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You Can Cemmence This Magnificent New Serial To-day.

Tells of Ethel Courtway, head girl of Morcove School, and of the mystery
adopted brother,

that surrounded herself and her

Cyril Dudley.

By

Marjorie Stanton

A @reat Surprise.
Courrway, gently opening the door
vhich led on to the passape, craned her
head forward and listened.

All wae silent; and “yet, with her nerves
slightly on edge, the atmosphere of the place
seemed charged with phantom sound.  IHer
eyes shifted from the little dark passage lo
the zig-zag stairvay leading to the floo
above. Which should she hrst explore’—or,
shauld she explore at all?

Onee more she turned and regarded the
wrecked apartment—turned so quickly that
the Morcove jupiors, peering in at the
windew, only just ducked their heads in time,

Yes, sho must screw up her courage to in-
vestigate s affair—it was her duty to try
to discover exactly what had occurred,

8o Ethel, treading very. softly, tip-tced to
the foot of the staircase and started to
ascend, Arriving on the first landing threo
half-opened doors met her view, Fhae interi
of two of the apartments showed they were
bedrooras, the third, however, was a species
of boxroom, .

The neat and orderly a
former told her that exc
were not to be expected b ut the box
room, with its_view of the mill from the
window, gave her an opportunity of spying
out the land to the rear of the cottage.

She went over to the window and
cauticusly glanced cut, A small paved yard
was directly below, enclosed on iwo sides
rough-timbered barns,  Directly in front,
however, was a piece of open ground laid ont
as a vegetable pateh, and beyond was the
dilapidated old mill.

T ought o have inyvest
thought Lthel.
gazed, the truth of this was
home to her in startling and sudden

From the door of the mill the

d, and in frantic

ngement of the
& developments

very

ed out thero

brought
fashion.
figures of three men eme
haste precipitated themse down the s
and, bending low as if fo pe observation,
they scuttled away for dear life.
~Oh!" faintly ejaculated Fthel,
all cantion: and gluing her nose o the g
her anxiety to note details of these str:
But they were gone too quickly to allow of
any identification, Young or old, roaghly
clad or respectably dressed—mone of these
things could she diseern.
Then it was that she found time to be
thankful thut she_had not investigated that
* portion of the ferritory firsk,
“8tl, T retty certain none dnf

for,

I'm

was Maurice Thorne,” she ruminated.
therefore the unfortunate Thorne

a prizoner somewhere inside the mi
Swiftly she further considered the situation,
and she garnered ona other fact. The pecy
piers of this place—elderly Mr. and )
Bramble—vere also not of this party, This,

however, in no way solved the mystery, for |
the Brambles might very well he' in league |
with the trio,

“At all events,” decided Ethel, “there is
nothing clse for me to do but to pay a wvisit
to_the mill; and the sooner I go the better.”

‘With the same cautious and sitent tread sho
descended the staircase; but just as
was about to pass the door of the room where
all the damage had oconrred, a sudden medkey
of voices brought her to an -abrupt halt,

What now?

The voices for the most part proceeded fro
shrill, giclish throats; but intermingling with
them were two of a deeper note—a man's and
a woman's. Ethel peered through the half-
opened door and saw assembled by the en-
trance, the stumpy, square-sei figure of old
Bramble; his tall, thin-visaged wife, Norah—
and the six Morcove juniors!

“But really snd truly, sir,” the latter were
protesting; “we didn't do-any of this! Un
our word of honour—""

“Pah!” snorted old Bramble. * That's
the common cry when folk are caught red
handed, Didn’t do it, didn’t you? Then if
you didn’t, who did?”’

“’Conrse they did it,” chimed in his wife.
Afn't themn Morcove girls ever
poking their noses into other peoi
ness? Ay it ain’t the
they've pi , either,
over our bit ¢’ land, and doin’
other damage. But this caps

e

y a

w's busi-
first time
o trampin’

s of
Ten |

poinds’ worth of damage done, i it's a |
penny! _Aud"—her voice grew shriller |
and shriller they'll _have to |
pay. Cart em al to their 'cadmistress, |
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trcing agnin to the old mill, Ethel finds /

Jacob—get the names and addresses of
their parents—get the police on the job!™

And Mrs, Bramble, being now properly
'\mun:'l up, proceeded in this slyle for some
ime.

Would it help matters, thought Ethel, if
she disclosed her presence? second's - re-
flection told her it would be useless, Later
on, when she got back to the school, would
be the time to act. No, for the moment she
must leave the girls to the tender mercies
ol‘}thc Brambies and make all haste to the
mill. ~

In less than half & minute, Eihel had
flitted down the pass across the yard,
and was up the tumbl wn steps at the e
trance of the mill.  Pushing open the
creaky door she walked boldly inside.

Lumber and rubbish of all sorts and de
scriptions littered the place, for no wmiller
had worked here for many a day. Here were
the old disused corn-bins, no longer filled
with their yellow contents, but veritabie
dustbins choked with every sort of refuse
Yet the powdery dust had not altogether
vanished, and the thick layer on the foor
served the wseful purpose of marking a
track of newly-made footprints for Eﬂﬁei’s
Euidance,
gerly she followed where they led until
was brought up by the opposite wall.
Visions of secrct passiges flashed through
her mind as she tapped the woodwork: but
no hollow echo rewarded her efforts. Next
she examined the floor, No trace of a
irap-door,  Yet the foolprints certainly
endod here and in jumbled confusion, as if
they had halted for some reason or other,

at reason?
Tithel leaned across the bin to  peer
the other side, and, as she did :o, the
wooden barrier under her weight suddenly

id there

moved downwards an i or 50, a
some catch had

was a distinet click, as if
fastened.

Instantly she was on the alert, examining
. Tt was about fonr inches
very solid in appearance desp its
i battared condition, and apparently
urely fixed between the wall and a post,
Swiftly her hands moved over its surface in
eager expectation of finding some knob, the

ng of which would couse things to
happen,

A mmute went by—two—and then close

to the ground her fingers, digging in a

natch of decayed straw, encountered an at
tachment  which moved slightly as  she
handled it. Feverishly she tugged at it—at
first without result—but suddenly it gave to
her efforts, and the barrier moved inwards &
Jdew inches, disclosing a long, narrow slit in
the floor,

Ethel's brain throbbed with excilement.
True, the slit was only wide encugh to
allow her hand to go t doubtless




there was some other contrivance which

would cause some cavity to appear large
enough to admit her whole body.

And this is exactly what happened. Two
rusty bolts were st either end of the elit,
the shooting back of which resulted in part
E

f the Hooring inside the bin to be easily
lifted up.  There, as Fthel hoped, was a
means of ingress to some underground

apartment, the ends of a ladder vanishing
into the darkness, showing how the descent
was to be mada,

But had she sufficient courage to attempt
<itY To go down would mean leaving tho

opening exposed, and if the Brambles or
anyone came along what would happen
then? The possibility caused an iuvolun-

ry shudder. Suppose they shut her in—
shut her in that earthy, ~mo stoelling
place—horrible, horrible!

Only a fraction of a second did these
doubts delay her, and the realisation of them
mede  Ethel's  action ail the mare
courageons,  Many can be brave on the im-
pulse of the moment, but to count the risks
and rise superior to them is the highest form

of courage,
This Ethel possossed, as she showed by
stepping on fo the top rung of the ladder

and coolly and calmly making the descent.

One—two—three—she counted the rungs
until the total was twenty—then her feot
touched firm ground,

“Is" she forced herself to pronounce
the words—*is anyone heret”

Her voice, slthough she scarcely spoke
above a whisper, scemed to raise s hundred
echoes that travelled along uniil they died
away into vast distances.

And then her flesh went for, al
most at her [eet came a mul gasp, as if
someone were struggling for breath,

“Who—who is that?” she breathed,
shrinking to the wall.

Once more that sound,

Oh, if only she had a match—if only she
could see! Sha bent down, groping in the
darkness, creeping this way and -that until

;{u with

hose

all at once her foot came contact
that which she expected to encounter—some-
one lying on the ground,

Her wits were all about her now. She

had no doubts jn her mind but that she had
vered Maurice Thorne, probably bound
and foot and. gepged—more

and

than not, badly hurt as a result of rou
handling.
Juickly she

down
‘rested en
ot to work 5
which enveloped his face.
Wonld she naver it wndone?  Ah! it
was coming me more tug-
he hoard him give a deep hroath of re-
and then slowly he started to mumble
digjointed words of thanks,

Ethel heard the words, but they conveyed
no meaning to her. But the voice!
she dreaming? It was not the voice of
Maurice Thorne,  No, it was surely the
voice of ~by all that was womderfull—the
voice of her friend, Cyril Dudley !

5

kuelt and raised

knoe.

her bu:
of the covermg
gat

Stolla Gets Her Own Back.
PEEOHLESS . with blank amazement Ethel
fumbled to undo the bonds ¢

sccured his _arms, and gradually

found hegself listening  to  what = Cyril
was v

| 't know who you are; but it's
really fully lucky you happened to come
dovm here. You see, they took me by sur-
prise—I'd no proper chance of putting up
any sort of fight, Rathor an unpleazant sort
of  experience w! I reckon I've
sprained my ankle, They shot me down here
Iko a sack of coals, and—and——  Why,
you're a girl!”

“Yee, Cyril!” returned Ethel, at last
Bnding her voice,

She felt him stari violentls.

“My word!" he whispered. “Ethal—
you! How on earth—"

he

His arms being free at this mome
sall&!g and gripped her by the hand.

the cottnge:” ke asked,

“Then—then you saw what happenad at

i
|
|
i
i
|
!

“No, Cyril—at loast, T didn't see you at-
ked. But I saw you go into the cottage
hat is, 1 thought it was Maurice Thornp,
1 took you to be Thorn
“Took me for Thorne, did you?"”
“Yes! Of course, T di 86
but your back views are so simlia
“T know that's so. Give me a hand, 8
My ankle’s jolly nful—in fact, I'm one
huge bruise all over.”
She helped him to his feot, and he hopped
by her side towards the ladder with
smothered " and “Ah's!™ of pain,
“Do you thick you can climb up?” asked
Ethel,

“T must! We can't stop down here. T
t}lunk I can managa it, ou go first,
pleasat™

i climbed to the top, with

many inward cong ations that the trap-
door was still ope ‘autiously she peored
aver the side of the bin to ses if the coast
wore clear,

“IF's all right " she whispered.

Slowly from sut tho darkness Cyril's
head and shoulders emerged, and shortly
he was by her side.

“8a far, good " he muttered.  Heo
gozed at Ethel with eyes eloguent of the

__ o——a THE-GIRLS - FAVOURITE Re—8)

__H7

is under observation of enemy sfifpers, Any
minute things might happen.
But luck was h them

No face ap-

peared at the windows; no  hostile voice
called on them to halt. Soon they found
they wers away from sight of the cottage,

and nearing the hedge which marked the
boundary of the Brambl tarritor

stile gave exit, and over this Cyril pain-
crawled,

A retty sight I look!” he muttered,
doforously regarding his torn ol s and
dusty, battered appearance.  *The mill

apparently is not _the sort of place for one
or even two to visit; it's safer to go there in
battalions—-"

Which reminds me' cut in Tthel;
‘‘there were some of our girls thore. You
didn’t happen to se I suppose?”

“I saw no one—not even tk

tacked me,” replied Cyril,
“I appear to he the ouly wha

ses anyone. All you others seem to have
had a” full view “of everything that was
going on. . Well, this is what happened
directly 1 entered that cottage. Somebody
hiding behind the door darted at my legs,
and sent me sprawiing on top of the uﬂge.
Before I mu|w£ recover others wore on me,

feelings his tongne could not find words to
utter,

ril,” she murmured,
hanced to be here
broke off with a
caught hold of the moveabl
“We must put this g
He looked ai

camé

you

no "
She proceeded to restore

ngs fo their
the while look-

Tithel,

former condition, Cyril all
ing on wondering
T seat!” he istled. “Dy Jove,
you've got a lot to tell me presently !
“Heaps, Cyril. 8top here a minute whilo
I reconnoitre outside.”
“Right you are! Oh,
a helpless log like thi
He watched ln:r go to the door and peer

it's hateful being

out, and— My word!” he thought;

Twhat splondid boy she wonld have
-I'm glad she's a girl!"

Ethel reported, and,

she led him out into
tion of tuking

¢ 0Oh, of course, it YOU don't mind, I suppose it

upposing T had |

’s all right !> said Stella, ** But
I should have thought it was hardly the thing for Morcove’s head girl to be
seen walking with Prior’s boot boy !

and had the tablecloth over my head be-
fore T could say ‘Jack Robinson'! I kicked
out for all I was worth, and I aud the
table, various ornaments, chairs, and other
oddments, including my ssseilants, held a
mass meeting on the floor. Of course, T
didn't stand an carthly from the beginning.
Pretty scon they had me trussed up as you
found me, and they carted across to tho
mill, finally lowered me into that cellar
plllort‘ now—how came you to be at
t

]

“Why,” said Tthel slowly, “I called at

the coitage hecause I wes curious to v
at Thome—as I took you to be—was

doing there.”

1

And sbe procesdsd to relaie all that had
happenad
Cyril heard

hor through without a word,
the firish, “the three
arting sut of the mill
those  who attacked me.
they played the part of the
declared he saw the other
rey want to frighten visitors
om the mill”  For a fow minutes
Pollowed some train of thought, “Do
appen to kanw,” hs continuad, “that
the mill and the ground belonging to it has
lately become the property of your fathert”

Yes,” he s
fellows you saw
ovider




418

@F—-a THE-GIRLS « FAVOURITE Je=—)

212/22

“Yes, Cyril; I know that,” returned
Tthel quietly,
Cyril regarded her intently.
Listen, Bthel,” he said earnest]\. “1

led at the mill this afternoon baca o I
want to help your father. Yes—by helpi
him’ is_the only way that I can prove
hs opinion about me is unjust.

“Go on—tell me as much™ as
pleaded Ethel

‘Unfu'.unamly there isn’t much to tell.
I am working prectically in the dark—just a
glimpse of hight here and there, that's all.
Vour father never told me that he had
bought the mill; [ only discovered the fact
by accident. Also by accident T st
across—well, not exactly another fac
at least a very strong suspicion. There is
something of great value either in the mill
hoildings or in the grounds,” Te |=.=uncx|
“Other peopler—enemies of your father
have an inkling of t.hls It was they who
pmbnhly altalkcd me.”

that

you «can,"

i “I want
father and hint that curious
are going on there. Can you do

L cont
write to your
rhmg‘

“It 1 the very thing he asked me lo do.”

“Oh!  Tell me, Bthel, does he know I
am down here? Have you told him?”

“No, Cyril, T haven't.”

He breamm{ a sigh of relief.

“Then say nothing about the part 1
played jn to-day’s affair,” he said o
would only make him more suspicious of
me; yes, even though you told him what I
have ilEﬁl‘T(‘d Will you do this for me,
of ]

“Of cowse I will. T will do anything to
get you and fathpr reconciled.  You know
well enough.”
Indeed, indeed 1 do, Ethel! You give
me proof of it evel !.lme we mop' Who
else but a splend: like you would

ulvllberﬂisliy Avoid pmmng me fo explain
all sorts of matters which you know I could
explain, No; you are content to wait be-
cause you truost me. Oh, believe me, you're
a tremendous help—a Ia'cmei-dﬂus comfort,
1 can't tell you how much I owe to you,”
For some  while they plodded alang in
s fer theirs was that perfect state of
companionship that does not require
petual  conversational  stimulant. Tg;r
thoughts were so atuned that they ocould
hold communion -together without words.

Suddenly—it was just as they. reached the
road—their happy silence was rudely shat-
tered by the sound of girl’s voices.

“Bome of your schoolfellows!” exclaimed
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Cyril, halting, “Ii won't do for us to be
seen together. You go on ITthel. T can
4 back to Prior’s all right by m\ao" 2

‘ Nonsense!”  returned ~ Ethel, ** You
could never get there without as I
don't care if they do e us to Do
you think T'd be ashamed?”

Un ptus; go on!” he urged,
—and she caught hjm by the arm.

The' girls wore close at hand now. Fihel
could see half o dozen shadowy figures in
the half light, striding along the road, and,

tanca.
ther,

trifle in the dark ns to the meaning of this
crosstexamination.  But  the hostility _ of
these girls towards Ethel was very p
rly on the part of the red-haired
=4 Stella.
ight I suggest that you mind your own
ﬂa.ehu. out Ethel,
exactly whai we
retorted  Stella vindictively.
name of the school is our business, and we
consider the friendships you are forming
\ull hnrdiz add to the reputaiion of Moi-
She gave vent to a scornful laugh

are  doing !
“The gaod

as their pace was twice as fast as Lyrl]; c[ murnph over scoring this point. **You

}‘obh e, they were scon abreast of them. have just come from the direction of the
“Hallo!" " called out the foremost of the | landslip, and no doubt you and this &How

newcomers, peering at Ithel. “Why—it's | have been paying a visit to the Brambles”

Ethel Courtw Cheerio! - Oh!” I‘L.hel started. How bad Stella puessed

The ejuculat: was caused by the sudden | thi |s
discovery of L)nl‘s presence,  The hr-rn “The DBrambles—iwo common, illiterate
I d i int

was none toe good, but it was
se iy rigged and Wichagons ppoRF.

in.

: friend I”

came
dnr ch «-\hmz comiment.

It was Stella Hawkes,
Stella was there; also Jane Possows,
and the others who were with them were
8ixth Fovmers, and none of them were likely
ut o curb on Stella’s tongue,
Good evening, Ethel!” drawled Stella
“!incn for a nice walk?”’

‘Thank you—yes!” returned Ethel

““ Ah! And now you're going back fo the
school.  D'you know, when I first spotted you
and y friend the horrid thought crossed
" m!ul that you were with one of those
But .I thev) saw I had mﬁ_d\:

'\[mb merriment on bho part of Stella’s
e or the unf was
wearing no <ap at all, having lost it in the
scuflie,

 Excuse me,” began Cyril, scenting that
all was not right. *You see—

Stella suddenly gave a little feigned cry
of surprise,

“‘Really, Ethel!” she ejaculated in mock
protest. 1 don’t want to appear snobbish
or pun.epmud or anythmg like that—but,
I say, you kno

“Wcll”’ demxnded Ethel,

“Oh. of murs& 15 you don't mind, 1 sup-

it's but 1 should hawa

tbOugl!t it uungardly the thing for Mor
cove’s head girl to be seen walking with
Prior’s -boot-boy. Of eourse, I may be mis-
ukm—-urnp: it isn't Priot’s boot- boy, and
et
? She gave an eloquemt gesture denoting
outraged dignit on behalf of hereell in
partionlar and Morcove in general,

*Judging by the pace at which you were
coming along you're in a_hurer,” said Ethel |
evenly. “ Don't let us detain you.”

** Look here,” suddenly burst out Cy
“T'm not exactly Prior's boot-boy, but it's
true I'm employed there as a servant. I've
met with an accident, and this young lady
is belping me to get back to the school.
Yory well, there's 1o need for pou to tak
like this to her. Wouldn't you help anyone
who was in a plight like T am?”

Poor €yril, he iml much better have helda
his tonpue,

“Of course we should!”™ chimed in Jano

Possoms, ' We didn’t derstand.  You
* sha went on artlully, **we mm!ght you
nd_our head girl were friends.
Er— \\hy did you think that " asked
Cyril feebly.
b, e hesd it was so; bul, of course,
it isn't true—is it?’
Cyril became mngueh(vl
"1 say it isu't true® persisted June.
now, Ja mocked Ste

* Now,
bully ks

the lad. Naturally he'

o
e hmm time ar Wer vour ques-

(&, looked from ene to the other in be-
wilderment. Bthel, not wishing to worry
him, had told him nothing aboxt *The Mor-
cove Mirror ** or of the rumours concerning
their friendship, consequently he was a

erv E
I must say,” continued Stolls, T begin 15
see why you got the landslip placed out of
bounds for the lower school. Tt'll be the
upper school next, I suppose. Wi
shall see how the school stands tha
Thus Stella, with bitter memories of her
previous interview with Lthel, went throngh
th process known as “gelting her own
ack.”

And then suddenly the
augmented by vet another.
So engrossed had everybody been in this
wordy warlare c.hnt they had quite failed to
notice the approach of the tall fellow who
now walked into their midst.
It was Maxwell Dyke—Prior’s head boy!
with a slight

group became

Good evening!™ he said,
aecent of surprise.
Good_evening!” returned Lithel on be-
half of Moroove. And Morcove, as repre-
sented by the presemt company, sniffed.
Dyhe shot o brief glance at the assembly,
Naturally he rather wondered why they
were gn.)mrcd here in the highway. Then ha
found something even more \\orrhy of his
interest, It was the battered h"urn “of Cyril,
‘“Hallo! What's this me esked

murmured Stella.  “You may
o

that
'y felt that Dyke's presence in_ a
measure relieved the situation. Theso girls
were one too maty for him; but a fellow he
could tackle

“Met with an aceident,” he told Dyke.
“Sprained my ankle—er—down jn the land-

" Jove, thats bad! And Mores¥e is help-
ing you home—good Sm‘nar\'t:m stunt, eh?”
“QOnly part of Moreove,” mmrpa]atpd
‘;t«lla ie 6:.Iy aur head g'rlfto be exact.”
“Indeed! Jolly decent of her!" said
Dyke, with & curious smile in Ethel’s direc-
Well—it's up to me to relieve her
u ;hp burden. Come on, young feliow, take
my srm—we'll soon get you home, Dut,

first. of all thank Miss Couriway for ell her
kindne:

*‘Ha, ha, ha'" spluttered Stell

“1 bﬂ; your pardorr!” exciaimed Dyke,
turning ““ Have T made some joke?”

r.
‘hthar " giggled Stella.

Dyke looked from Stelia to Fthel, and
Iy his glance bécame fixed on Chyril.
“Oh, well, § he drawled at longth, “T dare

say the ]Dke will dawn on me in (ime.
Maybe I'm a bit slow in the uptake, and
vet I fancy T can see s Tar through =
stone as most chaps.”

is eyes mei

mile-

and his
k, young
inkling of your secret!”

Onee more
laok said as pla
lady, I've some

Out of Bounds for All.
arrsvien  with  the mischief they had
worked,  Stella  Hawkes and her
friends hastened on to the school, ar-
riving there a good ten minutes in front of
Ethel.
- Slella and Jave Possoms wanfed to giye
their “piece of news” a good start cn its
way bcrurc Ethel got back. There was no
need to hint at this to the others—their
tongues could be trusted to wag without any
urging—but, as they were members of the




' @—— THE- GIRLS « FAVOURITE Je=-—< 419

That also was out of the ques-

fo the mill

Sixth, only Sixth Fan'mra were likely o
hear the intelli

tion—now !
 But—but—T— She could have cried with vexation,

red immediate and whole-

pul . N " ve had to give her away!" Listlessly she watched the written wordas
Well, thes said Jane Possoms, “why “U ]a[‘ protested gm[, in pretended | grow, barring the landslip from all visita.
not ulla general wmesting of the' whole | guprise.  Surely you didutr” tion. Tt was a death warrant to her
school 7 s . “But it had to be {!nm"' cried Ursula, | Sckemes—her plans—to help C Tence-
Don't bo an idiot!” snapped Stella. | « Afier all, she was't brosking bownds— | forth dio would simply bo tator, un-

n He would

“I'm no good at public speaking, for one
thing; and. for anothay, the bald fests of | ALO % :‘!]’]' Tent &
the case would make mo look like a snob,” to !n" of giv
“ Yps—that's true, so they would,” "
“Please hold your tongue until T've i
done!” reiorted Stella, not at all pleased at | 1 40000
this teady sgreement. The best way to B,an‘,,’,b aim?
o is to tell jt to some gossip under * Ten pounds!
5""’3;1“*5!,‘?"2”3[8‘;,& f:m:t“{hm b, dois an? !‘cl;l;:})t‘nt‘sila ieco for mul- parents to fork
ing ‘ander” that” calegory hersel, vas fuly o e 1;:\"[“‘“(".3 """. & Ethel'
able to wppreciato the scheme. ~ “ And the i s T ar o

o the room at
4. W

to prove our inno-

t a | able to do anyth
L] g0t the mill sgain: and; it iHe saie ers
rience befell hun v-hu would reseue him?
There you are, Fthel" said the head-
. that on the notice board
Good night !
G night, Miss Somerfiel
Thet's one pound thirteen Beas g the fatal paper in hm hnnd she
1 e room, ‘m(l g

Stella. “ Undor the eirea
had to. What does old

ice
wites lh- supper
expactation of
e gathering of

In a (r\\
jolly | Dbell would ring cut, and, i
c 1 the summous, there was a

gossip will pass it on with oge or two ad- | go8 X
gossip will bass g W B b it | suspisious; don's gitle loitering bot tha, plics,
Pl “Vou're right” returned Stells solemnly P
Quite so, and 1o one can g it home | . o door—the momont for All eyes turned on Ethel as she descended
to us for .starting it.  Now, Lherc’s the . the stairs. A second befare all tongues had

; ved—'* it does! And,
what T g pu.,‘fw‘_‘hw mm‘f} been d ! her, for rumours were

Trsula, you mustn't let go auy further | § mpar ‘l;”‘;fg’“_anr_! overy one of them was
i, T tell you—r" o do with Morcov

unior school. Who's the woit Likely  girl
or the job? Ursula Wade, T suppose !
“You couldn’t have a bul.lu' 'ii'mﬂ 5 6|

oy 1 : :
.e?ds%r-:gu?} Toolil of the Iid at once!” “Oh, you can trust mia! 2 Ursula, w{']”‘:,“:o‘" h“\{ MNI"L}:v dran
Thiz Jane promised to do, and Stella re- And Stella, knowing she :uuld trust the | Stella Hawkes came hack to her,

tired to her study to await the coming of
the champion tale-bearer of the Fourth.
Some five minutes later she appeared.
“T'm sorry if T've kept you . waiting,
Stella,” she said, in the unctucus, fl
voice she put on for these occasions
I ond fiee others were up before Mi
field. A really terrible thing's happened,”
she went on blmlhlmil)’ “and we're
blamed for it, though we're iu«t as inmo
cent as Hthel Courtway—indeed, more inno-
cent, for she really discovered it first,

&

Half n  minute,” interrupted Stella,
“ Tike a scat and compose yourseli. Would
you like a chocolate? There's a box some-
» ahout the place—there, on the shelf,
R.u:ul Now let's hear -all about the
ble thing H:u\, Ethel Courtway discovered

said Ursula,
an,[n]ly selectin the largest chocolate.
Well, you sce, thie afterncon six of us de
cided to break hounds and go mto the land-
slip. We pelted pretty hard so as lo avoid
the crowd, and when we got in sight of old
Brambie’s mill whom shou]d we see On
ahead bat—Ethel Courtway !"
d to give tha dramatic cffect
sred the announcement de-

aw mtv.

serve
“ORT seid Stella,
“ Yes—Ethel Courtway, She didn’t see .
h t -
us, becausa she Wwas fog intererled fn some The muttering grew In volume, until it culminated into a prolonged ‘‘ Booh ! **

thing else, Ahead of her was some chap—
a'}'nﬁm. s boy I should think—who was walk-  *‘ Take it down | Take it down I ** was the cry that assailed Ethel on all sides,

ing towards the mill. Well, she followed , ) . )

this chap, and we followed Ethel, When he [ Fourth Former—to  talik!—forthwith pro- get the landslip barred for the

arrived at old Bramble's cottage he went in- | ceeded, hool next, 1 suppose. Well, we

fideeand didn't come out, Presently Ethel At the very moment that Ursula was nh- shall see how the school will stand that!”
‘details, Movcove's head That is what Stella had said.

wed suit. By this time we had worked 5"“";,
were wae also listening ta an equally inter el drew a deep breath zs she realised

rrative, The visit of the Brambles the possibilities. .For a_second her hand
ith o alternative, when Miss Somer- | trembled, so that the pin dropped to t
field had her up before her, buf to disclose | ground. She took out another one. Yes—

uld Morcove stand thi

fol
our way round to the side, and we
quite close when Ethel entered
aiter she had gone in we heard her e
a sort of astonished ery. We peeped
through ~ the window- and, my word! the what had happened over at the mill, how v
place was in a state! Table upset, chairs The only facts she kept back were her ¢ how jostled the crowd, and thoss
restuod, things smashed—just 48 if thero friendship with Cyril_and her father's eon- | behind d “Read it—read it!” and
had been a viot ther nection with the mill—neither of which | surged and pushed to get « As th
L v i ,.m ro; qt[ng Ussula,” re- seemed to have any bearing on the accusa- | hubbub _nrarlualt}‘ ceased half
‘What happened then? tion brought against the six juniors. i to  proclaim
to break up Bramble's “We must let the Brambles know of | ment. There was a i
this,”” said Miss Somerfield; “ though I fear | moment as Hu'- worda s
“Oh, no! el appeared into the | they will hardly be convinced To prevent hen arose a muttering, vhich grew in
honse, and we—like idiots—hung about out- | anything of the sort happening again—that is, volume until it culminated into a prolonged
side. [ rish we'd have gone inside, too, for | as far as Morcove is concerned—it will be | -U\J _violent voh ! .
ihen old Pramble and his wife wouldn't | better to place the landslip out of bounds for i nt
have suddenly come on us and captured us.” | the ool—junior and senior side
“ That was hard alike. Pass mo a sheet of paper, Ethel,
* Yes—wasn't Especially a3 they | and T'lU write the notice now
acoused us o[ having wrecked his old room’ Ethel's hand trembled ¢l
e and his wife caried us back to the ded a sheet of paper to Mi
school and took us before Al Id nds for the whole
We mot a fearful wigging, besides ch
dred lines apicen for breaking bourds
cap it all, Bramblo's going to rummon us
for damaging his property
Stolla murmuzed words of sympathy.

h.'mlw home,

Take it down!

ithel from all quarters.

ard faced the angry crowd.
montk to speak, but hEr

ned in the fierce cry—

< your doing, Kthel Court.

&

was
| The school against her! Ia this what
| Ethel is facing 7 The tanglod web of mystery
| sround her ssems imposaible to penstrats,
i nd Morcove’s head girl is indead in a difficult
had {’)H pemmn. What will Bhe do ? Bee a eplendid
many visits | instalment noxt woek.

nces of her carrying out
ns. OF all the v

-



