|>oescs| Adorable Blue Stone Lucky Ring Given Away Within

.‘ «-(/-

i. L/ Léanin LG

BlUE STONE |

85, Vol. XXXI.  Novemher 6th, 1837, f\Ll‘l, Wednesday

FELCHESTER’S FIFTH ENJOY THE FIFTH! See the delightful complete story in this issue



61137

It

THE TOWN OF SMOKELESS CHIMNEYS

ALERIE DREW, the famous girl detec-
tive, sat in her luxurious London flat,
engaged in a fascinaiing occupation.

The catalogue she was studying with
such interest was full of vivid descriptions of
the very latest—fireworks!

The famous “Fifih * was drawin% very near.
Ever since she could remember, Valerie had
always regarded it as one of the jolliest, most
exciting nights of the year.

Naturally she eouldn’t have a show on her
m\x]l, but she thrilled at the thought that came
to her.

Why not buy her fireworks, and with them
visit some poor locality—some little town
where the local industries had sadly failed and
times were hard. How the kiddies there would
welcome a free show!

In a moment she was getting busy with her

1.

“One dozen super Roman candles,” she mur-
mured; then, glancing up, her eyes twinkled
mischievously as she surveged Flash sprawlin
so lazily on the Chinese carpet. “I'm afrai
they won't be entirely to your taste, old son!”
she whimsically reflected. “But in such a
eause—"

The telephone-bell rang at that very moment.

‘Dropping her dainty gold pencil, Valerie
promptly took up the receiver. Her pretty
face lit with pleasurable surprise as she cried :

“Why, Dick Godfrey—you dreadful slacker !
You and Eileen haven’t been round to see your
chief bridesmaid cven yet! What's that?”
Her expression had changed suddenly as she
listened. “You've been reporting a case that's
rather worrying you? Suspected ‘share-
pushing’? What's that? Of course I—know—
1t’s — just — another—name—for—swindling—
unsuspecting—people—out —of —all — their —
savings—you chump! Think I'm in the infants
still? Yes, I'd like to hear all about it.”

And Dick, in that erisp way that made him
such a successful reporter, at once told Valerie
what was clearly a highly disturbing story.

He had just returned from the hard-hit little
Midland town of Claichener, where his paper
had sent him to watch the present activities of
s certain Simeon Strandway, a notorious con-
fidence trickster.
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Strandway, when Dick got there, had
vanished as though inte thin air. Instead, a
certain Humphrey Bolland, claiming to be a
wealthy Canadian, but bearing a remarkable
resemblance to the missing Simeon, had
appeared in his place.

His interest seemed to be centred entirely in
& Mrs. Weaver, who, following the death of her
husband; had recently become the owner of
Weaver's Pottery. .

Mrs. Weaver, Dick explained, had two young
daughters still at school. Two older onmes,
twins, had recently decided to leave art school,
where they were s?wm'ng considerable promise,
and work in the pottery instead.

The man professing to be Humphrey Bolland
claimed to be an old friend of the late Mr.
Weayver. He declared he was under a debt of
gratitude to him, and was now apparently
anxious to spend his money generously in enter-
taining Mrs. Weaver and his family.

“Do you sce the idea, Val?” Dick asked at
that point. “It's the old game confidence
tricksters always play. They start off by
being very affable and generous, just to make
a good impression and appear trustworthy.
Then comes the swindle.”

By ISABEL NORTON
lllustrated by Shilton

“And this Mrs, Weaver—you've met her, of
course " Valerie quickly responded. “Is she
the sort to be taken in easily?”

She heard a gloomy grunt at the other end
of the wire.

“Frankly, Val, I'm alraid she is” Dick
answered. “The pottery business has been in
terribly low water lately. I hear things are
better at.last, but Mrs. Weaver's losing her
confidence. LEverything worries her, and she
hates being so poor. %ha’s just the sort to
jump at a chance of making ‘easy meoney,’
only to find out that she’d lost everything. The
trouble is that the police can usually get
nothing on these tricksters until it's too late.
That's why I thought you might be interested.”

was the Eve of Guy Fawkes Day—and it produced for Valerie Drew, Famous Girl
Delective, one of the sirangest cases she had cver tackled, as this vivid Complele
Tale describes.

Swiftly Valerie glanced from her open fire-
works catalogue to & map on the wall. Clay-
chester was situated right in the heart of one
of those unhappy “distressed areas” she
been thinking about,

“Dick, youw've given me the very idea I
wanted | she assured her reporter friend. “I
can turn up in Claychester without arousing
suspici,cn‘ You'll hear from me again quite
soon !

IN a high-powered sports car, hired at short
notice, Valerie Drew was speeding north,
At her side sat Flash, snapping playfully

at the rush of air that plucked so mischievously

at his fine coal. In the back seat reposed the
hamper of fireworks she had purchased befors
leaving town.

Nearly everything Valerie saw, when she
reached the vicinity of Claychester at last, wat
sad and depressing.

There were empty shops and houses to ba
let. Mlen who had been out of work for months
hung dispiritedly about the silent 'streets.
Factories that had once been scenes of busy
aetivity were forlornly closed. Only one tall
chimney, of the-many to be seen, still sent its
smoke curling to the sky. £

It was the chimpey oinnaver-z’ Pettery.

A visit to a London firm which stocked
“Weaver Ware ™ as the Weavers' products
were known had already told Valerie a lot.
She had been assured that the pottery,
although it had passed through a bad phase,
was now turning out high quality stuff of an
original kind, and that their trade promised
to revive.

She had been shown a new series of designs
called the “Dinkum Dog * series—china ware
with lovable doggy pictures glazed upon it
Obviously, this charming idea had originated
in the minds of the twin daughters fresh from
the art school ~New blood and enthusiasm
was already making its mark.

Ouiside the pettery Valerie parked her car
and got out. With Flash trotting eagerly
beside her, she entered the office, situated in
the middle of the Iog. low works buildings.
She presented her card. Within a minute’the
Misses Weaver were greeting her, obvi-
ously delighted to have such a famous visitor.
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They were named Dolly and Joan, and
Valeric judged they were little more than six-
teen. In |.€sir bright print working smocks
they looked as prefty as they were evidently
efficient.

“It's terribly sweet of you to come !” Dolly
declared, when Valerie had explained how
their London samples had intrigued her. “I'm
sure you'd like to see all over the pottery now
you're here.”

Readily Valerie accepted the offer.

First they showed her where the raw clay,
obtained locally, was “puddled,” washed, and
blended for use. The potters who then worked
it by hand into such clever and delightful
shapes were mostly ¢lderly men who had never
known any other kind of occupation. But for
the keen enthusiasm of these two girls the
pottery might even mow be closing, and these
skilled men numbered among the innocent
victims of the slump that affected the rest of
the town. .

The peinting-room proved most fascinating.
For there, on the still unbaked china, girls
deftly copied the charming dog studies that
these elever twin sisters had originated.

“And what a lovely lot of new designs you
have ready!” Valerie admiringly exclaimed,
when they reached the little studio itself,

Dolly and Joan exchanged a meaning glance.
They {md, of course, long ago made friends
with Flash. lLn the same breath they began:

“Do you think Flash would mind—"

They broke off, laughing breathlessly. )

“Acting s & model!” Valerie asked, with
twinkling eyes.

“He's such an old dear!” Joan enthused,
“ And we want to do a new series of cups and
lates for a little nursery set. He's just the

auty we've been searching for!”

“Filash would love to sit for you!” Valerie
warmly agreed at ence. i

She was delighted at the idea. With her
own deep affection for all dogs, Valerie
thought it a happy idea thai toddlers should
learn, from their own pretty nursery crockery,
to love animals, and especially one like dear
old Flash.

Flash sat perfectly still whilst two talented

enicils ukelcﬁ:d him expertly. In & few words

alerie told the two girls about the hamper
of fireworks, tactfully inferring that her pro-
posed display was the main reason for her visit
to the district.

“The poor kiddies around here will love a
treat like that!” Molly enthusiastically
declared. " And, Joan, the paddock at home
would be just the place for it. I'm sure mother
would be delighted.”

Tt was the very excuse Valerie wanted for
being able to call on Mrs, Weaver.

HE. Weavers' home was just_outside the
town. It was clear that it had once
been the home of very prosperous folk.

Now, alas, it bore nnmnta{c’lble signs of
neglect. Poverty had left its mark everywhere
in_Claychester.

Valerie'’s knock was answered by Mrs.
Weaver herself. Valerie, with her practice ot
judging strangers almost at a glance, say that
though her expression was kindly, she' had
a worried manner that made her look weak
and indecisive. -

To the girl detective’s amazement, Mrs.
Weaver’s smile fled the moment Valerie made
her suggestion about the fireworks.

“Molly and Joan should have had more
sense!” * she exclaimed, almost crossly. “I
couldn’t possibly lend the paddock.' We are
having a private family party and a firework
celebration of our own.” She took a swift,
significant half-glance back into the house. “A
very kind friend is most generously paying
for it,” she explained. “I'm sorry that I must
ask you to give your show somewhere clse.”

And the door, after a hesitant moment or
two, closed abruptly |

ALERIE DREW had not gone. Certainly

her car had moved, but only through

a near-by gateway. rough the thick

hedge she could still watch the Weavers’ home
without being observed herself. .

Mrs, Weaver's strange _manner had made
her deeply suspicious. Valerie was sure it
wasn’t her real nature to be so rude. Her
nervous backward glange had- suggested, in-
stead, that there was someone already in the
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house whom she was anxious not to offend in
any way.

Was it that mysterious Mr,
Bolland, concerning whom i
entertained such grave suspicions? If so, why
was he giving & firework display? And why
was Mrs. Weaver so anxious for him to have the
paddock to himself !

A quarter of an hour elapsed, then the front
door opened again. Mrs. Weaver, now all
smiles reappeared. She shook hands warmly
with a man with red hair and a reddish
moustache, about to take his departure,

“Will you come to tea at the George &t
four this afternoon?’ Valerie heard him
cordially invite the twins' mother.

“Thank you, Mr. Belland,” answered Mrs.
Weaver. “I'll be very pleased.”

They exchanged another handshake after a
few more words, and the door closed sgain.

Valerie's eyes narrowed, and her manner
grew tense. For, in an instant, she had
witnessed an-astonishing change in the mystery
man she was observing.

With swift glances to right and left as
though anxious not to be observed, he dived
a hand into his inside breast pocket. n
taking out a folded paper, he turned and drop-
ﬁd it deliberately on the top step of the house,

ith & curiously cunning but sati smile,
M. Bolland then turned and sauntered towards
the lane. Reaching it, he stopped again. .

Valerie was breathing ha.rdr.. What pa
had he droj there so carefully—and wﬁ;ri
Suspicion filled her.

“Flash—over there!” Valerie direcied her
pet. “There's a pialpe:gfﬂtch‘it!”

She knew that Flash, keeping close to the
ground, could retrieve that vital paper with-
out being seen by anyone in the lane,

But what was the red-headed man doing now?
Moving quickly about, he suddenly nmuﬁed
and picked something up. Valerie saw that
it was only an ordinary stone. What did he
want it for?

Humphrey
‘Godfrey

6{11/37

these men who heartlessly robbed widows had
the shrewdest brains. If Valerie made one
mistake it might be an easy matter for a man
so_adroit to turn the tables on her completely.
“Are you making further inquiries,
r?” she asked.

“Burely,” he gruffiy agreed. “ We've already
cabled to South Africa, and out there they'll
ask questions as quickly as possible.  Un-
fortunately it may take two or three days. You
must do all you can to warn this Mrs. Weaver
not to part with any money until she’s sure
what she's doing.”

Valerie thanked him and rang off. For
several minutes she sat at the tnl‘:gle, deep in
anxious thought. * .

She had ]gick Godlfrey's word for it tha
Bolland was, in reality, a notorious * 2

ins

“con &
man whose name was Simeon Strandway !
Her eyes gleamed. Two, she reflected, could
lay at that game. Bolland was meeting Mrs,
eaver at four o'clock in the George Hotel,
which was only a short distance alqnﬁ the road.
In a suitable disguise Valerie might turn :s
at the same moment, pretend that she h:
known Bolland under some very different
circumstances in Canada, and raise serious
doubts in Mrs. Weaver's mind concerning his
honesty |

T was exactly four o’clock.
+ In the George Hotel, Valerie, her appear-
ance so changed that even her best friends
would have passed her-without a second glance,
sat in the comfortable lounge, apparantly
immersed in a newspaper. .

A few minutes passed, and the swing doors
opened. A discreet glance in the mirror told
her that Humphrey Bolland had just arrived.

Valerie laid down her paper.

Her plan was to rise, saunier across the
lounge, and come face to face with him ap-
p-rentjy quite by accident. Then, with a ery
of joy she intended to hail him as a long-lost
acquaintance.

Just as Flash came ping_triumphantly
back to his mistress’ side, Valerie's eyes
widened with amazement at what she beheld.

With careful aim, Bolland threw the stone so
well that it lightly struck against the knocker
of the honse. Apparantly completely satisfied,
he turned at once and made off quickly down

*the lane,

A few moments later the door naturally
opened again. Astonished to find nobody out-
side, Mrs. Weaver looked perplexedly from
side to side, shrugged, then vanished into the

ouse.

A thrill of excitement filled Valerie as she
understopd the meaning of the amazing
pantomime at last.

Bolland had left the paper deliberately,
believing that when Mrs. Weaver opened the
door and found nobody outside, she would
discover the paper there and believe it had
been dropped by accident.

What was the paper about?

Valerie took the folded slip from Flash, and
opened it. A moment later, her eyes bright
with amazement, she was reading the following
telegram :
"E‘re Humphrey Bollaud.—Buy all Shallibahr
gold mining shares you can possibly get. Price
will leap four times at any moment now.—

Mervyn.”

STOP PRESS

“ AN vou really be sure of that,
inspector ¥’ Valerie Drew asked, her
hand unconsciously tightening on the
telephone receiver she held to her

ear. Is it really a fact that the Shallibahr

(Gold Mine hasn't produced an ounce of gold

for two years?”

From the Black Lion Hotel, in Claychester,
where she has ked a room, the girl detec-
tive was already in direct communication with
her old friend Inspector Routley at Scotland

Yard.

“Valerie, we've all got to be careful,”
the inspector at last responded. “We believe
this particular mine is defunct, and the shares
ure not eveir worth the paper they're written
on. But we mlg]lf have to go to South Africa
to prove it. There’s always the chance—even
though it's one in & million—that a fresh seam
of gold has been recently discovered, and the
news has been kept secret.” i

Valeric compressed her lips. She knew that

v Bolland lit & cigarette.

At almost the same moment, the swing doors
flashed -open Agbzin. A woman whose every
nervous gesture betrayed suppressed excitement
hastened into the hotel. To Valerie's dismay
she beheld none other than Mrs. Weaver,

“My. Bolland, it's almost a miracle|” she
declared, making no aitempt in her joy to
keep her voice to a low pitch. “I've had an
offer from a big firm to buy the pottery, lock,
stock, and barrel 1" y

Valerie caught her breath with amazement

and dismay; she had never ex such a
dramatic development as this .
“How pleasing for you!” Mr. Bolland

heartily exclaimed. “And will ybu think of
selling 9" e 2

“If I can invest the money in something
safe,” the anxious widow replied, ciaar}‘ly
enough for Valerie to overhear “E?i: word.
o you'll remember, Mr, Bolland, that you
dropped a hint that you knew of something
very good "

Valerie had risen to her feet. She had been
taken completely unawares. She had not been
given & moment to put her own plan into
operation. i

“Mrs. Weaver, one has to act very quickly
in these matters, so we won't stay here for
tea, after all!™ she heard Humphrey Bolland
swiftly decide. “This is a matter in which
you certainly should have proper advice. If
you will come with me, we will call and sea
my solicitor immediately 1” )

And the pair of them, to Valerie's dismay,
swept out of the hotel before they had even
observed her presence.

&“ 188 DREW, I can hardly believe it,
even now!” Dolly Weaver hoarsely
protested. “I know .mother’s afraid

that we can’t ﬁet back all the trade thai

been lost, but she did promise we could have

a try to sell the ‘ Dinkum Dog’ designs before

she did anything!” "

“And that ME Bolland—neither of us has
ever liked him!” Joan, her twin, warmly
added,

Having shed. the disguise that: had proved
so0 useless, Valerie hastened immediately to the
pottery to see the twins,

Knowing how vitally their future was con-
cerned in anﬁhls{y action their mother 'miﬁ]n
take, she told them the true reason for her
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visit to Claychester, and all she had since dis-
covered.

“1 think you must go straight home and sce

wr mother,” Valerie decided. “Tt will be
{*ﬁst for you to have a perfectly frank chai
with her.”

Two smart print overalls came off as one;
with grave concern on their pretty faces, the
twins put on their hats and coats.

A moment later, their faces strained and
anxious, they left the studio; and Valerie,
taking a last glance round, suddenly found her
attention arrested by a coloured picture on the
easel where they had been working.

Tt was of Flash—her own Flash to the life!

The likeness they had caught in their pencil
studies had been translated into this brilliant
coloured portrait for the new set of nursery

ery.

Valerie compressed her lips as she turned
away, If the pottery was really sold, all that
work would have been wasted.

ALERIE, listen fo me” Inspector
Routley’s voice came over the tele-
hone wires that once more connected
the gir] detective with Scotland Yard. “I've
made further inquiries—there can be acam?
any doubt that this Shallibahr mine is a frau
Ara ou w)llmg to take a chance?”

Valerie's pretty face set in a look of deeper

resolution.

“Certainly I am 1

“Good1” She heard a short, characteristic
chuckle at the other end of the wire. “In that
case, waste no more time—tell this felinw
Bolland straight out that he’s a fraud. It will
at least make Mrs. Weaver think. Maybe he’ll
bluff pretty hard and threaten {.ou with libel,
but I promise you'll have all the support we
can give you.

“T'm torribly grateful for the advice,”
Valerie, as she rang of

She had bardly replsced the receiver when
tllr bell tinkled again.

“Hallo! I that you, Miss Drew?” came the
agitated voice of Dolly Weaver. “We want
you to come nTcng straight away if you pos-
#ibly can. We're terribly worried. It seems
that mother’s already practically sold the
pottery, and she won't listen to & word from
us. She’s going to invest all the money she
getsin a guld mine, and she’s sure she’ll make
a fortune I

“Tll be nlclng" Valerie promised,
a few minutes!”

said

“ within

ORTIFIED by that last talk with the wise
old Inspector Routley, and deeply per-
turbed at the pllght of the anxious twins,

Valerie walked briskly to the heme of the
Weavers ~ended as always by faithful old
Flash.
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It was Mrs, Weaver herself who, to Valerie’s
surprise, answered her knock on the door.

Her smile was cool, her manner sell-
possessed. She seemed, in some way, more
resolute and capable than when Valerie had
seen her last.

“Come in, Miss Drew,” she invited; and, a
moment later, Valerie was joining the twins
who awaited her in the front room.

“It was rather a shock for me, Drew,
to learn that you have come spe y from
London on Jny accourft,” Mrs. W eaver calmly
declared. “Even thcugh some people might
regard it as unusual inquisitiveness on your
part, I will say frankly that I do appreciate
your motives. But I am thankful to say that
g am not the foolish woman you helieve me to

e

Velerie met her t-lallen%mg glance squarely.
“1 only want you to believe, Mrs. Weaver,”
she answered bluntly, “that Humphrey
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land, making a qm:.k move to take the paper
back. “You mustn't tell other people "

But Valerie, in one swift glance, had already
read the paragraph. To her still greater con. .
fusion it ran as follows:

“Late City News, The Kafir market was
astonished to-day by a sudden brisk demand
for Shallibahr gold shares”

Bereft of speech, she watched Mr. Bolland
fold the paper and put it sharply into his
pocket.

“Mrs, Weaver, I've just one little change of
plan to mention,” he remarked. “Although
it's only the 4th of November, I propose that
we have .our little firewark celebration to-
night, a day in advance of the proper day. I
may have {o go to London to-morrow; if I
don’t—well, I promise you shall have ancther
show !”

Seldom felt embarrassed,

having more

AS he set up the line of rockets Humphrey

paper.

Bolland is a complete fraud,
like the man he professes to

Mrs, Weaver emiled tolerantly.

“As you are so frank,” she answered, “I
will be frank as well. 1 happen to be con-
vinced that he really is my friend. You sus-
pect him of trying to sell me some worthless
gold shares. Will you, therefore, kindly lock
at this report for yourself?”

She opened a drawer as she spoke, produced

and nothing

an official-looking printed pamphlel and
handed it to Valerie. Headed “Confidential
Advance Information,” it was from—The

Shallibahr Gold Mining Company.

Quickly Valerie seanued what followed.

The document, issued recently in South
Africa, reported the striking of a rich vein of
gold, and promised tremendous dividends for
the lucky share-holders as soon as production
started again.

How on earth, Valerie blankly asked herself,
was it that the best-informed officers at Scot-
land Yard apparently knew nothing about this
sensational document?

reft of speech, Valerie was still holdin
that amazing report in her hand when a fres!
knock was heard at the door. Again Mrs,
Weaver answered it, to return, this tlms,

Bolland continually referred to a scrap of
And Valerie, watching him so
intently, wondered—why ?

Valeric made a polite excuse and left the
LTEEN

HE moment she got back to her hotel
Valerie had herself bought a copy of the
evening paper.  Failing to find that

scnsational item in the stop press news, a
stariling thonght had leapt to her mind.

Hastening to her room, she had immediately
phoned the office, and was now speaking to the
editor himself.

“Certainly, Miss Drew,” came that genlle
man’s cowrteous, clearcut rveply, “It is
definitely a fact that no item referring to Shal-
libahr gold shares has appeared in the stop
press of our paper to-day !”

“Thank you very much !” breathed Va]ene.
as she hung up the receiver.

She knew {he truth at last. The paragraph
that andacious Humphrey Bolland had been
s> anxious for her not to see was—a forgery.
He had himeelf had xl. printed on after the
paper wais jssue

That could un|3 mnean one thlng

The glomng report, purporting to have been
printed in South Africa, which bad convinced
Mrs. Weaver that the proposed investment was
qmte gcnumn was a fnrgery as well.

accompanied by none other than the
Humphrey Bolland himself.

He was whispering in a confidential manner
as they entered the room together. Taking an
evening paper from under his arm, he pointed,
w1€h obvious “satisfaction, to the stop press
now!

w)u. a gasp of amazement and delight, Mrs.
Weaver read it and impulsively cxtended the
paper to Valerie,

“0h, please!” sharply protested Mr. Bol:

olland’s plan  was
ey accomplished fact !

MESSAGE IN THE SK¥
i HERE'S just one missing link, Miss
Drew,” the superintendent at Clay-
Police Station mluctantfy
red, “Even though there's the
strongest possible suspicion that both these
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{mpers Bolland has shown to Mrs. Wearer are
t‘geues, ?e still can’t arrest him without
TO0!]

actual
Valeric Drew nodded.

a Iﬁ reported all her discoveries to the
police. she had béen told, «in retirn, that they
had themselves beon watching Boi!and cluaely
—and with equal lack of success.

Thé ‘one missing link in.the chain
collected so far was_the .prin
actually done the work for Bollnnd

Feéling “almost in ﬂchalr Valorm It‘ft ll\o

station..
Night had almadf dcscnnd(‘d [hp‘
nas v ark. erie brt. her lu) wil
teps took her almest

¥
tion, whilst her
:ali) back to the Weavers' home.

Now she was actually passing the
e had first plauned to give
Alas” there nnuld bc little plea

Valeri slnpged sharply. Beyond the rees
she hnﬁncxpccfed]\ g unpscd what appeared
to be the light of a shaded electric torch.

Feeling instantly curious, \'nlem. silently
worked fmrnelf throigh a gap in the hedge.
Warning Flash not to make a sound, she crept
uneaver 1o the flickering light.

Within a minute_she was discreetly able to
cce all that was going on. The man using the
light was none other clmu—llmnphrey

show.

Hewas' busily arranging a line of rockets,
ready®far his promised, siow. - But why,.she’
usk(\d hersclf, was he constantly consulting thaj
folded i Japer "he held in one hand? Why, after
readingit, .did he sort. eavefully through all
the hallmg ﬁmun:J\e. nnrl only maké his choice
afier. ;‘eanmg many?

When fifteen of the carefully selected rockets
stopd planted in a firm line in the soft carth,
Bolland emitted an aundible sigh of satisfaction.

Placing the folded paper on the open lid of
the hamper, he ook the rest of the rockets
briskly.  This tinie making no attempt to
arrange: them according to a preconceived
plan, he stuck them quickly into the ground.
(ntm uished hiz toich, and made for the honse,

erie smiled grimly as she watched him
o For, andaciously clever though he was,
nhel believed Hmnphrev Bolland had blundered
at last.

Behind ]mn on rho drooping Tid of, the still-
open hamper, e lm:l left that mysterious -

folded paper'!
L InF:]a ew niomeil ric nd possessed her-
self of it. Quiel ept with: it to a near-

by shed. Then, P nch:cmg her own torch, :she
looked to see what it_was.
Th¢ paper contained a numbc‘r of familiar

WO against each of which appeared a
diffidrent combination of colours. . In an instant
Valerie' knew she had plunhcall} solved this

strgngo puu!c already.
m rnckél; were simply—a code |
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Each was different from its companions.
When it burst in the air in its own combination
of colours it would stand for a particular word.
An;'one in the vicinity knowing the pre
arrdnged code co\lld read the fiery measa.gc
like sgctual writing !

Just when he was least suspeeted Humpl
Boland could, " is ingenious method, ceml
B ll.st ard gbviously mal mc&age la a fellow-
t:onﬂpua.lur :

T it the prmlcr“ \'alene ienneE\ " asked
hosrself

to rhe‘camfull'. arranged line
with her torch shaded, . read
15, From the codoshe

at captured their secret
ICSSAEE Was revealed at once.

it

. “Ew“"“"i arranged,”
declared. eave share ficates usual
hiding- plncr and remove printing plant soon
~as possible,”

Valerie's lips set in a line.
ing for a number of other words that appeared
in the code had not been employed at all. But
they could be! With a few shrewd alrermons
Valerie could make a vital change in Mr,
Bolland’s clever message—a  difference  he
would never suspect until too late !

LL ready for my little firework show?” «

v Bolland “cheerily invited

Huunh
Venver family less than an hnnr

the

“later,

- Mrs. Weaver looked very happy, and tho
two younger childven were naturally delighted,
But the tw their eves still full o
smouldering suspicion, said nothing. Though
Valevie, seemingly baffled, had not reappeared,
they were still sure in their hearts that this
“aifable ” stranger was not to be trusted for
a moment.

His taper touched the first of the rockets,

then went auickly to Nos. 2,3, and 4,

One afrer the other they went off.  Each
with its own neisy fizzing, they soared wp into
the sk

st burst in a volley of red-and-blue
sparks.  The next was i)um gold.
broke in a shower of w

thé Sky with dancing lights of vivid. groon,

And Humphrey Bolland, - watching them,
suddenly gazed in horror and dismay at t}:osp
“lovely patterns in the sky.

Thinking of the words for which each com-
bmntmn of colours had béen chosen, he saw in

a moment that this wasn't the message he had
intended to send ! -

“I say, I'm very sorry,
-gasped Bolland, in confusion,

Mrs. Weaver!”
“T1l have to

ask you to wait another half an hour, after
all. I've had a surpyi
“ Another,” a voice st rm]. in sharply at his

triumphantly *

Rockets stand-

The third .
ite radianco in which -
red.lights appesred as el - The fourth filled-.

. rnfmtmphu

elbow, “is_ waiting for you mnow! And
remember—Flash only warns once!”

With a gasp of sheer horror, Humphrey
Bolland w}ur]ed round. There, confronting
him fiercely, was . an Alsatian dng—vuth
Valorie Drew &t his side !

“What on earth do you mean?” Humphrey
Bollmd shrilly ‘asked.

Fi,as‘}} l“atch hlrln—danl. let hhrhn(\iave a
nlp 1" Valerie crisply mr;t; stpd “ And now,
ies—the show goes on

bho stooped as she 5poke, touching the taper
to the rockets still waiting to race aloft to their
fiery doom.

One after the other they went off. Each'in
its_turm they tore into ilie sky, to burst in
iivnfl succession in their brilliant pageant of
ight.

There followed a pause. but it was of brief
duration. From one of the youngsters came a°.
sudden ery :

“Look, more rockets over lhvmfjusl as .
thou h they're answering ours !

hat, my dear, is exactly what they are
doing !" Valerie quietly answered. Then, as
she turned, her manncr changed in a fash.
“8op those car lights moving along the lancs,
Simeon Strandway®” she sternly asked the
man who had called himself Bolland. “They're
police cars that have been waiting for this
very moment for your confederate to reveal
where he lives. 1T altered your clever little
message, s you've already guessed—and T tokd
your friend ‘the’ pnnter to reply with two red
rockets to show he'd” rc'mve‘ll it.  The police -
will now. find him easily and bring him hére,
straight awey. If vou'll Ily keep as still
as you are now Flazh won uch you at all 12!

0N STRANDWAY, so dramatically
S caught. geve in without a struggle.
Faced, within a few minutes, by the éon-

federate who had_done his secret printing for
him. he was wise enough-'to realise s}.sl.
nothing but conviction aumed h:m

To the utter horror of Mrs W n\nr, he
admitted that the fabled South African mive
would never produce another ounce of gold, :
and any money she had given him in cxchange
haves “unld have been lost for ever.

imekily, the sale of the pottery had not been

ted, And there- was just time for thé

contract to be cancelled.” And, aftes the ear:
from which Valeric had  so
brilliantly saved her in the mick of time; Mrs,
Weaver was only foo anxious' that her claver
twins should have a proper chance to prove the

“nierits of their beautiful Dinkum Dog designs

EHI] OF THIS. WEEK'S STORY. $n

‘“ HERMIT OF ‘HAUNTED VALLEY . by
Tsabel Norton, is the intriguing title of next
Wednesday's thrilling complete story of

‘Valerie Drew and Flash—a story that w:ll

gnp you. from beginning to end,

Shes Off to Order Her Copies of the Novembe’r Issues..

i
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“THE MYSTERY GIRL FROM THE EAST,” by Audrey Nicholls.
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