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JO'S CONFESSION

HOUGH the rest of the riding
team at Mallington Co-Ed Col-
lege believed Vincent Conrad

to be an Outsider, Paddy Dare, their
captain, trusted him. She was cer-
tain that Vincent had an unknown
enemy in the school working against
him, and declared that if Vincent
did snything to prove she was wrong
to trust him she would resign her
captaincy.

When it appeared that Vincent had
peen to a local bookmaker, Paddy
chs.nen%ed him. He arranged to meet
her in Balton Woods, which were out
of bounds, and explain.

Vincent was caught out of bounds,
and believed that Paddy had sneaked
on him, Paddy was convinced that
her chum, Jo Winter, could help her
identify Vincent's unknown enemy,
for she had been told that Jo had
been to the letter-rack when Paddy
had been expecting a note from
Vincent. But to Paddy’s horror, when
she questioned her chum, Jo ad-
mitted that it was she who had taken
the note,

. - . .

JO you don‘t mean it—you can't!”
breathed Paddy, aghast. *You
couldn't have taken that note Vincent
left for me!” .
But Jo. rather pale_just nodded.
“I'm sorry, Paddy, but—I did
take it!”
“Jo!" Paddy felt a sick dismay.
“Then—then you are 5
She faltered and stopped. She just
could not go on. She could not think

¢t her dear, sweet-natured friend
as Vineent's secret enemy — the
\Vhie rer !

' Oh, Jo.” she groaned, *how could
you!”

A fiush crept into Jo's cheeks: but
her chin was up, brown eves steady,
and she showed no trace of shame.

“I was afraid you'd be upset.” she
said. * but, please--you must believe
1 did it for your sake!"” 0

“For my sake?” repeated Paddy in-
credulously. ‘“*How can yotl say
that?" ’

“I can and do. Paddy!” Jo nodded
firmly. *“If you had received that
note and met Vincent as he wanted
you'd have been caught out of
hounds, too!”

“1 wouldn't!”

“paddy. you knaw you would!"” satd
Jo guickly. " Why, that's proved by
the fact that Vincent was caught.
The headmistress warned you of
serious punishment if you were in-
volved in any further trouble concern-
ing him. And, please, dear’ she
added appealingly, “I did tell vou
that I'd do anything to prevent you
hitting that trouble, didn’t I?”

“go—so that's why you took the
note?”

“Yes, Paddy. You told me he was
sending 1t, so to save you I geot it
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Jo stopped. She looked so upset,
so appesaling, that Paddy felt out of
her depth. Again she found it im-
possible to think of her chum as the
cunning Whisperer, and yet——

“But. Jo, Vincent wouldn't have
been caught: there wouldn't have
becn any danger of my heing caught
if you hadn't "—she gulped. but had
to go on—"1i you hadn't given him
away to Mr. Voster!”

Jo started. A look of horror flashed
across her face, : -

“paddy. you don't think that I
Oh, no!" she cried. “Why, 1 thought
he was caught out of bounds
accldentally. Oh, Paddy, please—this
is awful " :

Impulsively she caught Paddy's
hands. Paddy was startled herself by
the utter dismay on her chum’s
features. It sent a ray of deep hope
shooting through her.

“But, Jo,” she breathed, " you took
the note! What else was I to think?
No one else knew anvthing about it!”

Jo was very white and agitated.

“Oh, my goodness!” she muttered.
T didn't realise! Paddy dear, on my
honour 1 only took the note to stop
you meeting Vincent. I don't like
l‘%? but I wouldn't sneak on him!

v %

She paused and fumbled In her
riding jacket pocket.

“Why, .I didn't even open the
note!" she rushed on. *I just slipped
it into my pocketl”

Paddy watched her chum searching
almost feverishly. and a great load
came offt her heart. Jo had not
sneaked! And the awful dread that
Jo might possibly be the Whisperer
was banished for ever!

A shaky smile came to her lins.

“Jo!” she muttered. “Oh, Jo, I'm
so glad—so jolly, jolly glad!”

But Jo, still searching, did not
respond. Quite white. she removed
her hands from het pockets.

“It isn't there!” she exclaimed,
stricken. * Paddy. but it was there—
honestly! I can't understand how it's
vanished "

“Y] do!” That came from Paddyv
like a flash. *It's clear enough.” she
said. “ And thank goodness it is!
Jo. Vincent's secret enemy took that
note from your pocket. read it—and
sneaked to Mr. Voster!”

*“What! S-secret enemy!”

By DOROTHY PAGE

Jo gaped, out of her depth. Not so
Padd,

Y.

“Yes! Secret enemy!” she flashed.
« Jo. sit down! You're going to listen
to me! I need vour help!”

With sudden enthusiasm and
energy she grabbed Jo and gently
pushed her back into the armchair.
Jo sank back, staring bewilderedly.

Concisely Paddy told her about the
mysterious Whisperer; how she had
proof that it was a member of the
riding team: how she had had sus-
picions of different peoplé.

She told how she had been locked
up that afternoon, and of the page of
the letter she had found, proving to

her that the Whisperer, for some
reason, Was alming at Vincent's
expulsion.

She passed the page for Jo to read,
Jo took it and stared at it like a girl
in a trance.

“ You see how vital it is to bowl out
this awful Whisperer, Jo?” Paddy
ended fiercely. * With Vincent in his
present mood, thinking I sneaked on
him. thinking evervone's against him,
barred from riding again this term—
his horse to be sent away soon—why,
he'll—he'll do something crazy and
reckless and get expelled. Which is
gust what this awful, unknown person
s after!”

Jo stared up at her, her sweet face

a study. -

. Paddy,” she gasped, “its In-
credible! Are you sure you're not
making a terrific mistake? 1 mean.
this page isn't real proof. No names
are mentioned. and this — this
whispering person might just be play-
ing a rather spiteful jape.”

Paddy shook her head instantly.

“No!” she cried. "I know it sounds
wild, but it's a fact! Dash it, Jo,
vou're ' not suggesting that Vincent
stole his own note back from you and
sent the information In it to Mr.
Vost:;er to get himeself trapped, are
you?”

Jo ran a hand over her bhrow.

“That does seem absurd,” she mur-
mured. ‘ And set, Vincent's such a
strange boy. You never know why he
does things. You must ac¢mit, Paddy,
that most of the things you think
+his Whisperer has done could have
been done by Vincent himself!”

“Could—but weren't!” Paddy said

Only By Unmasking The

Mysterious Whisperer

Could Paddy Defeat The

Plot To Get Vincent
Expelled

decidedly. “I know Vineent—I be-
lieve in him.” She paused in front of
Jo. looking down at her steadily.
2 X, Jo. I can't make vou like
vincent. but if T bowl out this Whis-
perer, you and everyone else must see
he's had a pretty raw deal here at
Mallington.”

Jo slowly niodded.
b‘;Yes. Paddy, that's true encugh,

P St

*No ' buts,' Jo!
you can help me.”

Now, this is where
Paddy began to
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pace the study, frowning deeply.
“ Because there wasn't much time in
which to act, it's pretty obvious that
that note was bagged from your
pocket before you left for Mallington
Park this afternoon.”

ell, yes—— .

“ And as the Whisperer is one of the
riding team,” continued Paddy, "it
was almost certainly bagged when you
were in the stables. Right? Now, Jo,
when were you last certain of having
the note in your pocket? And who
gas v?vltn you in the stables after that

mes"

Jo bit her lip rather unhappily.

“paddy, I hate to think that any of
the team- ”

“1 know! I felt that, too! But this
is serious—for Vincent. Please trust
my theory for a while, Jo.”

“wWell,” said Jo, “all the gang had
1»ft the stables except Jimmy, Max,
Dot, Ron, and Bette. Isabella had
gone. She must hayve released you
from the pavilion on her way out.”

Paddy nodded, feeling mounting
excitement. She was on the trail!

“So that clears. Isabella com-
pletely,” she muttered. “I know it
can't be Ron or Bette because they
had alibis for each other over that
It can't be Max,

riding-crop affalr.
‘cos he's no rider, and we know the
Whisperer stole his camera to get that
shap of Vincent.”

She stopped.
met Jo's.

They were
startling thought.

Her eyes, widening,

thinking the same
The only two

names left were Dot Nelson's and
Jimmy Court's.

“No!” cried Jo. * Impaossible,
Paddy! Not Jimmy, of all people!

Why, he's one of your best friends!
He's awfully fond of you. It couldn't
be Jimmy. Oh, dy, vou must be
wrong about all this Whisperer
business, hecause——"

“Unless,” sald Paddy slowly, shaken
by the alternative offered, **it's—it's
old Dot!"

" I” repeated Jo. Her
showed incredility. .

“Dot.” said Paddy again. * Gosh, it
seems fantastlc t
The study door opened suddenly.

“And who,” demanded an excited
voice, “ taketh my name in vain, mes
enfants? And why?”

The chums’ heads turned swiftly,
almost guiltily,

Dot Nelson herself stood in the
doorway.

A MEETING IN THE WOOD

OT NELSON had obviously been
running. She was breathing
hard, and her plump, cheerful

face was flushed.

Her appearance, after the recent
discusslon, not unnaturally rather
startled hoth Paddy and Jo. They
stared at her, silent.

Dot stared hack with interest.

“"No charge for looking," she said,
with a grin. “My beauty is there for
all to behold! But what's doing,
pets? Have I a smui on nose?”

Paddy hastily collected herself.

“We—we were just talking about
members of the riding team, Dot.” she
sald quickly. “You rather startled
us. barging in like that!” X

“As if T don't always barge in!" Dot
chuckled. *“But this time there is a
biggish reason—and how! Things are
going to hum, kids—betchal”

She plomped herself on the edge of
the table, showing every evidence of
excitement. Paddy stared at her. She
felt then—as probably Jo did—how
fantastic it was to think of this
bright, cheery girl as a treacherous
schemer, a deadly enemy.

“What's going to hum, Dot?" asked

Jo.

“Trouble!” Dot nodded. *Trouble
for the Qutsider. He's gone the whole
hog! It'll be expulsion for him now!"

Paddy caught her breath.

“Dot, tell me!” The words jerked
out: momentarily she forgot her
vague suspicions of Dot. * What's
happened? Quick!”

The plump-faced girl raised her
evebrows.

“YWhoa. glve a_lass a chance,” she
remonstrated, “ But it's big-all right,
Listen! We'd all left the stables and

voice
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had gone up to change when I found-
T'd dropped one of my new riding
gloves. 1 went back to the-stables to
for it, and spotted that Whitey's
stall was em&)ty i

8 Ogl” Paddy gasped. ‘' Dot, you're

&

“ Absolutely! More than _that,
Paddy, when I left the stables I hap-
pened’ to glance across towards the
playing fields, and 1 caught a glimpse
of Conrad leading Whitey towards
that gap in the hedge!”

“My goodness!” muttered Jo.  “He
—he must be crazy!” i

For a moment Paddy did not
speak; she felt too usterly dismayed.
The thing she had feared had hap-
pened. Vincent had deliberately
flouted the strict order given to him
not an hour ago. If the fact came out
that he had disobeyed Mr. Voster it
would certainly be the end for
Vincent at Mallington! s

“How long age was this?” Paddy
flashed.

- *Why, about ten minutes >

Paddy jumped to the. door. There
for a second she paused. ,

“Not & word of this to anyone else!™
she eried. * I'm going after him! I've
got to get him backl”

: - e e il
“ Jimmy, what’s happened ?

called a general assembly of the whole school,”

» asked Paddy. Jimmy grimaced.

far side of the lane she saw traces of
hoofs again.

“He rode up through the woods!
He wouldn't go fast amongst the
trees. I might catch him!”

Paddy crossed the lane, still run-
ning, and cut up through the trees.
It was hard going up the slope. She
paused for a breather and heard the
muffled roll of distant hoofs.

She exclaimed in relief and hope.

“Oh whizzo! Not far away!”

And Paddy forced herself on again,

The hoofbeats grew nearer, slowed.
stopped. Staring ahead, Paddy caught
a glimpse of a horse through the
trees. - The sheen of & dark, satiny
coat showed it to be Whitey, Vincent's

-black vanished into & small clearing.

Paddy was triumphant. She dodged

through the bushes; ducked under a

low bough.

“vin "o )

The name died on her 1315. She
stopped dead, staring amazedly round
a big bush.

Before her was the clearing,

shadowy under the thick leaves. )
On the far side stood Whitey., His

rider had dismounted and now &tood

by the horse's head,
But that rider,

.‘" \_\
ENAN

back to Paddy.
in grey flannels,

3

A

“The Head’s

he replied. ** Something awlul’s

happened—at Mallington Park !’

“ Wh-a-at!” Dot stuttered. * Paddy,

yOou ass 7
“Jo, you understand!” cut in
Paddy. -She shot an intent stare at

Dot Nelson, who gaped back. ‘Dat,”
sh;a sgtd. “you've got to promise, 100
—jus

Jo, Dot
promise! .

With that she was gone, banging
the door behind her.

It was a forlorn, desperate hope
that sent Paddy hwrying down
through Girls' Side, fair hair flying:
the hope that she might be able to
trace Vincent, stop him, bring him
back—before the blow could fall.

She shot into the quadrangle. It
was deserted. Practically the whole
school was at tea. She sprinted
towards the plaving fields.

Passing Boys’ Side, a junior on_the
steps called to her. It was Max
Milden, Jimmy Court's quiet chum.

“Hey, Paddy, Just a sec!” he
shouted, and waved aloft a long card-

in make

(0

case.

poard roll. *I've got some enlarge-
ments of the riding snaps. They're
tops! You must see—"

“Sorry, can't stop, Max! Later!™

Paddy gasped, back. and sprinted on.
~ She crossed the fringe of the play-
ing fields, dodging through the trees
and bushés there, and came to & side
entrance to the school groumds. A
rapid glance at the - turf near by
showed clearly the imprints of a
horse's hoofs—Whitey's, she guessed.
She ran into the lane, looking right
and left. It was deserted. Bus in the
soft turf of the wooded slopg on the

sports jacket, and check cap, shortes
even than Paddy
That rider was not Vincent Conrad!
The shock to Paddy was tre-
mendous. .
She stared intently, straining her

eyes.

Dot Nelson had said that Vincent
had taken Whitey from the college.
And yet here, riding Whitey, was—
who?

“My gosh!" breathed Paddy. “ Oh,
my gosh! Who is it? Is it *

That name—the Whisperer—leapt
to her mind. Yet how could it be?
This boy by his very size was not «
member of the teanm! He was not
even dressed in school clothes.

_The boy by Whitey's head moved 4
little. Paddy caught a glimpse of his
face—and found she was staring at a
complete stranger!

It was sfock upon shock,

But as the unknown youth caught
Whitey's reins and made as if o
mount again Paddy leapt into action.
Whoever the boy might be, he had nu
right with Vincent's beloved black!

She rushed forward, soundless on
the soft turf.

“Stop!” she panted. "I want a
word with you!"

The youth whirled tike a flash.
Wide, startied eyes above a snub nose
stared at Paddy. He looked petrified
for a second; . then stepped back
defensively, licking his lips.

“Well?" he muttered.

Paddy confronted him, very angry
indeed, despite her bewilderment.

8




The boy was about her own age, buc
shorter. His freckled face was notun-
pleasant, tut ha was obviously ill-at-
ease.

“What are gou doing with that
horse?" Paddy flashed.

“T've @ right to him!' he said
defiantly, after a pause.

~ Paddy's lips ga.rted in amazement.

“A right!” she repeated. *“Of all
the nerve! Look here” she added

1mty, *it's no good trying to tell me

bs, because I know that horse.. I'm
Paddy Dare from the college and I
know tts owner. You'd better tell me
the truth, whoever you are!”

A curlous change came over the
youth's face.

“gg you're Miss Dare, are you!”

“Yes, I am! And I'm a friend of
Vincent Conrad, the owner of——"

“Paddy stopped. Into the other's
face had come a look of unspeakable
scorn and contempt.

“You!” he blurted, “ You—Master
vincent’'s friend! Youre mnot his
iriend! You're the one_what let him
down this afternoon! You're as bad
as r.lhe rest of them at the college, you
are!”

His volce rose angrily.

“None of you're fit to black his
boots! He's the best feller ever was!
Friend! Why—why "—ho choked &
little with real feeling—" I reckon I'm
the only friend Master Vincent's got!”

JIMMY’S DISMAYING NEWS

ADDY could hardly believe her
ears. Yet the boy meant 1t,
. deeply and sincerely—that was
obvious, -
. * Look here, who ont earth are you?”
she gasped.

Wariness replaced the boy's anger.

“That don’'t matter,” he muttered.

But Paady suddenly guessed! It
came to her in a flash,

“You say-I let Vincent down this
afternoon,” she said swiftly. “In that
case 1 think I know who you are!
You're the friend Vincent wanted me
{0 meet to explain this hookmaker

business!”
. He looked away, jerking at the peak
of his cap.
“Well, spose I am!” he said.
*“What-of it?"

Paddy was conscicus of growing
excitement,
_ *Look here,” she said, “1 dida't let
Vincent down! I really am his friend
—on my honour. I've becn trying to
tf:lncl him to tell him—and warn nim,
00."”

The youth eyed her doubtfully, vet
anxiously.

“Warn him?" he repeated. “ What

afraid = Vincent was out

do you mean?”
"I was
riding Whitey himself,” said Paddy.

“And after his punishment that
would mean expulsion,”

* Expulsion!” The boy's jaw
dropped. ‘ You mean he'd be kicked
out? Sacked from the college? He
Fevaix; told me. Here, is this on the
evel?"

_The real worry on his freckled face
touched Paddy.

“Honestly,” she said quietly.
“Look, do explain. what you're doing
with Whitey n.nr{ so on, and then Il
explain how tricky things are for
Vingent.”

He stared at her intenily, shrewdly.
He seemed to be satisfied, for, after a
slight hesitation, he said:

*My name's Dinny Preston, miss.
My uncle is—is the local hookmaker.
Maybe you've heard of him.”

Paddy started. Considering the
bookmaker's unsavoury reputation,
considering that Vincent was sus-
pected of betting with him, she cer-
tainly had! She nodded, waltinF.

“Well, miss,” said Dinny, kicking at
the ground with his boot, “ my uncie
looks after me, and he don't like me
much, Perhaps you might say he—he
ain’t a very nice sort of uncle.”

“I think I understand, Dinny.”
said Paddy quietly. *“Go on, though.
Where does Vincent come into this?”

The lad’s face brightened.

“I first met him when he was
riding Whitey here at the start of
your term,” he seid. "I sort of
admired Whitey, and we got talking.
You see miss,” he went on with deep
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- there's a lot I see now!”

enthusiasm, " my big ambition is to
pe & steeplechase jockey. But my
uncle won't hear of it—not him!
Says I'm only fit to be an errand-boy,”
he added bitterly. " Well, Master
Vincent reckoned I ought to have a
chance, and he made me an offer.”

He told of that offer.

Vincent had promised to let the
village lad ride Whitey and practice
with him whenever it could be
arranged.

“Of course, if uncle knew "—Dinny
shivered—" he'd've belted ihe hide off
me. So Master Vincent promised to
keep it a secret. Sometimes he'd
visit me when uncle was out.”

“I see,” Paddy breathed.

This explained so much. This ex-
plained those supposedly “shady "
visits of Vincent’s to the bookmaker's
house in Lane,

Vincent had been glvi% up his
time, lending his beloved Whitey, to
help an tli-treated, thwarted boy.

“Dinny, I'm jolly gladl" she ex-
claimed. *It's whizzo! It's fine!”

But there was anxiety in the hoy's

eyes,
“You said he was in trouble

miss,"
he said. “ Expulstol qar
Paddy

n, you said!
hesitated. She could not tell
Dinny evex‘%thing.

“It's pretty bad, Dinny. He's been
forbidden to ride. He's jolly bhitter,
and I'm scared he’ll do something
really reckless and get expelled.” Her
thoughts switched suddenly. " But
tell me, now did you get Whitey this
cvening?™

“Why, miss, Master Vincent
promised me earlier that I could have
a practice, and he brought Whitey to
the school wall and I took over.”

Paddy knew relief. Then Vincent
had not deliberately flouted Mr.
Ypster's grim order! Even at the
height of his angry mood he had un-
selfishly thought of his promise to
Dinny.

“Where Is he now?”’ she asked
quickly. “Do you know?”

“He went of for a walk—towards
Mallington Park,” said Dinny. “He
arranged to pick up Whitey at the
school in about an hour.” .

Paddy nodded, thinking fast.

“0K., Dinnyl Now, look! You may
see him before I do,” she sald, * Teil
him, won't you, that I didn’t sneak on
hini—that { can explain when I see
nim. Tell him to go carefully, for
goodness’ sake, Tell him there's a
really vital reason why he mustn't hit
further trouble!”

Dinny, frowning, nodded seriously.

“It's vital,” insisted Paddy. “Tell
him tg think of the blow to his
parents—anything, so long as he goes

carefully.”

Dinn looked at her rather
strangely.

“He hasn't got any parents, miss—
only a guardian,” he said. “He told
me" once. They got killed in the

London blitz.”

“On!* Paddy felt shocked. She
gulped. Poor Vincent, How lonely he
must be—doubly so in this school
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* Gosh,

“1—1 didn't
said.

that did not want him.
know that, Dinny, He never
How awful for him.” §

*It's tough all right, miss,"”

“Dinny," sald Paddy suddenly, “do
your very best when you meet him.
T’ll see him soon, too. He mustn't hit
any mare trouble—just mustn'y!”

“yYou bet mnot,” sald. the lad
earnestly. “Trust me. And I'll tell
him all you sald.” " ,

“Thanks, Dinny!" Paddy smiled,
and turned away. :

She heard the roll of hoofs as the
1ad rode Whitey off again. She wanted
to think. She sat under a huge oak
and her thoughts were a mixture of
happiness and_colcern. .

“Good old Vincent!” she muttered.
“Oh gosh, I'm glad that bookie gfiair
has been cleared up!. How whizzg of
him to help Dinny like that!”

Her warm heart went qut to
Vincent Conrad. How terrible to bave
lost, his parents! A boy sufiéring
under that blow .wanted friends atl
school, good friends. Instead, he was
an outcast, with the threat of ex-
pulsion looming close above him. -

And who was mainly to blame for
all this?

“The Whisperer!” Paddy gritted.
“The Whisperer wants him _expelled!
Why? That's a mystery, But some-

- how T'll find out—and unmask the

Whisperer, ‘too! Vincent’s not going
to be expelled! After I've spoken to
him he’ll' know what he's up against.
He'll go steady. He'll help me 10 un-
mask the Whisperer—and what a dif-
ference that’ll make!”

Her lifting hopes were checked by
the baffling question: Who was the
Whisperer? She had narrowed down
the search leaving only two.

* Dot—or Jimmy ?”

Paddy winced from the thought of
either, and yet—who else? -

That puzzle was still in her mind
when, some time later, she wandered
down the wooded slopes to the lane
by the college, meaning. to wait there
until Vincent showed up.

“And the first person she saw was
Jimmy Court. The falr-haired Fourth
Former came hurrying along the lane,
czlling eagerly as he saw her. - :

“Paddy! Gee—been looking for vou
everywhere! We've had most of the
riding team out searching for you!”
he panted “We wanted to hold a
meeting about the team captaincy.
Jo forgot to tell you."”

The ca?tmncyl It had slipped
Paddy’s mind.
*“Oh, Jimmy! I'm sorry. 1 didn't

know: g

“We can't hold it now, anyway,”
cut in Jimmy rather grimly. *' Paddy.
the Head himself has called a general
assembly of the whole college in
Central Hall. Something’s awful hap-
pened—at Mallington Park!”

Paddy started. Mallington Park!
That was where, according to Dinny
Preston, Vincent had been walking,

*“Head's assembly—gosh!” she ex-
claimed. “Jimmy, what's happened?”

Jimmy grimaced.

“It's bad—really bad! A Mitle
while ago Mr. Brown, Mr. Miroy's
agent, arrived to see the Head. Paddy,
someone has deliberately smashed up
the practice jumps Mr. Milroy gave us
permission to use! Deliberately
smashed!”

" Jimmy " Paddy said, aghast, " Oh,

ol !

“'Praid it's a fact! And—it seems
that Mr. Brown actually saw the
person at a distance in the act!™::

Paddy chilled. This meant -eX-
pulsion for—soMmeone, .

“Who—who was it, Jimmy?”

“We don't really know—yet. But
there's going to be a general assembly
in Central Hall, and_ Mr. Brown
is sure, apparently, that he can pick
out the guilty person.” ;

He paused, watching Paddy rather
doubtiully.

“T don't want to sound meain,
Paddy, but—well, Vincent Conrad's
been reported out, and the rumour
is flying round that it was Vincent
that Mr. Brown saw smashing up the
jumps!”

Further enthralling chapters of this
grand serial will be found in next Friday's
QIRLS’' CRYSTAL.
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MERLE'S AUDACIOUS ROLE

= ARK! He's—he's coming this
way! The Ghost Rider!"
The little group of boys and

girls standing round the glowing bon-
fire exchanged glances in which
excitement and apprehension werc
mingled. Through the mist that
hung like a shroud beyond the circle
of firelight came the muffled sound
of hoofs.

«He's coming from_ the west—and
heading for the marsh!” A tall boy
with reddish hair and dare-devil, blue
eyes snatched up & lantern. *That's
the way he always rides. With any
luck we may be able to catch @&
glimpse of him. Who's game for try-
ing to head him off?”

" ¥ou can't—you can't stop a ghost.
Rodney!” exclaimed Gwen cursis,
with _a shiver.

“you can try!" cut in her brother
Frank. thrusting out his chin. “I'm
with vou, Rod, old man!”

Rodney Forbes grinned; then his
expression became serious.

“¥ou girls had better stay round
the fire. The Bleakmoor ghost always
avolds the light—so Merle sald. e
don't want anyone straying 8across
the horseman’s path, and being
found hours later in a dead faint—
like that servant from the Manor——""

““Merle hasn't come back yet!” in-
terjected Diane Laytom, her voice
rather high-pitched. “She went to
fetch coffee for us, though Gwen and
I tried to persuade her not to go.”

Rodney whistled anxiously, staring
into the fog. "

“Merle isn't afraid of anythingi”
Gwen declared, her own voice a little
unsteady. ' She's Hved in the district
all her life—and she swears that the
ghostly rider never harmed anyone.
It's her belief that the servant at the
Manor was scared by a burglar who
broke into the house that night—and
she imagined that she'd been
attacked by the Ghost Rider——"

Gwen's volce tratled away, for the
sound of muffled hoofs was approach-
ing unpleasantly close.

“Ccome _on, Frank!”
Rodney. * Bring your torch, and

There came a gudden, piercing
scream f{rom Diane. s

“Lo0ok! Look! There it oes!”

“Where?”' gasped Gwen, pa ing.

« Gosh—1 see it!" Frank shoutel.
“Look, Rod—over there—by the
withered oak!"

A gasp went up, for they could all
see the spectral rider now. A silm,
almost boyish flgure muffled In &
swirling cloak, with a plumed hat,

exclaimed
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and mounted on a great black horse

that galloped wildly through the mist

towards a clump of low-lying bushes

and stunted trees.

“ Stay here, you
L)

giris,” jerked Rod-
ney. Come on Frank—we'll head
him off, if we look sharp, and see
whether he's solid or just oul fancy!”

He sprinted out into the fog, with
Frank at his heels, while the two
girls ventured outside the firelight
circle, watching with straining eyes,
their breath bated.

Rodney, the first to reach the with-
ered oak, saw the phantom horsematn
draw rein at the sight of the glowing
fire and the swinging lanterns. It
raised its arm in a gesture of minglea
defiance and stern warning—a ges-
ture that plainly ordered the boys to
go back,

Then, swerving its horse suddenty,
it galloped away into the mist.

«After it, Frank!” bellowed Rodney,
disregarding all caution in his excite-
ment.

“Rod—look out!” came Frank’s
anxious vyell, *The guagmire! It's
just ahead of you 5

Rodney halfed suddenly, with a
sharp intake of breath, as he felt the
ground sguelching under his feet
He held up his lantern, and the next
moment Frank had joined him with

the torch.

Together they stared at the
treacherous green grass, with mud
and water lying in glistening pools—
and at the hoof-prints of a horse that
ended abruptly only a few paces away,
lea‘,ylng no trace beyond.

Phew!” Rodney mopped his fore-
head, his boyish face rather bale as
he looked at his friend. “Frank, old
chap.” he said huskily, “either we're
both crazy, or there's more in this
ghost rider legend than we supposed!
I could have sworn that the rider was
human and the horse was real—yet
no live horseman could have crossed
that marsh 2
~ *And he tried to warn us!” inter-
jected Frank, his voice unsteady.

The other boy nodded, biting Lis

lips.
%1t was a near thing, Frank! I
laughed at Merle when she first told
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the legend, but I'm dashed if I
There was

rider’'s figure
Hallot"”

us
feel like laughing now.
something about the

that made me think '

He broke off with an excited ejacu-
lation, as he bent to snatch up some-
thing that lay among the coarse
grass. :

“What is it. Rod?”

Frank curiously.

«A clue—or I'm 8 Dutchman!” de-
clared Rodney, flourishing a_ scrab ol
paper. ‘It looks like a rough sketch-
map, and—egolly!” He snifted. " The
pa’per's got a—a kind of scent about

« come off it, Rod! Who ever. heard
of a ghostly horseman CATTYINE
scent?” K

“That,” satd Rodney,
frown in his blue eyes,
the more interesting. I say, we'd
better hurry back to the girls, ov
they'll be getting the wind up.” .

The two  girls were waiting
anxiously in the glow of the firelight
The mist had prevented their seeing
exactly what had happened, and they
plied the boys with anxious questions.

Gwen shivered as Frank describerd
their narrow escape—and the dis-
appearance of the spectral horsemarn.

“Ig—it’s uncanny!" she whispered.
«Oh, I do wish Merle would come.
I'm afraid something may have hap-
pened to her——'"

““ghe ought to have been back nﬁeq
ago,” put in Diane sharply. ' Her
cottage i1s only half a mile from here.
and a?pe knows every inch of the

demanded

a thoughtful
*makes it all

moat.
“What about givini

her a call?”
suggested Rodney. “ A 1 together!”
Their youthful voices rang out

through the encircling mist. .

Gwen and Frank were staying with
their guardian at the Moorland Guest
House near by. Rodney, Frank's
chum, had joined them for the holi-
days; and with Diane Layton, whose
father was manager of the guesl
house. they had formed a little party
to "lay " the Bleakmoor Ghost, as it
was called—the spectral rider who,
from time to time, was seen galloping
across the barren plain after dark

Rodney prided himself on being a
bit of a sleuth; but it was Gwen who
had first discovered the details of the
old legend—Irom attractive Merle
Evesham, the girl who called daily at .
the guest house with flowers and
vegetables from her smallholding.

“Merle! Coo-ee! Merle!”

The voices rang out through the
mist, as the chums groped theit way
in search of their new friend. Nearly
an hour ago they had encountered
Merle in her pony-trap on her wav
from market; and. learming of their
daring project, she had offered to
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fetch some cofiee and sandwiches to
warm them during their vigil.

But she had not returned, and
(wen . was heginning to feel really
snxious, when they heard the clatter
of hoofs on the moorland road and
the familiar rattle of the wheels of a
Lrap. . i

Next moment the trap loomed in
sight, drawn by a sturdy moorlaind
pony. A slim, dark-haired girl sprang
irom the driving-seat. From the trap
she took a flask and a parcel of sand-
wiches. -

“I'm sorry I'm so late,” she apolo-
zised breathlessly. *“ When I got back
| found a message waiting for me,
;u;;i 1 had to tske out an urgent
order——"
~ “That's all right, Merle!” Gwen cutb
in., smiling. * It was jolly nice of you
L0 g0 to all this trouble for us-—and,
thank goodness, you're safe!”

* Hear, hear!" added Frank.

The gir! looked guickly from one to
the other.

" wWhy?" she asked, and her glance
met Rodney's, ' Has anything hap-
pened?”

Rodney ‘nodded, tersely describing
their baffling experience.

Merle busied herself in pouwring out
the steaming coffee into the plastic
cups she had bought for the chums.

“ always vanishes near there,”
<he explained softly at length.
“That's where Claude Martel, the
highwayman, disappeared two hun-
ared years ago—after risking his
safety to warn the driver of the mail-
coach about the flooded roads.”

“"Not a bad chap, eh?” murmured
Rodney thoughtfully. 1 sugsmse——”
He broke. off with a-shrug, his serious
evxpression giving 'place to a grin.
“‘T'hat.reminds me! I've got a ctue
nhere. I'd like to know what you
think of it!”

in the glow of the bonfire, while
the chums sipped their coffee, Rodney
handed round the crumpled sketch-
nap.

"It doesn't look very old,” said
Gwen. *It's more like a tracing.”

She handed the sketch to Merle,
and that girl bent over the fire in
order to examine it. .

“Let me see!” Diane cried, and
stepped eagerly forward, stretching

out her hand.
“Merle, her back turned, straight-
ened up, then seemed to slip. Next

moment a chorus of dismayed eries
rang out as the lntrtﬁjm% scrap of
paper futtered from her hands into
the Aames, to be instantly consumed.

“¥You clumsy thing!” cried Diane
angrily.

“I_I'm sorry,” Merle said, her dark
eves remorseful. “1 didn’t mean——"
T Never mind!” laughed Rodney.
“It probably wasn't of any value,
anyway. Now that I've actually seen
{he ghost, I mean to have a shot at
grabbing it—clue or no clue!”

Merle bent to poke at the fire.

“Father's offering a reward for its
capture,”” Diane declared importantly.
“He believes the so-called Ghost
Rider is probably a clever trickster
who's mixed up in the recent
purglaries In the district—and he's
afraid the scoundrel may try to break
into the guest-house.”

Gwen clutched nervously at her

Lrother's arm.

“If he doesn’'t,” chuckled Rodney,
“T'm gol have a go for that
reward. ell, I suppose we ought to

be getting back, or they'll be sending
a search party out for us!™

Gwen turned anxiously to Merle.

“Shall we ree you back to your
cottage first?" she asked.

“Please don't worry!” Merle
pressed the other's hand gratefully.
“I've lived to long on Bleakmoor, and
I know all its legends. Good-night,
and please don't take any risks!”

Her expression became suddenly
serious a8 her glance met Rodney's.
“The boy's blue eyes held a laughing
challenge,

111 tell you what, Merle,” he said.
“ Before the week's out I'll make you
a present. ‘The plume from the
pheantom  highwayman's  hat — in
return for a flower for my bdbutton-
hole! Te it a bargain?”

Merle shook har head as
rlimbed into her trap.

she

“I1'11 give you the flower, anyway,
Rodney—but” Fd forget about .the
plume, if I were you!” "

She waved her hand to the chums,
and the pony and irap clattered away
into the mist.

Scon the friendly glow of the fire
and the winking lanterns became
mere specks—to vanish completely.
Merle drove on past her cottage, turn-
ing the trap into a small, dark copsc,
Draw‘ln‘sl rein, she sprang out and
:}oproa ed’ an old stone stable,

most hidden by the trees. There
she tethered the ny-trap, and un-
Jocked the door, lighting the lantern
that hung just inside.

A whinney of pleasure greeted her,
and the great black horse in the stall
reached out its sillg-msmed head,
stamping its hoofs at were still
caked with wet mud. .

“I've not had time to groom you
vet, Beautyl” Merle breathed. “And
we'll have to walt now—for there’s
another errand for us to-night!”

As she spoke she took down from a
peg o flowing cloak and a black,
plumed hat! Swiftly she donned
them cver her riding-kit, the broad
brim of the hat shadowing her pale,
tense face.

The black horse whinnied with
excitement as she led it out of the
stable and mounted swilfly. A
moment later horse and rider were
cantering  through the fog—heading
towards the lonely marsh. ;

The sound of a car approaching
cautiously along the mooriand road
caused Merle’'s heart to quicken
anxiously. Her fingers loosened on
the rein as she urged her horse to a
sudden gallop.

The car pulled up at a bend in the
road, and the driver—a burly, thick-
set man—sprang out, drawing a
pistol from his coat pocket. The glare
of the headlights picked out. the gal-
loping figure a second hefore it was
swallowed in the fog.

A baffied ejaculaticn escaped the
man's lips as he lowered the pistol
that he had aimed at the horse.

““Fhat's twiee you've escaped me!”
he muttered. " But next time—whn-
ever o' whatever you are—I'll put a
stop to your meddling game!”

RODNEY TAKES A CHANCE

- ASTER, Beauty—faster!”
Her cloak billowing shoulder-
high, the plume of her hat
tossed above her wayward curls, Merle
Eversham—the Ghost Rider of the
mogr—urged her horse on its reckless

1lop. . . :

She did not guess how near peril
had been at that moment, though
she knew she had ruthless enemies
who would stop at nothing to learn
her identity.

The legend of the ghostly highway-
man, dormant for nearly a century,
had been revived by Merle for a des-
perate purnose of her own.

She had ridden the moors from
childhood; her father had owned a

prosperous hacking-stable before the .

crash came that ruined him. It was
after his death that Merle and her
brother, Ken, had moved to this part
of Bleakmoor, and bought a small-
holding in an attempt to make a
living

And now Ken, injured by a recent
accident, had been forced to leave
home. Certain malicious rumours,
coupling his name with the recent
outbreak of burglaries, had made his
absence essential.

Merle had told everyone that he
had gone abroad: but that was an
innocent deception. Ken was here—
concealed on the moor—though no
one but herself could ever find his
hiding-place

Merle rode on through the dark-
ness. the sound of the horse's hoofs
muffled by the blanket of fog. Only
the fact that she knew every yard of
the desolate moor prevented her from

_being lost completely,

And now the firm thud of hoofs
gave place to an ominous sauelching.
Merle tensed her fingers tightening
on the reins as she bent forward—her
eyes straining in search of a familiar
landmark.

A fitful gleam of moonlight, pene-

trating the mist, revealed the with-
ered oak tree to her right. Merle
pulled the reins in the nick of time.

Tor a heart-palpitating moment
Beauty floundered in the treacherous
re—and then once more his

hoofs struck firm ground—the onhe

narrow track of rock amid an ocean

of mud.

Merle had - discovered the- trall
weeks ago. It led straight across the
marsh—with one dangerous gap that
had to be jumped!

Béauty was ready for that daring
leap, and as Merle’s hand came down
on his flank, the gallant animal rose.
hoofs failing—to land among the
tangled bushes and trees on a natural
island in the centre of the guagmire.

A little lump of relief in her throat
Merle slid from the saddle, Sie
knew only too well the risk she was
running each time she made the leap
—the consequences of a momentary
error of judgment, a single false step
on Beauty's part.

But it was imperative that she
should come here—and always aftcr

dark. -

Tethering Beauty to a stunted tree,
Merle parted the bushes, to reveal a
tumbled mound of rocks—and an
opening from which came the dimn
glow of a concealed lantern.

“Who's that?" came a startled,
husky voice. -

“All right, Ken—it's only me!”

“ Merle! Why have you come
back?”

The haggard young man, lying on a
bed of straw in the dimly-lit cave,
raised himself on his elbow, staring
at Merle i mingled relief and bewil-
derment. = d

Beside him lay the provisions that
Merle had brought earlier that even-
ing, on her unfailing nightly visit.

Merle smiled excitedly as she threw
off her plumed hat, and dropped o
her knees beside him..

*1 had to come back, Ken.
good news!"”

“News?" echoed her brother, as he
struggled up. a gleam of hope in Lis
eyes. ' You mean——" .

Merle nodded, fumbling in ber
pocket :

“The map!” she said breathless!y.
«1 found it, Ken—at least—it was
picked up by one of the boys from
the guest-house, but I got it back by
a trick.” ' .

From her pocket she bulled the
crumpled sheet of Sa,per which the
chums supposed had been consumed
by the flames.

Unsteadily she explained how when
her back was turned she had
pocketed it, contriving to drop-an old
envelope into the fire in its stead.

“Ciood for you, Merie!” said Ken,
with an sdmiring glance at his daring
young sister. “It was a blow your
fosing it in the marsh, after the
trouble you'd taken to trace it. You
say you found the original in the
Moorsdale Public Library?”

Merle nodded eagerlg.

wYes—it's 'a very old and rare map
of the district, showing the moor and
the few lhouses that were built
around here two hundred years ago.
And someone else had been tracing it,
Ken—1 found the marks of the
pencil!™ .

Her brother’'s hand shook as ne
examined the neat tracing.

“Merle, you've discovered more
than you imagine! These o0ld houses
vou've marked—they were there in
Claude Martel's days, and a few of
them a-e still standing. The Manor

I've gat

is one, and Moorland Lodge is
another.”
“Ken! Those are the houses thut

have been burgled recently! What
does it mean?”

They stared at each other in the
dim lantern-light. !

“I don't know,” said Ken slowly,
“put whoever is breaking into thes?
houses is nho ordinary burglar., He's
working on a system—something he's
discovered =about the Highwayman
legend.”

“But who—who could it be?" asked
Merle. “And why is he spreading
those rumours about you?”

Ken frowned.

“Dad once had a collection  u.
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ciaude Martel relics—including Lis
old diary. It was missing when our
home was sold up, and we could never
discover who got hold of it. It's my
belief that it came into the hands of
some scoundrel who's making use of

“«1 remember the diary!” Merle de-
clared, “I've still got a torn page
from it among my things, covered 1n
guaint old writing. Do you supposé
it could have been hidden in a drawer
of daddy’s bureau and have been sold
at the auction?”

+1 say!" Ken cried.
something there, Merle! That would
explain a lot. If only we could dis-
cover where that bureau went—tne
auctioneers might be able to help, if
it's still in their books.”

Merie started to her feet, her eyes

shining.
“111 find out, Ken!” she promised.
«] feel that we're on the. track at last
_“that this dreadful mystery will soon
be cleared up for good!”

“If it is, 1t'1l be thanks to you, sis,”
rejoined Ken gruffiy. ' You've been a
Httle brick! But I can't let you go on
taking all these risks. My ankle’s
?rac,ticnuy better, and it's my job
5 W

Merle caught at his arm as he made

to stand up.

“¥en. dear, don't you dare!” Her
voice shook slightly, and her eyes
were tender. ‘' You're not properly fit
yet—and the police are still on the
fook-out for you. I'm not sure if they
believe my story that you've gone
abroad—and I'm not taking any
chances. It won't be for long, now!
If 1 can get that proof the Ghost
Rider may not need to ride again
after to-night! And now I must go,
in case anyone calls at the cottage.
Look after yourself, Ken, To-morrow
I may bring the best news of all!”

With a light-hearted kiss, Merle
parted from her brother. and hurried
back to the walting horse. Once
more they took that daring gallo
across the marsh, made that blood-

Then firm ground was
Beauty strained at the
to reach the

“You've got

chilling leap!
reached, and
rein in his eagerness

e,
* Halt!"”

A challenging voice rang suddenly
through the mist, startling Merle out
of Lier thoughts. A mounted figure
appeared from the shadow of a clump
of trees, heading across the moorland
path with the obvious intention of
barring her way.

“Halt, my fine highwayman—spook
—whatever you are! his time
you're not getting away so easily1”

That boyish voice with a bhint of
laughter behind its challenge : that
upright figure mounted on a grey
hack from the local stables—there
could be no mistaking it!”

“Rodney!" Merle whispered, a catch
in her voice, as she drew rein sud-
denly, swerving from the path.

“ Scared—eh?” Rodney exclaimed.
“afraid to meet a human face o
face? All right, my elusive spectre, if
vou insist on a chase, then I'm your
man!"”

Merle, her heart pounding now,
urged her mount to a gallop. She
had no fear that Rodney could over-
take her—for she was by far the more
skilful rider, and mounted on a hotrse
that had no rival on the moors.

Desperately she strode on, Rodney
pursuing with a gay Tally ho!”

On they galloped, Metle gradually
increasing the distance between them.
The path grew steeper as they left the
marsh far behind, Here the fog was
less thick, and, glancing quickly over
nher shoulder, Merle could see the boy
riding doggedly in pursuit, some
.hundred yards away. .

Determined to outwit him, Merle
dArew rein..bringing her horse round
into the shadow of an overhanging
rock. She would let the boy gallop
past, and then double on her owl
tracks.

Motionless as a statue, Merle sat
there—horse and rider seeming pari
of ihe rock itself.

The clatter of hoofs came nearey,
and she heard Rodney's breathless
voice addressing his mount:

“Get a move on, old boy! We can’'t
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let that phantom get the laugh of us
this time! Gee-hup! We were tlose
on its heels just now: s

Merle stiffened as she heard a dis-
tant, muffled report—the whine of a
pbullet as it cut through the fog.
Rodney's startled shout reachied her
ears as his horse reared suddenly, 1ts
hoofs flailing the air.

The next moment the boy was flung
from the saddle, his head striking the
stones. With a little groan he lay
motionless beside the plunging horse.

THE VITAL CLUE

NLY for a second Merle sat as
though frozen in the saddle;
then, with a broken cry, she slid

to the ground and ran across to the
fallen boy. For the moment. all
thought of her own safety was
panished. The dastardly shot that
had brought about his accident had
peen intended for her own mount.
put Merle, as yet, only dimly sus-
pected foul play.

Pulling him away from his fright-
ened horse, she dropped to her knees
beside him., to give a gulp of reliefl as
she realised that he was merely
stunned.

by /r. /l

Hurriedly Merle seree A
highwayman,” cams Rodney's voice.

Darting to the side of the ‘track,

ned her face as she found her way barred.

“Stop, you scoundrel! You can’t
escape—"'

Merle vaulted into the saddle and
vode out aecross the misty path.

A man’'s burly figure sprang towards
her, but Merle’s whip cracked snake-
like through the air, causing nim to
draw back,

The whip brushed lightly againsd
Beauty’'s flank, and the great horse
sprang forward, plunging into the en
veloping fog.

The shouts grew more distant as
Morle rode cn, her heart pounding,
the blood throbbing wildly in her
temples. ’

She knew that the “ghost™ hunt
would be intensified after this: but
what had happened made it more
vital than ever that she should press
on with her daring task.

But what about Rodney? How
much did he suspect? Had her dis=
guise been sufficient to decelve him?

The nagging doubt kept Merle
awake that night, turning restlessiy
in her bed in the lonely cottage oh
the moor. But the morning sunlight.
dispelling the mist, heiped to banish
her fears.

She was up early as usual, gather-

ing fresh vegetables and flowers for

“ Halt, my fine
“ This time you're not geiting away so

easily.”
her daily round of the neighbouring
houses.  But first she drove into the

where a spring welled from under tl
rock, she dipped her handkerchief
into the icy water and bathed the
ugly graze on the boy's head.
Hodney groaned, alf-opening his

eyes.

“7 say." he whispered dazedly, "am
I—am I dreaming?’ '

Merle remained silent. And at that
moment there came a sound of dis-
tant shouts and running footsteps.

“They came this way!” It was
Frank's breathless voice. Rodney
was chasing the highwayman—I fol-
lowed on foot. I thought I heard a

shot——

“Pather and I heard it, too!” came
Diane's high-pitched tones. “We
were driving back to the guest-house,
aiter I'd met him at the station. On
—look!” Her voice rose shrilly.
«rThere's a horse over there, and
someone lying in the road.”

“Rodney!" shouted Frank. a break
in his voice. *Rodney, are you atl
right?”

Merle's heart turned cold as she
started to her feet. Rodney struggled
up. catching her by the hand—but
she wrenched herself away, leaving
her wet. crumpled handkerchief in
his grasp.

She mustn't be found here!

Frantically she made a dive for hevr
horse, as there came another shout—
in a man’s harsl: voice.

the

town to pay a visit to the auctioneers
who had handled her father's estate.

To her bitter disap%omt.ment. they
could not help her er father’s old
mahogany bureau’ had been sold to a
London agent, acting for an unknown
client. It might be anywhere in
England now—or even abroad.

Shaking off her despondency, Merle
set out in her trag for the Moorland
Guest House. She was anxious to
hear news of Rodney—and to find out
what they were saying about the
Ghost Rider.

Merle realised the necessity for
caution, for she was not supposed to
l&nc-?r anything about the boy's acci-

ent.

As she drove her trap down to the
drive to the house, she heard running
footsteps. The next moment Gwen
-burst into view, accompanied by
Frank, while Diane Layton followed
more leisurely.

From three breathless, disjointed
stories Merle heard the news she ex-
pected—the news of Rodney’s acci-
dent. Her anxious expression was
;’mt assumed as she climbed from the

rap.

“Ts—is Rodney badly injured?” slie
managed to gulp.

“ No—thank goodness,” Frank re-
torted. “Just brulsed and o bit
ghaken, but it might have been
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serious.  Just let me getr at the so-
called 'Ghost Rider, that's alll” be
added. bunching his fists.

*“By the way, Merle,”
curiously, **were you out last night?
There wWas no light in your cottage
when father and I drove past from
the statlon.” .

“I must have been grooming the
pony,” Merle said, with a steady
rglance.

She was saved from further ques-
tions by a cheery hail.

“Why—if it's not the young lady
with my buttonhole!” called Rodney,
as he appeared just then at the con-
servatory door,

‘The boy's head was bandaged, but
his eves held a roguish gleam.

“But you've not kept your part of
ithe bargain yet!' Merle challenged,
handing him a sprig of Ireshiy-
gathered violets. R

“You mean — the phantoms
plume?” asked Rodney. "1 1
Merle—never you fear! ~We held a
little council of war here this morn-
ing, and the phantom’s goin’ to get
a hot receptton if it shows up again.
‘Nuff said! By the way "--his grave
expression gave place to.a guizzical
smile—"1 haven't thanked you for
the flowers. Just in time for the
party Diane's giving us this evening.
Are you coming?”
“J—1 haven't been invited: "
Merle smiled, and gust thien her
attention was diverted by an opening

door.

Mr. Layton, Diane's father, had
come out of his study adjoining the
conservatory. He barely glanced at
Merle, as he stepped on to the drive
to speak to his daughter.

“Too bad!” Rodney declared. "T'll
have a word with Diane——"
- “'No, Rodney—please!” Merle’s heart
was pounding, and her dark eyes held
a4 gleam of almost ineredulous
excitement. “]—1I'd rather Yyou

dn’t. I shall be much too busy to
come, anyway.”

Rodney eyed her curlously, but at
that moment they were joined by
Frank snd Gwen, and the conversa-

towards the inner door—to the coin-
fortably-furnished study, and tha
carved oak bureau in the corner. -

Unless her eéyes were playing tricks
—unless two Dieces of old furniture
could bear an almost unbelievable re-
semblance—that had been  her
father's bureau.

Just then Mr, Layton hurried back
into his study, ciosing the door, and
‘Merle made an effort to join in her
companions’ lively conversation,
“But her eves and her thoughts were
equally busy, and a few minutes
later, when she Jeft the chums to take
her basket of garden produce round
to the kitchen, there wes somethin::
lying hidden at the bottom of tihe
basket.

And the spare key of the conserva-’

tory. usually kept on a nail behind
the door, was not there now!

. . + . .

]'OWERING banks of cloud hid the
147 face of the moan thet night, and
the darkness was accentuated by the
fog that crept up from the marsh.

The slender, cloaked figure leading
her horse among the scattered bushes
was alert for the slightest sound or
movement.

If her suspicions were correct—if
this last, daring project succeeded—
Merle would be able to fling aside the
cloak and plumed hat that had
served her reckless purpose.

But to-night she must take a final
chance. It was the only way she
could confirm her belief. She dared
not openly challenge the respected
manager of the guest-house, for she
might be wrong. The oak bureau
might be a replica of her father’s.
And even if it were the identical
bureau it might never bave contained
the old diary. £
'She was risking everything on one
slendér hope. There had been a secret
‘drawer In her father's bureau in
which he had kept the highwayman
yelics, including the diary. | it had
peen discovered its presert Owner

put in Diane van

would probably continue to make usc

of the hidden compartment—to keep late

his secret from possible prying ser-
ts—or the policel

Merle's pulses quickened at the
. as she tethered her horse
the bushes and made her way
on foot towards the house. The iront
of the house was lit up, for the party
was in progress; but the windows at
the back—including those of - Mr.
Layton’s study—were in darkness.

Swiftiy Merie approached the house
by way of the shrubbery. Fumbling
under her cloak, she took out
of the conservatory, turning it
in the lock. :

The door creaked open, and Merle
stepped into the darkened room.
From under her cloak she took a
small torch, allowing a tiny beam ¢f
light to fiicker round the room, till
finally it rested on the carved Gak
bureau.

Her footsteps noiseless on the thick
carpet, Merle crossed to the burcau
and examined it eagerly. It was her
father's bureau—she Knew it by a
chip in the corner, and an ink-stain
that had never been removed.

The bureau was locked, but Merle
had no intention of trying to open it.
What she had come to find would not
be kept in an obvious place. Instead,
she Eknelt down, running her fingers
along the beading at the side. To her
delight, there was & click and the
hidden door shot out—disclesing a
tattered book volume bound in
vellum.

Claude Martel's diary!

Next moment the precious book was
clutched in Merle's hand, but at thac
moment a cur screening the win-
dow alcove parted softly, and a hand
closed like a vice on her wrist. ;

“So, my fair Ghost Rider,” re-
marked a cool voice—8 voice with a
hint of banter behind its sternness—
“I've caught you at last! And, as
you're a girl, I strongly advise you
not to seream, or you might startle
the household!"

MERLE RIDES INTO A TRAP,

gently

\'Vm to the lips, Merle stared
into Rodney's mocking, blue T

eyes.

«y'know,” said the boy, “I had my
suspicions from the first that you
weren't a reckless he-man—any moile
then you were a spook] And when I
found that dainty hanky of yours, it
clinched matters. Nice of you to take
the trouble to bathe my head, after
shooting my horse——"" )
‘gshoot!” = Merle
£a8] ngly. “I—" She
checked herself hastily, struggling to
free herself from the boy’s grasp.

“An!” said Rodney. *“Glad to hear
that, It rather confirms my own
belief. But, to make certain, I'd like
a glimpse of your face. You owe that
to me for not raising the alarm. Come
—hand me that torch, and remove
your charming hat!. Or shall I
remeve it for you?” -

Merle shrank back, her lheart
pounding. Despite the boy's banter-
ing tone, his manner was grimly de-
termined. For some reason he had
expected her vislt—possibly he had
noticed the absence of the conserva-
tory key. And he had caught her red-
handed, apparently in the act of
robbery!

As Merle struggled to get free there
came & sound of loud voices and
hurrying footsteps in the passage.

I saw a light flashing through 2
window at the back of the house, sir!

I thought I'd better warn you—as sh

there's been another daring burglary
to-night. Some valuable jeweller
was stolen from the Grange——"

“Great Scott. constable!” exclaimed
Mr. Layton's agitated tones. None
of us are safe from that cloaked
scoundrel! T've only Jjust arrived
back from town. Luckily, I've nothing
of aiy value in the house, but we'd
better make a search.”

“you're for it now, my daring
phantom!” Rodney muitered. "A
pity, because I admire your pluck—
and somehow I can't believe you're
sueh a desperate character! FPerhaps
171 take a chance and set you
Yes! Get behind that curtain—

aquickly! I'll have a word with you
r.

Merle felt the boy's grip relax on
her arm. Next moment she Wwos
thrust into the curtained alcove.

She heard the door burst open, and
saw the lights blaze up beyond the
curtain,

“Rodney!” excialmed My. Layton
Kx m;la.zement. “What are you doing
ere?’”

“Thought I heard a noise, sir,” ex-
Rlaine;l Roduey coolly, *but it must

ave come from the basement, Could
anyone have broken in?”

“We'll soon find ~out!” rapped
Mr. Laxton. *“This way, constable !

The tootsteps pounded from the
room; but Merle did not wait. The
precicus diary was in her grasp, an<
she dared not face questioning by
Rodney, grateful though she was to
the boy.

Swiftly she unlatched a window at
the back of the deep alcove. Climb-
ing over the sill, she dropped down
into the shrubbery.

““Hil” came Rodney's terse, urgent
call from behind ber.” " Stop! There's
danger ?

But Merle, unheeding, sped_desper-
ately across the grounds. Close ae
hand she heard Beauty's welcoming
neigh. Next moment she was in the
saddle, and riding out from amobg
the trees. She gained the open moor,
then her heart gave a jump. Beauty
had stumbled over a concealed wire,
There was a twanging sound-——and a
sudden brilliant glare cut through
the fog, as a whole battery of power-
ful searchiights lit up the mool,
turning night into day!

Wildly Merle stared round her as
there came a sound of shouting and
running footsteps.

“There he goes!” )

“«Close in—don’t let him escape!”

The blood drained from Merle's face
as she realised that she had run into
a trap—the danger against which
Rodney had tried to warn her!

She urged Beauty inte a Irantic
gallop, but more lights showed ahead,
and she could, hear the siren of an
approaching car on the moorlaid

oad, ;

With a choking sob, she reined in
her horse. To attempt to break
through that determined
would be hopeless. she were
caught in the highwayman's attire it
would mean certain arrest and ques-
tloning. Worse still, the vital diary
would be confiscated—handed back to
its supposed owner.

Despairingly, Merle slid from the
saddle. Though for a moment she
was hidden by the fog, the lights
were coming nearer—footsteps were
pounding among the bushes. Only
one frail chance remained!

A riderless horse might be allowed
to escape in the general hue-and-cry
__if the searchers were concentrating
on finding its owner! .

And Beauty was well able to find his
own way across the moor.

Her hands shaking, Merle dragged
off her disguise, strapping 1o
Beauty's saddle. The precious diary
she thrust into the saddle-bag. Then,
securing the reins, she Eatted _the
horse’s glossy neck and w ispered 1
his ear, giving the rein a gentle tug.

The intelligent animal understood
her whispered command. With an
excited nelgh. it broke into a trot—a
trot that changed to a gallop as the
sounds of the pursuit came closer,

Merle waited, her heart pounding.
She heard a sudden, triumphaus

out.
“There he goes again—after him!"”
“No—wait! That's only the horse!
'tI‘l_lek ‘scoundre!'s dismounted—it's a
rick 1"

White-faced and desperate, Merle
groped her way through the tog.

A

CAR drew up on the moorland

road. its glaring ‘headlighis
piercing the mist.
“The fellow was riding this way.

sir!” declared a gruff voice. “He was
dazzled by our lights, but he dis-
mounted and gave us the slip.”

(Plcase turn {o ihe back page.)
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FOILING THE BANDIT

ESLEY BRAILSFORD arrived in
Mexico to stay with her father's
old friend, Don Ramon, She

intended to organise a dancing school
for the Mexicans.

She expected to meet her brother,
Jim, who was ranch foreman for Don
Ramon, but, to her horror, learnt
from Kirk Denby, Don Ramon's
nephew, that Jim was now an outlaw

——g@ rustler!
Lesley, however, did not helieve
this, and suspected that Kirk was

against her brother.

Don Ramon gave Lesley a valuable
tiara to wear during a dance. Half
way through the evening a masked
figure entered the hall and held the
dancers up with his guns. And the
intruder's’ appearance Was that of
Lesley’s brother!

. . - . .

" IT can't be Jim. It can't bel!”
Lesley stared at the grim
figure in the doorway, her eyes
wide with horror. He looked, spoke
so like her brother, but she was sure
Z_convinced—it was not Jim.
Already, at the outlaw’'s commani,
the startled dancers had lifted their
hands. Only Lesley herself, very pale
and with gaze never leaving the oul-
law. remained with her arms to her

too, Lesley—get them up!
It's not wise to overstrailn my
brotherly affection.”

The quiet, bitter voice held more
menace than the harshest of orders,
and the masked fgure - slowly
advanced. '

Lesley commenced to obey then
halted suddenly. Her eyes flashed.

All at once she had realised his in-
tention. knew the one reason behind
the planned hold-up. It was the tlara
—the jewelled comb—the outlaw was
after. She recalled Kirk's mocking
warning about it. .

“The tiara!” he had said. “It
means everything in the world to

n Ramon—it's a memory.”

esley’'s determination, her courage,
conguered any fear she might have
had. She knew the tiara was held
dear by the kindly Don Ramon; there

“ias no time to consider anything
else.
As she checked her movement

there were sharp intakes of breath
from those near her. The masked
figure tensed. .

“Lesley, don't be foolish!”
Ramon burst out.

The unexpected moment of drama
spurred others to think of resistance.
and the hand of a rider slid to the
gun at his hip. The outlaw whirled
tigerishly. his own six-guns making
an arc.

Don
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No words were spoKen, but the man
who had made the move froze where
he was. His face went white under
its tan.

“You were nearly unlucky,” the
outlaw sald mirthlessly, and turned
towards Lesley again.

“Don't worry, I've raised my
hands,” Lesley smiled, “I've taken it
fgr g{anted you'd be brave enough lo
shoot.”

Her smile, a remarkably steady one,
showed a deeper contempt than the
words. But none of this caused the
outlaw's exclamation.

wI——" He broke off and stared
disbelievingly.

Lesley, both her hands raised, stood
with the lights shining down on her
and tinting her halr—hair that was
no longer crowned by any glittering
comb, The ilara had venished com-
pletely!

** Sapristi!™
astonishment.

Lesley’s hands were empty, yet In
that split second the tiara appeared
to have been spirited away. She had
neither dropped it nor hidden it in
her dress—and to have passed it to
someone was out of the guestion.
But the tiara had gone!

Lesley could almost picture what
the masked figure was thinking: his
shocked bewilderment and then in-

someone gasped in

decision. Even his icy nerve had been -

shaken.

Checking in his walk towards her,
the outlaw  stopped abruptly and
began backing away. He feared a
trap: taut nerves were on edge. Again
the doors were immediately hind
him and he was out into the darkness
in a flagh,

The doors slammed. Another gust
of air swayed the suspended baskets
of flowers from the ceiling. Grim-
faced riders whirled into action, -

“After him—don't let him escape!”

From outside came a wild clatter of
hooves, the sound of a shot. Kirk
Denby's volce rang from the darkness.

‘;This way—after me!” Kirk called

out. .
Lesley was suddenly aware of Don
Ramon's arm round her shoulders, of
other riders sprinting for the doors.
Horses whinnied as men sprang in the
saddle—the chase was on.

The Dancers Thought It
Woas Jim Brailsford Who
Staged The Hold-up In The
Ballroom. Only Lesley
Knew The Amazing Truth

By DENISE COWAN

“ My dear, you were wonderful,” the
rancher was saying. * Lesley, I can’c
tell you how sorry I am about this
To have to know your own brother
would: 1

He shrugged sadly. The colour
came back to Lesley's cheeks, for a
feeling of triumph made her want to
cry out for joy. Of course, it was not
her brother—but it was no use telling
Don Ramon that.

She had saved the tiara. She had
beaten the outlaw—whoever he was!

“ Please don't worry, Senor Ramon,"”
Lesley said. “I—I'm gll right. On,
and t. ere’s something I'd like to show

.

Her voice faltered as her affection
went out to him. How she longed fov
the power to convince Don Ramon
of the truth! Eyes sparkling, Lesley
reached up for one of the suspended
baskets of flowers.

“The tiara, Senor Ramon,” she
smiled,
From amidst the gay, ecolourful

plooms she withdrew something and
held it out. Again the precious,
gemmed comb blazed like living fire
in the lamplight.

“S0 eet was there you hide eet

Lesley!” an admiring senorita ex-
clalmed. *“I had thought eet wus
magic.”

a
Excited girls crowded round Lesley,
evervone laughing and talking at
once; the earlier tension had snapped.
“When I put up my hands I lifted
the tiara with them,” Lesley ex-
plained. * Golly, but it was lucky I
didn't fumble,” she added. ‘“The
basket was right overhead, and I was
just able to tip the tiara inside.”
“Thank you, my dear,” Don Ramon
said rather huskily. “I can't tell yru
how proud of you I feel. I once told
you that——"
He paused and then drew himseif

up.

“ Porgive me, this won't do at all.”
he laughed; * but we Mexicans are an
emotional people. This is more 2
time for celebration than sentiment.
A pity the dancing must wait until
the other riders return.”

Lesley nodded, her excited thoughts
already elsawhere Who was the out-
law? she wondered. Who was playing
the part of her brother?

“Kirk was outside,” she murmured.
“He wasn't in the hall when the
bandit arrived. We only heard him
shout afterwards.”

Lesley caught her breath. She re-
called the green bandana—the mask
__she had found at Bare Pine. It had
fitted Kirk; he had given himself
away over that And the bandana
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was Identical with that worn by her
brother.

What else had been concealed at
Bare Pine? What were the other
ihings Kirk had removed from
there? A

And then her eyes widened,

" Clothes!” she murmured. * Clothes
like Jim'st” She paused, and now her
heart was pounding fast. * It's Kirk
Kk who _impersonated my
prother,” she told herself. " He's heen
jmpersonating Jim _all . He
could easily have slipped -from the
dance and changed into the outlaw
dress. That stray lock of-blonde hair
would be easy enough to obtain. The
cotour of his eyes would be conceated
hy the shadow of the stetson.”

Tne cunning, the treachery of the
scheme made Lesley's hands clench at
her sides. But was she right—or had
she jfumped to conclusions? Bhe dare
not make any mistake.

*1 shall know by the way Kirk acts
when he returns. He may fool the
others, but not me.”

Lesley’s anger cooled to_g& remorse-
less sense of purpose. In spite of
Kirk she would do her utmost to
prove Jim's_innocence.

It seemed an age till the dusty,
rather dispirited riders trooped bac
in the hall, Kirk Denby bringing up
the rear. They shook their heads
ruefully in response to the questions
that besieged them. i

Kirk, his embroldered bolero jackuet
dishevelled, boyishly tossed his som-
prero on to a chair. His tousled,
brown curls were streaked with per-
spiration and dust

«The posse returns, uncle,” he
grinned. - " We've been outmancuvred,
outmatched, and outridden. I give
Brailsfl——"  He st,o?ped meaningly
and corrected himself. "I _give that
liombre full marks for horseman-

ship.

“porget it, Kirk; I know you must
have done wonders,” Don Ramon
answered. “Thanks to Lesley, we
have something to celebrate. Amigos,
let us dance!” he announced with a
gay laugh.

Kirk was still smiling when he
turned to meet Lesley’s gaze. They
regarded each other, and the smile
died from his lips.

“Hes furious with me—furious
over losing the tiara,” Lesley decided,
and her heart missed a beat

Kirk, aren't you going to ask me
to dance with you?” she asked
lightly.

The young rider stiffened, though
he smiled gallantly.

“'Charmed, senorita,” he bowed.

The returned band struck up with
a tango, and this time it was Lesley
who learned. Kirk, his muscles taut
under the silk shirt and bolero, led
her faultlessly, for the dance was in
Mexican style.

“You must feel verg proud you
tricked your brother?” he whispered.
gis glance flickered to the glittering

ara.

“The outlaw, you mean?”’ she
corrected. " Oh, am, Kirk—you
don't know how glad.”

Even Lesley chilled when she saw
the ruthless tightening of his lips.
For a split second Kirk's eyves seemed
to blaze.

she had had her answer—the out-
law was Kirk! But there was some:
thing else, too. His silk shirt and
bolero jacket were wet; not the stickv
dampness of perspiration, but waier

Lesley glanced down to hide hei
sudden excitement.

1f Kirk had played the role of her
prother he would have had to change
pack to his ordinary clothes. And
somewhere—somehow—nhe had eluded
his pursuers to do it. Then where
had Kirk cha.uged? And why were
his clothes so damp now?

By a supreme effort Lesley stopped
herself trembling. For the first time
she saw the possibility, no matter
now slight, of clearing her brother
and proving Kirk's ireachery to Don
Ramon.

Supposing she could find that
hiding - place where Kirk had
changed? There was the chance his
“ooutlzw ' clothes would still be there,
perhaps other evidence, too!

90

A SURPRISE UNDER THE FALLS

s H. Rosa, what a beautiful morn-
ing. DPon't I wish I could go
for a swim!”

It was the following day, and warm
sunlight streamed across
house and bulldings.
ing into _the Kitchen,
motheriy Rosa washing-up breakfast
things.

“lesleey, mia!” the old lady ex-
claimed.

She turned lsughingly to find
Lestey more practically wiping up tor

her.

“Don't argue—we'll share,” Lesley
sparkled. "I'm _an expert when it
comes to & tea-cloth.”

She loved helping Rosa, but ont this
occasion she had a dual purpose; the
affair at the dance was still fresh in
her mind. Her smile faded when she
thought of her brother.

“That water on Kirk's clothes,”
Lesley pondered; "1t was almost as if
he'd been sprayed, Yes, I think I can
help Jim at last.”

She finished off the last of the
breakfast-things, sighed, and pushed
the window wide-open.

“ Mmmm, what wouldn't I do
swim!" she repeated. *Rosa, I sup-
pose there isn’t a river or something
near by?”

“wgj, the Rio Senos—but perhaps

for a

Senor Ramon not like you to go there
alone, There ees a falls, too,” Rosa
said doubtfully.

“A falls?”

Lesley tried to conceal her excite-
yent. The rising spray from

tumbling ~waters was exactly what
she had in her mind; Kirk must have
ridden near & s

" , Rosa, I must go for a swim,”
she said pleadingly. ‘' Surely you could
give me permission? If 1 asked very
nicely,” she teased.

Rosa shifted uncomfortably . and
became the picture of good-natured
indecision. All at once a relieved
smile lit up her face.

“J have eet! I get Dolores take you

Dolores my niece,” she
" «Ah, old Rosa find a way
out for everytheeng. But eet will
have to be afternoon, I'm afraid.”

“You darling!”
Lesley hated to decelve the old
housekKeeper, but she dared not risk

arousing Kirk's suspicions, for. the
young rider would be doubly alert.
He was the last person she wished to
know of her project.

5 . Il be ready when your
niece is.” she cried happily.

At long last Lesley and Dolores, a
pretty, dark-hatred, Mexican girl,
were picking their way over the un-
dulating grasslands of the ranch.

“We go to the falls, then, senorita,”
Dolores said gaily. “Eet is very
bes.uutlfui at this time of the year.”

*“ Call me Leslei. How far have we
to go?” Lesley asked.

Her excitement grew when she
learned that the nearest point of the
Rio Senos was barely a mile from the
ranch-house. It ran through a rocky
valley unsuitable for the grazing of
cattle; there was little chance of
meeting Don Ramon's riders.

“Look, Lesleey, there is the falls!”

Lesley drew a deep breath when
Dolores called merrily. They reached
the top of a rocky, grass slope and
gazed down at blue, tempting waters.
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From over the rock-face above
tumbled a silvery torrent, which cas-
caded to the lower level of the Senos;
the sound of the fall was unbeliev-
aply restiul and musical.

“It’s wonderful,” Lesley said softly,
and stood entranced by the sheer
magic of the scene, It was with an
effort she remembered her mission.
“ Come on. Dolores!” she cried.

A laughing race as to who could
change first took place in the cool
shadow of the rocks. Then they
raced to ‘the river itself; the sound
of two splashes rang out. X

«7 ween, Lesley. 1 have won'!”
Dolores called, bobbing back to the

surface.

Lesley did not answer, for at the
moment of plunging she had noticed
something about the soil near the
bank. A line of hoof-prints scored
the baked earth; parks made by a
solitary rider.

4 Kirk did come this way!” she

decided.

Lesley came up beside the laughin
Dolores, ducked her excitedly, an
struck out for the falls. Her heart
was pounding, and every nerve
thrilled; at least she was certain Kirk
had ridden to the falls.

Yet where was his hiding-place?

 and why should he have got wet?"
Lesley asked herself. *“I can’t under-
stand why '

Her thoughts ended in a gasp of
dismay; she found herself swirling in
the grip of the current. It happened
so swiftly that Dolores, who had made
for the opposite bank, never even
saw Lesley go,

All Lesley knew was that invisible
hands suddenly seemed to 'snatch her
away: the waters, friendly no longer,
boiled around her and rushed witil
her under the falls. She sank under
the surface when that beating
cascade from ahove descended on her,
foreing her down. The silvery walers
stung, battered her—then the appa-
rent miracle happened.

Lesley.

seemingly vanished; the torrent
longer pressed down om her.
current had died away, too.

“phew!” she smiled shakily, and
drank- in the cool, welcome air.

For the first time shie took a good
look about her, and an excited cry
left her lips. She was behind the
falls—had %a.ssed through them like
she might have a curtain! She was
in a wide, natural cavern, which
Nature had hollowed from the very
rock-face itself. She could stand up,
forkthe water covered a floor of firm
rock.

« Kirk's hiding-place, & cave behind
the falls,” Lesley gasped. ' So this is
it! But I expect he enters by a much
easler way."”

She thrilled to a wild exhtlaration;
it was hard to breathe. hard to think
clearly. Wide banks of rock bordered
the pool she was in, and on one of
these she climbed.

“And there are the clothes!” she
burst out.

She darted forward to where o
familiar cream stetson, shirt and
complete riding kit lay piled in one
corner of the cave; the identical
clothes to those normally worn by her
brother. Kirk Denby's “outlaw”
disguise!

There was something else, too—an
iron-bound box_ with rusted padlock
and clasps. It was suspiciously
put not too heavy to lift.

T 'wonder what's inside?” Lesley
breathed, *If only it contains some-
thing to prove Kirk's treachery right
to the hilt.”

Her puises raced, for already this
evidence against Kirk would take a
great deal of explaining away. Inside
the cream stetson were one Or two
curly. brown hairs.

Lesley picked up
prepared to smash the rusted
lock from position, but before she
could do so an_anxious call from
Dolores came to her ears.

“Jesley! Lesley! Where are you?”

The pretty Mexican girl had ob-
viously missed her, and Was now
growing alarmed. Even the dull roar
of the falls was unable to drown that
shrill note of anxiety.
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a piece of rock and
pad-



Lesley realised that she dare nob
stay any longer; she did not waut o
explain about the cave to Doloxes.
Swiftly dropping the rock, Lesley
plunged back into the pool and
braved the buffeting of the falls once
again. She broke the surface of the
river to see the tense figure of Dolores
gazing from the bank in alarm.

“Dolores, cooeeeee! I—I've Dbeen
hiding."”

*Oh, Legley, you're safel”

At last Dolores was reachin
to help Lesley out, her dark eyes
losing their frightened expression. It
returned, however, as & light footfall
came from behind them.

dawn

Lesley paused in the act of draping
a towel round her shoulders. A
shadow fell across the blue waters,
and she turned with a start of dismay.

Kirk, his curls rufled by the breeze
and sombrero on the back of nis
‘gf’*"' stood there with hands on his

DS.

How much had the
seen? Did he suspect
covery?

LESLEY IS BAULKED

o SWIMMING. Lesley? It sure is o
wonderful day for it.”
The mocking dimple showed
in Kirk's chin, and he idly kicked a
stone in the river. But his lithe body
had a tenseness about it; his careless
attitude was a shade too deliberate.

{g;mg rider
ley's dis-

“Dolores took me,” Lesley sail
swiftly. She shivered, but not solely
on account of the cold. “We want-to

get changed, Kirk,” she smiled. .
“a thousand pardons. I'll wait
here. JI—er—must accompany yau
safely back to the ranch.”
Kirk bowed laughingly
his brows in amusement. But the
hazel eyes showed no hint of ex-
pression. .
Dolores blushed as she and Lesiey
ran to the cover of the rocks.
* Oh, Lesleey. don’t you like him?"
breathed the Mexican girl. “He's 50
charming, so—oh, I don’t know,” she

finished c:onfr.;.r;edli;/é .
“Mysterious?” sley tried to say

gally.

The sun was warm, but she Tound
herself shivering; she oniy spokz
because Dolores expected it. V
thought was centred on the cavern ut
the rear of the falls.

Did Kirk suspect? Had he guessed
his secret had been stumbled upon?
Would he, she wondered, remove tize
evidence?

Lesley started, aware that Dolores
was regarding her puzziedly. e
finished changing and straightened
up slowly.

“Why mysterious?" Dolores asked,
frowning.

“] meant to say, boyish,” Lesley

said.
Then they were both laughing
again and running out to where Kirk

stood.

“vYou know, I'm going to be awfull
unsporting,” he said, “I'm afraid,
Lesley, you won't be able to go swim-
ming again.”

“What?' Lesley’s glance jerked
towards him, a sudden feeling of fore-

boding overwhelming her.
“genor Kirk!” Dolores smiled
pl(_sa«dinslv.

“I'm an awful feller, I know,” Kirk
grinned, * but I don't want to see two
nice girls drowned.” He flicked
Dolores' dark curls. “There's a dan-
gerous current up near the falls. [
guess 1 shall have to tell uncle to let
you go only when there are one oOr
two strong swimmers around.”

Lesley caught her breath, and the
young rider's gaze met her own. Kirk
meant to prevent her return!

“Lesley tends to be headstrong,”
he drawied. “Yowll be doing her a
great kindness, Dolores, if you'll make
sure she dgesn’'t run into danger
again, And you'll be helping me.
too,” he added softly.

“'Of course, senor!”

Dolores  blushed  prettily, and
Kirk's boyish chuckle held a sus-
picion of triumph.

“wWe must take care of our guest,”
he went on. “Mustn't we, Lesiey?”"
Lesley's cheeks burned. 5So irk

by the unscrupulous use of his charm,
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and raised .

Every . &

was making Dolores an unwitting
spy; the moment was bitter. The
young rider was taking no chances.

“But he won't get away with it.”
Lesley breathed. “I'm not letting
nim trick me again.”

A fierce determination made her
lift her head higher; Kirk's antagon-
ism drove her to recklessness. She
would come back here and collect
those “outlaw " clothes and the hoxX
She would take them to Don Ramon
and tell him everything she had
found out!

Lesley's excitement mounted.
Whatever hap ed, she must return
1o the cave before Kirk could plan his
next move; she would have time
before the dancing lesson that
evening, A

She was silent for a while as they
made their way back to the ranch,
hardly hearing the lighthearted con-
versation between Dolores and Kirk.

The vyoung rider himself, though
he laaghed back at Dolores, kept
casting curious glances at Lesley.

Lesley's plan had now become
clear in  her mind, and with a
sudden lifting of hexr heart she
turned to the other two and joined
in the chatter. ’

he mnoted the little frown on
Kirk’s face at her change of manner,
and could not help smiling.

“Oh, well,” she said lga.ﬁy to the
Mexican girl, “if Senor Kirk will not
allow us to bathe there, then we'll

“ I'm afraid, Lesley,

“ Another surprise!”
pered, eyes shining.
wa celebration—for what you did

Lesley wWiis-

yesterday. Ive been keeping it a
secret, my _ dear,” the rancher
chuckled. *To-night we're going to

hold a real dance, I've sent riders to
all haciendas, and the hall is_being

grepa.red at this moment. We are
tollding it in traditional Mexican
style.”

“ A traditional dance!” Lesley whis-

pered.

She hardly knew what to say, for
the sheer delight the surprise brought
overwhelmed her. She was totally
unprepared for what occurred next.

“go youd better start getting
ready now,” smiled Don 011,
“There’ll be a lot for you to do, I'm
afraid. Our hostess will have 0
supervise her own preparations.”

Lesley tried to conceal her dismay,
but her heart sank when she recalled
the desperate urgency of her mission
—the return to the cave.

“1t seems you'll be busy, Lesley.”
The amused tones of Kirk spoke fromni
over her shoulder. “If I were you I'd
get along to the hall.”
g “No time to waste,” Don Ramon

aughed.
Still Lesley remained where she
- gl

you won’t he able to go swimming again,” said Kirk. Lesley

gave a gasp of dismay, for she realised that the young rider was determirted to prevent
her returning to the waterfall.

just have to flnd a place that does
suit him, won't we?”

“Oh, yes, Lesley. It would be
lovely I breathed Dolores, her eyes
sparkling. %

“But let's forget it now,” I._.esley
went on, “and talk of the dancing!”

They arrived back at the ranch,
Lesley v and smiling, and aware
more than once that Kirk was
glancing at her thoughtfully.

Lesley turned to Dolores. X

“Thanks for & wonderful time,
Doloyes,” she smiled. “And don't
forget, 1 expect you at my dancing
class to-night.”

Joyously, Lesley entered the ranch-
house and all but bumped into Don
Ramon. The rancher regarded her, a
mischievous twinkle in his clear eves.

“Lesley, do you think you could
endure gquite a lot of dancing to-
night?” .

“Endure it—I'd love it!”

Lesley
hugged Ins arm—and let go _as
guickly when she realised how her

swept her away.

enthusiasm had
she laughed, colour-

“QOh, I'm sorry,”

ing up.

“wWhy sorry?” Don Rameon asked
.My dear, it is nothing to
be ashamed of to be happy. But now
I'm lecturing,” he smiled.
rather bad habit of mine. Lesley. I
have a surprise for you.”

was; she had a nightmare feelin
was caught in a trap. The evidence
—the vital evidence in the cave! Kirk
would never leave it there long.

The young rider sauntered across
to the door.

“yWell, I guess you won't need me
any further, uncle. If you don's
mind, I'll be getting along. There—
tta'gTare one or two things to attend

she

In a wave of horror Lesley guessad
his intention; knew as surely as if he
had spoken aloud., Kirk, who had
once seen her near to the falls, was
running no risk of exposure.

“He's going back—going now!’
She felt the colour go irom her
cheeks. '‘He means to take the evi-

dence away. Oh, what can I do?”

What could she do, indeed? How
could she possibly prevent it?

Lesley's one hope of clearing her
brother was to take the evidence to
Don Ramon himself. And to do that
she had to race Kirk.

With a feeling of despalr she
watched the youn% rider swing
through the door. ow could she
prevent Kirk from leaving?

Will Lesley be able to return to the
cave and secure the vital evidence she
needs to prove her brother’s inngceence ?
This serial becomes more exciting than
ever noxt week.
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A SURPRISE FOR JUNE

NDER the name of Carolyn

Stuart, June Gaynor, niece of

Noel Raymond, the famous

detective, joined a film company at

lonely Knoll Castle. She was secretly

investigating the activities of a figure
known as the Green Archer.

She learnt that a man staying at
the castle, impersonating her Uncle
Noel, was really the Green Archer.

As & result of the Green Archer's
scheming, June was forced to become
a fugitive. But she was %oined by
Noel, who had escaped Irom the
Green Archer's clutches. —Together
they discovered that the reen
Archer and his confederates intended
making coples of the famous Van
Dyke curios in a secret room beneath
the castle.

June and Noel were caught there.

by the Green Archer, June mansaged
to get away, but before she couid
ot far she was caught by one of the

reen Archer's men, and led back
towards the secret room.

THE fight 1n the secret room was
over.

June Gaynor realised that as socon
as she came in sight of the doorway.

One of the combatants lay stretched
out on the floor; the other stood over
him, brushing the dust off his clothes.
So alike were the two men that it
was impossible to tell them apart;
only by thelr clothes could they be
identified,

“The real Noet had worn & dark
sports jacket, and——

i A cry of distress broke from June’s

Ds.

It was the limp, unconsclous figure
on the floor which wore the Harris
tweed coat—not the one now dab-
bing at a cut on his cheek.

Then it was her uncle who had
been knocked out!

“Nunky!" she gulped, and, break-
1nf free from aptain Kummel's
grip, she darted forward, to drop to
her knees beside the limp figure,
pillowing his head in her lap. He
groaned, but did not stir, while his
triumphant rival glared across at
Captain Kummel and the men from
the tramp steamer.

“So you've turned up at last, have
you?” he snapped. *“And about time,
too! Your negligence in letting
. Raymond escape nearly ruined all
cur plans. If I hadn't managed to
get the better of him, we'd have been
scuppered!"”

The rebuke brought a hot, resentfuil
flush to Captain Kummel's weather-
heaten face.

“Do not dare to blame me!"” he
roared. “T left Raymond tied up and
well guarded. If the fool 1 left in
charge had been vigilant——-" Break-
ing off, he scowled down at the man
June was trying to restore to con-
sclousness. *“Ach, but what hap-

ened?” he demanded. “How did

aymond manage to galn entrance to
the secret room? It seems to me,

9

(C// W 4 /"
STRANGEST CASE

Green Archer, that you also have
been careless!™

“Careless my foot!" was the irate
retort. * Raymond himself couldn't
have taken more precautions than I
did. But that girl "—he glowered at
June—*“is as artful as a cartload of
monkeys! It's uncanny the way she
discovered all our secrets, and if she
had escaped——"'

He drew in a grim breath, then
abruptly his frown Ifaded and he
smiled, looking very much the calm,
confident impeostor whom June had
come to know so well.’

“But there 1s no need to worry
now,” he declared. “They are both
in our power, and $o there is no
dgnger of our plans leaking out!”

Captain Kummel also became
amiable. He beamed at the man he
had addressed as Green Archer.

“Ja, jal That is so, my friend—
and this time neither of them shall
escape. 1 will see to that. You can
leave them safely with me!”

But the other shook his head.

“No! I'll see them aboard the
steamer myself. I'm taking no more
risks—especiall with that girl!
She's - the chief danger!”

“‘But, my friend, you have work to
do in the castle. There is a bonfire
to light!™ §

“That can wait. I'm not going to
put our plan into operation until I've
made certain that ymond_and his
niece are safely locked up. You and
your men can handle Raymond. I
take the girl over myself!”

‘And roughly he selzed June by the

arm and dragged her to her feet,

“Come on!” he ordered,

Defiantly June faced him, though
her heart was pounding.

I“I won't go with you!” she panted.
“]-won" "

She finished with a muffled scream,
for, clapping & hand over her mouth.
her captor had swung her up into his
arms. Next moment he was carrying
nher, kicking and struggling, back
down the underground passage.

Stinging tears rose to June's eyes.
She knew herself to be helpless, and
despair engulfed her. Nothin could
save her uncle and herself now.
They were doomed to be imprisoned
on the tramp steamer anchored out
in the bay, and there they would stay
until the Green Archer and his men
had completed their stupendous coup.

She quivered with impotent fury as
she thought of the impostor's plans.

First he intended to destroy all the
and costumes
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Then, when the film unit had been
driven out of the castle, he and his
gang would finish manutacturing the
worthless replicas that they intended
to substitute for the priceless Van
Dyke curios which the impostor, still
posing as the real Noel, was to travel
to New York to collect.

Sooner or later, of course, the sub-
%tlgution was bound to be discovered,

ut—

June groaned.

Then it would be too late. The
Green Archer would have vanished
with his booty, and no one wouild
ever believe Noel’s story about a
double, It would be thought that
he himself was the thief.

Never had the girl detective felt 80
wretched or more helpless, She
ceased her futile struggles and
allowed herself to be carried through
Rainbow Cave and down the beach.

As the water's edge was neared two
motor-boats could be seen moored in
the shallows, and suddenly there
came a challenging shout :

“Who goes there?"” -

June's captor glared impatiently at
the burly seaman who had emerged
from behind a rock and now barred
the way with a levelled rifie.

“The Green Archer, you fool!” he*
snapped. “Stand aside. We've cap-
tur this confounded girl and her
uncle. You'd better go along and
help Kummel and the others with
Baymond. He's a tricky customer!”

Lowering his rifle, the seaman
nodded and started walking slowly
up the beach, while June's captor
waded into the salty water. Next
moment the %irl detective found her-
self dumped Into the stern of one of
the motor-boats.

Realising that this was her last
chance to escape, she struggled to her
feet., but before she could make a
desperate leap for liberty there came
an urgent hiss.

“Stay where you are, my dear!”

June wes so astounded that she
stood as if etrifled, staring in-
credulously at her captor.

While with one hand he freed the
painter, with the other he gestured
).'eassurln%ly. .

“It's all right—it's me—the real
Noel,” he whispered.

With a gasp June sank down on to
the stern seat, hardly able to believe
her own ears.

“ But——" she began.

The man who claimed to be her
uncle gave another warning gesture,
then scrambled into the boat and
bent over the engine. There was a
broad erin on his face.

“Sorry 1 had to be a bit rough.
my dear, but I didn’t dare let any of
those rogues suspect the truth—that
it was I who won the fight, not that
impostor!"

June's heart gave a wild bound of
delight, for her last doubt had gone.
This really was her detective uncle
she admired and _adored.
Nevertheless, there was bewilderment
in her blue eyes.
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“But your coat, Nunky!™ she
gasped. “It was you who wore the
sports coat!”

Noel chuckled as he started up the

engine.
“1 know I did, my dear but I
switched over jackets just before you
and Kummel arrived on the scene.
Hearing yvour voices, I realised that
there was only one hope for us—
that was for me to pose as the
impostor!” -

une gasped again, and never had
she .felt so proud of her uncle,
Brilliant in its simplicity had been
his plan—and it had succeeded !
Already the.motor-boat was carrying
them away from their enemies.

“Oh; it you were simply wizard,
Nunky!” she exclaimed, and, crossing
to his side, she gave him a fond hug.
“you had me completely fooled, as
well as. those rascals! But what's the
next move?" .

The detective, busy steering the
boat around the great headland cn
which Knoll Castle stood, gave a
grim smile. ’ ;
“We must get to Lerwick as quickly
as we can,” he replied. *It won't be
jong before that impostor recovers
consclousness, and once those gang-
sters realise how they've been
tricked 4 L

He broke off, and they both tensed
as they saw three or four burly
figures emerge from Rainbow Cave
and come plunging down the beach.
. *“Oh golly, Nunky, it looks as if
they have learnt the truth!” she

gulped.

Noel took one quick look, then he
opened the throttle wide. Only too
obvious it was that June was right.
Already the gangsters were launching
the second motor-boat, and their
furious vells, echoing across the
moonlit water, made the position
crystal clear.

The pursuit had been taken up,
and it swiftly became plain that the
boat behind 'was much the faster of
the two. At alarming speed it came
cleaving through the still water.
Nearer and nearer it drew, and June
Enew despalr. .

Was her uncle's daring and_in-
genuity to be in vain after all? Weie
Noel and herself doomed to capture?

'NOEL RAYMOKRD’S DESPERATE BID,

“ HEY'RE gaining hand over fist!
: Can't you go any faster,
Nunky?”

The detective shook his head in
answer to his niece's urgent plea,
and his own eyes grew grim as he
turned and peered at the oncoming

oat.

“My double's not aboard!” he
muttered. *That means he's stopped
behind in order to carry out his
original plan. Thunder, but he must
be prevented from destroying those
costumes and that film gear!”

He took another look at the pur-
suing boat, now less than fifty yards
away, then he turned to the white-
faced June. .

“There's only one thing for it, my
dear,” he declared quietly, “You
must Jump overboard ! .

wild-eyed, June regarded him.

* Jump—jump overboard, Nunky?"
she éasped.
.. “Yes! Swim ashore! Try and
‘secure help!” g

“'But what about you, Nunky?”

<« Never mind about me, my dear!
1 can take care of myself!” He gave
ker arm a soothing squeeze, but
though he smiled his eyes remained
§rim. «I have a double job to do!
irst, to stop those scoundrels chas-
ing after you, then to prevent my
double from cariying out his rascally
‘plan! Youre & good swimmer, S0 YOu
can easily make the shore. Quickly!
There's no time to waste!"”

And, as if to emphasise the urgency,
at that moment there came a whip-
like crack and a bullet came scream-
ing throuiih the air.

une shivered. A feeling of dread

grleed her. But it was not the long
swim ashore which scared her, nor
the fact that Captain Kummel & Co.
had begun to shoot. All her fear was
for_her uncle. .

How could he possibly ‘get the
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- tackle the peril slngleee-h

unusual brusqueness :

better of the armed, ruthless men in
the pursuing motor-bost?. :

_ 3he shook her head helplessly, and
it was with reluctance that. she
scrambled to her feet. The thought
of deserting Noel—of leaving him to
ed—was
almost unbearable. ing her hesi-
tate, the detective cried out with

“Come on, off you go, my dear!”

June took one last look at his
stern, commanding features, then up
went her hands above her head and
obediently she dived.

When she rose to the surface she
was surprised to see that her uncle
had thrown over the tiller—head sent
his boat skidding round in a great
half-circle.

What was the idea?
~ She swiftly knew; so did the rascals
in the other motor-boat. For before
they could get over the shock of see-
ing” June leap into the water, they
received an even more startling

surprise. 5

At top speed the detective charged
down-on-them. Realising his desperate
intention, Captain EKummel swung
over the steering-wheel, but—— Too
jate! - With a thunderaus crash the
two motor-boats collided, the bows of
one splintering: the side of the ot,hl;:r.
yells;

There was & pandemonium of

Standin,
beautiful
and with

beside a great pile al

m dresses was his double,
greedy satisfaction the
impostor was surveying the contents
of a plush-lined cas2 he had picked
up from one of the hampers.

The castle heirlooms which Lad
been loaned for use in the filmi

The bogus Noel chuckled.

“It will be bad enough to lose the
film gear,” he sald .aloud, *but when
that fool Cronberg finds this necklace
gone it'll be the last straw!”

with another chuckle he pocketed
the. jewels, threw the enpty case on
top of the great heap of shimmering
silk and satin, then extracted a
cigarette-lighter.

“Now for it!” he murmured. It
won't take long for this——"

He broke off, stiffening. A sudden
creak had sounded behind him. It
was & loose board giving under the
real Noel's weight, as he stepped into

the room. Round whirled the im-
postor, then he went rigid with
surprise.

or a few moments the two Noels
stood there, silently surveying one
another, -then the impostor’s hand
whigped round to his hip pocket.
w80 it's you again, is _it?" he
“Well, this time I'll settie

I3

snapped.
with you for good!’ .
And out flashed & revoiver,

L
June gave a gasp of alarm as she

— \

then June, looking back, gave &
delighted whoop, for three or four
spluttering figures were splashing
about in the water.

Captain Kummel's boat, struck
broadside on, had tilted up, shooting
jtg furiows occupants into the sea.
But Noel had managed to right his
craft, and already he was speeding
away, heading ack towards the
rocky cove where Rainbow Cave was
situated.

“Well done, Nunky!™ June called,
and then settled down for the long
swim to the shofe. ‘

"I..w:)n%1 before she reached .it her
uncie had rounded the headland and
vanished from sight, Reaching the
cove, he beached. the boat, and,
jumping out, went plunging into the
cave and into the secret tunnel that
led up to the castle.

But June had not -explained how
the secret door at the  other end
operated. It took the detective five
minutes of probing and press
before there came a telltale click an
a se{;:tion of the panelling swung in-
ward. ' -

Cautiously Noel stepped through
the opening. The room was in dark-
ness and he had not a torch, but
from the doorway which gave access
to the large apartment where the
tilm gear and costumes were stored
there came the yellow glow of a
lantern. - .

_Om tiptoe hé stole forward, and the
sight whith met his eyes brought a
hiss to his breath.

Jooked back at the
enemies were fast gaining upon them !

-
pursuing motor-boat. jl‘heir

But the detective had expected
such & move and he was ready for it.
Even as the n came into sight, he
hurled himself forward and his out-
ﬂutt;% hand seized the Green Archel’s
wrist.

““No you don't!" he gritted.

A quick twist of the wrist, 8 howi
of pain, and the revolver clattered to
the foor, Then Noel's right came up
in o sizzling uppercut. is impostor
howled again as it caught him under
the chin. - Back he tottered, but
quickly he recovered, and, his hand-
some features now a mask of hate,
he flung himself at his double.

Next moment, the two men were
at grips, fighting grimly for the
mastery. Noel's lm;g period of im-
prisonment had we ened him, but
there was & look of determination on
his face.

Suddenly breaking free from the
impostor's furious grip, his clenched
fist came up in another uppercut. It
tdok the Green Archer on the point
of the jaw. He shouted out with
pain, waved wildly with his arms in
a desperate effort to nreserve his
balance, then crashed flat on his

back, ‘

Grimly Noel looked down at the
groaning figure.

“That will pay you for all you've
done to June,” he said. “I can for-
ive you for posing as me, but when
it comes to trying to disgrace my
niece——"

His voice came to an abrupt end.
A sudden gleam in the impostor’s
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eyes warned him of fresh danger.
Slowly he turned, and then even his
stout heart nearly failed him. For
standing grouped in the doorway to
the inner room were four glaring,
water-dripping figures.

Captain Kummel and his three
companions from the overturned
motor-boat !

A FIGHT TO THE FINISH

FTER a struggle the quartet
had managed to right the boat.
Clambering back aboard, they

had reached the cave and made their
way along the secret tunnel.

It was the grimmest moment of
Noel's life, Fists clenched, body
tensed, he stood there, hqpelessly
outnumbered.

The Green Archer, clambering to
his feet, laughed, once more very
self-assured and confident.

“I rather fancy that I win after
all, Mr. Raymond!” he said mock-
ingly, *“Okay, boys! Grab him!"”

The four seamen closed in on the
detective, There could be no escape
for Noel. All he could do was to
stand and fight. This he did, and
with keen enjoyment his double
stood there, watching. A minute or
two and it was all over. Exhausted,
battered, the detective was Knocked
off his feet, and over him stood
Captain Kummel and the others,
panting and bruised themselves,

Calmly, almost leisurely, the im-
postor picked up his cigarette-lighter
which had fallen to the boards.

“Now you shall see Guy Fawkes at
work " he said with a chuckle, "I
can promise you something really

super in the way of bonfiresl” And
he nodded to the great pile of
shimmerlnﬁ costumes.

Angrily Noel glared up at him.

“No, you scoundrel—you shan’'t!”
he gasped, and painfully got to his

feet.

But instantly he was selzed and,
%esglte his desperate struggles, held
ack.

C

With another mocking laugh, the
impostor's thumb pressed down on
the lighter. A tiny yellow flame
flared into being, and, still chuckling,
he. applied it to one of the dresses.

The silk caught alight instantly,
and in a few moments several other
costumes were set on fire.

Frantically Noel strove to tear him-
self free, but his captors held him in
a %rlp of iron.

- ardonically his double regarded

.

“This will give you something to
think about when you're imprisoned
on Kummel's steamer!" he remarked.
“But the best joke's still to be

. Wait until I get to New

York! Wait until I collect the Van
Dyke curios! It will be fine fun
posing as you. and——"
His amused, bantering voice trailed
away, while there came growls of
alarm from the four members of his
gang. For from outside the room,
along the corridor, came the sudden
sound of hurrying feet,

“Himmel, but who is that?”
muttered Captain Kummel,

The impostor did not waste time
replying. He darted across to the
outer door, whipping a key from his
pocket. His intention was to lock the
door—make certain that they suffered
no interruption.

But too late!

Even as he gained the door it was
swept ogen, so0 violently that he was
almost knocked down, and a crowd
of excited, youthful figures loomed
into sight, carrying fire extinguishers.

The Tweenles—and at their head a
slim, slender girl who was greeted by
a shout of dellght from Noel.

“June! Oh, my dear, thank good-
ness!”

And June Gaynor it was.

On reaching the shore, she had
been fortunate enough to encounter
Bob Staines, Dick March, and the
Test of the band of young film players,
out for an after-supper stroll.

And here they were, recklessly rush--

ing to the rescue. But at sight of
the flaring hampers and costumes
they pulled up in horror. Their con-
sternation gave the impostor time in
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which to recover. With a furious
gasp. he snatched up his revolver.

“You young ifools, you shall pay
for ~this interference!” he cried.
*You shall—" &)

But that was as far as he got, for,
even as he made to level the gun,
June pressed down the nozzle of the
big, red fire extinguisher she had
snatched up on the way to the West
WwWing.

A powerful stream of pungent
chemicals shot out, catching the im-
postor full in the face. With a howl
he dropped his gun and went reeling
back, his hands flying to his dripping
cheeks,

Bob Stalnes gave an admiring
whoop. ;
* Good far you, Carolyn!" he called,
using the name the girl detective had
assumed when she had joined the
film unit. *Come on, lads and lasses,
into battie!” -

And as Captain Kummel & Co.
releasedq Noel and came plunging
forward, half a dozen fire extin-
guishers went into action. From
every side jets of pungent liguid
squirted out. As if caught by a tidal
wave, the crooks were sent tottering
back, spluttering, gasping, howling.

The impostor made another grab at
his gun, but Noel, hurling himself
forward, flung his arms around the
rascal. As for June, she and the rest
of the %irls busied themselves now
with putting out the fire. Many of
the costumes and some of the film
gear had been destroyed, but they
were in time to save most of it.

The strange battle was at its
height when there came the clatter
of more feet and a whole crowd of
startled, bewildered men and women
arrived on the scene. e commo-
tion had attracted the attention of
the whole castle,

“Suffering mackerel, but what's
going on here?” Theodore Cronberg,
chewing in angry alarm on his in-
ayitable cigar, peered in amazement
through the curtain of smoke and
fumes. * Who the thump are all these
hoodlums. and who——" ]

He ended with a stentorian roar
A3 he saw the man he bellieved to be
the famous detective hurled flat.

“Noel Raymond!"” he gasped. then
his cigar fell to the fioor and with
bulging eyes he stared at the
dishevelled, panting figure who had
knocked down the impostor. “ Suffer-
ing mackerel, but there are two of
them!” he bellowed.

At that moment Captain Kummel
& Co., drenched and _despairing,
made to escape, but from Bob Staines
there came & quick, urgent shout:

“Quick—grab them! Don’'t let
them get away!"” .

As he spoke, he let fly with his
empty fire extinguisher. Dick Staines
and the others followed his example.
Then there was an excited rush for-
ward, in which even the rest of the
bewildered film actors jomMmed, The
gangsters were grabbed, overwhelmed,
and held tight.

Theodore Cronberg dazedly sur-
veyed the scene again, then his pent-
up emotions found vent in another
stentorian roar.

“guffering mackerel. but what's it
all mean?" he demanded.

June, black smuts on her face, her
frock and coat dripping wet, turned
and_ smiled.

“I{ means the end of the Green

GRAND NEW SERIAL
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Look out for the opening chapters of
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By ELISE PROBYN.,

Fun, thrills and mystery—you will find
them all in this enthralling new holiday-
adventure story.

Archer,” she repiled, and happily she
pointed to the groaning, now sullen
impostor who lay outstretched at the
real Noel's feet,

. . . L] .

NO one at Knoll Castle got to bed
until the early hours. There was
so much to see—so much to explain
—s0 much te do,

First of all, the gangsters had to
be tied up. Then the authorities had
to be warned to see that those still
aboard the tramp steamer did not
escape, Next, June—and Noel, too, of
course—had to relate all that had
hg%gened.

e film wunit listened in both
amazement and admiration, especially
Bob Staines and the rest of the
Tweenles, Enthralled, not one of
them attempted to interrupt. Even
the fat, excitable film producer was
reduced to silence, Only when June
led the way down through the under-
ground passage and displayed the
strange wonders of the secret room
did r. Cronberg speak, then he
sucked in an awe-stricken breath.

“What a story! What a story!’ he
muttered. “Suffering mackerel, but
this beats the band! go—"

Breaking off, he turned and went
rushing excitably from the room.
Used as they were to his tempera-
mental ways, everyone gaped.

“Hey, Mr. Cronberg, where are you
going?" gasped James Weatherly, the
usually stolid business manager.

The film producer, a thrilled gleam
in his eyes, threw up his hands in a
wild gesture.

“I'm going to tear up that darn
film script!” he roared. *“The story
we've just been told will beat it to a
frazzle, and first thing to-morrow

‘it's going to be written!”

And Theodore Cronberg was B8s
good as his word.

The original theme was scrapped,
and in its place appeared the amaz-
ing adventures which had gone to
make up what had been Detective
June's strangest case. 2

Of course, both June and Noel were
featured in it, and never had they
enjoyed themselves so much., Buft the
most exclting time of all came on the
day before they were to sail to
Amerlca to collect the famous Van
Dvke curios. Then, in company with
Theodore Cronberg and the other
members of the film unit, they at-
tended a pre-view of the Green
Archer film. ’

With absorbed interest June
watched herself reacting those thrill-
ing days at Knoll Castle, and when it
was afll over she gave a hagpy sigh
and turned to the plump film pro-

ducer.

“Well, what did you think of it?”
she asked.

Theodore Cronberg beamed.

“It'1l be a riot!™ he declared. “You
put up a superb performance, my
deat!"

June's eyes sparkled.

“¥You really think I'm a success as
a fllm actress, then?” she said.

The film producer coughed and
chewed at his inevitable clgar.

*“yYou did extremely well, my_ dear,
but it wasn't your acting ability I
was thinking about. t was your
detective work. That was brilliant!”

“Hear, hear!” put in Noel Ray-
mond, and proudly he gazed at his
niece. “If ever they awarded an Oscar
for mystery-solving,” June, you would
win it!”

Theodore Cronberg beamed his
agreement, then with podgy fingers
he fished a little leather case out of
his breast pocket .

“and that reminds me."” he said.
«1 have something for you, my dear.
Not an Oscar, but a little memento
of your adveintures at the castle,
subscribed for by everyone there.”

And he put the little case in June's
hand. Wonderingly she opened it,
then she caught in her breath in
thrilled delight., For reposing there,
in & soft, white plush bed, was a
brooch made in the shape of a
medieval bowman — a  miniature
Green Archer picked out in glittering.
shimmering emeralds.

THE END.
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UNLUCKY JOY

S F course you cannot come to the
reception, Joy. You have lost
your ticket, and must take the

consequences.” g

Joy's Aunt Jemima spoke sternly,
and a tone of finality.

“It will teach you a lesson,” added
Joy's Cousin Hypatia loftily. “You
should not have been so ¢areless!”

Joy sighed and fumed. It was
frightful. She had looked forward to
this reception. Mryrtruda Myng, the
film star, was paying a visit to the
nearby town, and a great reception,
with brass band and a procession and
luncheon, had been planned.

. Aunt Jemima had managed to

obtaln a ticket, and tickets for

Hypatia and Joy, too;, but owing to

a piece of bhad luck, Joy's had been

mislaid. :

“But, Aunt,” she said. “I had a
ticket, so surely I can get in. We can
explain "

“Enough, Joy. I refuse to explain.
You will have to stay at home.” said
Aunt Jemima severely. * The taxi has
arrived, and we must go. We'll tell
you all about it afterwards.”

. Down the path went Aunt Jemibna

and Hypatia in garden-party clothes,

gay and delightful. Joy, too, wore
her prettiest summer frock and hat:
but like Cinderella, she was doomed
to stay at home. }

I could get there—just

get there,” she fumed. “T Know I

could jolly well get inside the barrier

without a ticket. But if Aunt won't
take me in the car with them——"

She could not get there in time
except by car, for the station was
some miles away. .

If she could bhorrow their car; if
she could delay them—- -

She could’ easily send the ear back
for them from the station. But how
to detain them? .

Joy hurried down to the gate, and
‘saw Hypatia glance round at _the back
of her frock. And at once Joy knew
the way to victory. .

Standing Jjust behind her cousin
as she passed through the gateway.
Joy used her wonderful gifts of
ventriloguism and -mimicry. She
made a most realistic imitation of
- rending material.

 AzzETZIK

Hypatia put & hand to her heart
and, with goggling eves, wheeled. The
-sound had come from behind her.
¢ “I've torn my frock,” she wailed.

Jtﬁ’ Jumped to the rescue.

My

goodness—Afling this round
you,” she sald and, hwrying past
Aunt Jemima, she wrapped the car

rug round Hypatia protectingly.
“Hypatia, you'll bave to wear your
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blue,” said Aunt Jemima. “Quick—

hurry! Oh dear, wha; a nuilsance!

ﬁ'otu must have caugnt it on the
r

Hypatia turned, and her voice came
bhack as she moved away—at least, it
seemed to come hack. It was, in fact,
Joy who spoke, still ventriloquising
and imitating her cousin’s voice. -

" Mother—coimne, ioo, please.”

“ Very well, Hypatia!" agreed Aunt
Jemima, and hwurried into the house.

Joy could have skipped with glee.
Of course, when they got upstairs
they would know that 11q damage had
been done to the frock—but by then
Joy would he on Irer way in the taxi.

" Aunt—TI'l go on and tell them to
hold up the reception till you get
there,” Joy shouted up the stairs.

Then she hurried to the taxi, to find
the driver reading a hook.

“Oh, driver, please take my niece
to the reception and then come hack
for me,” Aunt Jemima's voice seemed
to say. " Hurmry!”

Joy's ventriloguism deceived the
driver, who without  looking back
threw down his book as he heard the
door open and shut. He started his
engine just as Aunt Jemima came
hwirying from the cottage.

Before Aunt Jemima reached the
gate, however, the car was going off
down the road.

“Oh, the stupid girl!"™ she cried
furiously, “Fancy Joy thinking they
would hold up the reception for us!”

That wasn't what Joy had thought

‘at all; but she had had to give her

aunt some reason for her
the taxi, apart f{rom
defiance. ¥
Joy had taken the passenger’s seat
heside the driver, and now she smiled

at 5
“Itl he a grand do,” she said.
“Yes—this Myrtruda Myng cer-

%)mg off in
eer open

tainly. is popular,” he agreed. “I've
seen her a good many es, and
_heard her, too, on the radio.”

“So have I, smiled Joy. “T sup-

pose you Know her voice as well as
mine?"”

“ Better.”

“If we turned on the radio we
might hear her,” said Joy, eyes
twinkling. as she decided to try out
her ventriloguism and mimicry on the
taxi-driver.

The Kidnappers Got More

Than. They Bargained For

When They Captured
Ventriloquist Joy

s

-the

By IDA MELBOURNE

He switched on the car radio set,
and Joy, as she stooped to tune it,
ga}rc her imitation of Myrtruda’s
voice.

“1 am delighted to bhe in this
country again,” she said. *The
policemen are so -wonderful but the
taxi-drivers are even 1more wonderful.
I think they're adorable—so polite—
50 gallant!”

Joy looked up at the driver and
saw his pleased smirk. ’

“That was Myrtruda, was ii?"
asked Joy, switching over to another
station. i .

“Of course. A nice girl. She's got
the right ideas,” said the taximan.

Joy smiled, pleased at the success
of her little act, .

_ Then the car arrived at the station
vard, already thronged with people
awalting the arrival of Myrtruda

Myng.

Out stepped Joy. So far so good,
but now—now to get past the bhayrier
without a ticket. She had told Aunt

Jﬁg}?lma she could do it. But could
s
A young tHceman stood on guard

at the barrier.
" “No ticket—no entry!™ he was say-
ing firmly. “The only peison who
can come_ in without a ticket is
Myrtruda Myng. ' Of course, you are
that lady travelling incognito?”

There was a chortle of mirth from
the onlookers, for the person seeking
entry was a_ portly man But Joy,
instead of laughing, drew
though she had had an
shock. ’ K

An idea—a startling, reckless idea—
had just come to her,

Dare she do it? Could she make it

work?
braced herself, and then
boldly up to the policeman.

TOO CLEVER

OY had determined that ne one
was going to prevent her being
present when Myrtruda Myng

received her official welcome—not
even the lack of a ticket, not even

resence of Aunt Jemima and
Cousin Hypatia. :

Holding her hanky up to her face—
since although she might sound like
the fllm star she did not look Ilike
her—Joy tipped her wide-brimmed
summer hat sideways and took the
chance of a lifetime.

“Officer, would you know Myrtruda
Myng's voice if you heard it?” she
whispered confidentially to the young
constable, !

He smiled, and twitched at his
moustache,

“I've heard it often enough” he
said. *“ A charming veoice——'"" Then
his expression changed and his eyes
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rounded. Suddenly he realised that But suppose she just said _she ‘The men husiled her Lo the car
that very voice had addressed him hadn't the pearls, and wasn't Myr- agali. 4
now. truda, and it was all a hit of fun? “This cottage—where is il?” :
As she met his astonished gaze Joy There was something in the expres- “you wotl't let them Know I cave it
put her handkerchief up to_ her face sions on the men's faces that deterred away?”
as though dabbing something from her. “No,” grinned one of the meiw
her left eye—thereby obscuring her - Well—come on—the pearls!” said “ Where is 187" .
features. one of the men wnpatiently. : Joy got back into the car, and in
“gsssh! This must be kept most Joy thought desperately—and ouce her high-pitched giggly voice directed
secret,” Joy said in Myriruda’s agaip made use of her ventriloguism the driver.

honey voice. “You do understand?” and mimicty. Suddenly a most “Turn right heve.” she said sud-
The young constable was thrilled— realistic buzzing sound came from deniy. *And everyone look right ov
and.“}.hi?usiht he did und%;siaﬁ!d.l i insnge {,{he c:tr. £ & 3 we'll miss it. Myrtle Cottage—""
“+Well—I—you've come e righ “Look oulL—a bee!"” gaspe oy. i s ;
chap, miss,” he sald softly. *Has “Mind it doesn’t sting you!'' Joﬁh"c‘{.iﬁﬁ “%Pé‘ﬁg‘p‘!.?htn?ﬁ},d ‘;%‘3““;;{
something gone wrong?”’ : The man on her right dodged. No glowed, and she pointed to a cottage.

+gssh! I cannot explain,” sald Joy one likes a bee at large in a car. And, “But that says Tudor Cottage,”
in an appealing tone. But I simply presently, hoth men beside her were frowned the tall mai.
must get through this throng with duck.ng and dodging. - “Tt's at the back of this one,” said
absolutely nobody even guessing who Joy now turned her attention t0 Joy glibly. “Who'll come with me?”
iam!” the driver. . . - The tall mah sald he would, and
“Leave it to me, miss,” sald the There it is!” cried Joy and, slip- he opened the door of the car and
constable. ping a pin from her scarf, she pricked stepped out, As Joy followed him, &
With no suspicion or doubt, he the driver’s neck with it slightly to frightful yelping sound was heard—
opened the barrier and mafched the_accompaniment of a fierce buzz as if a dog had been hurt. Joy was
through with Joy behind him. At The driver velled; the car swerved yusing her ventriloguism again’!

right and left, and then pulled up « 8 " - i
%.fﬂ'.flt bt:& gl'éot;glgﬁmfshﬁadwg% §§R§“g with a screech of brakes. d C!)h, hyou mu(i»t halv e ',gnd ove:tha
few yards than Joy quickly slipped “T've bgen stung!” yelped the f?g t o eﬂ?“s‘?e-' 1ammmb s dr.(_) e
Tew vards toor 0Ywith the thiong {river, putiing a hand to {he hack of 1ront of the car, looking undet i
2 s neck. ' Ariver
Inside the o & she was in! Joy was waiting for & chahct 10 B30 (o The driver gob out-ante She e
“Goody goody!” she chortled. out 0f the car. If she could give the g4 "sneak the ignition key, without

men the slip, she could still getv bhack i
1Qslg,cu.'rh gg:élgvrign ggg t&%l&;sélts%ﬁegﬁg to the reception in time to see the :{;g{%gdthe car chgine could not be
touched her ar film star—and put Myroruda wise 10 “VgpeTinshed across the road and lel

m.
o v & o this attempt on her pearls. What

W \ Y —a T
Jé\:,lbéal:,dgxg;,msal& %;gtri%y tx’)lfl% per Was more, it would be a good excuse gé'i-teas wild scream—a real pip ol a
nanky to her face, and turned to sce for spcaking to the film stal Dei- '
a man with down-turned hat-brim sonally—if she could get her startling And then—only then—the three

. i ; Story belleved! But fArst—she must MEn S8 that they had pulled up
“?‘rgiem% bs‘;f},?? hﬁ‘igﬁ Myng—let me €8Cape. opposite & police statioh, a fact
have your photograph,” ¥,e sald. 1here was confusion in the car, and hidden from them by their haying

Yoy was in a quandary. What on Joy took a chance. She could make obeved Joy's instructions to  look

? opl Ol j0 voice deep and -gruff, and she right.
fgftg‘;mfgf{"“‘go;’,‘gﬁer‘i°goo£ eople We'¢ could imitate the voice of the man They rushed back to their car. No

: - on her right perfectly. ignition key! . .
g’\%i asagr& i‘ﬁt‘?”&’;&-ﬂ&ﬁ"ﬁ? Wi'lic’hlé?e “Get out of the car—all of you— Out from the police station came &
would be a shout of “Impostor w__the Quick!” she yelled in his voice. sergeant, then two constahles,
policeman would come back, and— The man on her left scrambled out. attracted by Joy's scream. The game
wow | and Joy scrambled out, too. was up.
But luck was with her. For now. Once out, she ran like a hare for  The three grim, scared and furious

tnrough the crowd, two stockily-built the line of cottages at the roadside. men faced Joy inside the police
men shouldered their way. darted through the first little gate- station a few minutes later. She
Wall right, Miss Myng, we'll take way, and then halted as she heard made light of her trick, and especially
care of this,” said one, pushing the thudding footsteps behind her.  The of her mimicry—she made it seem
photographer aside. mnen were chasing her—but Joy knew that they had foolishly guessed she

Joy did mot know who the men how to delay them was Myrtruda. But the police were
were, but she preferred them to the Grrrrr ! filled with admiration.
photographer. Now she would be It was the snari of a {ferocious dog; “Take the voung lady back to the

Ible to dodge away. But then she and Joy nearly spoiled the trick by a railway station at once,” said the
became awa:ge that the men were ot Mhuckie as the first man pulled up sergeant to a plain-clothes mai, - And
elther side of her, that they had a sharply at the gate. N explain to Miss Myng there's no
gentle yet firm hold on her arms— Hey—there's a savage dog” he further need to worry.”
Ehd that they werc making for the called back to his companioh. The next thing Joy knew she was
barrier. By this time Joy, on all fours, was being whisked off by police rcar to
She was on her way out a ain! creeping along a hcdge, hoping to get  the station, where the crowds still
Suddenly Joy saw their 0 jective : down fhe garden to the cottage thronged, waiting for the reception.
they weore making for a walting car without being seen. ) The film star was Just due to arrive.
ey ere s ot b Ao GhiGihately e pophing ot eas Baias SIS R a1
; si v \ 11 being forewarned of danger.
standing there heside it had wave o eached the cnd of 1 ame was g nget

to"%llell:néolly!" groaned Joy in alarm. ?Eglderi‘lym?onfarci%ted by A ey ghﬂ ’ : . ’ )
They were taking her off by cart i er a fence in front of her UNT Jemi i
Her part as Myrtruda had been blayed ot_you!" he cried, grabbing her stood Bt R e o ]

Tell—and she was being rescued arm. Then he gave a startled Cr¥. gn tiptoe and stared at the atation

too s
; “You're not Myrtruda Myng!’ :
oo 1 hodhmuntd AR S e o Biyng R e momenlC i ifian” My
Alm, Star ¢ how It seemed to Joy, and 208 A e, the eound of R AP gl %“V‘E“O“;fn.t‘ now !
cnowas in & mental whirl OF %he which Joy didn’'t like at all. see t.lilis o aﬁ’ gat‘.e“ er eyes to
Stepped into the car. She had no “An impostor, eh?” said the tallest "W yes ' I hope Se is worki h
Chifea. ne wia weie hito ehe bock DR e Wl ke Ui comiie yueios sk S0 dnswes Yhen ¥ called
seat first, and almost pulle er in; ; s b ; to her as we left,” said Aunt Jemima,
{,‘L‘.‘;hé’éhe" Tollowed and practically g:rv'gr interfered. Get back into thc }ﬁwiﬂm‘é {n ng d‘.:esﬂlbe it tfo hert
s . ; .  But Joy had had time to think, and i oment a roar of warm
Myn;Kre\?ga"ygﬁtl t{&c;anaﬁuggrggé rlmgilif: into her quick mind had come an %,?p.ltf‘uséf cRInE. Bom. the crowd, and
as the car moved clear of the crowds. ldea. yrtouda, MeynE, c_[a)\r’nehthmugh the
%°And now think fast, act fast. The “Can you drop me at a cottage for exll acoppanes b the o g
pearis!” : a minute?” she asked innocently. a Sr’i‘a g1ogp ((J) people. But Aunt
S Pup—pearis?” stuttered Joy. Dt A e phone. the JEONS, Mon a gt to e i
«Quit_kidding. The pearls!’ re police—or bolt?" sneered one of the oy yyrned with a friendly laugh.

man, rustling fingers and M¢H, e .1 - i

?ﬁ?x&g%stgf nee e know e got . Oh, no—only to—tg glve SORE0ry It's Joy!” cried Hypatla Iu-
Il we want sre the pearls, and something. You see, I've fooled you credulously. ;

o1 we'll drop you snywhere along S slong the line” Then Joy giggled  The film star came through the
the road to walk back to the recep- a8 Make them think she .was a bit throng to the cat that was waiting to
tibm. But we want those pearls here simple. “T'm  just =a small-time take her to the luncheon, and Aunt

and now !” mimic, but I was good enough to Jemima and Cousin Hypatia stood
di%i;ilehyou. zmc}1 piteys t.r%e dpe%rls are Witl.h t%losgi%{ng fyes a';- ttiPey saw 1no;
. safe where youw'll never find t em."” only e film star an e mayor bu
KIDDING THE KID“APP.ERS “Where are they? Como on—out also Joy get into it.
F course, it was all Joy's fault. with i ) “It ean't be Joy!" said Hypatia in
she knew that. She had been ““Oh, no, I'm not telling,” said Joy. a gurgling sort of voice.
a jolly sight too clever. “ A S00N 45 we Knew you wele after < How can it be Joy?" Aunt Jemima

with ‘the hanky up at her face, as them they were taken to Myrtruda’'s wanted to know with & gasp. “We
reqquested by the men 50 that no one aged aunt near here——" Then Joy left her at home.”

in the crowd nor the police would put pner hand up to her mouth in They looked agaln.

recognise her, Joy had allowed her- dismay. “Oh, what have I said?” she

seli to be smuggled away—kidnapped! gasped in pretended dismay. (Please tura to the back puge.)
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SLICK’S LATEST INVENTIOR

* TRICK box——"
“Blick’s latest gadget 1
“And it shoots out a shower
of flour when it’s opened!”

" Gee, this is going to be fun!”
Sally’ Warner & Co. laughed
merrily, The four c¢hums—Sally

herself, Fay Manners, Don Weston,
and Johnny Brig were standing
on the steps outside Main Hall at
the International College, situated
on Waloorie Island, Australia.

with them was Samuel Leander

Kaplin—otherwise known as Slick,
the American boy inventor. :
“What's the wheeze?®  asked

Johnny, with an eager grin.

“T've put the box in Burt's desk.”
Slick whispered. “He played that
grick on me yesterday, so I guess I'm
entitled to play one on him.”

“Bally & Co. nodded and laughed
anew. Alec Burt, the sneak of the
college, was one of the least liked
students there, and it was a fact that
he had played a particularly mean
trick on the American boy that had
got him into trouble with Mr. Horace
Gruley, the irascible West House-
master.

It anyone deserved to be the first
victim of Slick’s trick-box It was cer-
tainly the unpleasant Burt.

“ Jolly good !” chortled Don. " Gee,
what & surprise packet for Burt.
Come on, let's get along to the lec-
ture-room. we must be on the
scene when he opens it!»

“ Rather ]

But even as he made to go into
Main Hall, en route for the lecture-
room where the morning's work was
soon due to commence, Sally sud-
denly gave a little start.

“Golly, I've Just remembered

something, Slick,” she said, becoming
serious. “You'd better be carefui.
Mayhe you ought not to be playing
this jape on Burt. '
“Why not?' Slick blinked at her
in surprise through his horn-rimmed
spectacles. “He's messed up my
chances of going to that Youth Con-
ference in Brisbane this week-end,
hasn't he? . Gruley will never give
me - nermission after what happened
yesterda) ”

“ That's ijum the point,” broke in
Sally. - happened to hear the
Head telling Mr. Gruley this morning
that you can go—providing your be-
haviour is satisfactory hetween now
and the week-end.”

“Um! I see what you mean,” said
Slick, with a frown.. “Reckon I
didn't know that. Thanks for the
tip, Sally. Perhaps ou're right,
and I should hold up the jape untii
after the trip——" .

“Too late, Slick Kaplin!" said a
jeering voice, and a snigger accom-
panied the words. “You won’t be
going on that trip!”

The chums swung round, to se¢ a
weedy figure stepping from behind
one of the big granite columns sup-
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porting the facade of the building.
It was the figure cf Alec Burt.
“What do you mean, Burt?’ de-
manded Slick, with an uneasy blink,
“What I say. 1 saw you preparing
that trick box. .Thought you were
being clever—but I've been cleverer.”

Burt grinned maliciously. *“I've put
it on Gruley's desk. He'll be the one
to |§et smothered with flour, not

me!

And Burt, having delivered that
bombshell, walked away whistling.

o, Helfyl" Slick groaned. ‘‘Gruley
will think I meant the jape for him.
There's & note inside the boX, tell-
ing Burt what I think of him, but
as I didn't put” Burt’s name it can
apply to anybody, and Gruley will
recognise my writing. Suffering
snakes, I've got to get that box
back!”

And Slick went charging off.

*“Come on, let's go after him. We
might be of help!” urged Sally.

Her chums nodded and rushed
after the American boy. When they
reached Mr. Gruley's lecture-room
Slick was already inside, having
climbed in through the: window, and
was in the act of picking up a
3qulz§1re-shaped box from the mastei’'s

esk. -

“QK."” he grinned, seeing Sally &
Co. watching him through the
window. “This is. it—unopened.
Phew, what a relief——"

But Slick spoke too scon. Foot-
steps sounded along the corridor and
then a familiar voice.

“Gruley!" gulped Slick, his panic
returning. ;

“Give the box to us!” hissed Sally
quickly.

Even as Slick made to pass the
package through the window, how-
ever, the door opened and in strode
yr. Gruley, Alec Buri just behind

im.

““what is going on here?' de-
manded Horace Gruley: “What have
> students just given vyou,
Kaplin?” B

“Er—er—I was g-giving it to them,
sir,” stuttered Slick.

“pon’t quibble! What is it?”

“A box, sir——"

ANEESRESHLERERNENNENCHSERRARATER

What A Shock. For The
Chums When Slick’s Trick
Box Was Confiscated By
Mr. Gruley. At All Costs
They Must Prevent Him
Opening It

e e T LT P T YT LT TR T LT EEL LT L)

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

“1 can see it's a box. Whati's
inside 1c?”

_ *N-nothing much, sir. N-nothing
important——"

“Then in that case I will confis-
cate it!” rapped Mr. Gruley. Only
articles appertaining to lectures
should be prought in here. Give it
to me.”

“ B-put——-" _

Mr. Gruley did not argue, He tooi

the box from Slick’s rembling nand,
Slick and the chums held their
breath. 1f he opened it—— :

But they were spared that dis-
aster. The master placed it in the
top drawer of his desk, and then
glared at Slick again.

“ Are you not.supposed to he with
Mr. Blackett for botany this morn-
ing, Kaplin?' he asked. “I thought

50. Then go immediately or you
will be late. And you four students
—do not stand gaping outside.

Lectures are due to begin. You
should show the sanie entnusiasm as
Burt, who is first herc.”

Sally & Co. glared across at the
sneak. He had not had the satis-
faction of witnessing Mr. Gruley fall
a victim to Slick’s ill-Tated bo¥; huu
the danger .still remained—and
would remain as long as it lay con-
fiscated in the master's desk.

That box had to be vetrieved he-
fore Gruley opened

There was no oppariunity to do
so before break. ‘1nen Mr. Gruley
went hurrylng away, and Sally
Iooxed triumphantly at her chums,

©* Now: " she hegan, then broke
off, her smile fading as sie saw Buri
still seated at his desk.

“Got ldeas about getting back
that package, eh?” he taunted. “I'l
see that you don't.” .

Fumingly the chums regarded him.
They wenf out, knowing that Burt
would probably foliow them, and
then hoping that they would he able

.10 dodge him. Burt did follow; hut

he hung on to them like a leech.
The bell rang for lectures to be re-
sumed, and Mr. Gruley was already
hack in the room when the chums
returned. .

They were beginning to get des-
gerate now.. Mr. Gruley seemed to
ave forgotten all about the package
he had confiscated; but that was no
guarantee he would go on forgetting

it. .

“you will be interested to hear”
the master was saying, “that the
Head had arranged for o special
lecture. to.be given this afternoon.
The subject will be lepidopterology.”

Most of the students looked vague.

“The study of butterflies,” said
Mr. Gruley, “I am sure there must
be many students interested in this

most fascinating subject. Now there
is a beautiful specimen.”
A butterfiy had just fluttered in
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through one ot the windows. Sally's

blue eyes suddenly gleamed, and she

shot a gswift glance at her chums..
“Oh, a beauty!” she ex-
claimed. I try to catch it,
Mr. Grulefl. so that I can bring it
along to the lecture?”

And Sally, tremendously enthusi-
astic all at once, leapt up from her
desk and went chasing after the

butterfly, waving her arms and send-"

ing it to the rear of the room.

Don and Johnny promptly followed
suit, dodging between the desks.
Everybody turned to stare, grinning
and ready to enjoy this alversion
jrom lectures. Other students
started to join in the hunt.

Mr. Gruley, who had been pre-
pared to wax eloquent on the
tascination of butterflies, regretied
the impulse. Angrily he stroue ior-
ward—and as he did so neither he
nor anybody else saw Fay suddenly
dart across to the master's desk.

In a flash she had openeu the
drawer and extracted the package
inslde it. A moment later that
parcel was reposing in her own desk.

“Cease!” cried Mr. Gruley furi-
ously. “This is no time to chase
butterfiies. Disgraceful.
your seats at once!"

Order "was restored, Sally darted
a glance at Fay, and then smiled
contentedly as her fair-haired chum
nodded. 3

All was well; the situation was
saved!

Lectures came to an end, and
triumphantly the chums made
tracks for Slick's chalet, the trick-
box carefully wrapped inside Fay's

scarf.

“Not heve,” said Sally, as they
went into the chalet and found it
untenanted.

A few moments later, however,
footsteps were heard, and then Slick
himself came hustling in.

“1 say " he began.:

“It's OXK., Slick!" beamed Johnny.
“yes, we've got the box back for
you.”

“The b-box—gig-got it b-back  for
me?” stuttered slick, . looking
startled instead of excited. “Say,
what do you mean?
of tricks—I've got it back myself.”

And he held up o puckage al the
same time as Fay held up the one
she had taken from the drawer of
Mr. Gruley's desk.

WHICH IS WHICH ?

" OLLY!" exclaimed Sally, her
blue eyes wide with surprise
as she stared at the two pack-

ages. “But we've pot it, Slick!™

“No; I've got it, Sally!”
“Then you've got the wrong one,"”

sald Fay.

«“Reckon it's yvou who's got the
wrong one,” Slick insisted. “Qee,
there's been a mix-up!”

Obviously there had been. By an
extraordinary coincldence, bhoth

boxes were identical in size ana
shape and colour. .

“But this must be the right one,”
said Fay. “I got it from the
drawet where Mr. Gruley pui your
box. And it was the only one
there——"

“No; I know I've got back myown
box,” Slick told the chums. *I saw
Gruley during break when he was
on his way to the Head. 1 was still
mighty scared, you can bet, and I
asked him if I could have my
package back. For once he was in
an amiable mood, and he told me to
take it. So I did, pronto.
scouted round for you during break,
but couldn’t find you.”

“and Fay didn't ‘get this box until
after break,” Sally murmured, still
looking startled. *“Then—then
whose is it and—what is 1t?"

" Better put it . back, hadn't
we——" Don began, then broke off as
he heard footsteps crunch , on the
gravel outside, and gave o sudden
start as through the window he saw
a  familiar figure loom in sight.
* Corks—it’s ruley!” he hissed.
“Coming here!"” )

Hastily Slick .placed his box on 2
ledge behind him. That box still
contained a bag of flour wditing to
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Here's the box-

?!el s?&wered over anyone whn opened
e :
Johnny hurriedly took the other
box from Fay and did likewise. Then,
somewhnat guiltily, the five students
stood in front of those packages to
hiue them from View.

Mr. Gruley stroue into the chalet
with a swisn of his gown., He looked
worried, and he was breathing
heaylly as if he had been hurrying.

Tne chums guiped. Mr. Gruley
pufled out his ccneexs agitatedly.

*kaplin, did_ you take the right
box irom my desk?’ he demanded.

“yes, sir,” Slick replied.

“Whnen did you take it?”

“Immediately after I saw you and
you gave me permission, sir.” .

“There Wwas no other package in
the arawer at the time?”

“No, sir.” i

“No, there wouldn’t have been”
murmured Mr., Gruley, almost to
himself. . “I brought along Professor
Landvig's specimens after 1 had seen
the Head. Most mysterious—most
WOrrying. Someone,"” rumbled
Horace Gruley, his volce growing
stern, “has taken the professor’'s
unigue coliection of butterfly speci-
mens with which he intendea to

{llustrate his special lecture this
arternoon.”
Tne chums jumped and hastily

backed nearer to that box lying on
the ledge behind them. Obviously,
tnat was the pacKage containing the
butterfly specimens. And tney had
taxen 1t Irrom Mr. Gruley's desk
witaout permission, mistaking it for
Slick's trick-box.

“This 1s a most serious matter.”
murmured Mr. Gruley. *Those
specimens were placed in my charge
auw are therefore my responsibility.
They must be found petore. Proressor
Landvig arrives for his lecture this
afternoon.”

He strode worriedly out of the
chalet. ‘The students inside waited
for the sound of his footsteps to die
away and tnen: :

“Help! Crikey! We've got to
smuggle the package back intc Mr.
Gruley's desk!” Johnny declared.
“rell you what, I'll slip across to the
lecture-room during lunch when no
one's about. This is the boX L

“'No, that'’s mine,” broke in Slick
hastily as Johnny picked up one of

tne packages.
This is the one with

“No, it's not.
the ' specimens,” sald Johnny de-

clsively. “Look!” he urged. and
produced his penknife and cut the
string. “I'll prove it—— Urrrrrgh!
Splurrrrrfi!

For no sooner had he opened the
lid of the box than a stream of flour
shot out from a small bellows-like
contraption which had been operated
by a series of springs, and showered

all over Johnny's head and
shoulders.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«Good old Johnny! He's proved
which box is which!”

Splustering and coughing, Johnny
shook himself while his chums and
glick rallled round with brushes and
fiapped handkerchiefs.

“Say, I'm sure sorry you had to
be the victim, Johnny,” grinned
Slick. «That was meant for Burt.
But I'm sure glad the old trick-box
has been opened. Guess T'll put it
away out of harm's way. You've all
been swell, getting me out of a jam
and_I'm grateful!”

“We know how keen you are to g0
to that conference,’” smiled Sally.
“aAnd I've got an idea, Slick. We
won't smuggle the specimens back
into the desk. What about if you
return them to Mr. Gruley just as
this professor arrives? Gruley will
be so pleased that he'll grant you
anything—and that will be the time

to ask for permission 10 go to
Brisbane!”

«Attagirl, Sally!" beamed Slick.
“But wait a moment. Isn't he
going to wonder how I got
them H

“Just say vou found them-—any-
where you like,” chuckled Sally.

“Here's the box. We know it's the
right one, and just to make doubly
sure we'll mark it with a Cross.
O.K., Slick?”

‘the gadget-box after

“0.K., Sally! You'rs pals, ail ot
Tou. 111 leave the box in  the:
arawer of this table, out of sight,
and then hustle along with it as
soon as this professor arrives. And
now what about grubbins?”

Happily the five of them went off
to lunch, after which they hung
around the college gates until they
saw Professor Landvig arrive. Mr.
Gruley joined him, ona that was the
sigtnm for Sally & Co. and Slick to
act.

They all dashed across to Slick’s
chalet. Slick opened the table
drawer and drew out the package.

“Here it Is—marked with the
cross,” he beamed. “0K.. I'm on
my way.” And off went Slick with
the parcel, making his way towards
Mr. Gruley and the visiting pro-
fessor,

Sally, smiling gaily, made to close
the drawer of the table, then sud-
deniy paused, peering down and sulft-

ng.

“Hallo, what's this?” she mul-
mured stirring a little pile of black
powdery stuff with her finger. i
didn't notice it in the drawer befove.
Smells like soot——"

‘“He, he, he!
That sniggering sound came from
the dlrection of the window. The

chums spun round, to see u pasty
face framed there.
“Burt!” snorted Johuny. “Buzz

“He, he, he! Saliy’s right, It

iz soot!” grinned Burt.  8lick
Kaplin's got the wrong package. He's
taken his gadget-box—full ol 5004
this time!”

“What? You rotter, youve
worked this trick——"

“gomehow, I don't think Haplin
will he going on_ thut trin to
Brisbane,” smirked Burt. “T1'1l bhe
going, instead—it'll be u nice frip,

with all expenses paid!"”

A BIG BLUFF

LICK had got the wicug hox!
Horror {filled the chums,

One quick glance Sally shot at the
shelf where she had seen Slick place
Johinny had,
pbeen smothered with the flour.

It was not there, Burt was not
plufing. He must have been spyving
on them when they had been rall-
ing earlier on in the chalet. He
must have the professor’s butterfly

speclLmens.

“Grab the votter!" yelled Dou
furiously. :

Burt took to his hesis. Don and

Johnny made to chase him, but Sully
raced anheud of them.

“Don't worry ubout him for the
moment!” she criad urgeiu tly.
“We've got t0 warn Slick! We've
got to stop him handing over that
package to the professor!™
v Gosh—yes!”

But even as they rushed across the
cempus towards the muain steps ot
the college bullding, they saw Slick
passing over the ill-fated box.

They were too late!

Professor Landvig was smiling.
Mr. Gruley, beside him, Wwis POsi-
tively beaming and actually patting
Slick on the shoulder.

Then Slick saw the running chums
and came to meet them.

“It was a wow of a wheeze,
Sally!" he grinned. “I've got pet-
inilssion. fim going on that
rip-——"

“you won't be!" panted Saliy— '
and told the American boy the news.

“gus-soot in  it!” Slick  walled.
“guffering cats! This'll get me
expelled! Bib-but the speci-
mens—— Where's that box?”

“Obviously, Burt has got them,”
Fay said, a quivey of anger in hey
usually mild voice. “He's going. io
produce thémn at the right moment,
and be the little hero, and get per:
mission to g0 to Brispane instead Qi
vou, Slick. He'll wait until the pro-
fessor is smothered with soot, and
you've been blamed——" . i

Slick groaned. They all groaned.

“He mustn't open the box!” Sally,
gasped. ‘'We've got 1o get hold of it,
somehow.” o
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She rushed on towards Protessor not allow him to be smothered with saw the smile on her face, He hsd
Langvig and Mr. Gruley, who were soot! beenn o sure that he had picked up
how" ascending the steps to go into She would have to speak out. the right package; but now—-
Main Hall, where the lecture was There was absolutely no alternative. “you did switch 'em!” he cried.
being held. Her eyes gleamed with And that was going to be the be- “Bul you've given vourself away!
the ghimmering of an idea. ginning of trouble certainly for slick, Il have that other package, Sally
' Good-afternoon, Professor Land- and probably for herself and her Warner!”

vig!” she exclaimed hiding her con- chums, because they were all in- Sally gave a_startled gasp as she

sternation and putting on a glad volved. found the package she was holding
smile. “Oh, I've always wanted to “professor——" she cried in a snatched out of her hand.

meet you, professor., I'm so inter- choked volce. “And you can jolly well have this
ested In 1ep1—1emd0pﬂerolog_v. Please “Yes, my dear?’ He paused, knife one!” went on Burt, as he thrust
do let me carry that parcel for you. poised over the strin% the other box into her arms, and then
I'll be so proud to!” Then came another diversion. swung round on Professor  Landvig

The professor, & studious-looking, Sally stiffened. Stepping up to the and Mr. Gruley. “TI'll show vou ihat
grey-haired gentleman, was somewhat dais, unable to contain his excite- I Tound the missing specimens!” he

overwhelméd by Sually's effusiveness. ment any longer, was Alec Burt, rushed on. “And then you can see
Mr. Gruley stared at Sally in some package in hand. A package that for vourselves what is i the other

surprise. B was identical to the one in the pro- box!"

+T can manage, thank you,”’ smiled fessor's hand, even to the pencilied He grabbed up the penknife and
Professor Landvig. "It is not heavy. cross marked om the lid. slashed at the string around ithe box
Just a few of my best speci- “professor Landvig, I think there he held. He jerked up the lid
mens——" has been a mistake” sald Burt, a Swoogosh !

* Specimens!” exclaimed Sally ex- note of gloating satisfaction in his Alec Burt's gloating face suddenly
citedly. *“Oh, wonderful ! You voice. I have your specimens-—here vanished amid a shower ol blackness
must let me carry them for vyou, in this packagel!” ' that enveloped his head. There he
professor!” “you have?”’ exclaimed the pro- stood, gurgling and spluttering and

And she almost snatched the fessor in surprise. " But you cannot howling furicusly.
package out of his hands. have, my boy. They are in this From the assembled students,

“Very well,” sald the professor. box——" after one moment of dumbfounded
“But plcase be careful with “@Given you by & chap named silence. went up a roar of laughter.
them——" i Kaplin, wasn't it?” sneered Burt. “Burt!” 1t was Mr. Gruley's

“Oh, I will! Some of your best “He's  always getting up to tricks— thunderous volce. “T shall want a
specimens! May 1 show them to him and his crowd. I have the full explanation of this disgraceful

my friends? TI'll take great care of
them and let you have them back!”

And Sally, hoping des rately that
rush tactics would win the day, made
to hurry off without watting for an
ANSWer. She had the box. What
she was going to do with it Sally did
not quite know—except make sure
that it was not returned to the pro-
fessor.

“wWait, young lady,” said the pro-
fessor, mildly amused,

“Wait!" satd Mr. Gruley,

Sally went rushing on, as if she
had not heard.

There were more shouls,

“No: please come back,” said Pro-
fessor Landvig.

«Come buck!™ commanded M.
Gruley. * Sally, come back—at
once!”

Thére could be no lgnoring that
stern command. Sally  knew -she
would have to obey. Her idea was
not working according to plan.

Slowly she retraced bher steps. Im-

ossible to do anything with 1he

ox; impossible to pass it to_ her
watching chums in full view of the
two men on the stieps.

Pit'ofessm' Landvig was smiling
again, " » .

..Bt?tuc\fzuen‘ft?é"‘s{.‘(‘)‘i{‘;‘ !ﬂ.iggd’f‘xﬁ;‘ﬁmggé “ We've got the box back for you,” Sally said with a smile, then she ‘and her
(se specimens during my lecture, chums stared, for the boy inventor was aiso holding up a box. *‘Say, what do
young lady. ~ Come, bring the box you mean ? " he asked. 1 got it back mysell.”

with you, my dear, Now, my dear

sir, if you will kindly tell me what specimens, sir. They're not in the cpisode. Clean vourself up and then

arrangements have been made box vou're holding!” report to my study. 1 shall be wait-
Sally had to walk beside them as S Burt, what are you saying?” de- ing there for youl”

they entered Muin Hall. Her chums manded Mr. Gruley, staring {from one “But—but——" waliled a be-
hovered in the rear, but any oppor- hox to the other. wildered, baffled, besooted Burt.
tunity to smuggle the box out of ~ Burt made no reply, but just  LG0I°

sight was still impossible. grinned maliclously. He was not «fem!" Sally coughed innocently.

Already students were assembling o i ‘of . i “you look a little shaken, Professor
- i o stopping the professor I[rom openin < .
&r)alvta)e tlﬁgtg:‘tfé Mr. Graley led the § Sl %1'ick-ng—not Bl t‘. H% Lemc;vig. Let me open your box of
Y Yo tie dalsay dear smiled Pro- Ramted mm 1o GEED it—and "sufter  SPROUENE LM ater  sally  had
fessor Landvig. * Kindly place it on the results. He knew. after whal he hod the ot he was holdil i
e Gable.” ‘ : ¥ had said, that the professor would 0?‘9‘_‘.'3‘1 he box she was holding. ‘.j“*i
“and then take your place with "p.f“ i% t sall d t é’p‘é?:ﬂ%%:?mgfmetc'ﬁldes otp}?ggg.;hz)l;};s
5 : Lot v n that moment Sally appeared 0 ro-_ .. ) L
rne g?fﬂg‘f; the students, Sally,” sald o mple. She knocked against Pro- t“?."""u]mdd%‘,'?.te'iﬂy collectlon. . iwie
But Sally remalned where she was fessor Landvig, causing him to drop Splen e Ax dbe.xme if v a_r;n
staring with fascinated horror us the box he was holding. At the 101“' ”ﬁ“ ieal. N “h ‘}_.?w('l t§mIl “m
first, the pmfessév slowly put on a S3me time she also cannoned into join the rest 0l ttelp.__u ents, I w
it of spectacles, then peered dowil Burt, so that the other package LOénI‘l‘_\ﬁrlCti ms.v ne'ctul k her pl ith
R? the packaée. B slipped from his hands. Fa:'nzlmg ggonam}xd ?]%hn';?;' ﬁ&fes‘f’ii‘k
<My dear ®ir, have you a knife?"  Quick as flash Sally swooped W ghv that was swell of vou, Sally!”
he asked Mr. Gruley. "1 seem to downwards, catching ~that second whispered Slick fubilantly.  “The
D e tied ihis knot ilghtly., 1 will box—the omne with the specimens in yay you switched those boxes 5
just arrange the specimens in their it—before it could hit the floor and W17 didn't  switch them—that's
right order and then commence the the fragile contents suffer any damage. hat's so funny!” whispered back

lecture.” And in the same moment she caught e : - i " :
“\}ew good. professor. A knife? hold of the other box with her ot%m ?Vk}lléi‘]lt hﬁl;ng "e’};u‘;"’&““},ﬁ%‘%snded’r’ggf
Yes, here is_one.” hand. Her arms moved very auicklV. and Burt fell for my biuff ! I'm

Professor Landvig took the Xknife “No, you don’t, Sally Warner!" gfeaid he's going to have a jot of
and picked up the parcel. In the Furicus, full of suspicion, Blll‘l't also  eyplaining to do—and Gruley will
front row of the assembled students, made a dgwnward SWOOopD. Trying get the truth out of him. 1 should
S)iek, standing beside Fay and Don to switch 'em, eh? But I was watch.-, say youre OK. foy that trip 1o
and Johnny, closed his eyes. ing. This was the parcel I dropped.” Biispane, Slick!"
On the dais, Sally stood as if petri- He made a grab at it. He began End of thi — ’
fied. She felt helpless, and was help- straightening up, t hen suddenly (End o is week’s story.
jess. In a few seconds now he \Ivould terlxsed.th i B P— - 'r:-h- Morr\:’m:::':'l“‘:wll.lm:;p;:r,'“:g
e cut the string and would be n at momen urt saw ¢ another gran
t!?:a.vdy to open thatgbox. But now triwinphant gleam that fashed Friday’s GIRLS' CRYSTAL. Crrder
she could noi let him open it, could momentarily Into Sally's blue eyes, Yyour cepy early.
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" GHOST RIDER |
OF THE MOOR
(Continucd from puge 55.)

Mr
he's

it!”  exelaimed

“ Confound .
“ D3 you think

Lavton shorply.
vscaped?”’
“Impossible, sir! We've got our
men o watcelh, with searchlignts, tor
hatt a mile around. He'll never get
cleay
There eame o

laugh from Biane.

who sut in the back of the car‘with. § V- : x 4
. o your misdeeds on ¢ an innocent girl

1 LN ..
will never ‘get

Frank and Gwen.
' You mean—'she "’
clear! The Ghoslt Rider.is. a girl!

What!” exclaimed Frank incredi-

lously; while there came an amazd
gasp lIrom Gwen. EF

“ 1 caught sight of her from the
window, as she galloped into those
gearchilights,” declared Diane.
what's ‘more, I recognised her,
suspected all along that she was up
10 _no:good. She's Merle Eversham!™

Mr. Layton stared sharply at his
daughter.
“You may be right, Diane! We

Know that her: brother's mixed up in

these burgluries, ~and  the girl is
doubtlessly  haud - in --glove  with
Lim——-". . .

He broke off as therg came a shout
from the searchers, “'The briiltant.
probing lights had “picked out u
girlishy  [lgure limping through the
cbushes. - It was Merle, and ruefully
shie hurried to confront the men who
weregclosing in on her. !

*Arrest that girl, constable!™ ex-

claimed Mr. Layvton. as he huwrried
Torward, “You rheard  what oy
daughter said.  Merle Eversham is

the ‘daring trickster who has bren
. masguerading as the Ghost Rider--
terrilying innocent folk. while help-

ing ‘ her brother to commit thess
audacious robheries.” -
The constable’s . hand fell -on.

Merle's sheoulder; -

- Y You've lheard the charge. miss!”
he said grufly. ' Have you anything
to_sayv?” . : i

Helplessly, Merle staved the
accusing ring of faces.

- " 8he's got nothing to say!"”
Diane, pointing' accusingly.
the . so-ealled © Ghost . Rider,
diren’t -deny it e

<There came a sudden clov-clop of
hoofs -in the surrounding ist,

‘8ol - exelalmed o stern. lollow
LVDICE. “ Who dares to, take. my name
in vain?  Whe accuses an -innocent
. Birl-aol being the Ghost Bider of the

moor?” v #

«Diane gave a sudden shriek, eling-

at

shrilled
“She is

She |

ing to her  father, as a horseman
10omed in the Tog—a spectrnl figurs

in cloak aid plumed hat, mounted on”

a great black horse! .

For a moment Merle was almost as
terrified with astonishment as the
other watchgrs, Then her heart gave
a bpbound as she recognised Beauty:
though. even so. the identity ol tle
rider wias a complete mystery.

“It—it's artrick I gasped Mr. Layton.

YA trick--ves!” . thundered - the
spectral ligure, pointing sternly. “A
dastardly- trick on “your part, you
scoundrel, -to throw- the blame fov

and her brother! From an old diury.
dishonestly come by, vou learned ol a
treasure hidden centuries ago by
Claudé Martel. the highwaymair, You
broke into "the houses where ypu sus-
pected that treasure might be hidde:,
robbigg as you went——" .- .
“It's a lie! shouted the man, his
facg convulsed., “ Who—who are you?
By what right——*" " e
" Ha—you . quesLion my word!"
thundered "theé other. “But your
daughter” knows the truth. Diane
Lavton—come forward! ‘Take the
hand of Claude Martel, .and sweuar
that your father is hnnocent?™
The spectral figure bent
holding sut a gloved hand.

down,

“Ne!” screamed Diane, clinging to’

“ Father, don't

her father in terror,
He's teiling p.l.lg

let him touch me! 1
truth! He's come—he’'s come—

;
" He's come to show up a low=dowil

}l'icksﬁ;er for the cowardly rotter that
w is!”
changed voice, as he vaulted suddeniy

from the saddle and huiled himseif”

the white-faced manager. = . -
There was a flerce strugale, and the
spectre’s plumed hat feli off. reveal:
ing the grim. boyish tace of.Rodney
Forbes!

Before the gastounded watchors
could intervene Mr. Layton was sent
sprawling into the mud.

at

“Thal's one I owe yvou for the shot -

vou fired- at my - horse!” snapped
Rodney. * All right. constable—he's
your man, Cateh hold of this?!"-
Merle, hwrrying forward in bewil-
derved relief, saw the boy, toss a
weéighty leather pouch to the nmazed

policeman.

“The proceeds of : the Grange
robbery, I faney.” grinned the boy, as
he took Merle’'s arm. *I found it in
that secret drawer vou left open,
Merle—stufled away at the back.. T
began to put two and two together,
and I hurried out in search of you.”
- S And—and yeu found Beauty. with
the cloak and hat.” whispered Merie,
her eyes alight with gratitude.
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‘pile of stones,
- deeret  hiding-place:

exclaimed the spectre .in ‘o

“And the old diary,” Rodney
nodged.  “Laytou's nntes in  the
margin _confirmed my suspicions—but
I still had no real proof. I decided
on a bold blufl to surprise the truth
out of Dinne—and, as it happened, 1
turned up in the nick of time.”

LATER that evening, in her cottage,
Merle explained to Gwen and
Frank all that had_led to her reck-
less masguerade; the strange secrei
lelt by her tather, of which she had
only a slender clue—a page torn from
the highwayman's diary,
. "But what happened to the real
treasure?” demanded Frank. . “ Did
Layton manage to lay his hands on
it. after all»" -~
t was Rodney who intervened with
a grin. son ot | o
Judging from his notes, he failed
completely—and contented himselfl
by stealing whatever lhe could pick
up.  It’s. Merié's beliefl—and mine—
that the treasure's still hidden on the
moor-—and the clye may be contained
in that torn page Merle's been
treasuring all these years!™
-As; it .turned . out. Rodney's pre-
iction was right. Claude Martal's
Feasure was found buried under a
not far from Ken's
and  Merle and
Ken both insisted that the thiee
chums should have thieir share, :
The cloak and plumed hat Merie
bresented to*Rodneyv-as a Keepsake,
“Have vou {orgotten -our- litgls
bargain?” she asked, ‘her eyes twink-
ling as-she mét his glance, . * You may
handme a feather -from.the plume
now. Rodney—just- to make things
square!™ & -
THE END. .
 Hetty’s South Seas Home of Perit ™
is the title of "next week’s - exciting
mystery-adventure story. Be ‘sure to
read it. v

JOY—THE GIRL WITH A
100 VOICES -
(Continued from puge 96.)
 U'It—it must be her double,” de-
cided Hypatia, staring as if hypno-

tised at the gir] in the car.
“Yes, yes! That, Hypatia, Is the

explanation,” agreed ‘Aunt Jemima.
*Good_ gracious, such an_ extraorci-
nary likeness "

But at that moment, Joy looked
from the car window and waved.

»See you.later, Hyppy ! she called.

Then, leaving her relations utterly
dazed ‘and -green  with envy, Joy
settled down beside the smiling flm
actress. sk 0

“Shassshi!” warned Joy., ‘' Not
word about my mimicry, pleasc.
tell you why later.” )

“Just as you like,” sald smiling
Myrtruda., “But, believe me, vou've
got a great future, if only you can per-
suade youl people to let you have a
go." : ; =

a
I

*T find & way,” winked Joy.
- “ I evel you neeg help come to me,”
said Myrtruda.  “You've done me a
wonderful turn  to-cay, Joy. A
thousand- thanks; and. I'll sec that
you -feel like a guest of honcur at
this luncheon yourseif.”
- And so Joy did—Dbut at her own
request, and with' Myritruda's com-
pliance, the part she had played <in
the capture of the-crooks was played
down, at least &s regards the mimicry,
As for ‘Aunt Jemima and Hypatia,
Joy tamed. them by giving them g
special introduction to Myrtruda,
whio" was so” charming and gracious
that  she put Aunt Jemima and
Hypatia in such a ‘good humowr that
they were grateful to Joy.

(End of this week's story.)

Mare fun with Joy in another amusing
story next weeok,
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