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: On his left was

NOEL’S STRANGE DISCOVERY

g ALLO, what's that?”
Noel Raymond, the young detective,
halted abruptly on the lonely road. His
keen eyes were narrowed in puzzlement as he
listened It swas a familiar sound—yet strangely
out of place at past eleven at night: a sultry
night with a pale moon gleaming between hefvy
banks of cloud g

Ping—ping! It was the clear, unmistakable
twang of racket and ball—and a soft shuffle of
feet as the unseen players engaged in a rally.

“ Tennis—at thus time of night!” muttered Noel
incredulously. “But there’s scarcely enough
light to see one’s hand—and where are they
playing, anyway?"” g

He stared round in ‘considerable perplexity.
1 ancient stone wall, through a
narrow gap in which he could glimpse a wilder-
ness of weeds and hushes. To his right a barren
field sloped to the edge of the disused Mildene

quarry. =

A less likely place—or hour—for a spirited
game of tennis could hardly be imagined. yet
there could be no mistaking those sounds. An

enthusiastic player himself, the young defec-
tive's curiosity was keenly aroused.

He had arrived at Mildene that evening, on a
special investigation connected with a series of
daring burglaries that had baflled the local
police. After a late consuitation with the
inspector in charge of the case, Noel had taken
a sfort cut back to the rather lonely guest-house
where he was staying.

But for the moment the investigation was
banished from his thoughts by this curious
mystery.

The elusive sounds appeared to come from
beyond the wall, and on
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young detective climbed through the opening,
and pushed his way among a tangle of bushes,
emerging abruptly into a clearing. E

An amazed ejaculation escaped his lips as he
halted. A tall hedge partly blocked his view, but
through a gap in the foliage he could see a
slender, white-clad figsure—almost spectral in the
moonlight—as she swung her racket with the
skill and grace of a practised player.

Her partner was invisible, from where Noel
stood, and the young detective had an eerie im-
pression that the girl was playing on her own.
Yet the ping of her racket was answered by the
more distant twang of another—as the eerily
gleaming white ball sped back and forth in a
ghostly rally

No other sound broke the stillness, except for
the barely audible pad of feet. Neither player
spoke, as the ghostly -game grew swifter and
more intense.

Fascinated, the young detective watched—
gripped both by the thrill of the game and the
mystery of its players.

Then, suddenly the spell was broken by a
girl s terrified scream. At the same instant the
moonlight was hidden by the drifting clouds.

Noel sprang forward, whipping out his torch
as he crashed his way through the hedge. Pale,
incredulous, he stared round him,

The bright beam of his torch swept a deserted
court, hemmed in by tangled bushes

Sept. Tth.

Weeds :

grew through the cracked asphalt, and twined :

round the posts of the almost rotted net.
rustic summer-house that had once provided
shelter for the spectators stood. roofless and
partially collapsed, on the far side of the court.
Of the spectral players there was no sjgn!
Dazedly, Noel passed a hand ovef his eyes,
wondering for a moment if what he had seen
trick of the moonlight.
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But the girl’s scream had been real enough!
Icht'ire was something sinister here—demanding
o6,
“Hallo!” shouted Noel loudly.

A stifled cry answered him : it seemed to
come from a narrow path on his left., The
young detective sprinted down the path. and
ga{mwly escaped falling over a girl's huddlad

gure,

In tl_le glare of his torch he encountered a
pair of grey, startled eyes set in a vivaciously
attractive face. The girl sat on a bank nursing
her ankle. Her neat
stained with mould, and across the path lay
the splintered bough of a tree.

Her face was twisted with pain, as she

“I—I didn’'t mean to

smlégd pmcé!gly up at him.
scream, but it ned so suddenly t.m{

suppose it's my fault {for s?
phantom player. Something always happens
to anyone who disturbs her——"

phantom player?” ejaculated Noel
. “So you saw her, too?”

rl laugb.ed unstmu

“I tried to climb on to that bough, to look
over the hedge—but it gave way suddenly. I
might have it! No one has ever
esca) trouble——"

k here,” interrupted qul as he dropped
to his knee beside her. P Let's get this straight.
What is this place, for a Mand who are
you? Are you badly hurt?”

The girl shook her head with a rueful smile.
She was looking curiously into the young
detective’s face.

“I see you're a stranger. I thought at first
{2&‘ mlsb,f. be a member of the club. The

dene enms Club,” she n.dded for Noel's
benefit, “I'm secre lison Dare. And
where did you spring from
“I'm afraid I'm t g" admitted Noel,
eyeing her % izzically. He liked the girl’s
spirit and ob luck-—-a.nd he was consider-
gl e § ”‘“’g liday,” he added guardedl
oliday, e e gua y.
“But what's all this about the phantom player,
and trouble following if she is watched?”

The girl looked round hastily as the young
detective assisted her to her feet. She winced
slightly as her foot touched the ground.

“Well—you've seen her,” she breathed, “or
you'd probably imagine that I was crazy. It’s
the first time a stranger’s ever seen her, I think
—though several members of the club have
been badly scared. That's why I came to in-
vestigate ! You see"—she smiled at him
unsteadily—"in a way, I feel responslble as
secretary. In the past fortnight we've lost
more members than I can count—and lf this
goes on_we'll have to close the club——"'

Her fingers tightened suddenly on his arm
as there camé a distant sound of excited voices
and hurrying footsteps,

“Those are some of the members,” she
breathed. "“We agreed to keep watch—to lay
the ghost. Please don't say too much. Most of
them are jittery, as it is!”

With a quick smile, she released his arm.

“My ankle feels a little better she breathed.
“I don't want to worry them.”

Noel glanced at her in swift approval as he
bent to move the splintered bough from the
path, His eyes narrowed suddenly as he
examined the end—rotten and covered in
fungus. He looked up at the tree the girl had
attempted to climb, trying to recenstruct the
accident.

The deserted tennis court would be plainly
visible from the branches—and anyone on the
court might have seen the watcher. But

0
His thoughts were interrupted. as a group of
breathless young people appeared round a bend

of the p
exclaimed - a tall, good-looking

at
"Allison!“
young man in white flannels, his rugged face
showing his relief. “ Thank goodness, you're all

right. We thought we heard you scream——"
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tweed costume was °

“I did call out, Ray,” admitted the girl,
smiling, as the young man broke off at the
sight of a stnanw " This gentleman kindly

c&ened?” demanded Ray Norton
tersely, glan at Noel. “Did you see her—
the phantom player, I mean?”

The young detective shrugged.

*“1 saw someone—or something,” he rejoined
cryptically, glancing at the other’s white
flannels and rubber-soled shoes. “Perhaps you
could throw some light on the my:

“I wish I could!” burst out Ray. "I’hls
thing's heen gom‘ on ror long enough.
scare The girls put it down to
the 1 d, but H:'s pretty clear there’s more
to it that---

“What legend?” asked Noel gquickly, glancing
round the gro

"T Alﬁson Ray.

l enwunt.ered the sirl's cool, grev eyes,

"It happened years ago,” she breathed. “The
founder of our club—old Mr. Heat.hcot&had a
daughter who was a brilliant player. She was
in training for the all-England championshi
when she met with an accident, from whic
she never recovered.

“The club was closed for months, and when
it was reopened the court on which she used
to play was allowed to fall into disuse. In any
case, the ground'was subsi , and some new
courts were made nearer to the club-house.

“ Years later. rumours got round that Eva
Heathcote’s ghost had been seen—and the

court became more shunned than ever., We'd
almost forgotten the legend, till just
Trecently——"

“Heathcote?"” put 1n Noel, with a thoughtful
frown. "“That name’s familiar. Surely there’s
a big house near here——"

“Yes—Heathcote Manor,” explained Ray
quickly, “It belongs to a wealthy City
magnate now—but under the terms of the old
founder's will, the ®finals’ of the Joshua
Heathcote Champlonsmp are still played there
h—and the lucky winner is entertained at the

ouse.”

Noel nodded, a thoughtful gleam in his eyes.
Was it simply a coincidence that Heathcote
Manor had been one of the houses recently
visited by the daring burglars? He remem-
bered that a young man employed there as a
chauffeur had su?e the thefts,
buf had managed to evade the police

Instinctively he glanced in the direction of
the ill-omened court.

“Just one question,” he murmured. “The
ghostly tennis player’s partner—has he, or she,
ever been seen?"”

“Never!” said Ray, with a shrug, as he
glanced at the others. "“That’s what makes it
i? l‘ljncanmr. But, of course, it's a trick of some

e

“1 wonder!” breathed Allison.

There was a moment's uneasy silence, broken
by a stifled cry from one of the girls.

“Oh, look—over there!”

The moon had come out from behind the
clouds, and through the tangled bushes some-
thing white could be seen flitting in the
dlrection of the courts.

“It's—the ghost!"” whispered Allison, her
vivacious face looking pale in the moonlight.

Noel’s eyes gleamed as he stared round the

I'OU

gere are six of us,” he muttered. " We
could surround the court—and prevent its
escape. Miss Dare, you'd better stay here—
because of your ankle.”

“No!"” declared Allison eagerly. “I want to
come—please! After all "vshe smiled pluckily
—'*“it's my place, as secretary !’

"Gq:od for you!” declared Ray.

& h

Instinctively they looked to Noel as leader.
There was something about the young detec-
tive’'s calm, assured manner that instilled
confidence.

“Are we all
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Tersely he gave his instruction, and the little

mu'ti divided, taking separate paths to the

Allison accompanied the young detec-

tive, walking with a scarcely perceptible limp
as she held lightly to his arm

“You know—I'm a bit afraid,” she whispered.

“¥You?” inquired Noel, glancing incredulously
into her determined, vivacious face.

“Not for myself,” breathed the gcnmﬁ secre-
tary. “But—about what might appen.
Something always happens when the ghost
appears—and this is the second time this

evenin,
muttered Noel, gripping her arm
warningly.

“Hist 17

They had come in sight of the court—and
there, in the dappled moonlight, they could see
a white, elusive figure groplng in an anguished
WIY among the long grass that bordered the

sphalt,

2 Wait here!™ muttered Noel, and he leaped
across the court, as there came a shout from
the far side, and Ray Norton appeared at a run,
followed by several others.

The ghostly figure straightened, her hands
ralsed to her face. Noel saw the flutter of her
white dress as she made a sudden dart for the
shadows, close to the ruined summer-house.

There was no way of escape, for the high wall
bordered the court at this point, and Ray and
the others were closing in.

Noel reached the summer-house, whipping
out his torch.

“Come out, voung lady!” he said sternly.
“The game's up!"

The beam from

shadows, as the searchers crowded round. But
it revealed no ghostly figure—nothing except
the roofless walls of the old summer-house, the
tangled weeds and high stone wall beyond.

I'l"he phantom player had vanished into thin
air!

THE TENNIS BALL TEST

WHITE-FACED, incredulous, the
searchers gazed at one another
in the dim light. Noel, a baffled
expression in his eyes, bent to
examine the ground.

His logical mind refused to
accept the disappearance.
Either they had all been the
victims of an illusion, or——

“ Where's Allison?" demanded Ray suddenly.
“And Pam?"

“I'm here!"” declared the club secretary
breathlessly, as she limped up, her attractive
face rather pale. *“I wish I'd never suggested
{.’he ghOtst hunt! If anything’s happened to

am——""

Pam was the young member who had first
given the alarm—a nervous, highly strung girl,
whose absence caused general anxiety. It was
Noel who discovered her, after a hurried search,
the summer-house,

lying in the long grass near
her face white as a sheet.
“It's all right!™ he said tersely. * The poor
girl's fainted. See to her, one of you—I've got
to_look into this!™
Puzzled, uneasy, he retraced his steps to the
spot where he had first ?impsed the spectral
figure—apparently searching among the grass
and weeds. But—for what?
A soft whistle escaped the young detective's
lips as he dlscovered the object he sought,
A new tennis ball!
He stared at it strangely, turning it between
gis ﬁn:zen& and just then the moon was hidden
a clou
yBut the ball continued to glow, with a faint,
eerle llgh* of its own!
Scott!” bruthed Noel. *“So that's

how

swlmy he dropped the amazing clue into the
pocket of his tweed sports jacket, his thoughts
racing. Ghosts did not play tennls with
treated with phosphorous paint!
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his torch stabbed the.

The mystery had taken on a new, more
sinister aspect—but for the moment he decided
to keep his discovery to himself,

The fainting girl had recovered when he
rejoined the group, and in reply to excited
questions she told a breathless, disjoinied
story. Something had grabbed at her in the
dark. as she raced after the others. She had
been ﬁung to the ground, and remembered
nothing els

“It's all my fault!” exclaimed Allison, her
grey eyes distressed. “If I hadn’t brought you
out_here——"

“You can hardly reproach yourself, Miss
Dare,” Put in Noel gravely. *“You did your
best to lay the trickster. I’m as much to blame
as you are—for lettlug it go =

His eyes were e go A strange,
incredible theor_v was taklnx ape in his mind.

“If only we could do something——" burst
out Allison,

“Perhaps we can,” remarked Noel, taking out
one of his professional cards. *I wonder, Miss
Dare, if you and the club members would care
to leave the case in my hands?”

“Why "—the gir] stared at the name on the
card, a curious sparkle flashing into her grey
exes—-"Noel Raymond, the detective!” she
gasped

‘I say—what a stroke of luck!” exclaimed
Ray. “If only you could help us, Mr.
Rnymond—

*Of course he can!” declared Allison. “We've
all heard of Ncel Raymond !” She looked up at
the voung detective with an eager, challenging
smile. *“I shouldn’t be surprised if he's solved
the mystery already

fmsleam crem into Noel's eyes, but
he ahook head with a faint smiie,
Kn;ﬂanll]lyi Miss Dﬁe I:I:.‘m a detec}t..ﬁe you

W—1noO! magician. ve t to follow up
clues, and all tha And to gcA,mu't with,"” uIe
went on briskly, “I suggest we make a move
from here. The ?host is hardly likely to return
—and Pam still ks a bit sb.aken Anywhere
we could talk, over a cup of coffee?’

“Of course!” exclaimed Amson quickly.
" Why didn't I think of it? We could go to the
club-house—I've got the key, I'll make coffee,
while you ask us questions, It's going to be
exciting 1™

Noel was amused b the young secretary's
lively temperament. cheery manner had
its effects on the others, nnd they all brightened
at her suggestion,

Together they trooped across the well-kept
club groun so different from the desolate
;:lourt-—-anu approached the smart, white club-

ouse

Theu Ray gave a s'hnrtled ejucuiation

“Allison—the door’s open

“But—I locked it!" breathed the young
secretary, her face paling. Her hand tightened
on Noel's arm. *“It happened like this—Ilast
time,"” she breathed. “Do you remember, Ray?
The other night when the phantom player was
seen, we found the club—house open—and some
of our trophies damaged——"

Ray was already sprinting towards the open
door, and Noel was close at his heels as he
reached it. The young man switched on the
ﬁght. and a startled ejaculation escaped his

ps

For the usually neat club-room was in a state
of wild disorder. Chairs had been overturned,
pletures snatched from the wall, and a g]ass
case containing several silver trophies lay
shattered on the floor.

As the startled, angry members crowded into
the room, Noel stared round, his mind work-
ing quickly. Here was another mystery
almost as perplexing as the first. How was this
wanton damage connected with the appearance
of the phantom player?

Her eyes flashing indignantly, Allison hurried
to retrieve the club trophies, and Noel bent to

her. The young detective pursed his
Hps as he picked up a scrap of reddish clay
from the polished floor.

.
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He slipped it into his wallet, and rose to his
feet, glancing instinctively at the shoes of the
youthful members,

& "Anygna got a grudge against you people?”

e asked. . )
“Not that I know of,” said Ray, staring.
“Not unless "—he shrugged—"there is that

new member-——"
“Miriam?” breathed Allison. “ Ray, we can't
suspect her! Just because hér brother's under

a cloud—"
“She was cold-shouldered here, at first,” sald
m! bluntly, “and I guess she hasn't forgotten

“Who Is she?” inquired Noel.

“ Miriam Franklin,” explained Allison, a trifle
reluctantly. “She joined the club about a
fortnight ago—and some of the members were
a bit aloof. Her brother was sald to be in
disgrace—though it was only a rumour.”

Noel whistled softly as the name struck a
chord in his memory, but he guickly changed
the subject. .

“Has anything been stolen?” he asked,
looking round.

“Don’t think so,” replied Ray, “but it's a
rotten trick on someone’s part—and it’s mighty
queer it should have happened twice at the
identical time that the phantom player was
seen——"

Amid the excited buzz of voices, Noel heard
a faint sound. His eyes turned sharply
towards the window, to see a white face
pressed against the glass,

In a bound he reached the door and spran

out on to the path—as a slim dark-haire
figure attempted to brush past h .
“Just a sald Noel

minute, Young lady!”
sternly, his hand closing on the girl’s arm.

He drew her, unresisting, into the lighted
club-<room,

“Why—Miriam ! exclaimed Allison, amid a
‘s]uddqen ominous hush. *“ What are you doing

ere?"”

Everyone was staring at the newcomer, and
in spite of himself Noel felt a twinge of pity.

Bhe looked so completely friendless as she
stood there—a rather drab coat concealing her
slender figure, a music-satchel in her hand

Her dark eyes shone defiantly against her
pale face, as she encountered the accusing
stares. Only Allison smiled at her.

“You're the last person we expected!” she
added. “I thought. for a minute, that you
were the ghost!”

The girl stiffened slightly, her face flushing.

“I was on my way back from evening school
at Clinsdale” she explained. *“I—I teach
music. I saw lights in the club-house—and
wondered what had happened.”

Noel was looking at the girl’'s plain black
shoes. The heels bore a trace of red clay!

“Happened?” cut in Ray shortly. *“You can
see what's happened. The phantom player's
been at her tricks again!”

The girl stared round the club-room, her
expression bewildered. Though Noel was
watching her closely, he could see no trace of
guilt in her manner.

“But why—why should a ghost do this?” she
breathed. "It doesn't make sense!"

"It might be spite,” suggested Ray curtly,

Allison intervened with a quick smile.

" Whatever the reason, it’s no use worrying!
I'm just going to make coffee, and Miriam ean
join us. - We'll leave everything to Mr. Ray-
mond!” BShe flashed Noel a roguish glance.
“Miriam—this is Noel Raymond, the famotus
detlective. who's promised to lay the ghost for
us 1"

As Noel took the girl’s hand he saw the
startled gleam that flashed intc her dark eyes
--Ro vanish as quickly as it had come,

I'm sorry if I secared you just now. Miss
Franklin,” he said gravely “But we're all a
bit on edge at the moment. I wonder if you
could help us in our inquiry?” u
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“1?"” breathed Miriam, staring. “How?”

“Oh, I don't know,” said Noel carelessly, as
Allison hurried to fetch the coffee. “You m.icfht.
have seen or heard something while at the ciub
—or on the courts. Unless this phantom
player’s a real ghost—which none of us really
believe—she must have left clues.”

“That sounds thrilling!” exclaimed Allison,
as she returned with the tray. * What kind of
clues, Mr, Raymond? Footprints?”

“Scarcely likely. on a hard court—with
rubber-soled shoes,” replied Noel. “I mean
something more tangible. Even a ghost can be
careless, and—well, I have found something!”

A chorus of excited guestions greeted him.
Noel smiled grimly, watching the eager faces.
He was standing with his back to the switch,
and suddenly the leights were extinguished,

Someone screamed, and there was a general
clamour, :

“All right!” called Noel. “This,is just a
little experiment. If it turns out correctly, J
think I shall lay the ghost!”

Something bounced softly on the rug, ana
rolled across the polished floor—something
that glowed eerily in the dark.

Noel heard a stifled gasp close to him.

“ What—what on earth——" exclaimed Ray.

There was & stealthy movement in the dark-
ness, and Noel pounced suddenly, as the faint
shadow of a slender hand closed over the ball.

But the hand was withdrawn hastily ere he
could grasp it. The next moment the lights

.fared up, as Ray found the switch.

The onlookers were standing in a huddled
group, Allison holding Miriam's arm.

“Why—it's a tennis ball!” exclaimed Allison.
lauihlng.

b tennis hall—used by the phantom
player,” said Noel, as he picked it up. " Unfor-
tunately, my experiment didn't work—but it's
proved one thing.”

“What’s that?” asked Ray quickly.

“That the ghost is human—and very
desperate,” replied Noel, slipping the ball into
his pocket. “I'll make some inquiries in the
village to-morrrow, as I've an idea that the
ghostly trickster has got a bigger game afoot!
And now, if you'll excuse me, I must really be
going. Can I see you home, Miss Franklin?” he
added, as he saw that girl move towards the

door, . i I )

“No—it's quite all right——" breathed
Miriam.

“I insist!” said Noel gallantly. *“These

country lanes are dark—and I wouldn’t answer
for the phantom. Au revoir, Miss Dare!" he
added, holding out his hand to the young
secretary, and encountering the challenging
gleam in her grey eyves. “I've an idea we’ll lay
the ghost—between us!”

Allison laughed, and she took his hand.

“I'm certain we shall, Mr. Raymond-—with
your help!” she declared coolly. “I'm going to
lay a trap for the enemy to-night.”

“Mind you don't take any more risks!”
warned Noel, shaking his head at her. “Good-
night—everyone!"

Miriam walked rather stifily by Noel's side,
clutehing her music-satchel. His attempts to
make conversation failed, and the girl only
answered to explain in which direction her
cottage lay.

At length they paused outside the gate,

“Well—good-night, Miss Franklin!"”
Noel, holding out his hand.

The girl's fingers touched his for an instant,
and Noel's hand closed firmly on her wrist.

“You've been playing with fire, young lady!"
he said guietly, turning her palm uppermost.

Her slender hand glowed with a faint, eerie
light, as, with a4 broken ery, she jerked herself
free and fled up the path, slamming the cottage
door in Noel's face,

(Please turn to poage 437
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1Expelled From The Holiday Camp

BASIL TO THE RESCUE

OROTHY MASTERS, who had lost her
memory, was one of the guests at South-
ward Ho Holiday Camp. There she met

Basil Kerr, whose uncle owned the camp.

Basil and Stephen Wilkins, the manager.
were worried about some recent thefts of war
trophies frcm the Manor House in the grounds
of the camp.

When later Dorothy secretly visited the
Manor House she found something which
made it seem that she was the unknown thief,
and later Esme Young, a spiteful girl who was
Jealous because Dorothy had been selected
for the camp swimming team in preference to
herself, accused her of being the culprit.

But Dorothy discovered that the real thief
was a masked man signing himself “J. 8.
who wanted a mysterious map Dorothy had
in her possession. She also discovered that
at a near-by holiday camp was a photograph
which might bring back her memcry. This
was exciting news, for on the morrow she was
going there as a member of Southward Ho
swimming team. And then some of Esme
Young's possessions were deliberately damaged.
Fsme accused Dorothy, and furiously went to
see th> manager. Later the manager asked
Dorothy to enter his office.

WHAT did the manager -want with her?
That was the question which Dorothy
asked herself, as she followed Stephen Wilkins
into his office. His stern, abrupt manner
made her feel uneasy, and her heart missed
a beat as she remembered Esme Young's mock-
ing insinuation

Esme accused her of being responsible
for the damage in her chalet? Was that what
Mr. Wilkins wished to discuss with her?

Crossing to his desk the manager picked up
a large envz2lope.

“I will not detain you more than a moment
or two,” he sald. “If you will kindly sign
for this money——"

“M-money?”

Dorothy stared in bewilderment.

“Yes, it represents the balance we owe you.
When the original bocking was made sufficient
money was sent to cover a stay of two months,
but as you have only been here a little time
we owe——"
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With an effort Dorothy got a grip on her
whirling senses.

“Are you trying to tell me that You don't
want me to remain here any longer?” she
gasped, and incredulously she starcd. hardiy
able to believe her own fears.

Mr. Wilkins gave an embarrassed cough.

“My own wishes hardly enter into the
matter, Migs—er—Masters. But it is, I fear,
necessary that you go!”

Dorothy’s first reaction was one of horrifisd
dismay. The thought of leaving the holiday
camp now was unbearable. Why, her only
hope of solving the strange mystery into which
she had been engulfed was to stay on at
Southward Ho. If she were forced to leave
she might mever regain her lost memory-
might never discover the truth.

Then, as she saw the hypocritical expression
of sympathy on Mr. Wiiitns' face, her flush
deepened and a wave of anger seized her.

“This is all Esme Young's doing!” she
asserted. “She’s been here complaining-
and you believe her! But it wasn't I who
spoilt her things. Archie Speller proved that
definitely. The finger-print he found——"

But the man at the desk refused to lct her
finish. He made a scornful gesture which
clearly indicated the value he placed on the
boy detective's investigations.

“I am afraid I am not interested in your
young f{riend’s discoveries,” he said curtly.
“Nor is your innocence or guilt of this latest
unhappy incident a vital factor in the matter
The point is—since vou compel me to be
frank—that your continued presence here en-
dangers the well-being of the whole camp.
From the very first day rou arrived there
has been nothing but trouble, and I am cou-

vinced that while you remain here that
trouble will continue. Therefore''—he held
out the envelope of money—*“I must insist

that you pack up and go.”

For a moment Dorothy stood there., stunned
by the shock of this stag%eﬂng development.
then she struggled desperately with the sting-
ing tears that rose to her eyes.

“But it’s so unfair!” she gasped. “I've
done nothing to be ashamed of. It's not my
fault I lost my memory——"

“Please, Miss Masters, I must ask you to
restrain yourself,” he said coldly. *“You will
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?a(!:gl rt\othmg by argument. Please sign that
cceipt.”

He thrust a fountain-pen into her quiver-
ing fingers, and helplessly she scrawled her
signature at the foot of the sheet of dpn.per.
Then, blinking back her tears, she faced him.

“When do you wish me to go?” she asked.

“To-mcrrow morning, please. Immedi-
ately after breakfast.”

“To-morrow.” .

Dorothy gave another startled gasp. To-
morrow was the day of the all-important swim-
ming contest with White Bay Holiday Camp.
Basil had set his heart on winning it; was
relying on her to pave the way to victory.
And that was not all. Displayed somewhere
in the White Bay camp was the photograph
which was a vital clue in the mystery of
her lost memory.

“To-morrow !" she gasped again, and there
was sheer horror now in her eyes. “QOh,
surely there’s no need for me to leave as
qu‘li(_:’l,cly as that. Can’'t I stay over the week-
end?"”

He shook his head, blind to the quivering
note of appeal in her voice.

“It is not possible,” he said brusquely. and,
crossing to the door, held it open. “Good-
evening, Miss Masters! I will not detain you
any longer. No doubt you will wish to get
on_with your packing.”

envelope of money clutched in one
hand, Dorothy stumbled down the steps. It
was futile to argue. Only too obviously the
manager's mind was made up. Yet even now
she could hardly believe it.

To leave Southward Ho—where she had
hoped to be so happy! To part from Basil,
whose friendship had come so much to
value! To give up all hope of solving the
mystery which affected her whole future!

Dazedly she walked off down the path,
wondering helplessly what she should do—
where she could go. As far as she knew she
had no home, no friends.

“I suppose I'll have to look for lodgings
somewhere,” she told herself. “This money
?gxl;lt see me through a week or two. After

She broke off as she heard a cheery shout,
and, looking up, she saw that quite uncon-
sciously she had been walking down the path
which led to the swimming pool. Gathered
there was the rest of the team, and running
to meet her was Basil himself.

“Hey, buck up!” he urged.
to be%‘m!"

Wi}:; an effort Dorothy forced herself to
speak.

“I'm sorry,” she whispered. “but I'm afraid
I shan't be practising to-night.”

“Not practising!™ ga.:ged “But I'm re-
lying on you tc inspire e others. They'll
slack if you aren’t here to ginger them up.
And we can't afflord to take any chances, you
know. White Bay's got some first-class
swimmers.”

As she saw the earnest look on his face her
heart failed her. She felt herself incapable
of breaking the news now. After all, there
. was no hurry. ' The least she could do for
him was to see that the practice was a sue-
cess, so with an effort she forced a smile to

t cracking!”

her n{:s.

“All right, let's she said,
and went running down the path.

Molly, Tommy, Sadie, Barbara Carstairs,
and all the rest greeted her with a cheer, and
soon they were all in the water. Never had
Dorothy felt less like swimming, but pluckily
she smothered the ache in her heart—forced
herself to forget her troubles.

Basil, from the edge of the pool. put them
through their paces now criticising, now
shouting a word of approval. Gradually,
however, the grin on his face became per-
manent, and suddenly he gave a satisfied nod.

“O.K.! Enough's as good as a feast,” he
declared. “Thanks, everybody. and congrats!
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“We're waiting

You've put up a jolly good show. If you
do a!f well to-morrow you'll bring back the

Molly gazed up at him eagerly as she
clambered out of the water. i
u;’fou really think we stand a chance?” she

The boy host nodded vigorously.

“A “chance?” he grinned. “Golly,
Dorothy in the team we can't lose!”

And he flashed her an admiring glance.
She turned away, unable to meet his eyes.
What would he say when he heard the news?
For a moment she was tempted to blurt it
out right away, but everyone seemed soc jolly.
so full of high spirits that her courage failed
her. Miserably she donned her raincoast,
then stood walting while Basil reminded them
about the extra-special concert which had
been arranged to-night.

" 't worry; we’ll be there bright and
early,” declared Sadie Tucker. “Come on,
érhoc{pg, let’s get dressed! Race you to my

alet.”

And her striped bathing wrap billowing out
from her plump figure like a tent, she went
g up the path. Whooping and laugh-
ing, the rest of the holiday-makers gave chase.
ly Basil watched them go. Their
high spirits deuﬁht.ed him. They showed
that they were all enjoying themselves. Still
beaming, he  also prep to depart, but
Dorothy, her lip quivering, stretched out a
detaining hand.
“Just a minute, please, Basil,” she whis-

pered.

He turned cheerfully, then his grin faded
as he saw the look on her face. Instantly
his brown eyes filled with concern.

“] say, what's up?” he asked. *“There’s no
need to worry about the mystery now.
Archie and I will soon clear it up. Come on,
smile. Dull care’s on the black list at South-
ward Ho, ou know.” Encouragingly he
grinned at her. “Think about to-morrow's

with

‘contest. That ought to cheer f_gu. up. Why,

you’ll be the star of the team

But she shook her head. The time had
come to disillusion him. She hated to do it,
but there was rio other way.

“I—I shan't be in the team,” she told him.

“Not—not in the team? I say, what's this
—a leg-pull?”

Incredulously he stared, and again she
shook her head. unable to prevent tears start-

ing to her eyes.

“No, it's true. I—I shan't be eligible to
represent Southward Ho. I'm—I'm leaving."

‘Leaving?" -

' He repeated the word in a startled whisper,
and y he regarded her.

“Yes, I—I've got to leave directly after
breakfast. Mr. Wilkins says so.”

“Old Wilky! What's that old kill-joy up to
now?” he demanded fiercely.

Dorothy related all that had happened, and
as he listened the boy host’s usually cheery
face grew red with indignation.

“Turn you out of the camp?” he ecried.
“Great pip, but I'm not standing for that!
Why, you've nowhere to go—no home, or any-
Besideg, there's the contest against
White Bay. We can't possibly win unless
you're in the team!” In consternation he re-

ed her, then he put a soothing hand on
er shoul&er. “Don’'t worry, old thing,” he
. “You leave this to me. I'll fix it.”

“But how?" she faltered.

“By makin% old Wilky see sense. He may
be manager, but it's my uncle who owns the
camp, and that gives me the right to butt in.
Now you pop off and get dressed, then go
along to the show and enjoy yourself. Wilky's
gone to the viliage on business, but as soon
as he returns I'll have it out with him."

Dorothy’'s heart leapt excltedlﬁ, and with
glowing eyes she looked at Basil. What a
grand chum he was!
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“Do you nzauy think you’' can perstiade him
to_change his mind?"

He gave her shoulder a squeeze

“You bet I do. Ch!n up, old thjng Every-
thing's going to be O.K.! I promise you that.
Well, '1 must push off now, but I'll turn up
at the concert as soon as possible—and when
I do come I'll have good news for you.
until then—keep amn ng!”

It was im ble not to be impressed by
his confidence, and it was almost happily
that Dorothy watched him stride away. r-
haps, after all, she would be allowed to stay
on. Perhaps, after all, she would be given the
chance of realising her big ambition—to ex-
pose the man in the mask, and to solve the

mystery which surrounded her.

WORSE AND WORSE

N “GEE, what a wizard show!"
ol “Rather !

“Good old Basil!"

“Trust him to organise some-
thing good!"”

As the velvet curtains came
swishing down, and the lights

in the camp theatre clicked on.
th came A chorus of
reciative comments from the boys and
g-s in the two front rows.

Dorothy was amongst them, and even she
had Lhorough!y enjoyed herself. poasible
in that light-hearted, jolly atmosphere to re-
member her fears. The concert had gone with
a swin& right from the start, and now at the
mwrv everyone was in the best of spirits.

. “What price a choc-ice?” cried Molly Blair,
: ﬁgg spotted a v‘vhlte-eoat.ed girl carrying a

Good ldea' approved Barbara Carstairs,
elegant as usual tn a brand-new evening frock.

“I'll stand treat.”

Soon Molly, Archie, and all the rest were
nibbling at the ice-cold bars, and chatting
haplpuy about to-morrow’s visit to White Bay
Holiday Camp, but Dorothy, her smile fading,
was looking a little anxiously around the
crowded theatre.

To her dismay there was no sign of Basil
But surelf she thought, he must have had
his interview with Mr. Wilkins by now. Had
anything gone wrong? Had-—her heart missed
a beat at the thought—had Basil Iaued to
persuade the manager?

At that moment there came a sneerlng
laugh from the exit just besrond the gangn}
and, turning her head,

Young grinning across at her rrom the open

doorway.
“Hallo! You still here?” sald the jealous
girl, as if in surprise. “Should have thought

you'd have been busy packing your bags.”

Her maliclous voice rang oug clearly, and
the other young holiday-makers looked up
from their choc-ices: to stare in amazement.

“What are you getting at now?” demanded
Walter Simms,

Esme giggled.

“Mean to say you haven't heard the news?
Why, our dear lost memory girl has got the
order of the boot. She’s been ordered to
leave first thing in the morning.”

“Wh-aaa-t!” There came a concerted gasp
from all around, and agitateclly Molly Blair
caught at Dorothy’s hand. isn't true, is
it?"" she gasped. Dorothy blt her lip. She
hardly knew what to say.

“I—I don't know fur sure,’
“Basil's in with Mr. Wilkins disc
I—I may have to leave.”

' she stammered.
discussing it now.

Unconscious of the fact that the ts had
dimmed, and that the orchestra started
to play a Molly and the rest stared in
horror at

“But the swfmm.lng match!” exclaimed
Tommy Simpson. “Why. if you're not in the
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It's a real wow I

“S'sh! Quiet, please!™

From the back rows came a reproving mur-
mur, and as the curtains swished aslae and
the orchestra broke into a gay, haunting Hun-
%arian air, the stricken holiday-makers were

rced to lapse into silence.

On to the stage leapt a troupe of gius
dancers, tambourines jingling and hanglug
But the holiday-makers had no eyes for the

lﬁlgdh-stpi:l ted dancing. Certainly Dorothy
adn’t. +
Worried by Basil’'s continued absence,

Dorothy felt she had to know what had hap-
pened. She could not bear to sit on here,
s0 with a muttered apolrgs she groped hor
way to the gangway and slipped t.nrough the
nearest side exit.

For a few momenis she stood there in the
doorway, looking across the camp grounds.
Never had they seemged so lovely. The vari-
coloured lamps m t.hc trees turned the gardens
to fairyland. in the sky rode a bhig
vellow moon, glld nt; the near-by clifis and
turning the mirror-like sea into a golden lake.,

Dorothy's ey s filled with tears as suddenly
she realised t this might be her last night
at the camp, nnd with a gulp she went stum-
bling down the pnth heading for the office
by the entrance As she reached it she
heard a gruff mce nlsed in anger. It be-
longed to Mr. Wilkins, and every word it
uttered struck her like a hammer blow.

“I refuse to listen to another word. What
I have decided stands. Whether you like it or
m:)tB tlsnt s!rl is going te leave the camp!”

u

Desperately Basil’s volce broke in, but the
manager was evidently in no mood to listen.

“Not another word!” he shouted again.
“Nothing ma.ke me change my mind. I
tell you that girl goes!”

Dorothy didn’t wait to hear any more.
Stricken, quivering, she stole away to her
chalet. is was the end of all her ho
Basil had done his best, but he had fail

Not bothering to switch on the light, she
undressed in the darkness and got into bed,
and there she lay, tossing and turning and
wondering what the future had in store for
her now. Eventually, however, worn out by
her fears and despair, she fell asleep. When
she awoke the next morning the sun was
streaming through the chintz-curtained win-
dow and for a moment or two she lay there
drowsily, then abruptly she remembered last
nlglt.s hapﬁen ngs.

lumly she got up and racked her few be-
lou%ings. then took the tom map from its
hiding-place under the floo or a few
rnlnutes she suneyed. it longinl striving
in vain to discover its secret, then with a
sigh locked it away in her suitcase.

She would never learn the truth now, she
told herself, as she paused for one last
wistful look around the little chalet. One»
she left the camp all hope of solving the
mystery would be gone.

Suitcase in hand, she stepped outside and
headed for the dining-hall, but before she
reached it she heard herself hailed, and. turn-
ing, found herself confronted by Esme Young
There was a bitter, scornful look on the sallow
girl’'s face.

“Well, 1 hope you 're satisfied with yourself,
Dorothy Masters{” she burst out.

Dorothy stared.

“I don’t understand ’ she began; but the
other girl cut her short with a furious snort.

“Oh, stop pretending, for goodness' sake!"
she ordered. “You must have heard the news
The whole camp’s buzzln? with it. Not con-
tent with making yourself objectionable here.
you've been the means of losing us the onc

rs[qp whom we could rely upon for a bit of

un

Dorothy's heart gave a startled 1

“Are you talking about Basil?” she ‘gasped.

Stormily Esme tossed her head.

“Of course I'm talking about him!" she
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“Thanks to you, he's leaving the

Dorothy could hardly believe her ears.
e 4 don't believe you!” she burst out. “Why
should Basil leave? Why it's fantastic! He's
the life and soul of th p. Without him
the whole place would go to t. You're
mak er of your

snuppecl.
camp !

. 'Making it up, 1?" snorted
"Right | Then just look across there, the.n
perhaps you'll believe me.”

She pointed ds the dining-hall. Slowly
Dorothy turned, then she gasped.

Sta by the doorway was the boy host,
but he was not dressed in his usual ca:erree
flannels and open-necked shirt. He wore a
lounge suit. In one hand he carried a folded
:ﬁnmt and in the other a large, bulging

A FRIEND TO THE LAST

FOR a moment Dorothy stood
there as if petrified; then, with
a stricken cry, she went racing

forward.

“Basil | she gulped. “It isn't
true, 1s it—about you leaving, I
melm?'

His face unusually grim .and
strained, he nodded.

“Yes, I'll be going on the station bus with
you immediately after breakfast,” he said

quietly.

why — why?" Horror-st.ricken. she
stared at him, then her lips quivered,
the tears misted her eyes. “Is it e

—because of me?” she whispered
because of what hap ed last night?"

gave an awkward little
“But

He hesitated, then
“Well, yes, in a way,” he admitted.
&u have nothing to reproach yourself with,
YouTre not to blame.”

Oh, I wish I'd never

I've done nothing but ‘cause trouble.”

“There, there!”™ Clumsily he patted her
shoulder, his brown eyes dark with concern.
“You mustn't talk like that, you know After
nll old Wilky can soon find another boy host.”

“But he can't!'s Oh, you know he can’t!
All the boys and girls adore you. They rely
on you for all their fun. Without you the
camp will go to pieceg!” :

He gave a grim, rueful smile,

“The camp will go to pleces whether I stay
or not-—unle&e Wilkins can be made to toe the
line,’ he declared. “Last nlsht. I tried to make
him see sense, but failed; —he shrugged—
“well, I'm_clearing out.”

“But why? What happened?”
Dorothy.

Bit by bit it came out. It seemed that, in
an effort to force the lna.nafers hand, Basil
had threatened to resign unless Dorothy was
allowed to remain. Unfortunately, Mr Wilkins
had called his bluff. He had angrily retorted
that Basil must gease himself what he did,
and Basil, too worked up to care, had stamped
out of the office, declaring that he would leave
with Dorothy next morning.

“And so here am,” said the boy host.
“Unless I go cap in hand and eat humble pie
—and I'm darned if I'm going to do that—my
job here's finished. But on't worry,” he
added, as he saw how distressed Dorothy was.
“I'm lprctty sure old Wilky himself wltl do a
bit of humble-pie eating when he learns I'm
in earnest After all uncle won't be exactly
pleased wihen he learns the news, and, as you
said, Wilky won't find it too easy to fill my
place Anyway, blow him! Let's get a bit
of brekker before the rush starts.”

And, putting his case down beside her own,
he gave her one of his old cheery smiles and
took her by‘the arm. She allowed herself to
be led into the 3aily decorated dining-hall.
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I am!

persisted

Except for Esme Young and Barbara Car-
stairs, 1t was em, t,y Colonel Smithers and the
other older gue ‘lﬁya breakfasted late, but
it hs:ng unusual d the young campers
a

With a puzzled frown, Badl looked around,

“Hallo! = Where is everyone?” he asked.

Barbara shool: her carefully tended locks.

“Search m she said

“I know where th.e are,” put in Esme, with
a resentful glare. Y the recreation hut—
having a meeting or something. But I don’t
know exactly, for when I tried to get in, that
beast Walter Simms slammed the deor in

At that moment
brought their eereals so nothing
sald. Dorothy pecked at the wheat flakes, but
she felt too miserable to eat. Suddenly she

u%hed back her chair and stumbled to her
eet.

“I—I think I'll go and see if there's any
sign of the bus.”

In n momen: Basil had risen from the table;
was beside her, his brown eyes smiling under-
standingly.

-He nodded.
“Good idea. It wouldn't do to miss it.
Weu cheerio, folks!" He nodded to Barbara

d Esme. “Be

'I‘hen with a jaunty air, as if he had not
BT e e Bd g ey o S
u ro v
finding the strain as hard to bear as she did.
and, as they stepped outside, she again caught

him by the arm.

. “Basil, you mustn’'t give up your job!" she
‘;%hull.:k how evenroneg relying on you!
"ol

g contest this after-
noon! You can't—"

She broke off, for he had given her a nudge,
and. looklng % she saw Stephen Wilkins
approachin e fussy manager looked even
fussier than ever, and there was an anxious
look on pompous face. He Iignored
Dorothy as he came u hut glowered from
Basil to the boy host's

“So you actually mea.nt he exclaimed.

Calmly Basil nodded

“T'm off as soon as the bus arrives.”

“But I can’t let you go!” burst out the
manager. “It will cause a scandal. Besides,

there’s your uncle to tmnk of. For goodness’
what was sald last night!

sake forget w Stop
this foolery and get back to our duties. You
can’t desert me in the middle of the season

like this!"

The boy host's jaw jutted stubbornly.

“You know my term he said curtly.
“Ask Dorothy to stay on. 'and I'll come back
like a shot.”

“No!" Angrily Mr. Wilkins dug his hands
into his pockets. “I refuse to chan%‘ mv
mind! That girl is a trouble-maker. :
staﬁys gostﬁ_nes.s knows what will happen! =

ugged.

“Very well; if that’s your last word—I'll push
off,” he eaid and picked up the two bags.
"Gome along, Dorothy! Good - bye, Mr
Wilkins 1"

But the manager was not listening. He was
staring acrocs the camp grounds, and suddenly
his eyes bulged.

“Great Scott!” he stuttered.

Basil turned in r.he same direction. and sud-

denly he gave a

.yob.i gaa: he cried. “So that’s what
they were up to 1n the recreation hut!”

Dorothy, wondering whit had come over the
two, swung round; then she also gasped, hardly

able tn believe her own eyes,

Marching down the main drive was the most
astonishing procession she had ever seen—a
sight which made her blink and gape, then
blink again

There is 2 bin surprise awaiting Dorothy and
Basil—and you, too. You'll read all about it in
next Friday's gr-nd instalment.-
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Pat Waters, The Superstitious Girl, Blamed All Johnny's Misfortunes On His Car Mascot !

JOHNNY'S NEW CAR

. EADY for the tour de luxe,
breezed Sally Warner.
“Mustn't keep your passengers wait-
ing!” laughed Pat Waters.

“What's that on the bonnet?" grinned Don
Weston. “Came off a door-knocker, didn’t it,
Johnny?"

Johnny Bri breathed heavily. He was
busy outside the garage of Roxburgh Co-ed
College, putting a finishing touch to his
recently-acquired new car. Johnny was justifi-
ably proud of that smart blue sports car—a
grand speedster, and hardly even dented,
despite its five previous owners. He was also
extremely proud, it seemed, of the crude
wooden mascot he was now screwing to the
bonnet.

“Door-knocker!"” he snorted. *“That's a bat.
A very famous bat, let me tell you! It's the
Vampire!"

Screwing up her eyes humorously, Sally per-
ceived now that the object did resemble a bat
on the wing.

“Vampire, en?"” Don sald interestedly. “Looks
leg_ he’s been through the mangle, doesn't

e’

Johnny put down his screwdriver and glared
at him

“Have you ever heard of Ron Spicer? Greatest
motor ace who ever lived! His mascot was as
famous as he was. A vampire bat, carved by a
wizard of the Hula tribe in West Africa. That
bat you see there”—and Johnny . pointed
eloquently to the chipped object on the bonnet
—*“is the find of my life. Picked up for two
dollars. It's Ron Spicer's original mascot!
It's the Vampire!"

A dismal cry came from Pat Waters. Sally
knew what that meant! Pat was a lovable
girl and a favourite with them all—they had
chosen her specially to take Fay Manners’
place in the car to-day, Fay being away on a
visit—but Pat had one weakness. She was
incurably superstitious.

“QOh, Johnny!” she wailed. “You mustn't
carry that vampire mascot! It's frightfully
unlucky !

“What d'you mean?”, blinked Johnny.

“There's a legend about it——"

“Legend !” exploded Johnny scornfully.

“That vampire belonged to a temple, and
they say the witch-doctors put a hoodoo on
it!"” Pat rushed on breathlessly. “Wherever it
ﬁoes. trouble goes with it! It's a mascot of

1 omen It'll bring bad luck on yeur car,

Johnny?”
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It'll make everything go wrong, and
keep on upsetting the works, -and giving you

breakdowns——"

Johnny!

“Hey! Dry up, Pat! You surely don’t
believe that pifile!” cut in Johnny, laughing
exasperatedly. ‘“Some of you people dou't

deserve this honour to-day. The privilege of

joining me in my first spin in the new bus!
H(i A fa d, all of you! Where's the first
call?”

“Cleaners for me—Tenth Avenue,” sang
Sally, springing into the front seat beside him

“Bootmenders, me—the one on East Street,
irIt.vhl!x)ny!“ said Don, holding the rear door open
or Pat.

But Pat hung back, her gaze fixed doubtfully
on the mascot.

“Hop in—there’s no oil on the cushions
now!" said Johnny, misunderstanding. “The
car's had a spring-cleaning inslde and out from
old ll—lickeg. From the dean’s chauffeur, mark
you!"

“I wish he'd thrown that vampire away.,”
Pat said nervously. "I don’t like it!”

But nevertheless she climbed in, and Don,
with a laugh, jumped in beside her. Johnny
gave a proud toot on the kiaxon. And with
an echoing roar from the exhaust they drove
out in state through the college gates.

“She's super!” sighed Sally deliciously.

“Goes like a bird!” enthused Don.

“You walt till I've got the feel of her'!"
grinned Johnng. “I'll have her running
smoother than butter—I'll make her the envy
of the whole show at Saturday's do!”

Mention of Saturday set all his chums thrill-
ing. They had been invited to a motor-picn‘c
at Bluestone Falls, on the estate of the amateur
racing motorist, Clyde K. Pepper. Mr. Pepper
was a friend of Johnny's uncle, owning n
magnificent house, with his own private rare-
track in the grounds. He had invited a whol>

bevy of speed aces to the party, so Johnny
could be pardoned now for waxing a little
boastiul

“I'll have her tuned to concert pitch by
Saturday. A car like this can do big things in
the right hands. I shall enter her for all the
high-speed races, and you'll see some of those
smart guys open their eyes, Sally! They'll be
surprised! I'm not bragging, but I've learnt
quite a lot of tricks——"

whrrrrr-r-r—WHANG |

There was a grinding whir—a frantic clank-
ing of metal. The car skidded wildly. The
chums were pitched from side to side.

“Ow! What the——"
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3 "Hol;: tight! Something's come loose!” cried

Dupérauiy he clung to wheel and brakes.
Sally caught a dizzy glimpse of a steel rail
trailing loose under the front wheels. Then
with 1,;' shivering jerk Johnny brought the car

to a halt.
“It. s the fender lts the bumper!” he gasped,
leaping to the and staring lncredulnusly
“One end of lts dro mpped loose! But how——"
He paused Don’tumbled out
to glare at tixe -rail

ttwgzn‘:s'crewedm

<« *“You utt, Johnny,
pm{)erly' he exploded.
“It was Johnny. “I went over every

nut and bolt myself, and then Hickey checked
up on me afterwards! He'll bear me out that

there wasn’'t a loose screw anywherel It's—
H.s uncn.nnyl
h!" came a “Oh!

startled cry from Pat.
I wa ed youl It's the vampire!™

ne: oot—where’'s that screw-
driver"‘ SNo|

“I'll do is,” snlutmed Johnny, pushing him
out of the way. “All I know is that I fixed it
properly before we

“And I told u ould happen!”
fluttered Pat. "{gs tha “}mel We shall
have all kinds of bad luck.

Sally took her ¢entls' by the arm and pushed
her back in the
“If Johnny wan t.u bats on the bonnet, Pat,

we uml; let you have bats in the belfry!"” she_

chided her.

The car glided into Roxburgh without further
incident. Don left his boots at the menders’.
Sally reclaimed her frock [rom the cleaners'—
a white frock gectally clea.ned for Saturday’s
motor-picnic. lled it carefully in its
paper and strapped it to the lume grid.

“We'll take a run round the byways now—
out of the traffic!” smirked J “Save me
the trouble of pass
And he swung out of the town, on to the quiet
country lane that bordered Sheepcote Ranch.

It was a pleasant lane, running between tall
trees which dip over the road to form a
cool archway. he chums sat blck enjoy-
ment as the car skimmed along the lane's
muddy surfloe till—

'1'1 ting——
mé hmlwunklmslntherurmaa:s:mr
clance behind. Then she gave an angulshed

cry.
“Hil Hi, Johnny! Bto ! M-my frock!™
The luggage from its moor-

ings and was her
parcel with it thmm the mud'

In a moment Sally was out of the car, but
there was her frock, trlg ed of Its ?:per
wrappidg its freah mowyw teness caked

the mu
t Oh, Johnn.v 1 she groaned.
car—"
"Bln.mm my car!” cﬂed Johnny—then
gaped of the mishap.
G-golly! That. l lusg'l.ge cridl gone haywire!

ow

"Tuat. grid's got a broken s!.rap——mnts
why!” Don told him. “You ought have
known that it wouldn't hold. .lohnnrl"

“I tell you it was all right when we started
off 1" Johnny fumed. “Eve pertectt
Hickey and I both went over every part and
there wasn't a fault lng'wg:ﬁel“

I.ooxs tk itl" groan
ut—oh, dve upl l..ctn onl” and
Iuﬂoualy Joh.nnln ped himself down In the
drivin d don'\ look at me like that.

Pat W#atern Your silly hoodoo what’s-it has
got nothing to do with it!

For Pat was eyeing him, an “I-told-you-so”
look on her face.

'l'he drive continued with Sally wondering,

peratedly, what she was going to wear on

Saturdny Several tlmuthecu'm t.ha-
alarmingly. Once or twice a passing ran
yelled at ohnny who seemed to be a hlt lh.nk!
on his steering Then—

"LOO&, out, Johnny!"” came a sudden cry

from n.

But Johnny- had seen that cyclist all
It was chtey. the deans chauffeur.
alowed and was about to wa.ve to him.

%s chkex; idea was to wave back. But
i:gego bled d then the car wobbied. And

Biff! Like fate the wing hit the bike—
gnt:ﬂﬁu’t surely, and over went Hickey into

e

leapin r'%fx'i% . to ge'! him ui% Sorrn"
e car
he = “Are you I:l.u.rtp old man
the chums mnt.ed with reller as they
saw Hickey hop out of lthe ditch, a bit dirty,

but grmneiyng reass y.
“I'm all right, Mr. Briggs!” he said, and
added stoutly : “My fault, anyway!"

“M-my steering went a bit loose!” Johnny

ex
PCo dn't have done! It was my bike
akldd ed!" declared Hickey, brushing 1f

“Your steering's mm!l

“But it did wobble a bit, 't it, Johnny?”
put in Sally, who had felt the car swerve, and
realised that the mishap might have been
serious. “You noticed it ore

“Not on that car, Miss Sally!"” maintained
Hickey. “She’s a beautiful bit of work in
gflrly joint, and her steering's as sound as a

“Then that settles it|” Pat burst in wildly.
“It's unmny—lt.‘a the hoodoo working. Hickey
mlght. have been killed. We might all have

killed. You've got to throw that vampire
,Burn It before it brings any

right.
Johnny

Hickey ga rrom Pat to Joh.nny
What's mean, Mr. Briggs?"”
“No ! Touch of the sun, I guess!™

snorted J y. glaring at Pat.

“Nothing of the sort!™ Pat cried, her super-
stition fired now to fever-pitch. “We've g:d
three warnings, each worse than the other,
We don't know what might hap
You're mad to tempt fate, Johnny. ou won't
get me in the car again while you" re carrying
that vampire! I'm going to walk!™

“Walk, then—I'm fed up with this bunk!"”
fumed Johnny.

“Pat, you're not serious?” cried Sally. ;

But Pat was deadly serious. She hul left
them and h

was across the fields,
without even a backward glance.
“Would you believe it!™” gasped Hickey,
gazing after her, flabbergasted.

The chums drove on to an outlying farm-
house for iced coffee and corncakes. It was a
lucky break. The boys bought a basket of
apples to take away. The farmer's wife took
cl of Sally's white rrock, and promised
she'd have | ess as snow aor Saturday

Wa. it a cryptic signal from Frost, theglt.e-
keeper, whi confused Johnny? Or was it
the sudden appearance of Professor Grittal,
hovering darkly by the lodge. which threw
Johnny's steering out of balance?

He saw Mr. Grittal step sharply into his
path. Wnd he saw at the same moment a
wheelbarrow left at the verge by the garden

Crash! Johnny hit the wheelbarrow run
amidships, a.nd a shower of weeds and clippings
descended in a cascade upon nr Grittal.

“Briggs!" he thundered. Briggs, I've been
waiting for you!'

Then it his own fault, wasn't it? the
chums thought. in silent dolour
“No ones safe with a lunatic like you on
the road!"” sto rmed Mr. Grittal. “I know au
honed the college to
kl.l by 2 beg odrl bike, and nearly

led, one of our boys a car

e Lan t have known

el 1
1wn! Brtgﬁ I shall speak to the dean,
ntnd l’. sgmuf m to forbid you ever to drive
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THE BIG TEST

" elimbed m‘:m?" e B
car and stared h Grittal.

s-eomeone phoned about me?

Dri d ? Me, sir?”

Juck ™ an
drlvlngl o

xven that object is not
Briggs!

safe In yowur Eath.

Far less an unfortunlte cyclist!

an accident, sir!”
Hickey—"

crushing.

“Is the dean’s chauflfeur not entitled to the
same consideration as other people?”

“What Johnn sir, is that it was

only laughed!™

before you could blink.
said himself that he skidded and it wasn't
He——"

Jolmny'a fault.
“Th: witness—and the witness was

college and compiain t cause!”
Intei..r.ﬁ Mr. Grittal. proved

ld!ﬂ'lmﬁlll! t driver, and
I shall report this to the he

returns
Johnnymfumlnguhcdmveonmthe
If there was one thing h him-
more than lnot.her. it m dri
And he had been called in pelentl
Bibaka whes: ne-tiea %o 5 &
m
The threat of

trying to mollify
led back into the garage-
blankly to what had

ev en

E
g

l
molehills!* he gasped. *“I wmder who could
have rung up?”
“Just some busybody !" Sally scorned. “Some-
one with a grudge against our chaps, maybe.”
didn't he tackle me? I didn't even see
lngnel" fumed Johnny.
was  still I’mulns when the
adjourned to the cafet.erm Nat Pizzot ot mn
rival K House, and his chums were lounging

the counter: and Piggot dldn't miss this
ce of )i -pulllnt when he heard what was
“I've seen you and I say it

Briggs,
mt.hecydhtshultl!hamtbowldom!
he declared solemnly.
"Otmumltm * said Johnny.
Other camnhawkurmeule

m mldmﬂnﬂu
“but Briggs carries a bat. He dn'tlmt
fairer than that, oould he? Blind as a hczl"
The hoot of lnusmer that went u&
Piggot & Co. aters.
ahehaﬂjunmurnedb! a crowd of
co-eds.

other
“It's to laugh at, Nat Piggot!™ she
said, cnh}m.'%muy'lnm the cafeteria.
“That bat was bewitched by hoodoo men, and

gets rid of it!™
her, lolnehod!l
wthhnmtumenlmtmmmr‘
scoffed Elsie Pymm.
“It Isn't bunk—is it, Sally?” p.lel.dod Pat
excitedly. “You were in the car—you saw the
way it brought one calamity after another"'
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We've had to listen

“Well, it's bmugh another one now!" Eally
said with a ruef 1 grin. **Tell her, Johnny!"

Pat listened wlth curious nervousness while
Johnny told her of that mischievous phone call

and Mr. Grittal's threat to report him.

“There! I told you so! Ome trouble follow-
ing another, and so it'll go on in an endless
chain ! she burst out wit.h a kind of lugubrious
triumph. "There'll e while you

an't you sce how
uncannily it wo rks? causes the acci-
dent, then it makes mmeone telephone to the
coll.,, then it starts Mr. Grittal off on the war-
path! I was only telling the others just
now——"

“Wait a moment!” Elsle Pymm interrupted
in a queer voice.

She had been orderi herself some syrup
waffles from Mrs. Barwell, but now she came
slowly across to Pat.

“Never mind the superstitious tnddle

t started. “I was phoning for a

tax
“Rot!" cried Elsie. "You were phonlnz the
coll.! It was you who let on to Gritty!"
“I didn't!” Pat protested, her cheen crimson-
ing. *“I didn’t know the time; I thought I'd
the bus, and I was rtnglng for a

MR
'Youvrere ngthecou"‘zlslebu.rstln
SCOTTL.
nuﬂed with Euperstltlon nbout J
mascot, and you knew ev u.l'd laugh
n.youthenmeuhed youtriedto
ve the thing was unlucky 1:1 about
on the sly and hi.m into trouble
with Gritty.”

o | dldn't 1™ Pat cried wiMly.
“Are you sure, Pat?” Johnny ‘asked in dublous

y.
“Pat wouldn't do a thing like that—of course
she wouldn't!™ Sally warmly retorted.

But Elsie Pymm & Co. continued to jeer and
accuse her—and the effect was to make Pat
more fanatical than ever.

“] had nothing to do with it—I tell you it
was the hoodoo working!™ she expostulated,
tlmoat ln tears. “Everywhere that vampire

‘1l bring trouble. It's in the legend—
! cot.a book all about it. There'll be worse

g mocks
ugtt'sbecnhurdtomuplhomble
eerle wallmg——
Zzzzwwweeeeee |
An uncanny wail screeched through
college almost before the Words were out of
her mout.h! Everyone gaped, electrlned It
came from the direction of the ?rag
With a gasp Jehnngubounded or the door.
everyone rushing on
ng \n.s ceaseless and nrsput.unx 'rhe
Grittal, and couege

mmnlt hurrying
Johnny Lurst into the garage M
"Bﬂm is that your car min’
me——"

8
E

bbi the box and thereby silencing the
Sreech. t's all right—"

“All right?” thundered Mr. Grittal. They
were his own plants in the box, and they were
shaken of ition. “I'll have you
know;:. thst] ﬁ: idiot like you is no more
capable of contro @ — ~

me, Briggs!" And the dean sternly
interrupted, g his chauffeur to hlu
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side. “I have heard what happened this after-
noon—I have spoken both to Mr. Grittal and
to Hickey—and I have decided that you must
be given a proper driving test, to ascertain
whether you are capable of managing a car!™

Johnny stiffened.

“Hickey will give you a driving test to-
morrow, and he will report to me whether or
not you are capable |" the dean said adamantly
“A car is too dangerous a thin in the
hands of a duffer, Briggs. I s y uxgn
my chauffeur's judgment That is all!™
the dean swepf. out.

Roxburgh College heard more about Johnny's
driving that eveuing than they'd ever heard
before—and they heard it from Johnny's own
indlguaut llps As for the morrow’'s test,

Hickey didn't have to arrange it. Johnny
arranged it himself. Hla pride had received
a proposterous challenge. It was more than a
mere *“test” he would put up before the
college—it was going to be a solo exhibition.

He spent the lunch break, next day, convert-
ing the campus into a kind of obstacle course.
With the aid of den rollers and suchlike
objects, he map; out a course that bristled
with hairpin bends, twists and turns, and all
the thrills of a race-track.

“You don’'t need any test from me, Mr.
Briggs!™ said Hickey with admiration. *“Well,
1 mean to say, you could teach me to drive,
more likely!™

Pat Waters followed these preparations with
superstitious fear. She begged and pleaded
with Johnny to get rid of the luckless vampire
and she wnm her hands when he scorned even
to answer. e trailed after him pathetically
when he broke off at last for lunch.

“I shall be afrald for you if you don't take
some precaution, Jol y!” she said des-
perately. “My book says that if you carry
something whlte belonging to a tall dark

man—""
“IfI do you can call me crackers!" grinned
Johnny. ou don't know the strain it costs
me to be paueut with you, Pat! Now scram!"”
Prompt at three, the whole college turned out
in force to witness Johnny's driving prowess.

Sally and Don took up proud positions on
the crowded path. The dean came out into
his garden with Mr. Grittal and watched from
over the hedge. Hickey fetched the car from
the garage, placing it at the starting-point of
the miniature course—and something
almtoat like a bow, Johnny got into the driving-
sen

He revved up the engine—the wooden bat
vibrated on the bonnet—in went the clutch,
and he was off.

Straight as an arrow Johnny drove, and it
was no mean feat, for he was driving between
n double row of tin cans, and clearing each one

y the breadth of a hair. Sally and Don gave
hm a rousing cheer. It was echoed by all
J House. Johnny put on speed to show them
that they'd seen nothing yet.

This was only th ﬁrst . A% the end
of the line of c narrow archway,
fashioned with deckchmrs then an acute hair-
pin bend flanked by the garden-roller.

Johnny whizzed round that bend. But that
wasn't all. He went on whizzing. Sally's eyes
widened. He was whizzing round and round
in circles like a teetotum! Johnny was cling-
ing like a feverish limpet to the wheel and
seemed to be trying to straighten out.

Straighten out he did—suddenly! So sud-
denly, that even Johnny didn't seem prepared
for it. The car shot forward across the campus,
the bat danclnf on its bonnet. Then n.s he
struggled frantically with the wheel, sud-
denl{ot ed on its tracks. Next t'.nmsi it cud

ge into reverse. Stern first, it went
anoot.mg backwards across the campus, straight
for the dean’s far

"Look out, sir Don cried warningly.

The dean Mr. Grittal just tl.me to
jug;p back, hen
And Johnny's car butted backwards
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into the hedge, and finished up with a snort
against the sundial.

Johnny was tumbling d&mdly from the car
as his chums went to him.

“Th-the steer ent wrong, sir!” he
spluttered as the r.e dean stormed up, his
face flushed with anger

“Never again, Bri ‘never will I permit you

to drive!™ hegﬁu
“But ly heard herself interposin
wildly, Don echoing her. *“Sir, Johnny’s a gran
driver really, and he’ll be need e car on
turda; use we're all invi to a motor-
picnic at Bluestone Falls, and
But the stern voice of the dean crushed that
hope as utterly and finally as the car had
crushed his hedge
“Never, I say!

Never! Br has proved
1If an utterly Irresponsible lunatic, and
that car shall be locked the Pmage until he
has found a buyer for 1t. never under
any circumstances permit him to drive again!"”

THE TALISMAN
“BUT 1 tell you, sir " Johnny

pleaded wildly
thundered Mr.

T&at. will do’

Leavin chk to put the car
awag_,‘&ﬁ nhurrted him
fev the Merry-
makers’ Club They were joined
there by the flabbergasted mass

uf J. House members,
Johnny?" asked Harry

“What happened,
Kendricks.

“I don't know—the a(.eering gave out on

me!"” panted Johnny. “One moment she was
goln%eﬁne next moment she acted like she
was

“I told you, Johnny! came an anguished cry
from Pat Waters. "1 knew everything would
go wrong if you carried that vampire!”

Every eye swung upon her, then Elsie Pymm
bursr. out accusingly :

“You knew what?
ﬁou mean, Pat Waters!

You fixed it, that’s what
You did n to try to

olster u ,vour silly superstition!”
Pat fel her face paling.
“I—I didn't! 1 d-don't know what you

mean
"You re caught out this time!" others
shouted. “You've been saying all along that
disaster would happen, and you took care to
see that it did happen, Pat Waters!"”
“Did you tout‘l the car, Pat?"” Johnny asked
her quietly. “Have you been anywhere near

"l--l did go near it, but I didn't touch it!"
Pat denied breathlessly. “I was only g-going
to take that horrlcl vamp\re off it, b-but 1
hadn’t the nerv

“So you ﬂddleo‘. with the car instead!”
llccused Elsie mm.
course e did!"” cried Lena Tooting.
Loot at the way she's trembling! She de-
liberately let Johnny Briggs down!"

“Shame!” And the outcry rrom everybody

reduced Pat now to tears.

Johnny looked mut.ely at Sally. He was

., fond of Pat, and the only thlngl he could think
she

was that had acted foolishly, because she
was in genuine terror of the vampire, for his
sake as well as her own, and had felt that this
was the only way to force him to get rid of it.

Sally didn’t know what to think. She shrank
from distrusting Pat’s word. But it came u?g
her forcibly that the car had been deliberately
tampered with, and it meant the end of
Johnny's driving, the end of their coveted
motor-picnic on Saturday—unless something
could done about it!

With a iea.m in her eyes Sally drifted out
or the clubhouse. Avoiding the dean's quarters,

she made her way by a circuitous route to the

She was going to take a close look at

5 lmnys car. Something had Fone uncannuy
wrong with it, and she was going
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it for more solid evidence than could be
attributed to a wooden effigy.

Entering the garage door, she clambered into
the driving-seat of Johnny’s car. The first
thing she noticed was that the wheel turned
loose in her hand. The next thing she noticed
was that a screw had been removed, so that
the wheel was no longer engaged with the

steering-rod !
Sally’s pulses hammered, That screw
couldn't have removed itself! Who could

have done i{t? The guilty hand must surely
have left some telltale mark, some scrap of
evidence here? o—
Click! And the door softly closed upon her,
plunging the into sudden darkness.
Sally up with a gasp—Jjust in time
{.,o hearm the key turn in the outer door, locking
er

PAT WATERS stole tremulously across the
garage yard.

& Her nerve always failed her when she came
ere.

Some time, if only she dared, she would
snatch that fearsome vampire from Johnny'’s
car, and she would burn it, between five bricks,
with clover-leaves beneath it and julep
sprinkled over it, just as the book said.

But meanwhile, until the monstrous thing
was exorcised, how could she thwart its
malevolent spell?

So desperately she had tried to warn Joh.nn{.
tried to bring home his danger to him, and it
had been no use. He wouldn't listen to her.
No one would listen. They turned and blamed
her instead. They couldn’t help it. It was
all part of the chain of trouble the vampire
was weaving.

There was only one way to ward off its
insidious spell. t was for Johnny to carry
a special kind of charm—a talisman—and the
book said it must be a white object belongin
to a tall dark man. Buthowmahetoze%
that white object?

Pat gazed fearfully towards the dean’s house.

She saw Hickey's lanky figure hurrying there
now. And suddenly it struck her that Hickey
was dark! 'k, and certainly tall! Why,
Hickey would serve her purpose! And here was
his jacket, ng on the knob of one of the
garage doors! as there a white handkerchief
she could borrow from et?

Without further thought gat dived her hand
into Hickey's et the handkerchief
she drew out was a bilious green. h a pang
of dismay she tried the next pocket. She drew
out a sheet of notepaper. It was a letter. But
it was white! A white object belonging to a
tall dark man!

Pat rushed away with it without g’iﬂﬂg
herself time to hesitate—rushed straight bac
to the Merrymakers’ Club, to Johnny.

“Johnny, I don't care what you say, you've
got to keep this and never be without it!” she

nted, thrust the letter excitedly into his

and. “It’s a —it's your only hope of

warding off any more ili-luck from the

vampire!”

Iet"“’h-what.?" Johnny gaped stupidly at the
ter.

“It belonged to a tall dark man—Iit belonged
to Hickey. I borrowed it from his pocket
without asking!™ quavered Pat. “I know it
sounds awful, but I had to do it, or it would
have been more awful still. It's the only thing
to protect you!"

"Gee!" gasped Johnny, who was staring at.

gimthleg:er now with his eyes popping out of
5 hea
“Briggs!"” cried a stern voice from the door-

way.

Johnny looked up as if in a trance. He saw
t.iugo dean standing there, with Hickey at his
€ W

“Briges, I am told that an attempt has been
made to defy my orders!” cried the dean.
“Someone has gone to the garage and has tried
to move that car of yours!™
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“It was Miss Warner, sir!"™ Hickey sald
glgomily. “I felt it was my duty to report it,
seeing as Miss Warner might have driven the
car away somewhere and hidden it, letting me
in for the blame. So I locked her in and came
straight and told you, sir!”

“I should think so!” exclaimed the dean.
“Come Br]gg! I shall demand an explanation
from Miss Warner—and from you!"

“I think it can be explained, sir!" Johnny
said in a queer, suppressed voice,

He and Don exchanged excited whispers as
they accompanied the dean to the garage. Pat
followed, fearing a fresh calamity.

“Miss Warner ! sang out Hickey, as he grimly
unlocked the garage door. “You know why I
locked you in, and you know you had no good
right to come in here!™ .

“But you don't know what Miss Warner was
loo for!” echoed Johnny swiftly. “She
didn't find it, Hickey—but Pat Waters did!”
And he thrust that letter into Sally’s hand.

Hieti‘key gave one look at that letter and

Ited.

It didn’t take Sally a second to grasp the
meaning of that letter which Hickey's {riend
had v‘v‘rtlttﬁn tot him : &

r all costs you must keep yvoung Briggs
and .his friends away from g,luesr,one Falls
on Saturday. If they see me working in
Mr, P,Ie,gper's house as butler, the game is
up. ey bowled me out before, and they

1 recognise me at once as Flash

" >

“Miss Warner!"” came the sharp voice of Mr.

‘(l}m;tail’i who hadr hurried t? t.hgi sc?ne. “The
ean waiting for an explanation!”
Sally's eyes flickered lmly to the livid

Hickey, and she handed letter to the dean.

It means, sir,” she said quietly, “that if
we don’t go to the motor-picnic on Saturday,
there’s going to be a wholesale jewel robbery
there—carried out on the other guests by a
friend of Hickey's!"

“What?" gasped the dean, and stared down
incredulously at the letter in hi= hand.

“It's not true, sir. I " began Hickey.

With a gesture the dean silenced him, and
Hickey drew back, glancing uneasily around
for some way of escape. But not a chance.
The chums had closed in around him,

The dean was perusing the letter, his brow
darkening, his lips pursed.

At last he looked up. Very delit-erately he
folded the letter and turned to Hickey.

“Hickey,” he¢ sald in icy tones, “you will
accompany me to my study. Then—then you
can pack your bags and go.”

T i
enough!” And the dean turned to

t, si
“That is
the chums.

“1 must apologise, Briggs. If it hadn't been
for Miss Waters finding this letter. serious
trouble might have arisen ol

“And what about my car, sir—ecan I drive
——" Johnny faltered to a stop.

“Of course, Briggs. And I hope you enjov
yourselves next Saturday!” the dean beamed.

IT was Pat who had turned Johnny's luck

after all, and it was a slap-up feast the
chums gave her in the cafeteria that evening.
Even Elsie Pymm admitted, humbly, that she
had wronged her. It was Hickey who had
honed that sly message to the coll, just as
R’. was Hickey who had deliberately wrought all
the other calamities. Yet it was no use trying
to convince the superstitious Pat that her fears
had all been false, She still insisted that
Johnny's mascot was harmful, despite the fact
that he won three races at Saturday's motor-
picnie, and all of them enjoyed an unbroken
chain of good luck and had a rollicking good

time. i
(End of this week’s story.)

Next Friday’s QIRLS' CRYSTAL will contain
another grand story featuring the ever-popular
Sally & Co g
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Her Boy Chum Branded As An Outlaw !

Py - AP
LSRRI

o+ i
ROCKIES

YNNE COMPTON, who lived with her
uncle at Silvertops Ranch, hoped_ to
become a champion horse-rider. Her

magnificent horse, Wonderlad, once belonged
to Brock -Barton, whose father owned the
neighbouring V.B. Ranch.,

Brock hated Wynne's uncle, declaring that
he was responsible for his father being thrown
into prison as an outlaw. Nevertheless, Wynne,
liking Brock and wanting to help him, per-
suaded him to come to the ranch to train
Wonderlad for the qualifying steeplechase in
the Rocky Mountains Championship, to win
which was her big ambition. But her uncle,
John Morton, and others on the ranch became
suspicious that Brock was up to no good.

Important papers were rftolen from her
uncle’'s office. Brock was suspected of the
theft Wynne, however, believed that the
manager of the ranch, Mack Glenthorne, and
his daughter, Irma, might be responsible, and
were plotting against Brock.

On -the morning of the big steeplechase,
Brock traced a Redskin who could guide him
to a place called Laughing Falls, where he
hoped to find proof of his father's innocence.
Just after the start of the race Wynne saw
the Redskin go off with the Glenthornes.
Startled by the sight, Wynne lost control of
her mount for a moment, and found herself
lying last.

"FOR Brock, Wonderlad! For Brock! For
Brock !"

Wynne kept on repeating those words as des-
perately she bent over the neck of her flying
mount. She knew now that it was hopeless to
think of winning the race, but could she finish

@in the first three?

That also seemed hopeless at the moment.
With three fences to go, and the nearest horse
ten lengths ahead, what chance had she?

But she must get a place. She must—must !
Otherwise she could not qualify for the next
race which would carry her on into the Rocky
Mountains Trophy Race Her whole heart was
set on that. It was the main, the biggest ambi-
tion of her life. On, Wonderlad !

But Wonderlad was responding. Was it the
magic name of Brock that spurred him to the
cffort he was making now? Every muscle
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strained to give its utmost, he pounded the
ground with flying hoofs.

Wynne, with the reins gripped tightly in her
clenching palms, with her eyes fixed on the
obstacle ahead, saw that he was closing the
gap between herseif and the rearmost runner.
Then came the fence.

“Wonderlad !" she breathed.

She did not attempt even to lift him this
time, Brock's advice was ringing in her ears:
“Let him ride free. Give him his head.” She
knew in this moment that Wonderlad had his
own ideas about running the race, and she
allowed him to become master.

She held her breath as she felt herself sall-
ing through space, and braced herself as the
landing came—with only the slightest shock
and check. And from the crowded ropes
around the course came a wondering murmaur.

Nohody knew, of course, why Wonderlad had
taken the third fence so badly. They had been
amazed to see the horse which had appeared
to have every chance of winning the race so
unexpectedly become uncontrolled and drop
behind. But now hers he was again, making
them rub their eyes, making them gasp.

For Wonderlad, soaring over the fence, had
left one of his rivals behind. Now he was up
with the next—mnow was passing—now
approaching the next fence. And again—they
gasped and unbelievingly stared—he was over
it, and was thundering on at amazing speed.

There were five horses in the race now,
Wonderlad the last. There was one remaining
obstacle to be negotiated—the tallest and most
difficult, for behind it was an unseen ditch.

Before they had reached the fence Wonder-
1ad had pass=>d his nearest rival; was straining
every gallant nerve to catch up with the fourth
horse. He and the fourth went over the fence,
and—crash went No. 4 right into the ditch.
Now in front of him were the other three.

Three! Wynne's heart began to lift in hope.
Could she do it! Couwd she do it?

With less than two hundred yards to go,
could she overtake the last competitor and
finish with the leaders.

“For Brock! For Brock!" she whispered.
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She felt the quiver that. wene rlxl;t throu%h
Wonderlad’s magnifice
less as was the speed nt. which he was travel-
ling, she now became aware that it had in-
creased, that he was after No. 3; that he was
catching up with No. 3; that now he was
abreast with No. 3.

She heard, u ‘from a distance, the shout of
wonder that came from the crowd. She saw
the winning-post ahead; saw, as in a blur, the
thundering form of No 3 raclng alongside her;
felt herself drawing away. Then——

“What a race!” she heard a roaring volce.

“Thought Wonderlad was out of it!”

“Wonderlad's third !

Third! Until that moment Wynne had been
hardl§ conscious that they had passed the
winning t. But now Wonderlad, quivering
and pan . up.

'rnen u.rsﬁng the crowd, she saw
Brock— hnﬁe- and breathless, running

on to the oourne
He came t the reins, and halted
Wonderlad, pu.ttl.ng neck. Then he looked

up

"What went wrong at the third fence? It
seemed——"'

Wynne slipped quickly from the saddle. She
was panting herself, sti only half-appreciat-
ing the near victory she snatched from
the jaws of defeat. But swiftl ln her mlnd

was the memory of what she seen;

necessity for s urgency. Bhe ed out
“Brock, I was put off baenune saw Glen-

thorne—and Irma—and Red Moose! And I'm

gh
went along towards
They're after the secret, Brock.

She saw the startled look that leapt into
his eyes, saw for a moment face set
granite hard, and his eyes flash as though lit
by a steel spark.

'Glcnthome?" he repeated. “He's after the

t? Where does your un:le come in?”

“He doesn't come Oh, .Brock, can't you
believe—even now? Uncle's got nothing to do
with this. You're just misjudging him. This
is Glenlhornes plot, pure and simple— —

“0X." g?ed but his face was still
hard. "Keep your t,h Wynne. Perhaps, if
you weren 't so wrong, I'd like you Ior lt ou
can’t tell me that Glentho sthe ing
without orders. Bow lons did Y 80, You
say? Ten minutes

“About that. But. Brock— —"

“I'll be after them,” he said briefly, and
swiftly turned.

Abruptlﬂ he commenced to run, heading for
Ranger, who, a hundred yards away in the next
ﬂe.ld was tethered to a tree all by himself.

he did so, John llorton and the sherifl came
up. leading their horses.

“Good work, Wynne, though guess you
ought to have won,” her uncile an;d “ But
he looked round—“where's Brock? The sheru!

uestion him.”

“Question—Brock?” Wynne faltered.

moment had disappeared in a fold of the
. ground. But she knew that he would re-
appear the next minute; would then be
spotted and hauled back. And Brock mustn’
be delayed now. Every minute—every secon
was vital If he were to catch up with Mack
Glenthome

It was Wonderlad's reins still in her hand

which inspired the idea. The sheriff's horse
was jerking its hea.d immient.ly. A loose loop
of rein swun¢ an instant
Wynne had umgh; at it; had q ¥y passed

her own reins through it, nenus loopi.ng them
er
“Haven't you seen him?” asked the sheriff
“Seen him? Who—Brock? Why, goea. of
course !|” Wynne was desperate
every second of time by any de.i)lng action.
“1 saw him before tae race.™
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“And you saw him after the race!" the
grunted. “We spotted him—from hali-
way along the course—rushing out to meect
you—" .
“There he 1s!"” her uncle cried suddenly. 4e,
unlike the sheriff, had been gazing around him,
and had just spotted Brock astride Rangcr.
“Hi Brock! Brock
sherift ju.mped round. He saw, too.
Wynnes heart began to thud as he let out an
exasperated exclamation, as he, too, shouted.
But Brock, urging Ranger into a full-stretch
gallop, took no notice. Heading for a clump
of trees near by, Ee swept into them and

After him !” the sheriff roared.
He spurred forward. His horse jumped in

response But he onl ped a pace. The
next he pulled up wi j;lmhrk at ?he end of
the reins Wynne had ao cunningly entwined

with that of Wonder
Wnnderhd's reaction wu natural—if a little
He gave a snort ;_:‘gmm. reared
ﬂ) and t.hen Jjerked round in%lnto John
orton’s mount and throwing all three horses
into a confused mix-up.

It was two minutes before order was restored,
but in that two minutes Brock had probably
got a half-mile start The aherm choked.

“Miss Wynne, I guess you did that on

purpose !"
“Me?" cried Wynne, *“Oh, sheri{ff——"
“You did it on purpose—yes!” her uncle
too, had seen through the ruse,

snap He,
and his face was very now. “You knew
Brock was getting away. ou wanted him to

am a.ndk% guess u\'e suoeeeded Why

ever you % to de
with l.hat lad?" he added bltur!y hy ever
did I think of inviting him to my ranch?
I guess lm junt a fool!”

“Ay. gess there're two of us!™ the
sherifi said d, while we're confessing it,
that younz thief is a mile along the trail
Ocme on!™”

He set spur\l to his horse. John Mortcn
followed h

For one second Wynne stood. undecided.
Then, abruptly making up her mind, she ieapt
into Wonderlad's saddle, and, with a * Good
boy, then!" set off in the wake of the sheriil
and her unele. Wonderlad, though tired by
his race, seemed to understand that all this
was on Brock's behalf and, with a willing

ess, responded.

e was not far behind her uncle and the
sheriffl when they reached the clump of trees.
Beyond that a saniy trail pointed plamnly to
t.he direction Brock had taken. They followed

gna keeplag back, in the hope that she

Ph:uu the single into the
sarger, more confused I.mi.l nr the Wannalong
Ahﬂﬁ?‘ Jnhil Morton and the s!fxermw were
t easy enough for ne
‘l]:peep them ln t on the well- tnlned
Wonderlad Grimly went on—mile after
mile—until, emering the rocky foothills of the
mountains, the gallop became a trot, the trot
often slowlng to a walk owms to the
boulder-strewn nature of the ground.
Suddenly she heard the sherw call out
something: saw him wurge his horse forward,
her uncle on his heels
“Oh, gosh, now what have they spotted?”
ynne murmured
She urged Wonderlad to a faster speed.
Then she saw, and her eyes widened as she
took in the scene.
A hundred yards ahead lay Mack Glen-
thorne. the manager, with his dluchter Irma
on one knee, beside him, thing a wound

in his . To one side their
quietly cmppia tufts of grass that
sprouted from rock.

“0OL, goodness, what's happened now?”

Wynne wondered
She saw her uncle and the sheriff dismount.
Swiftly she prshed forward. She was just
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in time to hear Irma's angry reply as the
sheriff put a question to her.

“Who did it?"” she cried. “Who do you
think did it? Brock Barton, of course. He
attackea Iy father because my father tried
to get back from him the papers he stole
from Mr. Morton here.”

THE CUNNING OF IRMA
“THAT'S a lie!” Wynne cried
ringingly.

The words were out of her
mouth almost before she was
aware that she had uttered
them. But she wasreckless now.
Passionately aroused in her
defence of the boy she trusted,
she was in no mood to think

what she said

She sensed immediately a fresh plot on the
part of Irma and her father. But her uncle
wheeled, his face like thunder.

" ';%V&:nne." he barked, “where did you spring
rom?”

“I followed yon,” she said. *“I thought "

“I know it,” her uncle said. *“You thought
that as we were on the track of Brock Barton
you might be able to help him some more,
eh? Have you no sense of loyalty or respect?
But stand aside! We’'ll have the low-down on
this! Come on, Irma! What happened?”

Irma stood upright. Mack Glenthorne,
with a sigh, fell back and closed his eyes. If
he was acting, he was acting well, Wynne
thought.

o We saw Brock—with the papers,” Irma said.
‘We saw him gallopingz away on Ranger. Well,
naturally, we gave chase—"

“Yeah, go on!” :

“Father, gallopinz ahead of me, caught him
up here,” Irma continued. “He forced him
to dismount. There was a struggle; then
father snatched the papers, and Brock—well,
Brock just caught up a stone and crashed
it over his head. As father went down Brock
snatched at the papers in his hand "

“What a fib!” Wynne quivered. “What a
trumped up story!”

~Be quiet, Wynn=2!" her uncle snapped.

‘Thea I rode up,” continued Irma, with a
furious look at Wynne, “just as father col-
lapsed. But even though he was collapsing
he still kept the other half in his possession.
And if you want proof of that ”—she thrust
her hand into her dress and brought out a
sheal of documents torn across—"“here it is.”

The sheriff stood still, his lips pressed
thinly together. Slowly John Morton took
the torn papers, face -working as he saw
the mutilated results of his labours of the
last week.

The sheriff drew a deep, grim breath.

“This settles it, I guess,” he growled. “I'd
hoped Tfor better things from Brock. 1
thought he was a decent lad—at heart. But

like father like son, they say, and I guess
that’'s right in this case. Morton, you can look
after your manager, I guess. I'm going back
to Snakeriver and put the Mounties on the
job. And when they bring Brock in——"

“Then?” John Morton asked.

“Then I guess he’ll be charged with—
banditry. From this moment Brock Barton’s
on the black list as an outlaw 5

“No!" Wynne cried.

The sheriff scowled.

“And maybe, young lady, you'd better watch
vour step, too,” he sald sourly. “It ain’t wise
to help an outlaw.”

He turned to his horse as he said that.
Wynne stared at him, shaken, feeling suddenly
hemmed in by danger. Brock was to be de-
clared an outlaw. Brock, like his father, was
to be hunted down and sent to gaol, while
she—she stood in danger of being duktbed his
accomplice.
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But that was absurd, of course. The sheriff
was saying that only to try to scare her.
Nevertheless, she saw that it gave Irma a
thought; for suddenly she caught the swift,
spiteful gleam in the other girl’s eyes, and
knew that Irma had stored that threat for
further use.

As the sheriffi rode off and Irma turned
again to her father, John Morton looked
grimly at his niece.

“Well, I guess that's that,” he said heavily.
“We know where we stand now. Brock's an
outlaw, like his father, and I can't say I'm
sorry. I reckon this is where you call time
%3 vour friendship with that young scoundrel,

ynne.”

Wynne's chin came up.

“Brock isn’t a scoundrel, and if you mean
I'm going to break with him because of this”
—she flung a scornful glance at Irma and
Mack Glenthorne—"you're wrong, uncle. I
still say Brock didn't co this. I still say
that he's honest and upright. Brock had
no. more to do with this than you did.”

Her uncle's eyes glimmerad.

“Be careful what you say, Wynne. You're
practically accusing my own manager of con-
spiracy. Are you plumb crazy?”

“No. But I should be crazy if I believed
this. I know Brock. I believe in Brock, and,
in spite of what he seems to have done, I shall
still be friends with him.”

“Against the sheriff’s orders?” '

“The sheriffi was just saying that to try
to frighten me.”

“*Was he?” Joha Morton's eyebrows came
“We'll see, But apart from the
sheriff, I'm going to have a say in this, Miss
Wynne. I'm giving an order now, and 1 ex-
pect you to obey it. Either you break with
that boy once and for all, or =

“Or?” Wynne challenged, proudly erect.

“Or,” he said, “I guess I don't llke saying
it, Wynne, but I've had enough. Or—you
leave Silvertops. You go packing back to Eng-
land. I like your horse-riding and I guess I've
%0!‘. big hoPes in you. But I won't ve you
riendly with a young outlaw, and I won't
have you putting him before me. That's all.
Now you’d better hit the trail while I help
Irma to get Glenthorne back to right.”

together.

THE BOY OUTLAW COMES BACK

Z - WYNNE slowly climbed back into
4 Wonderlad's saddle. She dared

“ not look at her uncle again,
standing there so sternly erect
with his torn papers in his
hand. But as she jogged along
the rocky trail her being was
filled with tumult,

The price of her {riendship
for Brock was her banishment back to
England !

Could she contemplate friendship on such
terms?

She looked around her, Here was the
country she had come to love, here the country
of all her dazzling hopes, and her eager
ambitions. Here, she felt, her feet were set
definitely in the stirrups of horse-riding fame,
Here was everything she had ever desired—
everything she could ever hope to attain.
And she might throw it all away by

There, fiercely, she pulled herself together.
What was she thinking?

Mentally she called herself a selfish pig.

' She had stood by Brock at the ranch. She,

and she only, knew the sterling unselfish
worth of his friendship. Was she going to
desert him now—when he was more in heed
of her friendship than ever?

“No,” Wynne said fierc:ly.

Brock needed her now. She would not rfail

(Please turn to the back page.!
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THE HAND OF DANGER

“850!" murmured the young
detective with a grim smile, as
he took the tennis ball from
his pocket, noting how his
finger-tips glowed faintly as he
touched it. "My little experi-
ment worked, after all—but
wheat's Miriam’s game?"”

_ The girl had fallen into his

trap, in her desperate anxiety to recover the

clue! But—what did it mean? Could Miriam
be the phantom-player—and, if so, what was
her purpose?

Noel frowned thoughtfully as he strolled
back along the lane towards the club. He was
in no hurry. The night was oppressively hot,
and he had no desire to return to the inn.

Besides, the strange mystery of the tennis
club had him in its grip, His own business in
Mildene could wait till the morning: at the
moment, his keen brain was grappling with
the curious Emb!em on which he had stumbled.

The possibility of a ghost he had discarded
from the first—and now he was faced with a
more human issue,

Why should any girl try to scare her fellow
club members? Jealousy — spite? Noel
banished the suggestion. There was more
behind it than that. The most curious feature
was that the “phantom” madé no attempt. to
attract attention to itself—as would have been
the case a mere practical joker was
responsible.

In fact, it was seemingly by the merest acci-
dent that its presence on the deserted court
was ever discovered. No one would have seen
it to-night, had it not been for Allison’s zeal—
and her unlucky accident,

Was the spectre responsible for the broken
bough—and young Pam'’s terrifying shock—to
rl;lay no?thjng of the startling events at the club-

ouse ?

If so, there was a desperate purpose behind
its nightiy appearance on the deserted court
—behind the ghostly game played with an
unseen partner,

Noel was determined to discover that
purpose, and to unmask the trickster before
any worse harm befell.

If Miriam Franklin was the culprit

Instinctively Noel shrank from the thought :
vet so far everyvthing pointed to the girl’s guilt.
Of the little group of club members he had met
that evening she had been the only one not
accounted for when the ghost appeared !

As Noel turned in through the gates he saw
that the club-house windows were still lit up.
No doubt Allison was making certain that the
place was securely locked and barred before she
left. * The young secretarg] was an unusually
determined girl, thought Noel, smiling faintly
as he cut across the grounds towards the deso-
late. disused court.

It looked more eerie than ever when he
reached it. This time he studied it more care-
fully—the high wall surrounding it on three
sides, the tumabledown summer-house—the
narrow path leading to the ciub
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How had the spectre contrived itg amazing
disappearance? It could hardly have dissolved
into the air, or the solid ground. And yet——

Noel drew in his breath sharply, his hands
clenching. .

Someone—or something—was moving close
to the summer-house! Though there was no
breeze, the long grass was swaying, and a
shadow crossed the pale moonlight,

Silent and stealthy as a panther, Noel maoved
across the court. Then——

“Got. you " he rapped, his hand closing
on the shoulder of someone crouching in the
shadows.

A stifled scream was followed by an anegry
gasp.

“Oh—it’s you!

7 ’ How you scared me!”

Instinctively Noel's grasp relaxed, and he
stared with mixed feelings into Allison Dare's
attractive, indignant features.

“You might have told me you were coming
back, Mr. Raymond !” she said.

1:30e1 eyed the young secretary contritely

“ Sorry, Miss Dare—I returned on the spur of
the moment,” he confessed. “I thought vou
were busy at the club-house -

“And decided to steal a march on me!" put
in Allison, with a slight toss of her head. Then
her expression softened, and her eyes twinkled
slightly. “But I'm glad you've come, You see,
I've been hunting for clues—and I was longing
to tell you that you were all wrong!”

“Wrong? What about?” demanded Noel,
staring.

“About footprints,” said Allison, taking his
arm. "You said there weren’t any—but you
looked in the wrong place! There aren't any
on the court, of course—or in the long grass—
but there's an old flower-bed over here hy the
wall, which you overlooked !"

Eagerly she led the way across to the wall,
Noel following her with a perplexed frown.

If the spectral player had gone that way he
felt certain he would have seen her, for the
moonlight had been on the wall at the time,

But Allison seemed positive that she was
right, and the young detective stepped forward
curiously as she parted the bushes, pointing to
a patch of mould.

A soft whistle escaped Noel's lips, as he
flashed his torch. Surely enough, there were
the footprints—an impression of small, rubber-
soled shoes on the mould.
. "“She must have climbed the wall about
there!” breathed Allison. *“That's how she
managed to escape. Then she could cut along
t?e road, and round to the front of the
by *

“Why?"” demanded Noel quickly.

“Why—to cause that damage at the club-
house,” said Aliison. *“She must have done it
while we were valnly searching the court, and
—look |"—she pounced on something concealed
in the shrubbery—" another clue!”

It was a girl’'s white kid glove, and Noel
examined it, his eyes suddenly stern. It bore
the initials. “M.F.”

“Miriam Franklin!” whispered Allison un-
steadily. " Then—then it was——"

“It looks like it,” admitted Noel gravely.
‘“Please, Miss Dare-—not a word about this to
anyone! We've pot to take the trickster by
surprise—and I think I know how."”

“What are you going to do?” Allison surveyesd
him anxiously as they returned to the summer-
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house. “I sup?ose you’'ll have the police keep
watch on the club——"

Noel shook his head with a grim smile.

“Not yet. I've a better plan. You see, I've
also been looking for clues—and I found this.”
He opened his hand to reveal a scrap of
reddish clay. “Enow where this comes from,
Miss Dare?” .

The girl shook her head, her grey eyes wide
with perplexity, and faint disappointment.

“Just a scrap of mud! It might have come
from anywhere—I know!"—she brightened
suddenlg. “There's réd soil in the lane outside
the club-house.” =

“I'd noticed that,” said Noel, “but it's mixed
with gravel. Do you know where the reddish
soil in the district came from, in the first

lace? From the old Mildene quarries! And
hat's where I'm going to search, Miss Dare.
Like to come with me?"

Allison shook her head with a quick laugh.

“Sorry—my ankle’s not up to it. Besides, I
think you're on the wrong track! What ever
could the quarries have to do with the
phantom player?”

“That's what I want to know,” replied the
young detective gravely. “Going back to the

club?”

Allison nodded.

“I'm going to keeP watch—In case the
phant.o‘m comes again! This time she won't
escape!”

“Splendid !" said Noel. " We’ll compare notes
when I come back. I've an idea I'm on the
right trail So-long, Miss Dare—and good
hunting !

The girl waved to him as he left the court,
and pushing his way through the shrubbery,
climbed through the gap in the wall nearest
the deserted quarry.

The Mildene quarry had not been worked
for many vears. Practically invisible from the
road, it lay in the centre of a tangled thicket—
a barren-looking chasm of rocks and weeds.

Noel discovered a flight of rough-hewn steps
leading down into the hollow. He paused for
an instant to light a cigarette—and just then
a faint sound caused him instinctively to turn.

A white hand was reaching out from the
bushes behind him !

As the young detective spun round, flinging
up a defensive arm, something leaped out at

him.

His foot slipped on the treacherous ground,
and he made a desperate grab at the bushes.
He heard a soft, mocking laugh, and then he
was plunging helplessly down the slope, till an
agonizing jolt brought momentary oblivion,

Noel opened his eyes dazedly, to find that a
stunted bush had broken his fall.

Painfully he tried to recall what had hap-
encg. In his ears still echoed a girl’'s mocking
augh.

With an effort, Noel pulled himself together,
and managed to climb down into the hollow.
His torch, luckily, was unbroken—and the
goung detective made a painstaking search

efore retracing his steps with difficulty out
of the quarry.

Pale and dishevelled, he made his way back
to the club-house, to find the door open and
a single light burning. The young secretary
had not yet locked up, though it was long past
midnight: possiblf she was still following her
clues, though Noel, smiling faintly.

He picked up the ielephone, dialing the
number of the local police station. The next
:lnotment he was speaking to the sergeant on

uty. 1

“Noel Raymond here. I just rung up to
inquire if there's been any more trouble since
I saw the inspector—— What's that?” The

young detective whistled, his eyes gleaming.

Another burglary, you say—during the last
hour! Diamond necklace belonging to the
Countess Martinau—young man and girl seen
in lane near the quarry—— All right, sergeant!
Leave this to me!"”
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He slammed down the receiver and rose to
his feet, as a startled gasp came from the door-
way.

Her face white, Allison stood staring at him
as though she had seen a ghost.

“What—what are you doing
gasped. “What's happened?™

Noel crossed over to her, taking her gently
by the arm.

“Sit down,” he sald. “You've had a shock.
Te!l me about it.”

The girl's hand was trembling as she loosened
her lignt coat. 1

“I've seen the phantom player! she
breathed. “I—I went out into the drive, and
she was standing there, by the hedge. 1 saw
her face in the moonlight—white with fury.
She escaped when I tried to grab her—but she
dropped this.”

oel whistled softly as he examined the
dainty, crested jewel-case the young secretary
took from her bag.

“Empty—of course,” he muttered. "1 might
have guessed it. But she’s been a bit too clever
this time, Miss Dare! You say you saw her
face—you recognised her?”

Allison nodded, her lips trembling.

“It was Miriam Franklin!™ she breathed.

here?” she

THE LAST GAME !

NOEL'S eyes were stern as he
reached for the telephone,
“What—what are you going
to do?” breathed Allison. :
“I'm golni to phone the police,
for a start,” said Noel, “and
have them throw a cordon round
the grounds. I'm taking no
- chances of the trickster slipping
through our fingers! Then I want you to
fetch me a list of the members on the phone—
and we'll have a private ghost-hunt!”
Allison hurried to obey. When she returned
with the list, Noel was putting down the

receiver.
Now—for Ray Norton, and

“That's settled!
a few others!”

Quickly he contacted half a dozen members,
asking them to come over to the club at once.
Most of them lived close by, and ten minutes
later they were crowding the club-room in an

.excited, questioning group

up.
“Did you do as I ask?” he inquired of Ray.
The young man nodded.

“I called at Miriam’'s cottage. The door was
locked, and there was no one in. I climbed
through a window—just to make sure.”

Noel's face turned a shade paler,

“There's no time to lose,” he snapped. “ Wait
here, all of you. while I find out if the police
have arrived. Then—we’ll act!”

The others waited in an uneasy silence,
broken by desultory conversation. as _the
minutes dragged by. A quarter of an hour
passed—twenty minutes——

glllson started to her feet with a strangled

sob.
“This is awful!” she breathed. * Something .
must have happened to him. I can’t stand
it—-
The door was thrown open with a crash.
Noel stood there, his face pale and damp with
perspiration, but a triumphant gleam in his

eyes,
“It's all right,” he panted. % Sorry to keep
you waliting, but I've been checking up on

things. There's not a chance of the trickster
escaping—police in the road, everywhere, I
?a -—EJ].uisa e, d'you feel all right? You look
alnt ! " .

#There was quick concern in his tone as he
took the girl by the arm,
“I feel a bit dizzy,” said Allilson. * If—Iif you
don’t mind. I think I'll rest in my office——"
“Good idea!" declared Noel. You've done
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more than enough, for one evening. Wish 1
could leave someone to stay w1th you, but I
need every possible searcher.”

Swiftly he gave bis instructions, dividing the
little search party.

“We'll search the club grounds first—and
leave the haunted tennis court to the last. I
doubt if she'll appear there,” he said. “ Ray—
I want you to come with me. All set?”

“Good luck !” whispered Allison, with an un-
steady smile. “I wish I could come with you.”

She waved good-bye from the doorway.

“Allison’s a real brick,” declared Ray gruffly.
“Wish there were more like her. 1 say—it was
a bit of a shock about Miriam. She always
acted suspiciously—but to think that she’s
been tricking us all this time!”

Noei eyed him strangely as they nurried
acroc;s the courts,

Has she?" he asked.

Ray stared at him, his eyes narrowed.

“Well—of course! She's the phantom
player, isn’t she? Allison said so—you prac-
tically said so yourself!”

Noel nodded with a grim smile.

*Yes,” he said, “Miriam Franklin is the
phantom ;flayerl And Allison saw through her
before I1’ d. The point is—we mustn't let her
escape!”

“But—how can she—" panted Ray. “The
police are surrounding the grounds——"

“She has ways and means,” declared Noel.
“You saw her vanieh you.rself—we all saw her.
Come on'!

“But, I say,” protested Ray, “ we're making
for the haunted court.”

“I've changed my mind,” said Noel. “I've an
idea she may try a last game ” They came in
sight of the court, and Noe f pped his com-

anion’s arm. Keep out o! sig t,” he breathed,

‘and don’'t make a sound!’

They dropped into the undergrowth and
waited. Then -- —

“Look!” he whispered,

A slender figure was gliding stealthily across
the court, white and spectral in the moonlight.
It made for the old summer-house.

Noel rose to his feet, torch in hand.

“Now !” he breathed.

They sprang across the court together,
closing in on the summer-house from either

de.
The spectral figure was gro% g In a desperate
way over the ground by the summer-house,
as though seeking frantically to find some-
thing she had lost.

“The ame’s up, Miriam  Franklin!”
exclaimed y.

In a flash the girl was on her feet, staring
at them both through the gossamer veil that
hid her face 2

Something glittered in her hand as she
shrank back.

“Keep away!” she breathed huskily. “Make
a move—either of you—and you'll pay for it
with your lives!”

Ray hesitated, but with a laugh Noel con-
tinued to walk slowly t.owards her, .

“] think not,” he said coolly. “I took the
liberty of un]oading your dangerous toy
earlier this evening! I felt certain you'd have
no scruples in using it, and you proved that by
our little encounter at the quarry. The trap-
door by which you hoped to escape, by the way,

boited. I took that precaution half an hour

With a broken, furious gasp, the slender
figure made a dive to esca but her way was
barred by two ghostly apes that stepped
silently from the shadows,

At the same instant Noel sprang forward,
twisting the weapon from the girl’s hand.

“That’s better,” he sald grimly. “I was
afraid your ﬁnger might slip accidentaib; on
the trigger.- It was only my bluff about un-
loading it. It was bluff about the police, too—
the nearest one’s a mile off—but

e certain you'd try to escape this way——"
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wanted to -

The girl gave a broken, angry socb—that
changed suddenly into a laugh as she snatched
off her veil

"Amaonl" ahouted Rag in blank amazement,

stared e young secretary’s
attmcuve. deﬂnnt fa

“You fools!” exclaimed Allison. “I tricked
you all along—and even now you haven't
caught the phantom player!”

‘No!” rejoined Noel sternly., “And I never
shall. The phantom player has caught you,
Miss Dare!”

As he spoke, one of the ghostly figures who
had barred the girl's way stepped out into the
moonlight—a pale, dark-haired girl in tennis
costume, carrying a racket that glowed with
an eerie light of its own

“Miriam Franklin—the phantom player!”
gasped Ray. “Mr. Raymond—you've made a
ghastly mistake——"

ve made no mistake,” retorted Noel
st.emly. and a pair of handcuffs =napped on
Allison’s wrists.

1 knew that Miriam was the phantom
player,” he said, “and Allison knew 't! She
knew, too that Miriam had no intention_ of
playmit ghost—that she was practizing des-
perately, at night, coached hy a partner who
dared not be seen by day er hrother Jim
Franklin—ex-chauffeur nnd one-timy nnis

Heathcote

pro.—wanted for the burglary -t
Manor!”

A tall young man, dressed completely in
black from head to foot, stepped from the
shadows.

“Jim was her invisible partner,” said Noel.
“They used luminous paint for the racket and
balls—in order to see them on dark nights. A
forgotten pa e lea frora the quarry,
where Jim was hiding, gave thein every means
of escape. It was vital for them t Miriam
should win the championship, and v!slt Heath-
cote Manor—in order to find the proof of her
brother's innocence.”
m'lli'nere came an amused, scornful laugh from

son

*“ A pretty story!” she sald. “But what about
the scares—the attack on Pam—the damage at
the club-house

“Your work, Miss Dare!” said Noel sternly.
“As was the attack on me! It suited your
purpose to foster the scares—to make use of
the ‘ phantom ' player for your own ends!"™

He picked up the bulging handbag the young
secretary had dropped, and emptied its shim-
mering contents on the court in the moonlight,

The other searchers had arrived by now, and
were standing round in a tense, amazed gr P

“The proceeds of the recent burglaries -~
went on Noei as he picked up a flashing neck-
lace and dropped it among the pile. “Miss
Dare has been using the club as her head-
quarters for months—while she and her -gang
carried out their daring robberies.

“It suited her to allow Miriam and her
brother free rein. If she got into a tight corner,
she knew that she could always expose them—

THEIR THRILLING DESERT
QUEST )
By RENEE FRAZER

This grand long complete story,
featuring the adventures of two .
irl holiday-makers in colourful
orth Africa, will appear in next
Friday’s
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foist the blame on to them. But meanwhile
the ghostly scares hel to distract at.t.ention
from ‘her own nefarious activities
“Soonar, or later she intended have
Miriam tufned otit of the club—if there was
any real danger of h
Championship and visiting the old manor.
“Luckily, the proof of Jim Franklin's inno-
cence was in a letter I found in the club-house
—a letter written by one of Allison’s con-
ederates!™
Miriam gave a little sob of relief as she
caught at her -brother’s hand.
“How- did you Suspect Allison, in the first
place?” demanded Ray, his {ace pale and
bewildered.
Noel smiled grimly
“She Jied to m= about a broken bough, mat
ad obviously fallen from a tree trunk weeks
efore | And she tried to lead me up the
garden-.with some manufactured footprints
made wima palr of old gllammls I found later
in the aummer e also stole one of

Miriam’s ves to use roof against her—
but whn overlooked. ln her haste was that
both plimsols belonged to left feet!

And he shook his head re':mcluutly at the
baflled girl crook.
THE END,

cm RIDER -OF THE ROCKIES

wafis-uctl from page 430‘}

!mn She lme
oucmv. She 'd

that Glent, o.rne was Brbck’s
did -not ‘know w he had come

the_cut on his head *“but Brock would not -

L?u 1d not—have done it<us- Irma described.
ore probably, she reflected, it had - all
arlsen out ‘of ‘anaccident which Irma -had
turned -to swift and cunning account. - Brock
Puat -haye pursue:l the manager. He must
have trled outstrip Brock, and probably
m; horse had stumbled in the process. But

rock’s concern would not have” been so
rnuch with mrn he didn’t want those papers
1nOW, anxious to get to Laughing
Falls, would i:ave shot on in pursuit of the
old Indian guide, Red Moose.

She kncw that Glenthorne had stolen those
papers. She knew that the Glenthornes were
the real villains behind the scenes, despite
what Brock believed about her uncle—would
she ever get that stubborn idea out of his
head, she wondered?

For some reason Glenthorne wanted those

papers as badly as Brock had wanted them—
and Glenthorne had stolen them. But why—
why, Wynne found herself askin Not surely
just to get Brock into further d sgrnce" And
in a flash the answer came to her, piercing
like a ray of bright hope into the glum fore-
bodings that had been possessing her.

"Supposinf." she whispered to herseli—
“supposing it was Mack Glenthorne who got
Erock's father sent to prison? Supposing it
was he who made out that it was my uncle’s
domg——such an easy job for a man in his
trusted position? Supposing that is why he
wanl.ed mow papers—because he thought
they " prove Vic Barton's innocence?”
The tgought. thrilled her. If it could be
proved! If only she could prove it! If only
she.could clear Brock's father, and, in clear-
ing him, also clear Brock’s mind of all the
bitter suspicions he cherished against her
uncle, John Morton !

‘You Wynne, must do for Brock what
Brock is tryving to do for his father,” she told
herself. “You must help him to clear his
name and brmg the real villain to book at
the same time."”

It was au inspiring thought. It was a

golden 1 which she set herself on that
lonely ride back to Silvertops. And when she
arrived there came more news. It was given

‘her by Ted Hyams, th2 old foreman, returned
fmm the Stagshorn

Racecourse a good two

urs ago.
“Well. I guess you were in too almighty &
urry to hang around the raeeeoum and wait
for your prize and the ts,” he
said. “The prkze you'll ﬂﬁd 1n your uncle’s
room, but the announcement is this. m
Wynne. ess there's goi.ng w
Wunna!ong compeut.lon same as
for the next quamnng round. ot’ t.he beg
Mowitains Trophy. - I “guess - that's -
scratched because tb.ey c:mt get the course
ready in time.” ‘
Wynne staréd at him. * 4w
“Then you mean_ that the nczt race will
bhe the *last one befqre the .big steeplechase
ggi e&he Rocky Mount-alns Gold Cup?" she

& “Yep. Reckon ;:‘hatataboutt thet aizel of lelh..
ore time for train

bﬁgs Wynne. And the néxt race.” nn?dded.
“is next Monday—at Scarpley Pmes."

Wynne laughed. She was utterly d Rted
with the news. But the mention of tra
brought her up rt. Oh, how
train now. with Brock q.n outlaw, w -
deriad remorved of

start she lmi

Could she, with the
made, Wonder ad on her owu ficcount?
“I must—I must " she told herself. “But—

oh, if only this awful wretched business had

never happened! Only Brock can get thé
best out of Wonderlas Only Brock could
train him as he ough to be tralned.”

e drifted into the ranch-house Pre-
sently she heard that her uncle had ret.umed 3
and Mack Glenthorne had been put to bed.
Then she heard other news—news tnat
sickened her inwardly.

Brock Barton was publicly declared an out-

law!{ There was & reward for his capture;
-from now until he was arrested every man's
was agalnst him!

t night when she went to bed she was
dreadiully worried. Dreadfully unhappy.
Did Brock know t.ru:." Did he know he was
outLuv.‘ed Might Brock at any moment

e riding into the ranpch unaware of the
dresd[ul fate which hung over his head?
Where was Brock? What was he doing?

She tossed restlessly as she tried to sleep.
In the distant hills she c¢ould hear the
coyotes howling, the night birds calling, and
down in the corrals was the shuffie of horses.

Out there, amid the vast rocky silence, was
Brock—Brock, whom ‘she longed to see, to
talk to, to warn. -

What was that?

In a moment Wynne had jerked upright,
an electrified thrill running through her. She
listened intently. And then unmistakably
the sound came once more—a rattle of gravel
stones and sand against her window, tinkling
in the silence like a Alurry of winter hail on

a tin roof. And as its echo died into the
silence there came a whisper.

“Wynne

‘;Br?ckl she gasped, and like a flash was
out o i

Noiselessly she opened the window, step-

ping out on to the small veranda.

She looked down, and then her heart gave a
leap as she saw him standing there, half in
and hali out ol the shadows, but with the
moonlight beating ftupon his upturned face
He looked wildly excited, and urgently waved
his hand. She heard his whispered words.

i e, come quickly! I must see youl
I must speak to you—now!™

Brock comes with exciting news! Read all
about it in next Friday’s grand instalment.
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