck
;.11) if . we're going to cram it all
n—— :

They saw the swift, satisfied flicke
that crossed Dolores’ lovely face.
They saw with glee that the bait had
been swallowed, and excitedly they
continued to talk about the fun fair.

Half an hour later Riverstown was
reached. The coach pulled up in the
central square and the pguide in
charge of the trip rose to his feet.

“Well, here we are,” he said.
“We've got. just half an hour. Rivers-
town's got two big attractions—the
summer fair and the new menagerie.
so to save time we're splitting up into
two parties. Those for the fair follow
me. The others line up with the
driver o

Pat looked at Chris as they haif
rose. But instantly Dolores had leapt
to her feet, Sweeping up her hand-
bag, she tripped out after the guide,
a whole crowd enthusiastically fol-
lowing her. Outside they were lined
up while the driver motioned the

By HAZEL ARMITAGE

others to follow him, And cheerfully
Pat and Chris joined his party just as
Dolores’ crowd was given the word to
march.

** But: "' Dolores cried. and then
her eyes gleamed as she saw Pat and
Chris in the second party. “Pat——"
she cried. i

Pat

‘' Enjoy
merrily.

Dolores glared. but Willis Green
had her arm in a chummy grasp, and
hefore she could wrench herseil frec
the ' menagerie” party had swung
round the corner. The moment they
were out of sight Pat gave her chum
a nudge.

' Quick—back to the coach!™ she
hissed.

Leaving the others. they dived into
a near-by alleyway and cautiously
made thesir way back to the now
deserted coach. They were just in
time to see Dolores break away from
Willis and go rushing across the
square and down the street—dashing
after the party of which she believed
the chums to be stili members.

“That’s fooled her,” sald Pat, with
a chuckle, “ But it won't be long hefore
she realises how we've given her the
slip. Come on, let’s find that cutio
shop.”

They hurried down a maze of side
streets, and their hearts leapt as.
emerging inte the main skopping
street, they saw the old-Tashloned
window of Robinson's. the shop
where Pat had previously seer the
glass Buddha,

Was it still for sale?

They crossed the street, peered into
the dusty window, and theu Pat gave
o gasp of relief.

“Hurrah! Our luck's in!" she cried,
for there, occupying a central position
in the window, was the Buddha.

To the chums it seemed to be a
far better specimen than the one that
had been smashed on Dartfleet Island.

“The admiral's bound to he pleased
with that!" Chris cried. "“It's a pip!
But walt a minute, it’s got no price
ticket on it! Oh gee, what about the
price, Pat? We hadn't thought of

vourself!™ called

that I've got—hum!—just ten
boblets.”
“And I” Pat said. “have two

pounds thirteen.

. They stood for a moment question-,
ingly staring at the image. And in
that moment the proprietor came to
the doeor.

“Do anything for young
ladies?" he asked.

*Yes, rather. That Buddha!” Pat
sald. “'We were rather anxious to
buy it—if it’s not toe dear. Can you
—can you tell us how much it is?"

“Five pounds ten,” was the reply.
‘“And it's a bargain at the price——"’

Pat’s heart dropped like a pluminet.
Dismally she and Chris stared at each
other. Five pounds ten—when all
they could rustle up between them was
tﬁg)ee. Were they to be beaten, after
all?

“Oh, Pat"” — Chrls’ voice was
choked as she stared &t her chum—
“what are we going to0 do now?"”

Pat was thinking furiously. There
must be¢ some way—some way——

Her thoughts were interrupted by
a startled cry from Chris.

“Oh, Pat!” she groaned. *Look!
There's Dolores!”

you,



MORE SHOCKS FOR
THE CHUMS

Dolores it was—she
had just appeared at
the opposite end of the
long street. Out of
the corner of her eye
Pat saw her, and in the
same moment she had an idea as to
now the Buddha eould be ohtained,
after all. Feverishly she nodded to
her chum, .

*We must trick her again! Look
in the next shop,” she whispered.

Swiftly she stepped aside. The next
shop was the Riverstown Store, and
the window into which they found
themselves now gazing was filled with
children’s toys., Immediately they
pretended to hecome absorbed in
those articles, though neither of them
had had the remotest idea of huying
a toy until that moment. Then they
heard "‘the patter of Dolores’ feet
behind them. . .

" Yes, it's certainly a lovely jack-in-
the-hox,” Pat_sald with mock_ en-
thustasm. “ My little Cousin  Mary
would love it. We——" And then
she turned, with a pretended start, as
Dolores’  slightly acld voice cut in
behind her. "Oh, it’s you!" she ex-
rlalmed in surprise.
gone to the fair!”

“T thought,” Dolores
“you had gone to the zoo,
the big idea?”

Pat laughed. .

“We decided,” she said. "to do &
little shopping instead—-""

countered.
What’s

Dolares

“And you've done it?”
asked guickly. i i
“What do you think? At least——"

Pet eved the jack-in-the-box again.
“I think we'll have to have that—Ifor
my little cousin, you know. She just
adores jack-in-the-boxes. SodoI. You
see, they remind me of you, Dolores.”

Dolores glared.

- Funny, aren't we?" she snecred.

Pat made no attempt to reply.
Leaving Dolores still glaring, she took
her chum’s arm, and they both
¢ntored the shop. But they did noet
huy the tov, Instead, they turned
into the next department, hurried
through it, and left by an exiv at the
back.

 Diddled her again,” chuckled Pat.
“Now for the post office. Just as
Dolores appeared on the scene 1
remembered I'd got my bankbook
with me, so I ean casily raise the
cash we need.”

Chris looked a little doubtful, .

I don’t like the idea of you spend-
ing all that money on the Buddha.,”
she said. “ After all, it’s me the secret
on Dartfleet Island concerns, not you,
so there's no reason why you should

spend
*“ Fiddlesticks!"” Pat cut in. “Don't
he a goose, Chris! Were in this

rogether. Stop arguing and come and
help me to find the post office.”

They did that without any great
difficulty, for there was a post office
in that very street, Breathlessly Pat
siipped into it. Producing her bank-
hook and her identity ecard, she asked
for an on-demand withdrawal form,
and in a few ninutes found hersel!{
with the three crisp. crackling notes

in her hand. Outside she smiled
jubilantly at her chum.

*OK.. that's fixed!” <she said.
“Now to get that Buddha.”

“And then—heigh-ho for the

mystery plate!” Chris breathed.

They almost raced back to Rohin-
son’s, keeping a sharp look out for
Dolores en route. Dolores, to their
vast reltef, had compiletely vanished.

Feverishly they entered the shop,
bhut when they explained their
§mss&ion to the proprietor he shook his
head.

“I'm sorry.” he said. “ You've
arrived just too late. I sold the
Buddha—about two niinutes ago—to
another girl—-"

Pat stared at him. while Chris let
out o dismayed cry.

* Another girl? What girl?” Pat
stuttered.

“Why, the girl who spake to vou
ontside the store!” the man said in
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* 1 thought vou'd

some surprise. * Wasn't she a friend

of yours?”

A friend!"” Pat felt the floor sink-
ing beneath her. *“Go—go on!” she
groaned.

“Appears she saw youftalking to
me, 50 she asked me what you had
bought, and when I told her you had
inquired about the Buddha she said

that she would buy it for you. And
50 5

“You let her have {t?" Chris
gulped.

“ Yes, she took it away with her.”

Pat with difficulty suppressed a
groan. )

*But never mind,” she said to the
ismayed Chris. “She can’'t have got
ar with it, and we’ll find some way

of making her hand it over. Come
on, let's get back ta the coach. We'll
tackle her there.”

And, nodding to the rather be-
wildered shopkeeper, they darted oil.
Rapidly -they walked back to Central
Sguare, where the coach stood sur-
rounded by the revellers, just re-
turned from fair and menagerie, A
little cheer greeted Pat and Chris as
they came up. Swiftly they looked
around, but there was no sign of

Dolores .
* Willis,” Pat said, " where's
Dolores? Has she come back yet?”
Willis iocoked at her. Then he
chuckled.

" Come back—and gone,” he said.
“Ger, how that girl can move!
Dolores said she had some sort of
hrain-wave—must hurry back to the
camp. Said she'd tell us about it
later. And she hired herself a private
car and lefr.”

BACK AT THE
CAMP

Grim was the look
which Pat exchanged
w.th Charis. Momen-
tarily fierco was the ex-
pression on Chris' face,
but neither of them
passed any commment until they werc
seated in the coach. Then

“ Oh. the trickster!” Pat exclaimed.
“ But she shan't beat us. Just let her
wait till we get back to the camp!”

To the chums that drive home
seemed never-ending, but at last the
holiday camp was reached. Descend-
ing, they made instant tracks for
Dolores’ chalet.

But Dolores was not there. Neither
was she in the canteen. But one of
the attendants had news of her.

“Miss Bellamy—yes.” he said when
Pat questioned him. “Never seen a
girl more excited—or more pretty and
happy, if I may say so. Miss Dolores
cagme along about an hour ago, carry-
ing one of them there what-you-call-
‘ems. You know, one o' those Eastern
images. She -fairly set the whole
camp by the ears. Last I saw of 'em
they were all rushing off like a glee
party towards the boathouse.”

. “Thanks,” Pat said, and nodded
significantly to her chum. * Come on.
Chris,” she urged.

They turned, and as they raced
away Chris looked at Pat,

“What do you make of it?” she
asked. -

Pat shook her head.

“I can only guess,” she said. " But
it’s pretty clear we've under-rated her
cleverness again. Looks to me as if
her game is to impress Bruce in some
way—probably by saying she had our
idea all the time. No doubt she’s
pulled a pretty fast one on us this
time—and no doubt she’s laughing
her head off. But she’s not getting
away with it.” Pat finished grimly.

Save

All your old paper,

Letters, cardboard, etc. Their
Value as salvage is really
All-important in the

Great Prosperity drive,

Every little helps!

“I'll say not,” Chris breathed.

THhey hurried on. Presently they
came in sight of the boathouse, where
a crowd was collected, Bruce Fel-
thamm, the sports master, among them.

JAgain, however, there was no sign of

Dolores. But there was a cry at the
sight of Pat.

“Pat, come here!”

“You’ll never guess——"

* Dolores——"'

“ Well,” Pat gasped, " what about
Dolores?”

“Oh, dash it,” Lucy Day pouted,
“don't talk like that! Wait till you
hear what Dolores has done, and then
cheer. Dolores had the most wizard
idea—Pat, you'd never have thought
of it in a million vears! D'you Know
what she did in Riverstown?"”

“Go on!”

“She spotted n Buddha—just lke
the one that got smashed on the
island, Dolores bought it, and she
means to give it to the admiral in
place of the old one that was broken.
Isn’'t it a grand idea? Of course, the
admiral’s bound to be pleased, and

S0——

“go?' Pat asked, clenching her
hands.

“ 8o Dolores has gone off in her
cruiser, She's taken the Buddha to
the island.”

::%Iﬁ%"would!" Pat said bitterly.

“* Just typieal of her.” Chris scorn-
fully put in. *“ Having stolen the idea
from Pat o

There came a startled gasp {from all
around.

" Stolen the idea from Pat? I sav,
that's a bit stiff!”

“I'1] say it is1v

Chris was fuming now, and re-
gardless of Pat’s warning hand upon
her arm, stepped forward, eyes
blazing.

"1 tell vou that was Pat's idea in
the first place—that's why we went
to Riverstown!™

“Oh, draw it milg!"

“Don’t fib, Chris!”

“But—it was, I tell you!” insisted
Chris. “Dolores cheated "
“Youve no right to say such

things, Chrig!”

* Especially,” cut in Bruce Feltham
coldly, " as Dolores had your interests
at heart as much as anything else,
Chris, Dolores has gone over to the
island with two objects in view. One,
to square it with the admiral; the
other, to help you to find out the
secret you're so interested in.”

Pat and Chris jumped,

“What!" they gasped.

“The secret that concerns Chris'
Unecle Charles,” the young sporis
master went on. “Dolores said that
if she could only smooth over the
admiral she’d also ask him to lend
you that Captain Kirabee plate. If
possible, she means to bring it back
ior you." .

Pat and Chris stood .as, if petrified,
their cheeks burning with anger. It
was bad enough to have been bheaten,
but fto hear Bruce and the holiday-
makers singing Dolores’ praises was
the last straw.

Undoubtedly her main objeet in
rushing off to the island was to secure
the all-important brass plate, but the
Iast thing she would do would be o
hand it over to them.

*“Of all the hypocrites!" Pat told
herself, *To actually dare suggest 1o
everyone she only wants the piate for
Chris' sake!”

As the chums stood there, furious
and dismayed. a wave of excitement
swept through the crowd, and sud-
denly one of the boys gave a shout:

* Here is Dolores now! Oh golly, I
wonder how she got on?”

Evervone turned, and Pat and Chris
stifened as they saw a gleaming
cabin-cruiser come ploughing across
ihe sea. At the helm was a golden-
haired, radiant figure, and as the
motor-boat_drew nearer the jetty she
waved a triumphant hand—a gesture
that suggested Dolores’ mission had
been conipletely successfull

Has Dolores secured the vital! brass
plate ? And what secret does it con-
tain ? There will be more surprises
and theills in next Friday’s grand
instalment.
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A Last-minute Rescue In This Thrilling Final Instalment—By RENEE FRAZER

THE SHIP HAD LEFT

TANIA, a jungle girl, had lived
alone on Castaway Isle for many
years,

She and Dave Cardew, one of g
party of castaways, found a treasure
chest belonging to Tania.

It was stolen from them by another
Joy—Gerry Royston—who was assisted
by Stanhope, the ship's mate. They
bound Tania and Dave and ieft them.

The castaways’ ship had been re-
paired and was ready to sail. Gerry
and Stanhope cunningly made it
appear that Tania and Dave had been
accidentally drowned, thus hoping
}Eat the ship would leave without
hem.,

TANIA had lost all count of time

as she struggled desperately to
free herself from the cords that
Lound her. Twilight had given place
to darkness, and still no help came.
Dave, her one loyal friend, lay bound
tnd unconscious only a few yards
nway.,

Slowly, but surely, her eflorts were
succeeding. By turning her head
irom side to side, she contrived to
loosen the scarf tied round heyr
mouth. In another moment Ler lips
were [ree.

Drawing a deep, gulping breath, she
called for help. But she had Jittle
hope of her cry being heard, for there
were no human beings within miles of
the desolate clearing.

Yet her broken cry was heard—and
hy ears sharper than any human'’s.
On guard by the distant cave, Michi,
the panther, sprang from the rocks,
nis 1’urtbristling, his eyes glowing in
the dark.

For he had recognised his young
mistress’ voice,

Like a silent shadow, he (treaked
down the steep path.

Tania’s efforts were slowly weaken-
Ing, and the cords were cutting deeply
into  bher wrists with her [frantic
striiggles, when she heard a rustle
imong the bushes—the soft, unmis-
takable padding of paws.

“Michl!” ghe gasped.

In one swﬁt. bound the panther had
reached her side, snifling and growling
in obvious perplexity bhecause his
young mistress lay so still.

"Michi, if only you could help!™”
whispered the jungle girl. “If only
Tania could make you understand!’

Her heart missed a beat as she felt
the panther’'s sharp teeth close gently
on her wrist, while an ominous growl
escaped his throat., Michi had dis-
covered the cords and scented his
hated enemy !

“Michi—careful I" gasped Teania,.

The intelligent animul seemed
dimly to comprehend. Seizing one of
the cords, he tugged at it, growling
and worrying it.

And then came a sudden, sharp
snapping sound. With a gasp of
Eelie!:', she discovered that she was
ree .

Flinging her arms round the ex-
cited panther, Tanin hugged him
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closely before setting to work to untie
her ankles.

A few moments later she rose un-
steadily to her feet, her limbs pain-
Tully cramped, and stumbled across to
Dave. Snatching the bone-handled
knife he wore at his belt, she slashed
the cords that bound him.

“Dave,” she whispered anxiously,
“are—are vou all right?”

The hoy groaned, moving his head
faintly, With a liftle gulp of relier,
Tania darted o fetch water from the
stream, calrying it in a hoilow stone,
snd bathing Dave's face.

The icy water quickly had its
cffect.  The boy opened his eves,
staring round dazedly. He struggled
to sit up.

“Tania,” he muttered., “what—
what’s happened? These scoundrels,
derry and the mate——

“They’ve gone, Dave!” said Tania
unsteadily, "“They-have left us here—
ond taken the treasure-hox. That was
long apo—nefore it was dark.” )

With an effort Dave stiruggled to his
Teet, gripping her arm.

“Tania—the ship! It was to have
seiled by to-night's tide, Gerry means
to leave us stranded on the island
while he gets away with vour
treasure.”

“But—would the great ship leave
without Dave?" Tania [altered.

The hoy shook his head, his eyes
worried,

“I can't imagine Mr. Barnard leav-
ing the island without us, but there's
no telling what yarn that trickster,
Gerry, has spun to cover his tracks.
We've got to get back to the camp,
Tania, and there's not a minute to
lose!  Can you find the way?” he
added anxiously.

The jungle girl nodded. -

“All the forest paths are known to
Tania,” she replied simply, ‘“Come!
I will guide you.” X

The strange little procession set
out, Tania picking her way unerr-
ingly along the shadowy paths, while
Michi padded ahead of her and Dave
brought up the rear.

t last there came a welcome break
in the deuse trees, and Tania halted,
beckoning eagerly.

“Dave—the seal!”

Dave nurried to join her, and his
face lit up as he saw the white surf
breaking on the beach and the log-
built =choolhouse standing out darkly
agzj.inst the waving palms,

No one about,” he panted.
“They're probably all waiting by the
boats. Hallo! Mr. Barnard!"' he

shouted, cupping his hands to his
moutir.

But his shout was answered only by
the mocking screech of a gull and an
excited chattering in the branches
overhead.

Tania gave a little ery as an agile.
Tfurry bundle launched iiseil irom the
ioliage, to land on her shoulder.

“Bimbo!" che gasned delightediy.
“Dave, here's Bimbo! I thought pei-
haps that I had lost him, put he is
sate.”

Dave grinned at the excited
molkey, but his smil> faded guick]v.
“Strange that nc one’s answered,”’

ON i”,ﬂ
Ay
AT

he said. “Let’s hurryv, Tania,
they'll be giving us up lor losr!”

.He led the way at a run across the
camp clearing, seemihg strangely
desolate without its Auttering tents,
to haly abruptly as he came in sight
i ‘the distant reef.

Tania heard his startled intnke of
Freath and saw the expr 0 f
Lewildered horror that cros
lace.

“Tania—look ! he shouted huskily.
“The ship!”

He gripped her arm. peinting to-
wards the reef. Tania stared, and
hroken, pitiful ery escaped her lips.

For the ship that had brought the
castawuys to the island wa: steaming
slowly away, its light winking in the
darkness as it sSWung out to sea. leutv-
ing her and Dave ualone on the
ceserted shore,

or

THEIR ONLY HOPE
WAS THE REEF

Dave's hands were
clenched and his face
was as white as deuth
is he stared after Ltic
departing ship.

“Tania, something's
he exclaimed. “Mr. Barnard
never have leit us like this.
That scoundrel, Gerry, has plaved
some  rotten trick—— Hi!™ he
shouted, raising his voice desperately

wrong !

would

against the buffeting wind. “Hallg,
there!”
But he knew-—and Tanian knew—

that his voice could never have car-
ried that distance, even on a still
Light. His shout caile back mock-
izgly from the cliffs, siartling the
gulls, 10 bhe drowned by ihe muflled
thunder of the suri.

._The jungle girl’s heart weiled pity-
ingly. She knew that her own bitter
griel and disappointment were s
rothing compared with tlic shock
that had staggered Dave.

She had known the loneliniess of
the island before the castawavs had
come, bringing their happy comrade-
ship into her life. But Dave was u
stranger to the island—a hoy from a
far-off country, whose own Iriends
seemed to have deserted him.,

The stunned, hewildered look on
his face arqused all her feminine sym-
pathy, momentarily baanishing her
own dismay.

“Dave., they will come hack " she
cried. “They—they must come back 1™

But Dave shook his head, his grev
eves despairing.

' They won’t come bhack, I'ania!” he
declared huskily. “The slup's getimyg
up  steam, and will be out of sight
within half an hour Mr. Barnard
must imagine that something has
happened to us—that it's useless to
wait. Gerry has told him some lie!™

The jungle girl’s lips trembled as
she stared -t him.

“Tania is sorry,” she whispered.
“It is all her fault. If Dave had not
come to help Tania the ship would
not hdave gone without him.”

Dave turned suddenly, gripping her
by the shoulders.

“You mustn't say that, Tania,” he
said quietly, “We're together in this
business, and you're not to blame for
anything. You've put up a plucky
fight against a pair of precious scoun-
drels who were out to rob you, and
I did no more than any other chap
would have done under the circum-
staneces., It only—if only we could
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attract someonc’s attention on hoard
while ihe ship’s still in sight 4
d Tlimla cauught in her breath sud-
enly.
~Dave make fire!" she cried breath-
lessly. “Big fire! When the night is
durk, fire shows a long way.”
“Gosh,” exclalmed Dave, “that's an
idea! A fire's the very thing, but it’ll
have to be a npig wlaze, and In a
prominent place, to attract attention.
Got it!"” he declared, his eves light-
g up.  “The reef!” .
The jungle girl stared at him in
bewilderment,

“But—but there are no bushes out

ihere, and rocks do not hurn

“Bul driftwood does,” declared
‘Dave. “And so does tar. The last
time I was on board I noticed a
couple of barrels of tar and a pile of
wood that had been dumped over-
hoard on to the rocxs. If we could
set fire to that lot 2

His,voice trailed away.

“I'm a prize fathead!" he groaned.
“We can't get out to the reef without
a boat, and they haven't left us even
a raft * }

“But Tania has a canoe!" cried the
jungle girl. “She left it in the bushes
up the stream.”

Dave whistled eagerly.

“Good for you, Tania! There may
still be time if we're gulck. While
we can see the lights of the shi{),
they're bound to see our fire. If only
vour canoe will stand up to the sea.
But we'll have to chance it.”

Follow>d by Michi and Bimbo, they
raced pback towards the jungle, know-
ing full well that every minute was
precious;  Panting, breathless, they
at last reached the canoe.

The frail craft, bullt to takg only
two passengers, was heavily over-
weighted by the extra burden of the
two pets, lor ‘Tania would not dream
of leaving them behind. .

Dave took the paddle, bringing the
canoe safely down-stream to the
estuary. Eagerly they stared out to
sea, and the boy gave a sigh of relief.

The lights of the ship were still
plainly visible, for it had turned and
was steaming slowly along the coast,
almost as though its occupants were
taking a 'ast ioo'c at the island before
vidding it farewell for good.

But Dave’s relief was short-lived, for
now the canoe was rocking perilously
among th: waves, threatening every
moment to capsize.

Desperately ke plied the paddle,
while Tania knelt in the bows with a
coil of rope, looking anxiously to-
wards the reel.

They could hear the muffled
thunder of ihe breakers dashing
against the rocks. In spite of Dave's
skill, the canoe gave a sickening
lureh, shipping a quantity of water.

There came a frightened growl from
Michi, and Bimbo squealed, climbing
on to Tania's shoulder.

“It's no use, Tanial!” muttered
Dave., "“We'll never make the veef
with this weight. There's ounly one
thing for it.”

He handed her the paddle and com-
menced to peel off his jacket.

“Dave,” gasped Tania, her eyes
widening in dismay, “what are you
going to do?” .

“I'm moing to swim for it,” de-
ciared Dave, as he fastened onc end
of the rope round his waist. “The

canoe will ride mmore easily without-

me. If I get to the reef first, I'll tow
vou in. Now paddle for all you're
worth—and don’t worry!”

With a reassuring grin, he
cxamined the matcnes in his water-
proof pouch, kicked off his shoes, and
stood up in the rocking craft.

Tanla saw him dive, disappearing
under 2 billowing wave. Instinctively
she steadied the canoe while she
watched, her heart beating rapidly.
‘Then, wlth a little gasp ol relief, she
saw Dave reappear, waving to her
reassuringly as he struck out boldly
towards the reel.

Tania commenced to paddle after
him, catching momentary glimpses of
his dark head above the waves.

The canoe was taking water now,
and in danger of sinkinz. Bimbo still
clung to Tania's shoulder, while
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Michi, his fur drenchad, erouched on
the seat that Dave had vacated,

Another great wave was coming to-
wards them, and, with a despairing
sob, Tania flung her arms round
Michi. : :

Just then there came a ringing,
breathless shout from the reef:

* “Hold on, Tania!”

The rope tautened. Tanla grabbed
the sides of the canoe as it leaped
forward, cutting through the waves.
Tania saw the jagg rocks loom
ahead, a boyish figure crouching in
the suri. Then Dave’s hands seized
her, liffing her out of the canoe,
Bimbo still clinging to her. , .

_Michi sprang Irom the sinking
canoe—only in the nick of time.
Wwith a splintering crash, the frall
craft hit the rocks. .

Gasping, Tanla stood by Dave. He
pointed triumphantly to a great pile
of driftwood and barrels, lying high
and dry on the reef.

“There's just a chance, Tania!" he
declared husxily, *“The ship’s still in
sight. If they see the blaze and turn
back, we're saved. If not——"

He did not complete his sentence.
Followed by the jungle girl, he scram-
bled over thoe slippery rocks, dragging
the precious matches from his pouch.

TANIA WINS
THROUGH

A hushed -group
stood by the rail of the
steamaer as Castaway
Isle receded slowly into
the distance.

Only too well Gerry's
scoundrelly plot had worked. The
empty boat, set adrift by the mate,
had convinced Mr. Barnard thal Dave
and Tunia had come to grief on the
rocks while attempting to leave the
island.

After a long, heartbreaking search,
the party had returned to the ship,
and Mr,  Barnard had reluctantly
agreed to Captain Rawling” urgent
advice that they should sall that
night.

There came a stifled sob from Pat
Saunders, and Tim Burchell gulped
as he gripped the rail,

“I can't believe it even now, sir!”
he muttered, glancing up at Mr.
Barnard. “To think that old Dave
was with us only this morn'm%-—-—"

The master turned wearily, his pale,
tense face revealing his emotion.

“I'd have kept up the search all
night, Tim, il there'd been the
slightest hope,” he said gquietly. “But
Captain Rawlins assured me that no
one could possibly have survived
among those rocks, You young people
were magniiicent—all of you!”

He glanced at the silent group of

voung castaways, and at Captain
Rawlins, who was standing sombrely
some distance away, watching the
island through his binoculars.
At that moment there came a stir
in the group as Gerry himsell
approached, an expression of grief
masking the gloating satisfaction In
his eyes. .

“What 2 blow this is, sir!” he sald.
“I—I can’t help blaming Tania for
what has happened, though we'll
never know the truth now why she
plotted against us. If only I could
have donc something to prevent the
tragedy " i

“¥You did what you could, Gerry,”

declared Mr. Barnard. “You need
never reproach vourself "
His words trailed away as there

came a sudden amazed shout from
Captain Rawlins.

“Mr. Barnard! Look out there,
sir!” he calied. “IJ that's not a fire
on the reef, then I'm a landlubber!”

There was a sudden rush to the
rail. All eyes were turned to the red
glow on the distant reef.

“Someone must have 1it it!” gasped
Tim. “Tt couldn't possibly have
started by itseli.”

There was a sudden incredulous
hush as into every mind sprang the
same fantastic thought.

the first to

Mr. Barnard was
Rawlins,” he shouted,

TECOVER. |
“Captain
“pave the shin twrned back, and give

orders for full steam!
ing to the island!”
In the clamour and sensation that
followed his words no one saw Gerry
hurrying quickly towards the cabins,
his handsome face as pale as death.

. . . . .

ALF an hour later the steamer

hove-to within halling distance

of the reef, and two human figures

were unmistakably seen, waving

frantieally in the red glow of the
flaming beacon,

“Dave! (Good old Dave!”

“Tania!”

Amid wild, incredulous shouts of
relief, a boat put out for the reef
Mr, Barnard himself accompanying
the crew. It returned, at length,
bringing with it two dripping and
dishevetled figures.

As they were assisted on board, the
bost returned to the reef for Tania's
pets.

IE a moment Dave was surroundzsd
by the cheering castaways, while
Tania stood on the outskirts of the
group, a rather forlorn figure.

But Dave fought hls way through
the crowd, taking her by the arm.

“Mr. Barnard,” he said huskily.
waving aside the excited guestions.
“there is one person that Tania and 1
are anxious to meet. Where is Gerry?”

The master looked perplexed and
rather startled by the boy's tone,

“Why, Oave, I belleve he went to
his cabin for something! He’ll be
overjoyed to see you * s

“1" het he will!" rapped Dave, his
hands clenched. “Come on, Tanial!”

He strode towards the cabins, the
others following in uneasy bewilder-
ment, realising that something was
wrong. Gerry’'s cabin was locked, but
Dave burst it open with a fierce blow
from his foot. @

The door swung in with a crash,
and & shout of amazement went up
from Mr. Barnard and the castaways
at the scene that met their gaze.

Kneeling on the floor beside an
open chest—the 1lid of which had
evidently been wrenched from its
hinges—were Gerry and Stanhope,
the ship’'s mate.

As the party burst into_the cabin
Gerry hastily crammed a handful of
glittering objects into his pocket,
while Stanhope made a dive for the

We're return-

oor,

The mate was sent reeling by a
blow from Dave's fist, and the next
moment the boy had closed with
Gerry, shaking the handsome young
scoundrel as a terrier shakes a rat,
while Gerry put up a futile struggle.

“Dave!” shouted Mr. Barnard.
“Dave, what does this mean?”

“It means, sir,”” panted Dave, re-
leasing his cringing opponent, “that
this precious pair were trying to make
a last-minute getaway—in one of the
small boats, I bet! It means that
Gerry has tricked you all from the
first! I've proof here—"

He drazged the bundle of tattered

papers out of his pocket—the papers

thatt Tania had obtained from the
ma

been plotting against Tania to rob
h'elin?f the treasure that was hers by
rl H

“These letters were wrltten by her
father—an Englishman, and the cap-
tain of a pearling-ship—who died on
his voyage back to England. He left
his motherless voung daughter in the
care of an old friend, together with
a fortune in pearis. From these
letters and Tania’s diary I've pieced
together what happened. The ship
was wrecked, and Tania and the old
sailor were washed ashore in one ot
the boats with the chest of pearls.

“Later, the old sailor set out in the
hoat to fetch help. He was picked
up by a passing ship, seriously ill,
his mind wandering. Gerry's father
was the steward on that ship, and he
managed to get the whoie story. But
several vears passed before he was
able to discover the exact location of
the island. ‘Then he sent the details
on to Gerry, who was sailing with our
party to jola his father in Africa.

(Please turn to the back page.)
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The Robot Headmaster

BAFFLING BEHAVIOUR

" 1F only we could get petmission to
B0 to the dance to-night!”
sighed Sally Warner. " Qur hula-
hula act ought to go down Jolly welll”

" Smashing!” agreed Don Weston.

" But supposing the professor won't
£ive  us permission?” gsked Fay
Manners anxiously. “He's been
clamping down on ‘dances and such-
like lately."

" Certainly has,” said Johnny
Briggs. " Who's going to ask him?”

The four chums, sitting on deck in
the blazing sunshine on board the
Ocean Star, the college ship en route
Tor Australia, looked a little appre-
hensively at each other.

Professor Willard, as Fay sald, was
certainly becoming a stickler for work
lately, and was expecting the students
to do quite a lot of swotting in the
evenings.

Sally & Co. didn't mind working,
hut they particularly wanted to attend
the dance for passengers which WQS
being held on the promenade deck
that night.

A dance of all nations it was called,
The prizes, which had been on show
all day, were lovely, and had inspired
the chums with the will to win one
for themselves with their hula-hula
dance which Sally and Fay had learnt
m;. tl&elr recent visit to a South Sea
island.

In their pretty sarongs and grass
skirts which had been given them by
the islanders, with Don and Johnny
to accompany them on the ukulele
and guitar, they felt they stood =
very good chance. In fact, the only
thing that stood in their Way was
Professor Willard's permission,

“We could say it's for the honour
of the International College und so
on,"” said Fay slowly,

“He'd say the honour of the college
would be far more satisfied if we did
well at work,” grinned Sally. Pity
he's so down on dancing lately *

She broke off, her mouth falling
open., her bhlue eyes taking on a
slightly glazed expression as she
stared towsards the end of the deck,
which up to now had been completely

deserted,
Not s0 now. And as Don, Fay, and
Johnny, somewhat mystified, followad

Sally’s stare, their expression became
as dazed as her own,

For on to the deck had appeared a
short, he-spectacled figure wearing a
mortar-board and flowing gown. He
walked a little jerkily, stopped sud-
denly, and_ then suddenly and most
amazingly broke into what seemed to
he a peculiar sort of dance.

“It's not true,” muttered Johnny
dazedly. “I'm dreaming—I'm having
nightmares or something!” i

* hink it’s  Professor Willard
who's having nightmares,” replied
Fay, with a grin. “Think he's ot a
touch of the sun or something,
Sally?”

“ Whatever he's got, he shakes a
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pbretty nimble leg,” chuckled Don.

©Look at that now.” he chortled as
the prancing figure suddenly fwirled
round several times in quick suc-
cession. *“Makes me giddy to watch
him, But what—i-"

“Don, I've got it!" Sally's voice was
guivering with excitement and mirth
as _she gazed at the capering figure,
" He must be practising a new sort of
dance for to-night!"” N

“Eh?  Why, the old fraud!” broke
out Johnny indignantly. * Pretending
t0 be down on dancing when he's
golng himself!”

" He evidently didn’t bargain on us
seeing him!” Sally chuckled. * But,
Merrymakers, this is our chance! He
can hardly refuse to let us go if he's
g0ing himself, can he? Say, just look
at_him!”

The figure had stopped. given a
Jerky bow, then had moved off down
the deck.

“Oh gosh, what 2
gurgled Don. “But
tackling him, Sally?”

It toock some time for the chums to
compose their features sufficiently to

0 along to Professor Willard's study,
Or remembrance of that amazing
scene kept returning, bringing stified
little giggles from one or other of
them—giggles in which all four of
the chums quickly joined.

But eventually, after sundry warn-
Ings and threats from Sally, they
reached the cabin door, knocked, and,
at the professor's invitation, entered.

Somewhat to their surprise the pro-
fessor was seated quite calmly at his
desk, pen in hand, marking some
‘papers,

* Well, Sally,” he asked, “ what can
I do_for you?”

" Er—well, as a matter of fact, Pro-
fessor Willard,” said Sally, with her
most winning smile, “it's about the
dance to-nigh " .

“ We'd like permission to attend it,
sir,” backed up Don.

Professor Willard put down his peit,
adjusted his spectacles, and gazed
f}tiernly at the four eager faces hefore

m

I thought I'd made it clear,” he
6aid a little coldly, ** that I disapprove
of dancing, that I wished you to con-
centrate on your studies.”

* We are swolling, professor,” Sally
said earnestly, “but it would be fun
to go to the dance.”

The professor pursed his lips doubt-
fully, and Don, quick to notice his
hesitation, quickly stepped forward.

“We won't stand much chance
against you at the dance, sir,” he said,
“but we'd like to try for one of the
prizes.”

Professor Willard’s eges seemed to
grow enormous behind his spectacles.
' I—at the dance?” he spluttered.

~Oh, rather!" chortled Johnny,
“'We saw you practising, sir!”

" Baw me practising, Briggs?"

“It's that twiddly bit that got me,”
put in Don, determined to lay on the
Nattery hard and thick. He gave &

performance!”
what ahout
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Jittle hovn and *Kip. then shook his
head regretfully. ™ ‘Fraid I can't get
it like you, sir,” .
Professor Willard rose slowly hehind
his desk,

"Are you,"” he asked
tones, “out of your minds? Or are
you deliberately trying to be im-
pertinent?”

For a moment the chums stared at
him in amazement, then Sally's face
Aushed a little,

“I don't think that's guite fair,
sir,” she =zaid quietlv. ‘““After all. we
saw vou dancing on deck, I'll admit
wWe were surprised: i
. "But we guessed you were practis-
ing for the dance to-night,” put in
Johnny, “so we thought as vou were
going you wouldnt mind us going,
t00.""

in deadly

The professor sat down suddenly
and hard, gripping the edge of his
chair as if fighting for seli-control.

“1,” e said gratingly, ‘“'do not
As for saying that you saw
me dancing on deck——"  He shud-
dered; closed his eves, * Preposterous!
Fantastic!” He opened his eyes again,
glaring at the chums. *If this is
your idea of a joke, then I assure you
I do not share your sense of humourt

“But—but we did see you, pro-
fessor——" hegan Fay.

" Enough!” rapped the professor,
“You will not go to the dance to-
night. Instead, vou will s};l)end the
time in your class-room in the charge
of Edgar Phineas, doing a task which
I shall set you. Now go!”

With quivering finger he pointed to
the door. The chums, bewildered and
shaken, went. Gazing indignantly at
each other, they made their way along
the passage and out on to the deck

again.
we sau(;‘."

dance!

“But il was the professor
exclaimed Sally. “TIt
golly, look!" she yelled.
again!"”

A figure in gown a
had suddenly appearell at the end of
the deck. Once again it was spinning
round and round in a peculiar, jerky
sort of dance.

“Professor Willard——" hegan Sally,
tunning forward. :

And .then she stopped, her voice
trailing away as she stared at the
figure "before her.” It wore similay
clothes to Professor Willard: it hore
a likeness to him. But now. seeing
the face, seeing the figure at really
close guarters

Sally closed her eves,
and looked again.
her lips,

“ Gig-golly !
stupefled voice.
[essor, shipmates!

was. )
“There he is
d 1mortar-board

opred them,
An amazed cry leit

she stuttered in a
“It's not the pro-
It—it's a dummy ™

PERCY FOOLS
PHINEAS

“YA—a dummy
gasped Johnny, and
brodded his finger into
os-| the chest of that figure
which bhore such an
amazing likeness to
Professor Willard. * Corks! So it s,

But—but how—why— who——
The sound of a chuckle came from
the shadows. Sally Co. swung
round, and into view stepped Samuel
Leander Kaplin, otherwise known as
Slick, the boy Inventor rrom Detroit.
Sally, seeing him, gave a violent
jumn - Slick gave another chuckle,
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fais thin, usually serious face one hu%e
grin, his eyes twinkling behind his
enormous horn-rimmed spectacles. )

“CGhiess this 1s one up to me!” he
drawled. i‘Meet my latest invention—
Percy New Man; he's almost human,
he added, quoting one of hh.; in-
terminable slogans. ‘' Percy, say ' How
do you do.”

And while the chums stared in
goggling, open-mouthed wonder, Slick
pressed something at the back of his
robot, There was a faint whining
sound.

“How do you do?’ came from the
automatic figure, and, amazingly
endugh, it sounded like Professor

‘Willard's voice. though with a slight

husky metallic tone. "I
are enjoying your trip!"”

" You see?” Blick beamed proudly.
“1t telks—and it walks!”

Again he pressed something. Again
there was that faint whirring sound.
The robot began to.move, strutting
along the deck. Down a companlon-
way Slick guided it, and dazedly
Sally & Co. followed. And a few
minutes later, still in a daze, they
found themselves in Slick’s cabin.

He closed the door, and then sur-
veyed them through his spectacles.

hope you

.

“Well, what's the verdict?” he”
asked. “What do you think of
Percy?"

*He—he's uncanny!” Sally gasped.
“He took us in completely!”

" Reckon I heard vou talking about
the dance and thought I'd give Percy
a try out to see how he went,” Slick
satd with satisfaclion. “I've heen
working on this invention for ages in
secret.”

Sally & Co. looked on in awe.
Percy's face and hands were made of
a special wax preparation perfected
by Slick, giving a most realistic and
life-like effect, -

The movements of the robot were
operated and controlled by a battery
connected to a hewildering array of
levers ahd switches—which were, of
course, concealed under the clothes
worn by Percy. The voice came from
a record. With endless patience Slick
had made a series of small discs on
which he had recorded Professor
Willard's remarks on a variety of
subjects. .

Sally, listening to Slick's explana-
tlon, seemed to come out of a trance.
She drew a deep hreath,

“Congrats, Slick!” she said. *“It's
marvellous.  Anyone seeing it could
certainly make the same mistake as
we_dld— Golly!™

Sally jumped. Slick looked con-
cerned.

"“Say, you haven't touched one of
these wires and given yourself a
shock, have vou?"” .

*'No; hut we might give someone
else o shock—Phineas, for instance!”
sald Sally, a reckless gleam coming
into her blue eves.

Her chums knew that sign.

“What's the wheeze, Sallykins?”
came a chorus.

“Well, if Phineas saw us with Percy,
rnd he thought it was Professor
willard, and if we gave the impression
that our detention had been can-
celled——"

“Whopops!"” broke in Don excitedly.
' Phineas wouldn’t turn up at the
class-room and we could go to the

dance!”
“ Exactly!” Sally smiled at her owy
cudaecity.  * Of course, 1t's risky "

* We'll risk the risk. But will Slick
lend us Percy?”

“Sure!” Slick was at once agreeable
when he heard what had happened as
a result of his jape on the chums.
“ Percy’s all yours,”

He showed them, how the robot
worked. One main_switch, when
pressed down, started him walking.
When pressed up, he stopped. Slick
also indicated a button that would
start a record of speech suitable for
impressing Edgar Phineas.

Five minutes later the Merrymakers
gleefully made their way towards
Phineas' little office on D Deck. And
with them went *“Jerky Percy,” as
Johnny had named the robot.

Dusk was falling—a fact for which
Sally was thankful. As long as they
kept Percy in the shadows she was
sure her idea would work,
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A t Gmber ot students were about,
and they stared in surprise as Fay and
Sally, arm-in-arm with what they
supposed to be Professor Willard,
passed by, Don and Johnny grinningly
brlngmg up the rear. .

“Gosh!” murmured ' Linda Powell,
*“Sally & Co. seem to have made a hit
with the professor. Look at them—
arm-in-arm!"’

Sally and Fay gurgled, guiding
Percy on past the staring students.

But Sally's smile faded as she saw
that now thev would have to run the
gauntlet of a4 number of passengers,
among whom was a particularly talka-
tive, middle-aged spinster named Miss
Prinsepp.

* Ah—good-evening, professor!” she
gushed. *“But youTe limping,” she
added in concern, as Percy, the robot,
went jerkily on his'way. .

“Poor professor,” said Sally hastily.

“His lumbago is ‘troubling him
again.”

“Lumbago? 1 know just the cure
for that: " began Miss Prinsepp,

peering short-sightedly at the pro-
tessor through her thick spectacles,

The little party swept on hurriedly.
PercK might be marvellous, Sally was
thinking. but he would have his
limitations if invoived in a com-
plicated discussion abhout cures for
lumbago.

To the chuins’ relief, -they reached
the office’ of Edgar T. Phineas, the
head prefect, withaut further mishap.
A peep through the window told Sally
that Phineas was inside,

~Don. the light,” she whispered,
pointing to the electric lamp ahove
thelr heads. *Let's play for safety.
The darker the better.”

With an understanding grin, Don
!'eal%hed up and disconnected the light
pulb.

“Oh, Professor Willard,” said Sally
in a loud voice. "it's s0 good of you
tg cancel our detention. Shall T tell
Phineas?” .

She smothered a little giggle as she
saw Phineas shoot round in his chair,
on his face a look of blank amaze-
ment. He peered towards the window,
saw the shadowy figures outside, and
shook his head vcewilderedly.

" you think he's fallen for it,
Sally?” gurgled Don. ;

Before Sally could answer, Phineas
rose to his feet, a form in his hand,
and strode towards the door.

“Golly, he's coming!” hissed Fay in
alarm.

With a quick movement Sally
stepbed in front of the professor and
smiled at Phineas as he emerged,

“Isn't it wonderful of the professor
to let us off our detention?” she
cooed.

Phineas peered round her trving to
get a clear view of the professor.

* But, sir,” he said protestingly, “I
don't understand. You were 8Q
insistent tinat this detention had to
he done. Do vou really want it can-
celled? And, if so, would you initial
this form?"”

“You heard what the professor
said,” put in Don firmly,

But Phineas was obviously waiting
for some confirmation from the pro-
fessor himself. Frantically Sally made
signs to Johnny, and he, guessing
what was wanted, carefully pushed
one of the buttons.

“ It is quite all right, my boy, quite
all right.” said a rather husky voice.

“ahem! I say sir,” said Sally
hastily, ' vour throat does sound bad
again. You'd better come along to my
cabin for another dose of that special
cough mixture. Phineas,” she added,
*it's too had of you to worry the pro-
fessor like ihis when he’s not feeling
too well. Surely you can cancel the
form yourself. Come _along, pro-
fessor,” she added tenderly.

And, with a last reproving look at
Phineas, the little group moved of,
their faces heaming with delight as
they saw him, still looking slightly
dazed, tear up the form he had been

osh, it worked!” chortled

g
Johnny, *Now we’'ll get Percy back

to Slick before we have any more

awkward moments.”
* Thanks, pal!” chuckied . Don,
giving the robot a friendly slap on the

back. - There came a whirring sound,
and then—— .

“Oh, my name is McNamara, I'm
the leader of the band!” came in a
ringing baritone from the rohot.

Sally gave a startled gasp. Slick
mtust have slipped a wrong disc into
the rohot by mistake, and Don had
hit the button that started it off.

“ Johnny, switch off, for goodness
sake!”

But too late.

‘“Good gracious me!" exclalmed a
giuff voice, and into view loomed
Colonel Brough, taking his con-
stitutional around the deck. y

He peered at the figure before him.

“ Great guns, sir! Never heard you
sing before,” he puffed. “Sounds a
bit queer, if I may say s0. You look
it. too,” he added candidly peering
again at the waxen face,

“*The Professo’r’s not feeling too
good,” said 8ally hastily. “It—it’s his
throat. He—he's exercising it.”

“H'm! That won't do it any good.
I've a little something in my cabin
that’s &'ust the thing for bad throats.
What do y¥ou say, sir? Will you cotne
along with me and have a dose?”

The chums looked at each other in
alarm. Certainly Slick hadn't fitted
any dis¢c in the robot that could
answer that guestion.

“*Well, professor?” asked the colonel
impatiently.

“For goodness’ sake do something,
Johnny!” Sally whispered agonisedly.

The only thing Johnny could do
was press another hutton. He closed
his eyes and pressed, hoping for the
best., And then:

* Such impertinence! Stand straight
when vou speak.to me!” came from
the robhot. who seemed to be glaring
at Colonel Brough. "

Sally gasped as the prolessor's voice
went on, launched on the ticking oft
he had given Tubby Winwood a day
or so ago when he had found him in
the cafe instead of at a lecture.

‘‘Lazy good-for-nothing! All you
think about is food. Just look at your
walstline——"

The colone! seemed to fight for
breath., Sally felt her hair rising on
end. The colonel's walstline, she
knew, was a very sore point with
him, Frantic, she grabbed Percy,
managing to find the bhutton which
Sl‘.ollpped the flow of conversation.

. remblingly the colonel shook his
5

stick,
“Str!':, he stormed. ‘"How dare

you—

“ Colonel, please!” asped Sally.
“It—it's all a mistake. I m-mean, the
professor isn’'t himself e

" Mistake? I have been insulted!”
quivered the colonel. “1 shall
demand redress for this when Pro-

fessor Willard is himsell again!"”
And the colonel stormed oft down
the deck.
Weakly, horrifiedly, the chumns
logked at each other.

Ch, my only aunt!” groaned Sally.
“ Everyvthing was going so nicely 2

“Now we're in the soup!” groaned
Don, *The colonel was furious and
he thinks it really was the professor.”

“And 1 we own up to having a
dummy and Phineas finds out that we
tricked him ”

And there Sally's voice trailed away
as with eyes filled with dismay she
stared ahead, And her chums, follow-
ing her gaze, groaned in unison.. For
at the head of the companionway,
about to descend, was Professor
Willard himself!

THE COLONEL TAKES
‘A HAND

“Get Percy out of
the way—qguickly!”
Sally’s voice rose on a
squeak of alarm. “Oh
golly, we mustn’t let
the professor see him!"

Don and Johnny leapt. They
grabbed the robot up under the arms
and whirled it out of sight round the
corridor, just as the professor reached
the bottom of the companionway and
saw Sally and Fay. 5

He nodded rather frostily.

“You atre on your way to detention,
I presume?” he said. *“ You can tell
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Phineas that I shall be in vy room if
1 am wanted."”

He didn't wait for a reply, but
walked on, while Sally and Fay. feel-
ing somewhat weak at the knees,
tottered round the corner 1o where
Don and Johnny waited with Percy.

" Golly, this is almost getting too
much for me!” Sally puffed. Then she
grinned. “But we win, shipmates!
Whisk back Percy to Slick, then off
Lo our cabins to get ready for the
dance. The prolessor's in his cabin,
Phineas thinks our detention's been
cancelled——"

“So  everything's wizard!” Don
whooped. *“'Good old us! Good old
Percy!”

Percy was returned, with many

thanks, to Slick. After that it didn't
take them long to get ready for the
dance, Highly gleeful, they slipped
up to the promenade deck. Rather to
their surprise, Colonel Brough was at
the entrance to the hall-room.

“All right, in you go.” he said
;,ezéially. “I'm in charge to-night
and——"

And ithere he stopped,  his

moustache bristling.

Sally followed the direction of his
‘Baze, gasped, and shot into the ball-
roum as if propelled by a gun.

“The professor!" she hissed to her
startled chums.,  “Oh, my hat, hes
colning in here!”

“What are we going to do?’ whis-
pered Fay, “We'll be caught "

They dodged back behind some
palms, watching in wide-cyed alarm
as the professor drew nearer. He
stopped in front of the colonel, his
iace rather grim.

-evening," he said. * Would
vou please let me enter, sir, I wish
Lo make sure that none of my
students b

The colonel interrupted, drawing
up his plump figure. -

“Sir,” he hoomed, “you shall not
enter! You shall not enter, I say!™

The professor's jaw dropped. He
beered at the colonel as though
unable to believe his ears,

"I, sir,” ‘continued the colonel.
obviously enjoying this chance of
retaliation, *am running this dance.
And since you saw fit to be so insult-
ing Lo me this evening, then I refusc
-—I utterly refuse to let you enter this
room."”

And, with arms folded, he took up
his stand in front of the decor.

“Phew! Thank goodness for that.”
curgled Don. “Can't help feeling it's
a bit tough on the professor, though.”

" Don’t worry about that,” chuckled
Sally. “I've been thinking that over.

LLITTETY

I've got an
dance,” .

And the chums joined the threng
in_the ballroom.

But they couldn't put the thought
of the professor out of their minds,
for the main topic of conversation
among the dancers was the sudden
strange behaviour of Professor
Willard, P

"“You've certainly got to think of
something good. Sally,” said Don, as
the four of them took their places in
the cleared centre of the ballroom for
thelr hula-hula dance, "otherwise the
poor old professor will be drummed
off the ship or something.”

But Saliy was giving her mind only
to the dance then. Together she and
Fay swirled and twiried, while Don
and Johnny accompanied them on
ithe ukulele and guitar, There was
a loud burst of applause at the end.

" And now,” dimpled Sally, * for the
blan.  Winners won't be announced
until later, so we've got plenty of
time. First of all, Dun, you've got to
dodge out and find Slick. And this is
what he's got to do.”

She whispered in Don's ear. Don
grinned. and slipped through one of
the windows on 1o the promenades
deck. It wasn't long before he was
back, nodding in reply to Sally's in-
quiring look.

“And now to lace ihe music,” said
Sally.

The four of them. somewhat appre-
hensive, stepped out of the hallroom
on to the deck,

“Ah!" 1L was a ¢y of reproach and
triumph from Professor Willard as he
stepped forward from the shadows.
Edgar Phineas by his side. “So! You
disobeyed me *

* Disobeyed you, professor?”
volee was honey-sweet,
were so nice 1o us.
misunderstood,”

idea. But first—the

Saliy’s
“But you
Forgive us if we
<he said pathetically,

you saw—you

"Why, sure I did,” said Phineas un-
comfottably. * When you were walk-
ing round the deck arm-in-arm with
Sally and the others, sir, and talking
to them, I understood you'd cancelled
the detention,” -

“I, walking round the deck wilh
Sally?” gasped the professor. * Why,
this is phsurd il

“It wasn’t absurd when you in-
sulted me, sir,” rumbled the colonel,
who was an interested witness of the
scene,

“Colonel,” said the professor wildly.
“I assure you I never insulted you—I
hiaven't bheen round the deck with
these students. T " He ran a dis-

-
his  hair,

tracted hand through 5
i me—it's a

“Someone is posing as
trick. A trick!™

Sally's eyes opened wide. E ‘

“Professor,” she gasped, "' you really
think: " She swung round on her
chums. “Did you hear what the pro-
Tessor sald?” she asked in shocked
wones. " An lmgostor. I Oh, look!”
she ended with a dramatic cry. )

Anead of them a shadowy fizure
-ppcared—a  figure in mortar-hoard
and gown, [Even as Sally shouted. it
darted jerkily off down the deck
towards the companionway.

“It's the impostor,” velled Don.
" After him! Grab the rotter!”

He tore forwnrd. After him went
Johnny, and behind them Sally and
Fay, determinedly keeping in the way
of the professor and Phineas,- who
were bringing up the rear.

“Lost him!" panted Don, with a
wink at Sally, as they reached the
head of the companionway. * But
we'll go on searching for him, sir.
Don't you worry!”

“Bless my soul!"
iooked quite faint. * An impostor——
£0meone impersonating me. How
dare they! "And now, colonel,” he
added, swinging round. * perhaps you
will have the gooduess to believe me
when I say I most certainly have nou
insulted you,”

“Hrrmph!" The colonel looke:dl
decidedly un<omfortahle, “Seems we
owe each other an apology, professor.”

Which was the nearest the colonel
would go to expressing his soriow,

“And-—and what about us?” asked
Zally in a small voice.

The professor stared at them for a
maoment, then he nodded.

" There, 100, it seems a mistake was
made.” he sald slowly. “A genuine
mistake. In the circumstances 7

“We can go back {o (hie danee?”
asked Sally eagerly.

U Well — yes,” 4greed
Willard.

Before he could say any more, Sally
& Co. were darting ofl.

“So 1t worked,” chuckled Don.
“ Good old Sally! We've cleared our-
selves and we've cleared the pro-
fessor i

“And I hope old Slick has cleared
Percy away where he can't be found,”
gurgled Sally. “And if I'm not mis-
taken, there's gur name being called.”

And the four delighied chums
stepped into the batlroom to receive a
handsome prize,

(End of this weeh’s story.)

Percy the robot pilays another wp-

roarious part in noxt Friday's slory of
Sally & Co.

The ' professor

Prosessor

THE COWBOY WHO -
MYSTIFIED MERLE

{Caontinued from page 206.)

Did it contahi“t%-ne secrel her uncle
50 eagerly soug
UWitgh hg.nds that trembled she took
it, from the smiling chief judge; took
nlso the envelope containing the prize
money. She shook hands with lhim,
responded to his congratulations.
then crossed to where Nathaniel
Garsten sut. )

"I believe you're o bil worried about
the money uncle owes you,” she said
“Well, here it is.” She took two
hundred dollars out of the envelope
and held them out: "I'd like a receipt,
please.” i

The rancher giowered as he took
the money. .

“I'm  busy ity do the
mornin'.” 3

But Merle shook her head.

“Oh, no, it won't. Youre not the
nnly one who doesn't trust peq‘ple,-
she retorted. “I'll have it now.

Nathaniel Garsten glarved again and
then, muitering under his breath,
savagely snatched a pen from his
pocket and dashed off a receipt. Merle
took it, then made for the competi-
tors’ enclosure.

There, eagerly waiting for her. were
Jake Binns and all the rest of the
Happy Valley Ranch hands, except
Slim Harris, the Toreman. who had

1nOw! in
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volunteered to stay behind and look
after the ranch.

Despite hér smiling protests, they
insisted on lifting her up on to their
broad shoulders and in carrying her
in triumph to the rodeo café. There
a ceicbration tea was guickly ordered.

Hey heart glowed as she realised
how delighted they were at her
victory, and it was reluctantly that at
last she pushed back her chair and
got to her feet.

“Thanks awfully for the party.
boys,” she said. “It’s been simpiy
wizard, and I hate to leave you, bui
I'm afraid I must be getting back.”

Jake looked at her in dismay.

“Aren’'t you goin’ to stay for the
rest o' the programme?” he asked,

Regretfully Merle shook her head.

“I'd love to,”” she answered, “but
uncle will be wondering how I got on
and I promised to look in at the
hospital on the way home. But
there’s no need for you boys to leave.
I can drive the horse-box back myself.
But perhaps you wouldn't mind
putting Pommie away while I have
a wash,”

There was an instant rush for the
door, and leaving them harnessing un
the big, cumbersome van in which
Pommie would ride home in state,
Merle crossed to the stables,

There she would be able to have a
refreshing wash, and there, too, she
would be able to examine the Silver
Rider,

She thrilled as she carvied it acros;
the enclosure. Were all her hopes
about to be realised?

Entering the stables, she put the
statuette down in one of the mangers,
then drew herself a bucket of water
and sluiced her bot, dusty face. Only
when she had finished washing did
she cross agaim to the silver trophy.

“Now for it.,” she breathed.

But as she bent to examine it there
came an unexpected iaterrtuption.
The door clicked open. She whirled.
to find herself confronted once again
hy Larry Denvers.

There was a gqueer gleam in his
steel-grey eyes, and something like a
gasp of relief escaped his lips as le
saw her standing there with the Silver
Rider clutched in her hands. .

“Thank goodness!” he exclaimed.
"1 thought 1'd missed you.”

1.A little uneasily Merle regiuded
him.

- “What do vou want?” she asked
stifly. “Have you come to con-

gratulate me, or to make excuses for
your horse?”

He shook his head, his face grini.

“No, I've come for something more
important than that,” he declareg.
“I've come to talk to you.”

But it was not at Merle that his
gaze was directed, but at the Silver
Rider she so fiercely clutched!

Has Larry sorme plan for taking the
vital trophy from her 7 You mustn't

. miss what happens next Friday.
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WHEN NOEL
WAS KIDNAPPED

{(Conlinucd from page 208.)

THE: SECRET OF
'THE BELL-BUOY
*Nunky!'' whispered
June; ‘hrokenly.
| “Nunky ! L 7
= | In: a moment shé
e==-""" " | was "on; her knees,
loosening. the gag that
sccured Noel's lips.  There was an
incredulous look- iiX 'heér uncie's eyes
us finally she tore the cloth away.
“tJune!”  he muttered. “Am
dreaming?” .
He stared dazedly at the peaked

© cap, reeter jacket, and slacks.

%

“1 don't understand, June——" **

- Disjointedly June blurted' out he

her, but at that Instant there came
o sharp snapoing sound as Noel broke
;hu haif-severed cords that bound
111m.

While June looked on, her eves
wide with horroy, they crasited to {le
tioor in a desperate struggle, the {rog-
man upnermost. . .

. - . .

(ENOR CGIARCIA—alins the Hawk—

43 paced the deck of the yacht, a°

scowli on  his  handsome
Anxiously he stared out across the
misty bay. .

“Where's that fool Krantz?" he de-
manded, whirling on the little group
ol seamen, . “Did you give him my
message, Lugoe?”

"I did, sir—and here he comes
now,” declared Lugo.
© “There was a general move as the
frog-man's glistening figure appearcd
in-tie mist on deck. Then a shout

; i, went up, lor he was holding a wilite-
amazZing story as sie. tore _at  the™ fuced young captive. . .
stubborn  knots. . Amazement - and * - "The grocer's hoy !" shouted Lugo
admiration -gleamed in Noel's’eyes.s -« “Caught him skulking in the hold,
Cmyowve done.. Thore” than- . vou. senor,” growled the frog-man, “trying
imagine, my degr,s -he. * declated- 1o release the prisoner !’ ' -
buskily. -Youwve oulwltted offe' 01 . wgo1 murmured . Senor Garcla,
: the cleverest roguest who ever "defigd catching June by the shoulder and

* the police,

I was' taken by surprise .
tille attempting to Loard the yicht

By questioned - me about the chin
caty but I refused -to answer.”" I never -
dreamed for a moment that the Hawk
would attemipt tor cpntact vou. .Ah,
that's Dbetter!” "he "added,” as  Jjune
managed Lo Iree;his ankles, ahd he

- was able to move his cramped limbs.

C'em a run lor their

“Now my wrists, June—and we'll give
money !
Feverishly June tried to
cords that bound his wrists. “
“They—they won't come undone,
nunky!” she gasped at length. “If
they Jind us But wait a’
moment!"” t
Her cves gleuned suddenly. She re-
membered seeing a clasp-knife among
the stores in the hold, :

She darted out inte the store-room.
hut even as she snatched up the
knile, someone descended the iron
iadder irom the hatchway—someone,
or something!

To June's petrified gaze, it seemed
for a second like a glistening monster
with webbed feet and hands. Then,
as the figure removed the hig goggles
chat concealed its eyes, the amazing
truth burst on her.

She was looking at a frog-man—an
under-water swimmer !

.50 that was how the pareel had
disappeared irom the hell-buey !

While June crouched in hiding, the
man removed his headdress, revealing
a lean, swarthy face. Abruptly, [rom
the deck above, came a clamour of
voices.

“Krantz !

The boss wants to sec
sou!” a voice shouted I{rom the
hatchway,  “You're tc go oul on
angther job right away!”

There came a guttural exclamation
Irom the frog-man :

“What's the matter now, Lugo?”

“Matter?” called Lugo. “We've heen
spied on! That urchin who brought
the grocerics—Chang swears he was
up to no good. He's disappeared, and
mey contiact the police, You've got
to fetch the last consignment  1rom
the buoy before they tumble to the
truth.  Hurry, man! The boss has
u‘lc\i'vn orders that we're to suil on this
tide,"”

Grumbling, the frog-man com-
nenced to relace his costume, June
could hear the muifled throb of the
yacht's engines as it got up steam.

Scarcely daring to breathe, she
crept behind the pile of bales back to
tire dark bulkhead where Noel was
waiting, .

“June, what's happened?” muttered
the detective, as she slashed at the
cords securing his wrists.

In a breathless whisper, June com-
menced tb explain—when a stealthy
sound behind her hrought her spin-
ning round, the knife clattering from
her nerveless fingers,

Crouched in the low doorway, a
glitter In his eyes, was the frog-mun !

June sereamed. The man sprang at

loozen the .

pulling off her cap.” “A girl, eh? Now

I urderstand !
 Gaynor,“on w very clever trick!
Just  too ~ bad " for”
meddliing uncle — that
cayche!™ . ¥

June stared at him,
and defiant; .

Congratulations, Mjss
'S
.Jyou  were

whité—raced

“What—what are You going to do?”

.The, Hawk laughed unpleasantly.

“a trip viroM ‘which “you will not
rerurns I shail settle with your uncle
as so0ll as we are oyt at’ sca. . The
little secret of the china’ cat’' will
remain—u secret!” SR P

Struggling, June was hustled . into

face.

you—and your:

Krantz and Lugd are going to take-
vou for a little trip,” he murmiured—

‘.1"e,&;1_:gnsible for everythin

.she declared.

“That's where you're wrong!”
chuckled Noel. ‘*Apparently, there's
nothing hidden in them—but you
didn’t look far enough.”

Using the butt of Lugo's revolver,
he_shattered one of the china orna~
ments and held up the broken f{rag-
ments, - '

June gasped, her eyes widening.
Embedded in tha china ilself, baked
in: the clay, were a numnber of glit-
tering objects llke large, bright
beads. o

“Diamonds!” said Noel. “Smuggled
diamonds! ~ There's.a fortune here
and on the yacht, and a hig reward
c_omilng to a very plucky girl detéc-
tive!” . . :

June smiled up at him, .

"I don't want the reward, nunky,”
“You're safe, and that's
all- that maiters to me. If there’s a
reward ecoming, themr let Tim Barney ¢
have it. I could never have rescued
you without his help!': | R

(End . of this week’s story.)

Next Friday' the daring girl. crook,

Rosina Fontaine,. returns in an exciting

battle of wits with Noel and Jung entitled
THE BOGUS QGIARL REPORTER. .

THEIR SCHOOL ON |
CASTAWAY ISLE

{Continned from page 212,)

4 % k . P

“From the moment that we set foot
on Castaway Island, Gerry-recognised
1i, rand.“when Tania _came along ne
knew who she was.” You can-imagine
the rest, siv, {rom what has happened.
Gerry," with the gld-of Stahhope; was
g, ‘ang “rfanla

"~ -He.held out his Rand to the jungle

the waiting launch. Lugo started,the -

cngine, and they sped out.across the
misty bay. B e ST R

As they came in sighf of the hell-
buoy ‘the frogman gave a’signal, and
Lugo brought the boat to a standstill,

“Shall we settle with the girl before
you collect the goods, Krantz?" he
demanded. “The hoss said we were to
tie her to the buoy and leave her
there,”

The_frog-man nodded, with a deep
chuckle, as he raised his goggles—to
reveal the cyes of Noel Raymond !

“First, Lugo, I'll settle with you!”
he rapped.

With .a stifled ejaculation, the
scoundrel whipped oul a revolver.
But June sprang at him from bhehind,
clinging to his srm, while the frog-
man sent him crashing back into the
T:oat.

“Good for you, June!” chuckled
Noel, removing his glistening hend-
dress and grinning at his hreathless
yvoung parlner. “Your little plan
worked like a charm. But we've no
time o lose. We must collect the
stufl and ‘contact the nolice hefore
Garcin gets wind of the truth and
escapes.”

Starting the engine, he brought the
boat clos: to the buoy—and once
again that evening June scrambled
up the slippery ladder to the little
compartment above the bell,

She came down mofe slowly, carry-
ing a large oilskin package stamped
with the mark of the swordiish.

“Nunky, what is it?” she gushed.
“What does it mean?”’

Noel ripped open the package,
ta}tiiug cut a number of green china
cals !

“smuggling, June!” he said. “The
goods were dumped here by a foreign
ship and picked up by the frog-man.
The fact that I'du managed to get hold
of one of th: ornaments worried our
friend the Hawk. He was afraid I
might discover its secret—and give
the whole game away.”

“But, nunky, what is the secret?”
demanded June in bewilderment.
“Why should anyone want to smuggle
china cats? It's not even as though
anything were hidden in them £

-said" Dave

girl, who 'gras;md it quiekly, her dark
cves shining through her tears:

" “Tania wantéd - onlv  friendship,”
eruffly, - ““I'He ‘friendship

denied -te for, so. many years,

Aren't you golng to give her a break?”

‘For a mroment there was a tense,
moving siience, “then Pat Saunders
darted {rom the group-ahd caught the
jungle girl by both hands, while the
others crowded round, eager to make
amends.

"[T‘S good-hyc
- Tania!” suid Dave genftly.
you sorry?”

The jungle girl was silent as sho
stood by the stcamer's rail with Dave
beside her, :

She was setting out on a great
adventurs with {riends whom shp
could wrust.  All the misunderstand-
ing and loneliness of the past weeks
had been swept away.

Dave had explained everything.
Gerry and the mate were confined in
1wo cabins, and the young castoways
had gone out of their way to make
amends to the jungle girl.

Even Michi and Bimbo had shared
in the fussing, and were now snugly
ccinsﬁnnced in special guarters helow

eck.

“Alraid about the luture, Tania?"
Dave asked gently.

The jungle girl shook her head,
similing ihrough her tears.

“Tania is not afraid,” she breathed.
“In the wnite man's country she will
learn to be an English girl—to read
and write and do everyvthing that
Dave has told her. Tanta has much
to learn, but she has no lear—with
Dave beside her.”

The boy's hand closed over hers,
and they stood there in silence, listen-
ing to the throbbing of the ship's
engines, as the island that had been
Tania’s jungle home dwindled to a
dark speck on the horizon—and was
lost to sight.

THE END.

It is goodbye to Castaway Isle—
goodbye to a fine serial. But look out
for Dorothy Pageo’s latest story—entitled
THE FOURTH GREY GHOST. Itstarts
in next Friday's QIRLS’ CRYSTAL.

to Castaway TIsle,
“Are
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