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Your FEditor 1s always
delighted to hear from
any of his readers, and
to have their opinions on
all the features In " THE
GIRLS' FAVOURITE"
Prompt ®eplies will be
sent to all readers who
encdose a stamped
!ddressed envelope.

Address your letters to !
°" THE EDITOR,

“THE GIRLS'
,. “FAVOURITE."

The Fleetway House.
Farringdon Street,
London, E.Code

A Great Surprise

I ENOW what keen enthusiasts all of you
ate on dancing, especially at this season
. of the year, \riel ces are again in full
swing; and for those who are experts, snd
keen on this winter postime, I have designed a
great mew series which will commercein &
week or two's time, They are short stories, and
they will deal with daneivg. 1t would be
giving too much away to tell you the plot
of the first splendid story by a writar who is
ruite new to your paper, but who will prove,
I am certain, & splendid acquisition, Next
week 1 shail he able to tell you some more
ahout this gréat rew series.
A Fine Tale. -
ors Lyt has mode her name so
popular with all readers of Toe Ginis'
Favorrrre that I am sure you will
he interested to hear of o splendid complete

story hy her which will in next week's
grent isswe, This is eutitled * The Missing
('ode,” and it is the story of Eleanor Drayton,

and how, from a quite cesual incident, thers
ame a most exeiting adventore and a romance.
§ her friendship and her exploit
ular tale is une that will grip yon
d, ond you must on no
ng story from'so populae

Will Jaffery Succeed ?
reenEx JarrERy seems to have achieved
S suceess  for  his  plot, but  whether
or not he will succeed ultimately is a
matter for Mona Marchmont to determine.
She has scen her father go to sea on a fake
errand. the mysterions and
shinkin;
honso. and now-now she dashes seaward
with the intent to preserve her father, if it
is at wll possible for her to do so. Strong in
intent and courageons, she means to overcome
the wiles of Stephen Jaffery and his father,
and, with the Tu_\al friendship of Trafford
Ashton to aid her, it seems that she is stronger
now than ever betore, and that there are forces
working Jafiery that he need pot
despise. will Jaffery succeed ¥ Next
week's 1nagnificent justahiient of this great
serial opens up new developments in  this
dramatic and thrilling story of the sea.

“all this lies o big mystery, &

What does it mean 7
4 LREADY FEthel Courtway of Morcove
A School has come unon o strange happen-
ing. She has discovered that her step-
brother i the friend of the strange hoy she
met on her way to the school.  What does
this drematic u:;eemn%n by the ruined il
partend ! Can it be that Cyril Dudley is not
all that she thought him to be, and that her
father's judgment js correct I But no, surely
not! Surely his loyalty is beyond doubt, his
iendship beyond gquesiion! And yet bebind
mystery that
Miss Marjorie Stanton deals with very skilfully
as the chapters of her story are told to you.
As yon read the new turns that u{is story
takes,” you cannot help but be impressed at
the rivalry that is going on at Mordove School,
ard all the strange mystery connected with
this old mil) in the Jandslip, purchased recently
by Ethel's father.

Some Magnificent Special Articles.

Nmr week's issue will contain some renify'

splendid special articles, amongst which

ean be numbered the very up-to-date
topic, ** Should Men and Girls Work Together ?
iin this. fine article the writer raises many
interesting arguments, gnd I am sure that
you will be held by every word that she writes.

Apother specinl al writer has written
views of the suhject, and therefore you
h the for und the against of o

“ The Hard Case of the El
unother special article that y
miss, and then, to all those who are x alo
in the care of their personal mee,
Hands Beautiful” will make its appeal, for
this srticle will show you how to keep and care
for the hands.

* Playing the Game,” an article designed
to interest al] business girks and dealing with
office Joyalty, is another topic, and so also is
“ Don't be & False-Pride Girl.”

These are some of the special articles in
next week's magnificent issae. 5
Next Week’s Song.

SE of the hits of the year has heen ** When

You Came My Way,” o song that also

’ makes an excellent valke; and

fine mwmber’s chorus will be published with
full lyric in next week's issue,

this:

| at all newsagents,

Loak out for some great song hits in forth-
coming issues,

A Paper for all Girle and Schoolgirls.
WANT to bri to the notice of every
schoolgirt the appearance of a magnificent
E::\per for all schoolzirls, a paper that is
fillel with school adventure, pathos, and
incident, & paper that contains storics that
are true Lo Nie,

This paper is now on sale, and its title is
* The Schoolgirls’ Weekly.”

For the small sum of twopence you can have
six of the most magnificent stories it would be
possible to obtain,

Just.to enumerate one or two of them.

“The Lass Who Was Nobody,” & schonl
story by Miss Mary Shirley, tells of a irl
called - Maggie Kershaw who, becausz her
father was unjustly accused of a erime, had tu
g0 away to @ hig hoarding-school under an
assumed pame, and there was made the butt
of the cruel jokes of certain girls at the schoel.
The Jot of Maggie Kershaw was not o happy
one, but how she bore it and the adventures
she met with makes material for one of the
finest school stories yet written,

All Aione.
I wonder what like would De your life

you were alone—all alone, destitute, and o7

the merey of the wozkd 2 This fate was the
lot of Mabel and Alice Carr, the two appealing
hervines in " Sisters—AH Alene,” another
of the magnificent serials in * The Schoolgirk’
Weekly.”

Mabel and Alice Carr are at
to turn, but they fight bravely.
“The Schoolgitls’ Weelly ” is full of goorl
things. There is a magnificent detective serie<,
a series dealing with a girl who is a wonderful
ventriluguist, and a spl lendid story by Loui
Tassex entitled = The Duffer of the Family.’

Just for the winter evenings, anid for thus
who want to compete for & first prize of oue
hundred pownds, there is a maznifire:
tition entitled ~ Hidden Railway & g

Order your copy of * The Schoolirls Weekly
now, antt evoid heing disappol

1t is price twopence,

a loss where

THE VERY LATEST THING
N -
SONG FOX-TROTS.

For the

DANCE SEASON

‘AN ARTIOLE ~ABOUT
THIS
WEEK'S MUSIC,

 vou searched all hrongh the s

The name of its author i
the eomnposition, for Chiistophe:
.

= Afper a ¥ * is quickly be
veasan for this is rob hard to find. -
{0 pericction, and it is full of origizal ¢
¢harming ‘words, that are given herc.

You suid

You promised me you'd alwa,

s be
True as the stors that shine abors.  (Bud)

Cnores, -

“After @ while—yow'll be sorry,

Sorry you mude me ery;
Therc'll come a day, not far away,

When you'll reqret ¥ou said ** good-bye.
And when gou're Jeeling so lonely,
Wishing you were with me only,
Jtem v 1 said, = You'll be sorru,”
After, yes, after o while,

ie shops you could pot find a better
‘Ts-trot song than the numiser ther s in your paper this week.

1eh to convince you of the merit of
1o conjure with in the

v Tae

danece when *
Tk

of it
»

at oll dances. The Oné has only to read the
5 the steps what an exesllent fox-trot t!
24 of most to hun or softly sing the w

vogue these days, und
Adter a W
eifect, of the o
1w
hardly @ danecer but had memorised the words,
5o the words of one of this type of song is to dance the heiter
iv is playeill.
functions have taken up * After a While
+ o fashionable danee theso days but wakes o special featurs

“The big London and
number, for it is regular!
can be heard at all the halls where concerts are given.

ther * After a Whilo* bids fnir to be the bigrest fox-trot song cf
the year, and no portfolio will be complete without its inelusion.

Some day you'll mise my loving kiss
And you'll be grieving for e
Your heart will yearn for
Arud youw'll be surry,

Ll to realise
3 hecome the fashion
e, which are so in
nt the other day at'a

hile
hars of number on the daneers
r2 them, and they evidently knew it g

in great style, and

Provincial hotels and restaurants ring with thi
1y played by the orchestras of these places, and

-
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This Magnificent New Serial Starts To-Day.

Tells of Ethel Cotirtway, head girl of Morcove School, and of the myster
adopted brother,

that surrounded herself and her

Cyril Dudley,

By Marjorie Stanton’

Dismissed.
@ ERE is no need to drag EtheRs name
into this affair!”

From the muffled sound of voices
these words zang out with the distinciness of
a pistol shot, and the girl, who was about to
crosg the ball of Courtway Lodge, started and
‘halted by the staircase in an attitude that
beiokened sudden dread.

Her blue eyes were directed towards s
closed door only a few yards away., From
the room within came these voices, aud al-
though the thick oak door - WO rac-
tically inaudible, the rapid rise and fall of
the voices could only admit of one construc-
tion. .

A heated altercation !

“Father and—Cyril!" breathed the girl,
and then added: “What I expected would
hupf)an has happened "

She took a step forward, and then paused
in hesitation, On the hall-stand was- a letter,
and she picked it up as one in a dream, all
the while listening.

Her eyes told her the letter was for her
—“Miss  Ethel . Courtway,  Courtway
Lodge,” and in the corner, *Please forward
to Morcove School "—but she ‘made’ no at-
tompt to open it. ‘All her attention was con-
centrated on the .closed door. T .

Her father was dominating the conversa-
tion now, with only an occasional interjec-
tion from the other ocoupant of the study.

Ethel drew in her breath.

“] am wrong to listen,” she told hersslf.
She half turned to go away, “Oh, if T could
only think of some excuse to g: in the rcom.
Perhaps I could make peace between them.”

. She hesitated in the way thoss who are
ceventeen  hesitate to participate in their
elder's affairs.

And’ then with dramatic suddenness the
door of the study whisked open, and tha
figute of a tall, wellset-up youth appeared
framed in the vay. He did not see
Ethel, for although he was making his exit
his glance was directed inside the apartment.
Fithel had a fleeting vision of her father
standing with his back to the fireplace, and
one glance was sufficient to tell her that he
was_furiously angry.

“No argument that you can brin,
will ever nnnvince_mg,'_.c*;{_il Dudley, that
¥eu have not betrayed my trust,” she heard
him say.

" Well "—the young fellow half made to re.
enter the room—"I still declare that T have
done no such thing. Your whole attitude ia
most unjust, Mr. Courtway. You're simply
jl\n)g}ll}% at conclusions—-"

“ Wil ﬁau go out and shut the door?”

“0Oh; I'm going—eut of the house, too.

“Quite so,” said Mr. Courtway cultingly,
HAs T hnvn. ordered you to quit, bag and
hagfnge. within an hour, you can hardly,
with decendy, remain here.” )

With an indignant pgesture the other
turmed—and saw Ethel! -

forward

It was one of those fense moments when
the tongue refuses to do its office. A dozen
different, phrases hovered on Ethel's lips,
but all she could oventually ejaculate was:

“Cyril—you are leaving us?” "

He nodri{:d.

With a rapid stride hor father joined them,

“Come in, Ethel,” he said, with & per-
ceptible softening of voice and expression as
he addressed her, *I will explain what has
happened.” He waited until Cyril Dudle,
was clear of the doorway and then close:
the door with the suspicion of a slam. “A
reréttable occurence, my dear; most re-
grettable.  The boy whom I adopted—the

boy I have always trusted—the hoy who has

been “brought up with you—'

He broke off and cast himself in a chair.
The morning sunlight streaming through the
high window showed his clear-cut features,
the firm month, the iron-grey hair. A man
to be trusted: as straight as a die; but not
one to be tolerant of the weaknesses of
human. nature. Just, but hard, was his char-
acter.

“I suppose this is rather e surprise,” he
continued. “Rather a—" ' i )

“No, father,” broke in Ethel, her pretty
cheeks takigr - an extra tinge of ~colour.
“For the plist three wesks I have noticed

. your treatment of Cyril; I huve foreseen that

something was wrong somewhere—that there
was trouble brewing, Is—is it too late to do
ln|y|.h|ng'l"

“Oh, yes; quite! T have thoroughly made
up my mind that T can no longer have him
in the house. As you say, my treatment of
him has altered during the past three weeks;
but it was only last night that certain sus-
picions I hi were confirmed.  Without

ing into long and elaborate details, it will
%: sufficient if I tell you that I have lately
become possessed of a certain thing of value
—of great valie maybe—""

“Ah! broke in Ethel, “then that was
why you had those burglar alarms fitted
here a fortnight ago!”

“Yes, 1 had reason fo believe they were
necessary. Before they wore fitted on two
occasions I found that someone had entered
this room and tampered with cerfain lock-up

drawers."”

“Father!” FEihel leaned across the table,
her eyes wide open in horrified amazement.
“You suspect Cyril! Oh, it is unthinkable!”

““Nothing is unthinkable,” retorted her
father cortly, “Listen! The night before
the alarms were fitted I heard a sound. and
going down to investigate, T canght sight of
someone going in here from the hall. - Tt
was a young man, He heard me coming and
escaped through the window, Ile was the
exact build of Cyril. I went up to Cyrils
room, but the door was locked. T didn’t
knack, because, like you, I then believed in
the word unmthinkable. DBut I resclved to
watch Master Cyril. Two days afterwards,
down in the village, I saw Coril talking to

a man whom I happen to-know would give
much—do mudxvp!.? secure  my necg:ot,
Again, I did not tackle Cyril,”

r. Courtway paused impressively, as if
to give time for these facts to be thoroughly
absorbed. s
“Last night, however,” he went on, “I
caught’ Cyril' red-handed in this room, and
then, naturally, all doubts vanished. He
denied that he was searching for anything I
Romme& but he would not tell my what

e was doing here.”

“He would not tell you what he was doing
here?” repeated Ethel dully.

“No;- neither wonld he this morning., I
“taxed him bluptly with his intentions, and
he swore on 'his word of honour that my
accusations ‘had no foundations.” ~ Mr.
Courtway shrugged,  “There was no other
course but to dismiss him. A private secre-
tary who acts like that! What else was I
to do?”

“ Nothing,” returned Ethel slowly, “save,
perhaps, to accept his word of honour,”

Her father smiled his hard smile.

“That alternative, 1 ees, did not
occur to me,” he said, “Of course, we had
high words; Cyril has spirit. Tt was a dis-
tressing sceme, as you can well imagine,
forlunately not likely to hnpeen ngnin."

“T.can't believe this of Cyril” muttered
Ethel. “I can't—I ca

“Naturally, you find it" difficult—so did I.
Still, what else is there to believe? Can you
suggest any cxplanations?”

Ethel remained silent,. A passionate oui-
burst surged within her, but she knew she
would only make matters worse if she gave
vent to her feelings. 5

"y gr{ well,” pursued Mr. Courtway.
“Now listen to me, Ethel. I am issuing no
orders, but it is my wish, my earnest wish,
that you will not attempt.any form of fare-
well with Cyril.”

Gradually there crept into FEthel's face
that look of determination—that evidence of
firm will—that. was so characteristic of her

er,

“1 must say good-vye to Cyril” she said
in a low, tense voice. T'm sorry, .father;
but ¥ must do that” -

Mr.- Courtway shifted uneasily in his
chair.

“ Ak Morcove Scheol you are head girl,”
he said. “T !

‘o-morrow when you go back
there, some girl may badly want to do some-
thing which you may consider is not in the
best -interests of the school. You will re-
quest her not to do i%, and you'll expect her
to fall in with your wishes. Very well, I
am head of the house. The analogy to me
seems complete.”

“ Nevertheless, father,” Cyril and I must say
good-bye.” 5 ] *

“You place him befope me?"

“] place kindness beggre either.™

“8uj I order you?”
* 51 you do that, father?”
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Mr. Courtway gazed at his daughter, and
his rising anger evaporated into pride, Ah,
but she was a fine girl—a girl in a thousand,
A triflo self-willed, perhaps—still, she was
none the worse for that. He was the same
himself, reflected Mr. Courtway, and so had
been his father and his father before him.

“Very well, Ethel, do as you wish,” he
=aid at fst, and he took up a newspaper to
M%‘n‘l? that the interview was closed.

el went to him and placed her arms
round his neck.

**Arc you very cross with me?” she whis- 4

He looked up and kissed her.
“And won't yom
chance?” she pleaded,

The hard look relurned to his face,
“I really shall be cross if you xefer to that
watter again,” he said,
nd Ethel, knowing it was useress 1o argue
further, departed to seek out her old play-
wmate—maybe for the last time.

Au Revoir—But Not Qood-bye.
¥RIL going—Cyril never to be here any
C more—not lo bo at the Lodge when sho
came home for helidays! No. more
cyde rides together, no more walks or
dances, Dever.more {0 meet!

. P ps.
80 ran Ethel's thoughts,

give Cyril  another

less responsive .to the jwpression of either
emotion,

He put down the bage and took her hands’

n s, ¥

“Cyril " murmured Ethel, and then she
hurig her head, unable for the moment to
contmue,  “It—it's silly of me to cry,” she
went on. “Crying. won’t help either of us:*

“YWhat has your father told, you?” he ;

asked, still gripping_her hands,

Briefly she recounted everything.

* “Yes,” said Cyril Dudley, “that is cor-
rect. Trust your father to be correct in his

details.” He nodded gloomily, “It's the

construction—the values—he places on datails
where he goes \\'m&. Mind you, Ethel, I
can't blame him, hen, he—"

“No, no,” broké in Ethel. “Please don't
think 1 want you to tell me anything which
you are forced to keep a secret. 1 have per-
fect faith in you, Uyril. Nothing will con-
vince me that you have done anything of
which you need be ashamed. All in good
time, I know, you will tell me -everything.
Until that time comes I am eontent to wait,”

“Ah, Ethel,” he sighed, “what a brick you
are! 'And now through me you're going to
feel unhappy, and 1 can do nothing—nothing,
at least, as yet. It's beastly!”

Blovg-li, reluctantly, he released her hands
and picked up the bags,

The boy leant back in his seat with a self-satisfled smirk. - Monica gravely

produced her

and took out a sixpence.

“Thank you, my good

purse
fellow,” she drawled, tossing the coin on to the seat ber_.ida him.

Appoarances were “certainly against him,
but not for one moment did Ethel believe
that Cyril had done anything wrong., There
must be some good reason for his apparently
extraordinary conduct. She would not press
him for it—no, her loyal friendship required
no_explanations.

Vet it was mysterions, )

Angrily she dismissed the ﬂeeimﬁ doubt that
momentarily crept into her mind, He was
not the only one sing & mystery. Her
futher's valueble secret was a mystery—a deep
mystery. &

But where would Cyril to when he left
the Lodge? Twelve years back—an orphan—

. her father had adgfted him, and here was
his only home. ad he any money—any
plans? How could she aesist him? M her
mother had not gone on that month's visit to
Scotland she might have helped.

Thus the vague workings of Ethel's mind,
as she hovered in the long corridor. upstairs,

A sudden opeming of & door ma her
hoart miss a beat. Bhe saw Cyril emerge
with a bag in either hand,

Gilently they regarded each other as they
slowly. w_nearer. As fhere are no joys

like young joys, o there are nogriefs like

young, griefs,  The heart pretty somm grows

“It's sort of knocked me silly,” he went
on, “Stunned me,  and—and, ang it all;
Ethel, you know I play the game.”

"Aiwajs, Cyril, always!™

Silently ‘:ﬁ' walked to where the stair-
case descended, Once she glanced up at him,
and her heart ached as she noted the lock in
his eyes.

“Cyril, you will write to me at Morcove,”
she whispered. * You will write to me often
—often, -do yon hear?”

“Rather! As if I shouldn't!”

“1 know, I know—but, then, everything
seems s0 upside down.. Wait, Jet me_think.
Where are yon going when lg{oﬂ leave hiere?”

“To find a job, Ethel.,” He gave a' mirth-
less sort of liuﬁh. “I wonder who will em-
ploy a chap who hasn't got a character?
That job will want a bit of finding.  Still,
it's got to be found.”

Ethel glanced down into the hall. Two of
the maids were passing into the dining-room,
busy in preparing lunch,

“Perhaps we'd helter say good-bye here,”
she muttered.

“Not good-bye, Ethel—au revoir,” he re-
turned quickly. = .

She looked into his eyes and saw written
there nothing but truth and honesty, Yes,

he always played the game; he was incap-
able of gﬁub]s-den}fng. she ‘was certain of it.

He made a motion to put down one of the
bags to ssake nanus, but peforé he could do
so ghe placed her gently on his
shoulders and kissed "him. )

*Au revoir, little brather,” she eeid, keep-
ing her voice firm. “And good luck!”

He turned abrupily—for there are some
emotions nc young man cares to show—and
slowly th® stairs,

Ethel watched him for a second, and then
wheeling round, darted along the passage to
her room, Bhe flung open the door, and ran
to the window, here she commanded
a view of the winding carriage drive and the

ates beyond. 3
. A faint sound of the hall door closing came
to her ears. Cyril had left the house!  Sho
locked ‘throngh the window, and a sccond
later his figure emerged into view, Tall,
broad-shouldered and erect, he walked away
without a pause, and it was not until he
reached the three tall elms that he checked
his stride, Then he Jooked back,

‘Thrusting aside the blind ehe waved Ler
‘hand, Did he see her? Maybe—yct he gave
no_sign of having done so,

Ethel sank intd the 'window-seat and buried
her face in her hands, -Oh, why wouldn't
her brain act—why wouldn’t ideas. come that
avould throw light on this affair!

The gong for lunch somnded below, but
still she sat’there.  Outside a troop of angfy
sparrows fluttered in the ivy. None of these
sounds disturbed her or conveyed any miean-

ing: 5

For halfanbour she remained in the
window-seat. :

- A tap at the door. Bhe looked up and saw
her father nan&inﬁ before her.

“Look _here, Ethel,” he began, and there
was & slight tone of embarrassment in his
voice, “you mustn’t think that this business
hasn’t upset me,. because it has.. Hitherto I
had always looked upon Cyril in the light of
a son. 1was tond of him. Well, that’s over

-and dene” with, ELIl'u_sl. Thank goodness I

cap depend on: y¢
“§-said mﬁt to Cyril,” cut in Eihel,
with just & touch of defiance,

Her father nodded.

“1 repeat—I can depend on yow. There
is shmefis'; I want you to do for me when -
you go back to Morcove. . You know the
windmill. that lies over near the lsndslip?
Very. well, I have lately bonght the mill and
ihe few acres of found belonging to it.”

Her father e in quite a casual tone,
but Ethel could not help feeling surprised at
the news. Bhe knew the place perfectly well,
and an uninviting, st!l’l‘.ﬁ track of land it
was, & s

“Y want you to take occasional walks
there,” went on - urtway. ‘At
present an old couple inhabit the rnill build-
mgs, I offered them a hundred pounds to
give up possession—their time won't be up
until another five years—but for some reason
they refused my offer.- It'a rather gueer,
don’t you know, for they arp quite 3
Well, I'd like you to kéep an eye on tﬁ?n,
not, of course, obtrusively—discreetly. Let
me know from time to time if you see any-
thing—what shall I call it—suspicious.”

“ﬁl, father; I'll-do this for you.”

“Thank you, Ethel. This is in the nature
of a_busitiess commission, such a cominission
as T hoped to entrust to—er—another. 1
am fortunate in having a daughter who can
be trusted to carry it out jn & businesslike
‘way—not to babble and talk, but to keep her
own counsel.”

nodded listlessly. Her previdus
thoughts were mnot to deviated into
channels of conjecture as to the why and
wherefore of this rather curious development
of her father’s business.

Her mind dwelt solely on Cyril and Cyril's
affairs. Even Morcove took & back scat.

en, “ob, when would she meet him
again?

Back To Morcove.
o ROTHER ten minutes and the frain will
be there. “A.I.ns, Ethel, why do holi-

' day
Ethel Taughingly confessed she was unable
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to answer the problem propounded by her
iriend, Monica ‘l'rent.

Monica lolled back in her comer seat and
gazed out at the familiar landmarks, The
scenery was crowded with mémories for Mor-
cove 1g1'l'|n who had spent six years at the
school, like Ethel and Monica,

7 Butdyou’re surely not sorry to be back at
dear old Morcove,” said Ethel from her
corner. *“The Christmas term is always one
of the best,”

“No—o,” murmured Monica. “I'm never
gorry to come back—at least, not jn the
ordinary way, But this term means frightful
anxiety for me, Yes! My young sister.
alas! 13 now of age to come to Morcove. 1
am expected to set her an exampie, Two
alas’s. She has to live up to me—or I have
to live up to her—I'm rather vague as to
which. Anyway, a slight attack of influenza
keeps her from appeanng here untid to-day
week. I have therefore seven days to get my
house in order. Janet is her name. Quite

resentable kid, she struck me, during the
hols’. Have you another chocolate to spare?
Thanks !

And with this rather characteristic speech,
Monica Trent once more yawned at the
scenery,

All at once the train, puffing its way up
the final hill, came to a standstil,

“Heavy load—overfed girls as a result of
holiday-making,” observed Monica, toying
with the chocolate, “Engine on strike.”

Suddenly she bolted the last bit and
ejacuh!edy: “Ethel, look!” "

Lthel's eyea followed the direction of her
friend’s gaze, and slowls her features re-
flected Monica's expression of amazement.

“They've turned it into a echool!” she
criod,

“Yes,” Ureathed Monica, “and & boys'
school. Well, this, as Paula Creel, of the
Fourth, would say, is * distwessin """

A quarter of a mile opposite to where the
train had sloipad was ® long, straggling,

icturesque-looking  building,  Once it had
Eeen the mansion belonging to ona of the old
Devonshire families, but for twenty years or
more bats and rats had been its sole occu-
pants. Midway last term, that is, some thres
months back, an army of builders had sud-
denly descended; and, when Mo cove had
broken up for the summer holidays, extensive

dditions and a th h renovation of the
original edifice were in full swing. - Rumour
said that some rich London merchant had
acquired the property; but rumour, as the
t remarks. seemed fo bave turned out a
“lying jade.” .

Certainly this was no private résidence—is .

waa a school—a lerge school, too, and that iy
was of the masculine persmasion was
obvious by the spectacle the number of
footballs that soared in the air from the
Yarions groups congregated the newly-
laid-ont grounds, .

“Ah!” broke in a vpice from the third
corner of the carriage. * You may well be
surprised |

Tt was a fellow about Ethel's age who made
tho remark, aml he had joined them some
thirty miles back When he had entered the
carrisge he had given Fithel quite a little
start, for his build and bearing was so re-
markably like Cyril's, But not in features,
There was nono of Cyril's pleasant expression
about this one, On the contrary. he was a
sulky, sullen-looking individual, with rather a

pug nose and mors than a suspicion of a

squint,

At this FEthel's interest had evaporoted,
and as he kept himself immersed in a
for the whole of the time, she and Monics
had slmost forgotten his precence.

“I beg your pardon,” roturned Ethel
blankly

“Oh, hope you're not offended at my ad-
dressing you,” he said, “ No intention to
barge in; but, you see, as we're likely to be
noighbours, thought I might venture. Be-
sides, I can tell you all about that echool.”

Neither Ethel nor Monica falt exactly over.
joyed at making the fellow’s acquaintance,
and Ethel, assuming he was one of tfie new-
comers, wonderod if Be were a fair sample,
I‘i;' 80, she decided she wasn't going to like
them.

“ 8o you belong to that new schooli” she
said,

“ Oh, rather! Thorne's my name, member
of the sixth, runner-up in last year's
* heavies,” first eleven at cricket and footer,
New school you call us! My word! Not
much newness about Prior’s, I fancy! Un-
less, of course, you consider five hundred
years established as new.”’ :

“We belong to Morcove School,” said
Ethel.

“Yes? Never heard of it. You see,
Prior's old building started to get moth-
eaten and unsafe way back last year, and
the governors decided to shift us. And
there "—he indicated the building they were

azing at—*is where they have shiffed us.
gﬂ now you know, That'll be tuppence.”

And he leant back in his seat with a sclf-
satisfied smirk.

Monica gravely produced her purse and
took out a sixpence.

“Thank you, my good fellow! she
drawled, tossing the coin on to the seat be-
side him,

“Eh—what d'you mean?' he demanded,
and his little beady eyes narrowed in sudden

temper, “Oh-h—er—I see! Ha, hal Not
too bad! And so you girls have a school
here, have you?”

The, od, looking out of the window as
a gwenﬁa hint, that the conversation had gone
far enough. But Thornée—Maurica Thorne,

her look said: “Is he to be snubbed?” Bul
Ethel's contemptuous expression told her that
the enemy was to be treated with dignified
suence,

Apparently Maurice Thorne considered the
honours of the opening cncounter had gons
to Prior's 8chool, and nis grin of satisfaction
was gtill in evidence when the train steamed
into Morcove Road. ;

The majority of the members of both
schools had arrived an hour or so previously, .
and this train was in no way orowded,
Thorne hopped out first, and. both Ethel and
‘:\Iunica breathed a sigh of relief on his depar-
ure.

“Morcove now will be no loj Morcove,”
declared Monica. “I'm fhanldui that I'm not
head girl, Ethel; not only for my own sake,
but for the sake of our school. It'll need a
cool head to govern.”
‘“Oh, I don’t anticipate any great trouble,”
But Monica shook her ﬁeaf Clearly she

did.

" They passed through the barrier, and out-
sido they found a small group of Fourth-
Formers eagerly awaiting the arrival of Ethel
Courtway.

Instantly she was spotted they eurrounded
her, and half a dozen voices communicated the
news of the advent of Prior’s School,

“We know—we know all about it,” re-

turned Ethel, when she was able to make her-

In the f S 1

that foll

thing—the identity of the sack-slinger.
to give him his full name—was not so easily
rebufied.

“Pretty , sort of neighbourhood in these
parts,” he remarked. “In fact, quite top
hole. Never been here before ‘myself, but a
pal of mine has told me all about it. Isn't
thers some sort of landilip over by the sea,
and an old mill?”

Ethel gave the slightest possible start at
these words, Buddenly—why, she could not
tell—her father’s rec}uest that she should keep
an eye on the mill assumed an importance
which hitherto she had not given it, -

Vaguely into her mind came a wild idea
of some- subtle connection between her
father's mysterions and valuable secret, that
terrible quarrel between him and Cyril, the
old mill at the landslip, and last, but not
lenst, this objectionable boy of the name of
Thorne.  Wild—it was an absurd thought,
and yet—

“Don’t either of you trouble to answer my

‘question if it would pain you,” umiped
v

Thorne. *I suppose you Morcove girls

got to think that you're the only pebbles on
the beach. You'll jolly well find you're mis-
tallclnlr:' now we'Ve come here, Girls' school—
ah !

Monica' shot a quick glance at Ethel, and

d, Ethel was i only of one
It was Cyril Dudley, her adopted prother |

self heard, “It's no good ecrying over spilt
milk "

For some reason or other, this apparently
innocent remark tickled the juniors, They
burst into a roar of laughter,

“You'd better tell that to Paula Creel,”
said one of them. “Spilt milk! My word,
her dress is ‘ wuined," as she calls it.” We all
went into the Creameries—a dozen of us—
Betty Barton, Tess, Madge, and the rest of
the usual lot. Just as r old Paula was
served with 2 glass of milk in trooped about
o million of these new—-"

““Burely not so many as that, Polly?” smiled

ithel,
. “Well, no, perhaps not; but at least [fty.
Anyway, in they swarmed: pushing and shor-
ing, some of them barged into Povia, jogged
her elbow, and the glass of milk she was Enfd-
ing went all down the front of her dress.
That started the trouble,” continued Polly,
with dancing eyes, “and matters dida’t imn-
prove when some of our seniors and some of
their seniors turned wup. ere WAS B
gorgeous row, wasn't there, Betty?"”

“Yes,” broke in Betty Barton, the Fourth
Form captain, “so we thought somo of us

had better come and meet you, Ethel, and aslk
what Morcove’s going to do about it,”
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“Rather!” cried Polly; “hecause Mo

cove’s jolly well got to do something.”

“Hear, hear!”

Fikel turned to Movica,

“We'd better Jook in at the Creameries,”
she said.

Monica nodded, and the two seaiors set off
down the straggling High Street.

“I wonder who really was to blame,” mused
Ethel. “Our lot or theirs?”

“1 fancy yowll find you mustn’t have
doubts like that, Ethel. Morcove will require
you to believe. that the boys are always in
the wrong."” N ;

Monica’s remark opened up such vast i-
bilities of trouble that Ethel was silenced, and
she remained so until they arrived at the
Creameries,

Congregated round the door they dis-
covered a score or so of the Morcove girls,
and there were others inside the shop; but-the
greater proportion of the qustomers were the
aliens and the straogers, and their pink and
dark blue cap was the predominant note of
colour in the establishment.

But noise—the sound of voices raised in
argument—predominated over everything.

Ethel, eagerly hailed by her followers,
pushed * her way inside, and out of the
crowded assembly two figures leapt to her
notice.  One was Stella Hawkes, the hot-
headed, red-haired senior, and the other was
their late travelling companion—Maurice
Tharne !

The attitude of these two clearly reflecied
the Dbitier feelings that animated the
:nss:a!mbiy, and al. once Ethel intervened.

“Is all i

2 necessary ?” she asked, her clear
voiee Hsing above the babel of sound.

Stella Hawkes bit her lip. She was con-
gcious that she had not handled the situation
yell—had not handled it as Ethel woukl have
done, and becayse she was jealous of Mor-
cove's head girl. her temper was in no way
jmproved by Ethel's appearance.

“Not nesessary at al.” -cut “in Thorne
lofiily. *This is a time for plain speaking,
and 1 want you girls to understand once and
for all and ﬁmdlyf-—-"

“Exense mo,” said Ethel, “but ate you the
head. boy 1"

“No, I'm not,”” snapped Thorue; “bLut
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that doesn't make the slightest difference.”
“1 think it does. Whatever has taken
place kere neither you—nor you, Stella—have
the right to any final word, That Yies between
the captain of Prior’s School and myself.”
“That’s all tommy rot!” blustered Thorne.
‘Then it was that another force intervened.
Close to where Thorne lolled was a fellow,
apparently come sort of servant, engaged in
filling a sack with apples. At Thorne's rude-
ness he suddenly picked up the half-filled
sack, swung it round, and the improvised

weapon, mbchin? Thorne full across the
shoulder, swept him to the ground like a
ninepin.

In the frenzied pandemonium that followed,
Ethel was conscious only of one thing—the
identity of the sack-slinger.

Tt was Cyril Dudley !

Then Thorne scrambled to his feet, cheeks
aflame, fists doubled.

Ethel moved to intervene between the com-
batants, but suddenly Thorne halted.

“Go on, Thorne, old boy! Dot him one!”
eried the assembled Priors.

But Thorne, to the amazement of every-
stood still, with his hands dangling at

his sides.

“That—er—that was an accident, eh?” he
mumbled,

“Yes,” Tthel heard Cyril answer coolly.
“Tf you like to call it s0.”

Apparently Thorne did like, for he stuck
his hands in his pockets, and without another
word, left the Creamertes,

Ths Meeting in the Landslip.
Cme Doprer at Morcove!
These four words represemted practi-
cally the sum total of Ethel's thoughts
during the npext three hours.

But now, as she =at in her study after tena,
other items«—ﬂlmlih all to do with the same
matter—engaged her atlention.

The rapid T
Cyril's drastic a
what had they comprised? In her mind she
tabulated them. First, startled recognition on
her part, and a gesture to be silent on his,
Then the buzz of talk amongst the boys,
conveying the - startling information that
Cyril had found employment at *“Prior’s” in

.a menial capacity.

“And now he will Le dismissed!” she
thaught :
ut it was curious how suddenly Thorne
had subsided, and then -his expression! It
had almost seemed as if he, oo, was as sui-
prized as Ethel had been to see Cyril in these

parts. » X
Probably fancy. The rapid succession of

events during the last forty-eight hours had
unnerved her, made lier brain all out of gear.

The noise the girls were making in the
corridors! 'The first night of the term always
meant uproar, Any other night ehe or the
prefects would have stopped it.  But this
evening Morcove tradition allowed latitude.

Bang, crash, overhead—loud laughter be-
neath—medley of conversation in the studies
either side of her.  And she was alone—
with her thoughts, .

“T'll go for a short strell,” decided Tthel,
An how's walk in the cool autumn air would
clear her head.

She put on her hat and eoal, and then,
~ith a glance out of the windaw at the gather-
ing gloom, she placed in her pocket a small
electric torch. Thus ermed, the sallied forth,

Apart from a few scampering juniors, she
met no one of note, and within five minntes
ehe was treading the hard, firm high road.

Which way? Bhe gazed around, and over
1 the novih she saw a new $winkling set of
lights throngh the trees. *Prior's}”

“Tomerrow,”  thought Bthel, *Miss
Somerfield have somscthing to say about
us and them!”

Idly she epeculated on the headmistress’
remarks.

She looked towards the sea, and the exis-
tence of the landslip, together with her
father’s instructions came to her mind. The
mill!" Half-an-hour there and half-an-hour
back, ‘she. reckoned.

Firad by the inpnlse she strode off in that
direction. : .

“The road was a lonely one. There was, as
yet, no moon, and it was dark—dark s only
 country yoad can be. A slight suspicion of
frost had hardened the ground, and her foot-
with 2

steps e ring.

She started at adgood pace, and with her
mind fully occupied she d:s.irf little heed to
other matters. -By-and-by, however,’ it
coemed to her she heard a double echo-of her
footsteps. Possibly it was an illusion, and to
test it she stopped suddenly. She heard the
eche doubled, and then at a brief interval
was a third sound.

This eonvinced Ethel that someone was
walking behind her at as nearly as possible her
own pace. Now if the sound of the secol
Eerson’n footsteps had continued, she would

ave thought nothing of it, but the fact of
the sound ceasing was too mgnificant.

She was being followed—at least, that was
the conclusion she came to.

She turned and walked back a [ow paces,
switching on the electric torch,

Bhe could see no one.

“1 am foolishly nervous,” she said to her-
self, half aloud.

And once more she set her face towards
the landslip. Now and again she listened,
but she heard nothing but n single echo.
Probably the person who followed her, if in-
deed she was followed, had turned off by
one of the many field pathe.

Thus, the conclusion Ethel came to—an
erroneous one, as the red-haired girl wearing
the Morcove colours who followed in her
wake could have told her. But Btella
Hawkes ‘was more cautions now and kept io
the grassy sidepath, which deadened her
footsteps.

Presently Ethel turned at right angles and
left the road. Quickly the surface of -the
ground heécame very tmneven.  Bhortly she
encountered an immense cavity, in which”
bushes and oven trees had taken root. The
full force of the light sea breeze rustled these
and caused neises like a Tundred whispering

voices.

Fifty yards further on she reached a place
where an enermous pile had been torn from
the highest part of the original cliff. Tons
and tons of overhanging rock, pushed out-
ward by the sliding force behind, had first
been precipitated, and such wes the impelus
that these rocks had been thrust many yards
distant from the cliff. -

fithel halted here, and gazing seawards, she
could dimly make out on her left a black
object, which she knew to be the mill. . Near
it glimmered a thin crescent of & new moon.

Miraculously, when the landslip had
otcurred, a hundred years back, the mill had

escaped.

“Why has father bought that Jand?' won-
dered Ethel,

For & while she pondered, and then sharply
to her ears eame a sound—qunite close
that revived her previous unconfertable sen-

sations.

Ethe! wheeled round. She had conrage, or
else she would not have dove what sho did.
She flashed on the electric torch to where the
sound came,

The bright rays cut into ihe darkness like a
knife and showed a certain spot with the
clearness of day. It :showed, heside rough
bushes and undergrowth, the forms of two
boys witing on some stone ders.
Apparently a minate previonsly they had
been in deep, though subdued; eonversation—
thair whole attitude showed —and  the
suddenness of the shaft of Kght had only
altered their positions 4o the extent of turn-
ing their faces in Ethel's direction,

1 gave a low ejaculation.

Tt was Cyril Dudley and Mavvice Thorne!

* You—you kwo—are friends:”

Her voice was ecarcely raised above a whis-
per;j but other ears besides theirs had heard

.
Btella Hawkes crawled nearer #o fisten.

Gyrit Dudley and Maurics Thorne Triends !
Was thore sver such an amazing discovery?
No wonder Ethel is amazed ; no wonder
pauses Irresolute. But what is Stella Hawkes
deing In;o. and what will this new revelation

magni instaiment of
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QIRLS' FAVOURITE. -




