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Diamatic Story of the Amazing Things Which Happened When the Morcove
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The One They Mistrusted !:
L AN I lend you a hand, Betty 72!
“What? Oh—" : .
And there Betty Barton broke -off; lest
any hasty exclamation should betray feelings best
kept to herself. .

Like the rest of those Morcove chums who were
at Priors Wold for part of the Christmas holidays,
Betty had learned to dislike—mistrust even—this
very pretty young lady, Bella Darrington, who
had  been an uninvited guest- since just before
Christmas Eve. .

Betty, at this moment, was busy tidying the
bed-room which she shared with three of her best
chums. The bed-making - was her single-handed
task, when Bella had turned up at the doorway,
to voice an apparently friendly offer of help.

“1 think ¥ can manage quite well by myself—
thanks all the same.”

“But, Betty, I must help somewhere in the
house!  Most of the servants have already left,
and the rest arc going now !”

“1 know. But 4

“Very unreasonable of them, too, I think!™
Bella Darrington spoke on, a sudden sourness in
her voice. *“ Most inconsiderate!”

“In fairness,” Betty demurred, whilst spread-
ing sheets and blankeis, “they did offer ic stay
on for another day—even pass another night
here—only Mrs. Cardew said she could not ask it
of them.”

“If T had been Mrs. Cardew, I would have in-
sisted upon their giving proper notice!”

“1 doubt if they could have been held to it.
This is a very lonely old house, and the nights
are at their longest. After the bad scares there
have been—making the staff feel that the place
must be haunted—" ’

“Haunted 1” And Bella, as she took a cigarette
from her silver case, laughed derisively. * How
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absurd! You and your chums don’t suppose that
the Black Rider is really a spook, Betty?”

“No, But it is casy to understand how the
maids feel, after dark. Remember, they have to
o up to bedrooms, last thing, that are a good
way from—"

“It's the class they belong to,” sneered Bella,
striking a mateh, **Well |”—flourishing out the
match after lighting up, *I don’t intend to go!
I'm for staying on, like you girls and all the rest
of the guests.”

Betty smiled, but said nothing.

“PBesides,” came from touched-up lips which
held the cigarette, “think of the fresh upset_this
morning! That poor boy, Dave Cardew—Mrs.
Cardew’s own son—missing! And yet the servanis
have left!” ¥

“Only because Mrs. Cardew would insist upon
their going.”

“More use out of the way, than in the way—
T suppose. They must be
a lot! Oh, well, as we
giests are staying on in
practically a servantless
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were under very deep snow this morning.

The Phantom’s Threat:
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Betty, starling upon the last bed fo be made.
“Dave is not the one to come to grief over any-
thing he does. Ile always thinks well before-
hand and takes cverything into account.”

Betty spread the last sheets and blankets, She
tucked them in, and then went on so briskly with
final tidyings that Bella Darrington iook the
hint and drifted away.

The moment she knew herself to be alone, Betty
stood still, looking towards the doorway as if
she could see the young lady still there—talking,
angling for information.

Then this schoolgirl, who in term-time was chief
of the Study No. 12 chummery at Morcove, went
to a window and stood gazing out.

All the great wastes of the lonely Cotswolds

i There
had been another blizzard in the night, so that
around Priors Weld, at this moment, thére were
only footprints made since daybreak.

Enough of them, to be sure! Betty could see
them, and they gave some comfort fo a mind
wliich was by no means as unworried on account
of missing Dave as Bella Darrington had faneied.

Three hours now since so many anxious scarchers
had set oul, in their twos and threes. None had
yet retucned, but, at any rate, there was this
wide-spread search going on. TFathers and other
grown-ups belonging to the Priors Wold house-
party; the missing boy’s own_ best pals—four
of them—and somc of Betty's girl chums.

Betty herself had longed fo take part, but she
had decided to deny herself and do the less
aftractive thing—be of help about the house.

Nor was she the only Morcovian who had
realised that at a time like this it was not a case
of doing just as one wished.

The teamn spirit !-—one to do this, and the other
to do that, and so between them the old Moreove
slogan would be lived up to: “We'll manage!”

“Miss—""

“ Hallo, Maisic!
going to leve us!”

“No, miss! Ididn't ask last night to be allowed
to go in the morning.” .

“Yes, so we heard overnight, Maisie.
not afraid, then?”

A strange look passed across the comely face
of the young scrvant as Betty spoke. It meant
great agitation, as DBetfy could tell, and yet,
somehow, the nervousncss seemed to have nothing
to do with superstitious dread.

“T—] don't wish it to be thought, miss, that
I am boasting of being able to stay on, when all
the rest were too afraid to do so. The strain's

So you, anyhow, are not

You're

Morcove’s Retort:

house—I must get busy I
She turned_ to go from
the room with a great

«THE BLACK RIDER WILL
COME AGAIN TO-NIGHT!”

“«ET HIM COME—WE’LL
CATCH HIM YETI! "

air of industry — then
checked.
“Y  wonder, Betty,

what has become of Dave
Cardew ! Such a nice boy! And another terrible
snowstorm in the night! e must have been oub
in it, too. He appears to have gone out during
the night—not just. before daylight this morning.
His bed was not slept in!”

“No."

# Aven't you worrying, anyhow? You do seem
to be faking it calmly, Betty! He may have lost
his life in the snow!”

“Oh, I refuse to imagine such a thing,” said

been more than they could be expected to stand.”

“But it hasn’t affected you in quite the same
way?” ;

Betty felt she had quite startled this honest-
looking housemaid by making that suggestion.
Maisie Turner turned her eyes away, whilst the
pallor of her cheeks almost matched the whiteness
of the snow outside.

“T—I mustn’t stay here talking,™
flusteredly. “I'm only—"

Maisie said
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The rest was never said. - At that instant both
" Maisie' and Betty were startled by a.sudden great
-outery downstairs. : e
It was no panicky screaming such as had ocourred
last night, when servants had been, terrified by
another sight’ of that phantom:like figure which
was_so mysteriously. haunting the-district. 2
“What on earth{” Betty exclaimed. . “Is it
only some:comic set-out downstairs in the kitchen ?
I can ‘hear Naomer. yelling like mad. She.has
been “ helping * with the cooking, you know. Or
is it— %ca,‘ it is|” Betty becanie joyfully con-
vinced... “News. of Dave!  Oh, come on!” .
Taking it for granted that Maisie was_follow-
ing, Betty simply flashed along to the stairs. -
« Down:one -flight and then another she raced,
hearing * the baﬁiél of  voices become more dis:
- tinctive. H Bey e : i3
Then - Naomer rushed up from the kitchen
regions, yelling shrilly:” - i
" “Betty! - Beti-ee! " Queek!” Now, as Betty
came flump ! to the floor, after making: the jump
from the last few stairs, the shrill-voice ¢ried on:
_“Bekas, Dave is safe, Betty! " He is back!
He is coming. in- now!” L s

: How Did He Do Tt? . -
: EVER in ber-life had Betty known ‘more
N - pmazement. and reliel packed-into. a single

: .. moement, e TH SRR Ny
““What1” she cried.: $Back?”? - . L
Yes, bekas—queek, ‘go to zis hall window and

0
you can zée him|: I tell you,” Naomer shrilled,
rushing across with her chum to the window, “it is
Dave, and he’s riding ‘a horse!” : .
Joy-filled Betty ‘at the news. .~

“TI'm-s0 glad ! Betty cried,
‘Naomer -at thab hall” window. i ”
“Bekas, look at him, .as cool as ze cucumber! )
Not a bit like as if he had been missing! ~ Hooray,
anyhow, bekas—jolly good job!” - ) .
Betty nodded. " She wanted to.cheer at the top
.of her voice. .If her gladness did not become
vocal, that was because amazement was tying her
' tohgue as it was also keeping her motionless,
Dave, astride a horse that was ploughing ‘its
way through :the deep snow, had several members
of the household running out to meet him, There
was his mother; his sister Judy ‘was another.
Betty also noticed Paula Creel, who had stayed at
home to do the work of a kitchen-maid: .
But, except for those who' had rushed out by
some side-door or other to greet him, Dave was
alone.  He had returned _without bringing. any
‘of those who_had gone to search for him.
“'What ze diggings, I'm off out to him—queek 1"
So'was Betty now.. Shée shook off the spell that
surprise had placed upon her and ran out by the
front door.. She and Naomer fairly ga!ﬂ:ped
[ at the same time

and remained’ with

togéther over the trodden snow,
‘waving jubilantly, .- - ! o =
Beity and the dusky one got t6 Dave whe# he
had dismounted from a bir -looking horse whose
nostrils smoked in the winiry cold. =~ °

His mother and sister were irying to keep calm,
but were not succeeding very well. . He himself
secemed only’to wonder why there should be this
excitement, -this' hysterical delight -over his
return. Hin

“Bai_Jove, Betty deah, gweat welief, what?* '
Paula ejaculated. ~.'*Yes, wather! We could
hawd!? believe our éyes, bai_Jove, when we saw
him—fwom the kitchen window 1” ..
“Dave " cried Betty, now that he was able to
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.ing gr_ea'dful]y alarmed, you know!”

“him tenderly. i
- your room -\vas_-emp:f.ayj‘ your bed unslept in !

. definitely.

" Tom were up,” he ssid.

+ing ‘to go out: again;

Every Tuesday

see who was here, beside his mothér and sister,
“Are you all right?” :
“ All right, Betty? Of course I am!”.
Paula chortled in an unstrung way. . . . .
*“Haw, -haw, haw; he’s all wight,  bai Jove!
Most- wemawkable, what? Haw, haw, haw1” .
“Well, Dave,” Betty smiled, “we’ve been feel-

~Judy, too,”’ he
re?ondéd, ‘in"an astonished tone.” “But F'm sure
I didw’t' mean you to be anxious.” i
*“0Oh, ‘Dave,” his widowed . mother, reproached
‘ When, at daybreak this morning,

o _mother has béen saying—J;

-*Quite, mother. - But I did think my note——"
“Note?” echoed.all' who heard him, blankly.
“What note??: i RO T ST ;
- His dark brows went. up. e, R s “ 4
“I left a note that should have. prevented any
anxiety. . I -put it just. under the door of the
room that Jack and Tom share. It was addiessed
to Jack, but he was to pass it round.? st o
HJack never had it,” Dave’s mother: stdi
“The note was not-found.”
Dave shrugged. d
“Then it must have been taken before Jack

fore Jack and
“That’s obvious now.”
“How. do ‘you ‘mean,

patted its arched

“Taken ? cried Judy.
Dave?” i _
He turned to the horse and
neck. 2 - 28 _
“I must stable this fellow at oncé, mother.
He’s whacked. I don’t know when he had his
last feed. He shall have a good one. now, and

a brisk rub down.” s o ;

" At that moment Betty found heér gaze being
attracted away from the lad. She noted, first,
the figure of Maisie, the parlourmaid, over by
the house door, locking strangely excited.

_And from that figure Betty’s gaze went next
fo someone at a window of the house—Bella Dar-
rington, staring this way so. fixedly that her’ eyes
were as large, dark patches in an otherwise white
ace. ’ o ) .
“But, Dave!” his schoolgirl sister called after
him -as he walked the. horse in the, direction of
the stabling. “Whose horse was it before you
got l’a_,old of it? He must have belonged to some-
one ! % 4 o : .

“Yes—the Black Rider.” .. .

And, with that for another of his laconic °
answers, Dave went away with the horse, leaving
all who had heard. those last words simply speech-

less with ‘amazement.

p . Morcove Carries On |

RIORS WOLD, before  another hour had sped,

was full of life and laughter 6nce more:

.. The search parties were back. Some had
returned soon affer Dave’s reappearance, moan-
i ¢ but now_there was no need, -
The rest had ‘been hastily locked for, and so
spared further needless exertion. ;

Dave stood exonerated from all blame. It was
not his fault that there had been such anxiety
on his account; he had taken the precaution” to

-leave behind a note, in the night, which should

have set all minds at rest~=if only that note had
been found where he left it] -

“And Tom and T saw no note!” was Jack’s re-
peated disclaimer, when' the whole affair was
being debated by the jumiors all over again,
“There wasn’t any note Iying jnst inside the deor
on our bed-room floor, was tgere_, Tom ?*
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“ Absolutely no!”

“Then I would like to
know who had it before you
two hoys were up!” Polly
Linton said in a fresh ex-
plosion of indignation,

“Can’t you guess?”
smiled Dave.
“Yes!” Polly snapped.

“0f course I can guess; but
it's mot the same as being
able to prove it! That girl,
Bella Darr—"

“*Sh, not so loud, Polly !

“QOh. if she's sneaking
around, wanting to hear—
Jet her hear! It's time
things came to a head with
that uninvited guest, I
reckon. Time she was asked
to leave !

“Think so? Well, I
don’t,” Dave mildly dis-
sented, turning away to the
door.  ““See you all later,”
he meaningly added—and

was gone, to get some
sleep. .
His  withdrawal resulted

in most of the other junmiors
realising that this was not
the time for continuing the
talk.  They had sat with
Dave, in the dining-room,
where he had been enjoying -
& mid-morning “breakiast ?
—which Naomer claimed to
have cooked! At any rate,
she had been the one to
bring it to table when he
was ready for it,

Away went Betty and
other Morcovians—some at
a scamper back to the kit-
chen regions, others to hurl
themselves once more into houseworlk clsewhere.
Am’]T the boys were soon making themselves useful,
too !

There was fat Tubby, bringing fresh fuel from
the wood and coal sheds, a job Tubby liked,
because it kept him in close contact with the
kitehen.

Naomer was not a moment out of the kitchen,
and every time Tubby passed through he came
in for a “snack ' from the pantry.

“Bekas, Tubby, we don't know what time lunch
will be ready !” was the dusky one’s stated reason
for serving him with titbits.

Prompt to the minute, after all, however, went
the gong. Mrs. Cardew herself, with the “help ”
of Naomer, had soon got the cooking done.

Morcove had laid the table, and it looked as
dainty as ever. Those grown-ups who were Mor-
cove parents playfully said that this was one of
the surprises of their lifetime—to find that daugh-
ters COULD be so domesticated.

Pave did not come down.

“ Sleeping like a log,” was the assurance Jimmy
conveyed to the large party that was now sitting
down at table.

Tt transpired that the note slipped under Jack
and 'Tom’s bed-room door had simply said:

“7f T am not back when you read this, you'll
know where I am—at Medcombe Manor—"
“And there, whilst the wintry night wore away,
Dave had lurked—waiting and watching!
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 Whose horse was it before you got hold of it, Dave ? "
Judy called after her brother.
someone ! *’ Dave smiled grimly.

“ It must have belonged to
*Yes, the Black Rider{"
was his startling answer.

Just before dawn he had seen the Black Rider—
again.

Man and rider had come at a walking pace,
at that last hour of the black night, to Medcombe
Manor. And then, suddenly—if the rider him-
self had remained unsuspicious of Dave’s pre-
sence, the horse had not. ~

All in an instant the horse shied badly in the
deep snow-—and threw his rider.

With only a moment to decide what to do, Davea
had certainly acted with great presence of mind.
Whilst the man was still wallowing in the snow,
the quick-witted lad had rushed out and dashed
to seize the horse.

“Tt seemed better to get hold of the horse and
leave the man, just then,” Dave had continued his
explanation. “I nearly did the trick, too, but
not quite. The horse shied and cantered off. 1
chased after him—well, it must have been a
couple of miles, and when I caught him he was
as badly lost as I was. The snow hadn’t stopped.
There was nothing to give me my direction. So,
when I came upon an empty cattle-lair, which 1
had hoped was a cottage, I decided to shelter
there.”

Maost of the table-tallkk became further comment
on Dave's thrilling adventure. But it was all
carried on in gratified tones. Dave had not suf-
fered the least harm, hardy fellow that he was.
And surely it had put a bit of a *“stopper * on
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the mystery man, that he was now without his
horse, anyway! Bravo, Dave!

Only, there sat Bella Darrington, forgetting now
and then to be as vivacious as usual; lapsing into
thoughtful silence, -as if Dave’s success were a
sethack to some secret scheme of her own.

Was it possible that she, who was enjoying the
hospitality of Priors Wold, was actually hand-in-
glove with—the Black Rider? ’

“Perhaps,” Bunny Trevor presently sparkled,
“the Black Rider will turn up to claim his horse
—to-night 1"

““Oh, T hope mnot!” laughed Mrs. Cardew.
“For you girls and boys will be on your own
this evening. Yewleigh Court was on-the ’phone
about their - party for to-night, and I feel that
those who were invited must go. They will feel
so disappointed.”

“No reason, mumsie, why you and the rest
shouldn’t go,” cried Judy. “If Morcove can’t
take care of itself-——Grangemoor can guard us!”

“Unless,”

Medecombe Manor again?™
Nunno,” said Jack gaily. *“Medcombe Manor

is off for a bit, anyhow. What would be the use?
The Black Rider will be giving that place a wide
berth now, you may be sure. So don’t worry;
we chaps will keep Morcove usefully occupied.

" Ope thing, -they’ll have dinner to cook——"

“We thought you boys might cook for us .

girls,” Polly chipped in. ““For a change!”

“No!” objected Naomer strenuously. *‘ Bekas,
I'm ze one to see after ze dinner, and as for
Grangemoor—zey can wash up after-the-wards!”

“Ha, ha, ha,” ;

Beity, as the laughter died away, spoke across
to Bella Darrington.

“ Are you going fo Yewleigh Court to-night§”

“T am sure,” Mrs. Cardew quidkly interposed,
“Bella could come along, and they would welcome
her.” .The' party. at Yewleigh Court was for
grown-ups only; t'&ulte an_important social event
in the distriet. *“If you like, Bella, I will ring
up in advance and tell them——" )

““Oh, thanks awfully, Mrs. Cardew; it is kind
of you, as usual,” was the gushing answer. * But
I feel—no, I had better remain behind. I shall
be someone ”,— with a little laugh—*to keep an
eye on-the juniors!”

o \«”e'r{1 well; just as you please.”

““Let her stay, since she wants to,” Polly grimly
whispered to Befty. ‘“And perhaps it will be
as well for us to keep'an eyé upon her!”

. Peril for Pam!
= ALL Pam Willoughly, Morcove’s ‘‘little
I lady of Swanlake,” came down from her
room, a little while later, wearing her
riding kit. 3

Very dainty and. dashing Pam looked in her
tailor-mades, although she had pot given a
thought, whilst' changing, as to how she looked=
whether “all correct” or otherwise.

Pam had been only thinking, then, that she
MUST have five minutes on the back of Dave’s
“capturg.” . For a horse to be in the stables and
for he‘nzot fo try him .out was nnimaginable.

Dave dvouldn’ mind a serap, she was positive.
He knew herlove of horses and how she had had
her own pony to ride as soon as she could toddle.

“You're jeauty,” she murmured, having
quietly enté the dim stable where Dave had

“left the hMék steed so comfortably stalled.
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chuckled one of the grown-ups,
“ Grangemobr decides to go off to lie in wait ab-

Every Tuesday

“Phantom—Ifor that’s what-we'd better call you!
—how do you feel now, boy?”*

He brought his head round, as far as the halter
would allow, his fine eyes taking stock of this
young person who so evidently understood him
and his kind. He stopped grinding at & bit of
hay for a moment, then resumed.

Pam stood close to him, drawing a hand caress-
ingly. down his sleek neck. He liked her, and
went on seeking more tasty wisps from the well-
filled rack of hay. : ’

“Only long hay, is it?” Pam spoke to him
softly. ‘“We’ll pub somiething through the chaff-
cutter presently, Phantom; find a few oats for
you, too, if we can. But do you fee]l better
already? Come, then, boy; leave that for a bit
and let’s see how you and I get on together.”

Having made Phantom ready, she untied him
from the halter and led him out into the suowy
yard. There was a mounting-block, belonging to
an age when country folk were in and out of the.
saddle all day long. Pam used it, .so as to be
more sure of mounting quickly and getting comtrol
of the animal. ’ P o L,

Her horsemanship was so  good ‘that~hé re-
sponded perfectly. Seated, she reached forwards
and patted his neck as he kept so quiet.”

Then she eantered him out of the yard, which
had been mostly cleared of show, but checked

_him to a walking pace as soon as open ground

was reached.

The snowballers saw her, and were thrown into
sudden amazement at what she was doipg.

Jack, Tom and Tubby waved their caps from
a little distance away. Bunny picked herself up
from where she had just been bowled over in
the snow, and joined .in the laughter with which
Betty and Polly &nd oué or two others were greots

- ing Pam’s appearance. .

“Hooray!” she was cheered; but there were
some facetious comments as well,

“Wow, it’s the Black Rider againi” _

“And it's only a girl, after all!” - e

“Whoa, Pam—half a tick!. And we'll hiich
on & couple of the toboggans!” -

All of which Pam Treceived with " her usual
serenity, conferring an airy wave of a gloved hand
upon .the merry-makers whilst -she . headed
Phantom for the snowy wastes. i

Although “she hadto let her mount only. plod
through the deep snow, she was enjoying this
spree immensely. It was something affer her own
heart. . o .

Nor was she without hope of finding a place
presently, where Phantom could be cantered, i
not galloped. The wind had a way of whizzing
the snow away on the tops of the hills, leaving a
bare two inches, . She knew ‘of a “sheep walk ™
that ran right along the top of one bit of upland—
firm ground, smooth and green ds a lawn in
suminer-time, - - et

For a little while the laughter and cries of her
snowballing chums came after her, in the silence
of the snow-blanketed countryside. Onee, at the
top of a rise, ehe looked back and saw ihe snow-
ball fight still raging, with Priors Wold looking
so grey and old in 1ts setting of snow.

Theri she looked before her as Phantom had
to pick his way down a gentle slope, to go up
the other side of the dip to that level stretch
which she had in mind. o

He seemed to her. to be enjoying the airing.
She must, she realised, be'a featherweight to him,
whose real owner was the Black Rider! A man—
and what a mystery man that unknown was!
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 Pam fell into a train of thought about the
incidents of this winter holiday ab Priors Wold;
the baffiing mystery which she and her ehums had

found so thrilling, so fascinating.

. Before ever they and the rest of the Yuletide

figure seen riding by night.
Country folk, trying nob to" yield to

the Rider was—must be—a spectre.

lately.

~ Nights: of bitter cold and blinding snowstorms,
_ when he had been ridden about on these bleak,
- « ‘shelterless wastes—for SOME strange . purpose

or other!

"5 But ‘you're not going to be treated” like that

‘“apy more; Phantom. He won’t get hold

“ again. - That stable for you to-night, down at
Priors- Wold—and some of us will slip out to you,
. too, last thing, to say good-night, my beauty i

quite knew that he was in good hands.

Perfect in his response to ber handling of him,

party turned up ak Priors Wuid, this lonely dis-
frict bad been frightened by the phantom-like

snperstition, had yet been forced to believe that

" Her love of all animals, and a hatred of all
forms of unkindmess to mankind’s dumb friends,
made Pam treat Phantom fo some petting atten-
tions. This lovely creature, his coat as shiny-black
as an cbony ruler, had been put.tc hard use

. Phantom’ dipped his head and then tossed it in
"the pleased way of a cavalry charger, as if h
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he started into-a canter when conditions underfoot
made it safe for her to-give. the hint.

And then, suddenly, she ohecked him to a com-
plete standstill.

. She had felt she had better do that, and perhaps
deeide to turn back, for the white wastes ahead

of her showed a moving figure—a youngish man
who had stepped out from the shelter of a solitary
clump of wind-twisted  trees. :

Tie came walking towards her briskly from a
few hundred yards away, and mow she could tell
that his clothes were of a peculiar kind—all black,
but not the ‘‘best black” that countrymen
reserve for Sundays and festivities. He wore not .
an overcont but a cloak. And his head was bare
—why? a

Another moment, and she was wondering : had
he dispensed with his hat because it was a three-
cornered one? o v

I so, then be was the Black Rider himself!

The mere suspicion would have been -enough, in
any case, to make Pam turn her horse about.
But now, changing suspicion to glarming cer-
tainty, the man whistled—to her mount.

She felt ‘Phantom wanting to respond to that
whistled signal-—one which he had been taught
to obey. ~She and he had made {riends with
each other; but she was not his rightful master—
and this man was!

. (Continued on the next page.)
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Paula with

whisked into the bed-room, pullin
what ze

her, “Bekas——  Hallo, though,
diggings !

After goggling her eyes for a moment at some-
thing which, most unexpectedly, lay .upon the
dressing-table, she flashed round to face Betty
and Polly as they entered.

“Here, Betty—queek! Bekas,

‘or you!”
A—note?”

Incredulously Betty stared at the envelope,
after she had crossed over and taken it up. The
,mscuptmn was simply, “Betty,” as any chum of
hers m:%mt have put upon a note for her, at
school ut who was there, here at Priors VV(nd,
who could have needed to write her a note?

look—a note

The man grabbed at the reins. Wildly the horse

reared, but Pam, splendid horsewoman that she

was, remamed firm in the saddle. She was not

afraid of the man, although she felt certain
he was the Black Rider.

She tore open the envelope, took out a folded
half-sheet of notepaper, and then gave a slight
start as she read what was written.

It must have seemed better to her to say nothing
in front of Naomer and Paula, for she only
laughed. Afterwards, she contrived to get out-
side the room with Polly

“Look !

. And Polly read:

“THE BLACK RIDER WILL COME AG-\I\
TO-NIGHT.”

“What shs.ll we do?” Betty asked her chum in
a whisper. “I mean, shall we show this warning
to Mrs. Cardew? If we do, she and the rest will
not go to that affair at Yewleigh Court.”
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Polly thought quickly, then gave an emphatic
shakc of the head.

““No—say nothing ! They have given us a grand
time over Christmas. Don't let’s spoil their
special treat. Besides! Fven if he does come—
we girls are a big enough batch, and we’ve always

gob the boys!”
“Right,” Betty nodded. “We’ll manage!
But, Polly dear—who is it has warned us like

this? It can’t have been Bella Darrington, if
she is in league with that man? For it is a
friendly warning, surely!"

But Polly was not so sure.

“It could be Bella Darrington—if there is a
catch in it,” was her reply. “And that, you
mnay depend, is where the real danger lies

qf/.% 0%, o’ >

On Their Own !

UMP ! Young Tubby Bloot threw a mighty log
upon the hall fire, and then another—and
another after that!

Morcove and Co. meant to enjoy a jolly blaze
to-night, left all by themselves as they were, ex-
cept for Bella Darrington and that one servant
who had so loyally stayed on.

The cars had just left, grinding away in low
zears and with chains upon their wheels. Last
parting cries had been exchanged between the
juniors, at the porch, and the grown-ups; then
the outer door had been banged shu: upon the
bitter cold night.
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“Hoorayl We're all on our own—hurrah!”

‘“*T'was Christmas Day in the workhouse!® ™
Jack ' recited, winding
“‘ And the paupers were. eating their Christmas
fare!* Talking of which, you girls—we fellows
would like you to serve dinner nice and early.
In fact, you can start right now——2 ’
“Nothing doing,” Polly replied. “Those who
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up the gramophone,-

want anything know where to get it. 1f you boys .

think we girls are going to spend the evening
- waiting on you—-" :
“*But this,” eried Jack, looking greatly shocked,
“is mutiny | - Weren't you girls distinetly told
5 .

“No-0-01"

“Didn’t I myself,” Jack raised his voice to a
very cheelty ‘batch of Morcovians, “write out the
menu for my little bachelor party? Soup, fish,
joint, hot roast turkey, two veg, pudding, ices,
coffee——"%- : h

A rival ehout interrupted. It was Naomer,
standing on .a hall chair to ensure a better,
hearing. 3

“Hi, now listen!
take” what you like!
in ze pantry——" :

“Dining-room first,” Jack bellowed. . “Come
on, boys; line up .for the Bread Stakes.
when I say ‘GO ’'—— ;
Toe the mark, Tubby! Don’t,” Jack entreated,
shoving liis fat pal back o the imagindry line,
** disgrace the old. school tig!™ -0

Now.all the girls'stood by, to laugh' at the way
all five ‘Grangemoorians—for Dave was. entering

into the joke—were getting ‘into ime for the dash. . -

Jack was reprimanding, Tubby  for ‘‘cheating,”
wheén suddengf Polly, ‘Bunny, MNaomer, ‘ahd two
or three. more, simply flashed -to the dining-room.

Surging- in; ‘they' closed. the door instantly with
a mighty' slam B 5 3

And when zat is all ‘gone,

o ol b
Bekas, in ze .dining-room,

Every Tuesday

Some glances were exchanged. Neither Mor-
cove nor Grangemoor had been forgetting Bella
and their definite mistrust of her. ;

She was back -almost immediately, remarking
airily:

“1 don’t see Maisie Turner in 'the kitchen. I
want her to take some more coals up to my bed-
room.” . .

‘““Maisie has finished for the day,” Betty said
quietly.  “She has worked hard enough for three
since first thing. "We told her we wouldn’t wans
to bother her, and she was very grateful.”

“8he talked of going to her own room and not
coming down again,” Judy supplemented. I
aﬂ_&p}?ct she will go to bed. Bhe slept badly lass
night.*

“We all- did that,” Bella suggested, as if it
were no excuse.

“I'll take up a seuttle for you presently,” Dave
offered, “and leave it outside’ your room.” =

“Oh, thanks, but—I can wait upon myself}”

Bella Darrington’s nerves seemed . to be strung
“up- this evening. She went back to-the kitchen
and - they heard her go out. to the coal-shed,

" although there was no need for her ‘te-havé ‘done -

And-
Hey, come back, Tubby.:

- say for certaini? 5

Grangemoor’s roar of ra.l_ge at being thus shus-
out was answered by mocking peals  of laughter.

Subsequently, the very:loudest remarks came
from those girls who had locked themselves in ‘the
room; tantalising comments on wkat delicious
. things they had Tound to eat! ;

' “Shame,” said Jack fiercely. “But don't cry,
Tubby. Tt cannot be—no, Fate would never be
s0 cruel as to mean us to starve! There is always
the pantry, boys!” -

"“¥You can have it!” shrilled Naomer,.from the
dining-room.  *‘Bekas, I was going to eggsplain ;
zere is nothing there—only remains!”

““a, ha, hal”: ;

''Tis. false,” Jack gritted. “Heed not the
voice of that traitress! ‘B’ Company, fall in!
By the right, quick march !” :

And he, putting himself at the head of his
comrades, began a vepy effective imitation of a
drum-and-fife band, as they trotted out to the
kitchen regions. : 4

In no hurry did they return, so it was evident
they were not faring so very badly after all. The
dining-room door was unlocked to admit any
other- girls . who were inclined to “dine ” now,
.and presently most of the Morcove chums were
‘returning to the hall, plates and tumblers in
hand. e ;

There, in a half-circle round the blazing fire,
they were enjoying most tasty eatables, when the
boys came back similarly plate-laden.:

At that instant they became aware of Bella Dar-
rington - descending from upstairs.- She did not
come across to join them at the hall fire, but
turned off into a passage leading to the kitchen.

so.  She could have drawn gquite enou
from the stock already indoors. @ . 7. i’
Betty- was studying Dave’s face, for he was
looking extra thoughtful, when suddenly Bella
Darrington came running - back to them, all
-making an excitable outery. : -
“That Horse—it's gonel” ° ;
- “What! Never—oh—7" o 7 i
“How can you say ‘Never’ when 1’m telling
ou!” Bella cried, resenting the startled cries
with which all -the juniors jumped up. = “It's
gone, I'm positive! -The stable door is open.” T
believe I even saw the man himself, but I won's

. She was not asked to say anything more. The
juniors were even then surging away, to rush,
en-masse to 4 back door opéning on to. the inner

 yard.

From that doorway the stables could be seen,
and - they:all saw that a stable door which had
been lefi locked upon Phantom was now standing
wide open. - - : ' .

- Excitement. would have caused every one of.
the juniors to go across to the outhuilding, but
Dave called out that the fiﬂs had better. be care-
ful or they would take cold, for the night was one
of iron frost. el o ;

But Betty, Polly and one or two others went
with the 1aés, finding it necessary. to step care-
fully, for there was a danger of slipping. Where '
they trod unswept snow it crackled underfoot like
breaking glass. ; ;

hantom was gone, right enough, and in a
moments they were trying to find: tracks.

“It's not snowing to-night,” Polly excitably
commented. “8o there will be tracks that we
can -follow | But why—why. did we give the man
a chance to come and speak his horse back! I
wanted a watch to be kept, turn and turn about,
only Dave said not!”: i

“1 know I did,” came Dave's perfectly calm. .
adm’i!ssion. “But now, wait a.moment, some of
you.

He moved off across the starlit yard, but nos
alone. Betty and Polly followed, as did Jack and
Jimmy, until, at the far side of the yard, the
snow became too deep for the girls in. their thin
house slippers. They had to turn back, leaving
the three boys to go over open ground beyond the
yard, peering about for any telliale tracks.

few
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‘At last Dave end his
two chums  returned to
Betty and Polly.

“Come on hack
he ndnsed tersely.
man sn't been here.’
“What 17 stared Polly.

“He couldn’t have crept to
the stubles without leaving
footprints — and  there are
none. I know exactly what
tracks there were at nightfall.
That horse has been turned
loose by—well, by someone in
the house.”

Along  with understanding
gasps from Betty and other
girls came Polly’s furious

outburst :

“Ah!  You mean—Bella
Darrington! She has——"

“What about me?” hroke
in the icy voice of Bella her-
self, from just inside the
house doorway, “What have
I been doing?”

Polly, in spite of checking
signs from others, flared out
again:

“You have opened that
stnhlﬂ door and let the horse
go! You have turned h1m
adrift—driven him away-

“Absurd ! You must be
potty | Really "

“0Oh, yes, you can puf on
that tone——"

“But you, please under-
stand, must not put on THA'T
tone to’me!” Bella hotly re-
torted. “How dare she?”
was her indignant ‘LDDE‘J.I to

indoors,”
“The

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

839

He Ma:sxe Tuiner, the one servant who dld not want to leave

the other juniors. *“As if I
wanted you to lose the horse !
I)o vou think I am a--a sort
friend of that

Priors Wold. That's rather curious, isn’t it? ' Bella

Darrington said with a sneer. Suddenly she whipped open

the cupboard door. Betty and her chums stared incredu-
lously. Crouching inside was-—Maisie !

she laughed,

“We can’t stand here,” Dave said,
wanting to closure the argument.
lmcL to the fire.”

“1 qha.ll not join you, after that!” Bella
snapped. “I consider I have been insulted, and in
the morning I shall let Mre. Cardew know.”

“All right,” said Polly. ““Do that! We may
let her know scmebhmg, too. It's time we did!”

“Oh? More insinuations?”

For a moment Bella stood waging a batt}e of
looks with Polly. Then, with a contemptuous
shrug and a Iaugh the young lady stalked away-—
showing every sign of injured innoccence.

She had gone upon her way upstairs when the
juniors were all back in the warm lounge-hall.

evidently
“Let's all get

“Pity you said what you did, Polly,” Betty
c!ep‘ured '
‘Oh. well I Morcove’s headstrong one retorted.

“She is a fraud, that girl!”

“But to let her know that we know,” Dave sub-
mitted, *is not the best way to go to \\'ork.”

“Then what would ¥YOU have us do?” Polly
rounded on him. Once again, she was exasperated
by Dave’s composure.

“Just carry on—enjoy ourselves,” he smiled.
“It's all right. Presently she will be down, to
tell us that she has seen the Black Rider and
urging us all to go out to try and catch him.”

“You seem to be pretty sure!”

Dave only nodded that he was—fairly certain!
And all the girls excepting Polly simply had to
burst out laughing.

“Well, I'm blowed !’ Ja.c,L chuckled, passing
a hand across his furpuoarl “This is the last time
I'll ever spend the hols with Polly and Dave!
One or the other, but not the two of them
iogether I -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

That further laugh was dying away when—

“Harl!" several of them Jvrlled

Bella Darrington was coming downstairs again
in a great hurry.

“The Black Rider!” she shouted as she came
hastening down the last flight of stairs into the
hall. “I've seen him! Oh, quick—all of you—
he can be seen!”

Not one of them moved. Most of them looked
at Dave, whose face was perfectly impassive.

“Well!” Belln gaped at them all. ““Aren’t
vou all going out after him? It's a chance—
to-night! No fresh snow—Dblack frost—you will
surely catch him this time!”

‘-\Uli the jumms stood mohonlmn and mute.

“Qr is it that vou arc—afraid 7" Bella sneered.
“Well, I am surprised! You boys, anyway—will

511

vou go if T come with you?
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“No,” said Dave quietly.

Her eyes were. fixed upon him. .

“You don’t believe me when T tell you? I saw
the Black Rider—on horseback again—from a
window upstairs.”

“What I don’t believe,” said Dave,
he is to be caught—that way.”

And, crossing over to the gramophone, he set it
going with a dance tune.

“is that

Accused !

T was another onestep, starting some ten

l minutes after ~ Bella Darringion had again

withdrawn upstairs, in a very affronted

llr,lanner, for which Betty found herself partnering
ave.

As soon as she was off with him, working round
& hall floor that was erowded, with other juvenile
couples, Betty said to him in playful reproach &

“You are leading Polly a life, Dave!
things so to yourself”

«Tt isn’'t that I have wanted to,” he smiled.
“But it doesn’t do to gas about things too much,
Tven as it is, Polly has rather put her foot in it
this evening.”

“ Anyway, Dave—what made you guess that
Bella would start that scare about the Black Rider
being ontside the house again to-night?. Was it
thie warning that we had—the mysterious message
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addressed to me? Bella wrote it, so as to make
us all the more inclined to—"

“Pella didn’t write that warning message——""

“She didn’t? We wondered, you know, if it
were a_trick of hers—"

“] know you did,” came his quiet answer,
whilst the gramophone hurtled out the dance
music.  “But Bella had nothing to do with that
message.”

“Then who—"

“Maisie Turner.” i

When Dave said that, Beity stogpe(} daneing.
She dropped out instantly, taking Dave with her
to the fireside.

“ Maisie Turner, Dave? My goodness, we never
thought of that! But—"

“T; was a genuine warning, too. Somehow,
Maisie must have been aware that the Black Rider
would come tonight. I reckoned that he would
prefer to come—when we had all been lured out
of doors, away from the house, on a falsel alarm.”

' «You mean—a false alarm.raised by Bella Dar‘i

rington. Oh! Now I seel!” Betty gasped. ““An
that is why—" : :
She got no further, suddenly espyh—xgl Bella Dar-
rington coming down into the thronge hall again.
Others, eatching - sight of the girl, stopped
. dancing. Amnother moment and all were at a
standstill, with the gramophone turned off.

IF
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“J thought you said,” Bella spoke fo them all,
in a subdued voice, *“that Maisie Turner had gone
to bed. being o tired? But she is not in her
room."”

“She isn't?” Judy returned, in great surprise.

“That housemaid is"in your mother’s room,”

. were Bella’s next words, startling all her hearers,
“] happened to be passing, and noticed a light
under the door. Knowing that Mrs. Cardew is
out for the evenini;, 1 wondered! Then I looked
through the keyhole. I saw Maisie Turner. Had
she any right to be there, when she is supposed
to have gone to bed?”

“I—1 don’t quite understand, if she is there,”
Judy answered, looking distressed. “ She’s a
Eerfectly straight girl, so it must be all right.

ut T'll go up.”

“I'll come with you,” Dave offered. “But

“ don’t let it be a crowd, this time.”

His sister, who was like him for taking things
quietly, chose Betty and Polly to go with her,
and this choice evidently met with his approval.
He and the three girls went upstairs, Bella accom-
panging them, unasked.

Reaching the closed door, they stood grouped
for a moment or so, listening. They could tell;
the room was in darkness now.

Not a sound came out to them.

“You in there, Maisie?” Judy calmly inquired.

No answer !

Then Judy opened the door and strode in,
clicking on a light. The others followed.

“Is everything all right?” Bella anxiously
appealed to Judy. *Nothing been touched?”

A shake of the head was the only response. ‘To
all three Morcovians the lovely bed-room was
just as it would be left by a lacf;’ who had gone
out for the evening.

“You had better make sure,” Bella urged.
“That housemaid was here just now, even if she
has gone away.”

Judy crossed over to the handsome dressing-
table and pulled open a certain drawer. She knew

that it'was there her mother kept things which

w(])uld be most likely to tempt anyone minded to
pilfer.
“No! I can’t see that any of moth~r's trinket-
cases have been— But where,” Judy broke off,
changing to a wondering tone, “is mother’s special
bunc% of keys that she always keeps in this
drawer ?"” -

“0Oh, aren't they there?” Bella eagerly ques-
tioned. -

“7 don’t see them now. No,” after some rum-
maging about. “Strange! - Mother would never

have taken them with her to the party. It's a
big bunch—heavy.” -
PBetty and Polly saw Bella  turning rather
triumphantly to Dave.
“Then what does it mean, Dave? You heard

your sister! Has that housemaid—-"

“Oh, no.”

At that dissenting murmur from Dave, Bella
frowned angrily.

“Vou think she is all right, do you? But this
is not good enough for me, let me tell you!
Remember, I was a stranger to Mrs. Cardew and
all of you, when I was taken in for Christmas!
I am not going to have it imagined that I have
been doing something dishonest in the house to-
night, when really it is_that housemaid’s doing!
The one servant who did NOT want to leave Priors
Wold—that’s rather curious, foo, isn't it?”

The vicious outburst had no sooner ended than
Bella suddenly strode across to a large hanging-
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‘hand everywhere!
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cupboard. - She whipped open one of its doors—
then stood back sharply, exelaiming:

CAR1Y

Fp:_- there,
Maisie Turner!

in that hanging-cupboard, was

During the next moment or two, the only
movements in the room were those made by Maisie
herself, as she came out of the cupboard.

When the door was first whipped open, they
had all seen her standing rigid—showing every
sign of having tried not to breathe even, whilst
in hiding. Now she stcod before them, her white
face wearing an agonised look.

“ Maisie,” Judy put an end to the sensational
silence, *‘what does this mean?” ¥

“1 was doing no harm, miss—"

“Oh1” Bella interposed furiously, “How can
you lie like that? When we've caught you in

- the act!”

“In the act of what?” Dave asked quietly.

“ Anyway, hiding in the cupboard—hoping we
would_go away,” Bella snapped at him. *“And
we didn’t! Somehow, something told me to look
in that cupboard! And now—"

S“Quiet, please,”” Judy _entreated. - “Maisie,
you haven't touched anything belonging to my
mother ?” . d

“She doesn’t answer !”’ Bella triumphantly com-
mented on the housemaid’s embarrassed silence.
“SBearch her, then—search her!”

“You can’t do that,” Dave -warned gravely;
but the words were barely uttered when Bella
made a little rush at Maisie and grabbed at her
dress where a pocket might be.

“I¢'s a bunch of keys!” came the convinced cry
from the uninvited guest of Priors Wold, as she
felt what the pocket held. “Deny it, Maisie
Turner, if you dare, and I’ll put my hand in and
take them out—I will, myself!”

“That's enough,” Judy again implored.
“Maisie, if you have keys in that pocket—please
let us see them. You must.” : -

Then the wretched-locking housemaid—one
whom Morcove had so liked—put a hand .into her
dress pocket and drew out quite a large bunch of
keys on a ring. . :

Judy took them from her. A glance, and then
came the sighing remark: i
~*They’re mother’s—the ones that were in the
drawer.”

“Right!” Bella. Darrington laughed fiercely.
“Phat’s quite enough; that’s all I want to know !
She’s a thief—and that's why she didn’t want to -
leave when the resf were leaving! It was to be
her chance; to-night—with Mrs. Cardew -and the
rest of the grown-ups away! « A chance to loot the

_place, and I—I was to be suspected, blamed! 1,

who was taken on trust by Mrs. Cardew; I was
to go to prison for——""

“Oh, no, no—no!” came the interrupting cry
from Maisie. “Nothing of the sort! It isn't so—
believe me !”’ she appealed, in that agonised voice,
to the juniors. . ; "

“Believe her!” Bella sneered, drawing off to
the door. ‘“After catching her in the act—with
the keys in her pocket! Keys, I dare say, that
would open a safe, a _strong-room—give her a free
Wait till Mrs, Cardew gets
back, my girl! Wait till the morning—-"

“Ti’s what we.had better do,” Betty said dis-
tressfully, *“Anyway, please don’t keep on—"

“Oh, you! You didn’t mind when Polly Linton
made insinuations against me! ¥Yet rou don't

(Continued on page 848.)
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“WARNED BY THE PHANTOM!”

(Continued from page 841.)

like it, that I accuse this servant of being a thief,
and of intending to ineriminate me! Pah, I'm
done with you girls and boys!” Bella finished, and
flung out of the room., *A lot of idiots!”

Her violent closing of the door, after passing
out, was followed by a most dramatie stillness in
the room.

Maisie, the object of the juniors’ gaze,
swayed a little; she put up a shaking hand to
her forchead, as if pained by a violent throbbing.

“Why,” Judy asked at last, very gently, *“why
did you come to this room of mother’s and take
that bunch of keys?”

“Don’t expect her fo answer,” Dave startled
the girls by interposing quickly.
her—""

“Why ever not!” gasped Polly.
feetly fair question to ask, surely!”

“1t wouldn't be kind.”

Polly was silent after that. “Unkind!” Such
a rteason for mot pressing the question must have
silenced any girl who counted in the life of Mor-
cove School.

Maisie turned tearfully to Dave—the

“It's a per-

fevel-

headed, eclever lad, with all his instinctive
chivalry, Noever in their lives had the three

schoolgirls seen a look more elogquent of gratitude
than the one she had for Dave!

It was he who spoke mext, without any self-
important air, although he must have realised
that supreme decisions were being left to him.

“Betty—and you, Polly--although I know you’ll
think it a bit puzzling of me again, will you go
downstairs and I'll come with you? I want us
to rejoin the others down there and get the fun
going agam—ijust as if this had never happened.”

“Right-ho!” Betty said promptly, nor did Polly
demur.

“And you, Judy,” he said to his sister, *I
think you might stay with Maisie for a bit. She’s
verv upset, You will find that my sister,” he
addressed the emotional-looking housemaid, “is
a good one to have with you—just now."”

“(io on, then,” Judy whispered her two chums
and her brother. ““And I'll remain.”

Dave turned away to the door and there waited
for Betty and Polly to precede him.
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“Don’t ask.

Every Tuesday

IN the beautiful boudoir-like bed-room which
was her mother’s, Judy stood mute and still,
simply waiting for Maisie Lurner to get over the
worst of her agitation.

Best to say nothing! At any moment, Judy
expected, this unhappy girl would quaver a re-
mark about going away to her own room. Then
she, Judy, would go with her, to continue the
solacing companionship . which Dave had pre-
seribed. One must be guided by Dave. He always
understood. Ah, and how amazingly he seemed
to understand everything—now !

But the wragic stillness, the silence between
Judy and the anguished workgirl, went on for a
minute—two minutes-~whilst from downstairs
came, most ironically, sounds which told of re-
sumed jollity.

Jocular voices, peals of girlish laughter and
now and then a great guffaw from one of the

.boys; cven the gramophone was going again,

hurtling out more jazz.

Strange music, that, to be accompanying such
a reallife drama as was being enacted at Priors
Wold 1|

Suddenly Maisie broke the silence of the room
with a terrible cry of anguish, ds if suffering a
paroxysm of grief that was more than could
be endured. :

She dropped down into a chair and, once more
burying her white face in her hands, sebbed again
and again,

Judy moved close to her and rested a pitying
hand upon the bowed, shaking shoulders.

“Maisio! Oh, what is it?” she asked tenderly,

“Petter if I had never been born,” came the
strange, agonised murmur.

“Flush! You mustn’t say that. Never mind
now what that horrid Darrington girl said.”

“d am not thinking of her,” moaned Maisie
Turner. “I am not thinking of her!”

Then—of whom ?

But Judy would not put the cquestion.
after Dave’s warning.

She remained mute as before, f »ling utterly
mystified; feeling, too, a great compassion for
this hapless girl who was struggling to master
a grief which had surely left her life in ruins!

[END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]

Not

The Phantom Tracked at Last!
The Black Rider Will Ride .
no More!

Who rode through the snow on a coal-black
horse, scaring all those who saw him ?

You will learn the answer to this absorbing prob-
fem when you read how the Morcove Chums and
the Grangemoor Boys trap the Phantom—in next
week’s enthralling LONG COMPLETE story.




