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Home for the holidays—

An Ultimatu

AD it been possible Ethel would have

H retreated; not for her own sake, but

for Cyril's,  What sort of reception

cwell Dyke extend when he dis-

Cyuil was amongst the visitors?

together, the <arolsinging party

me a vague collection of indi

inct faces to Dyke, Mthel saw his handso

features d in the conventional pelite smile

of welcome as he ushered them into the hall;

saw him draw to make way

middle - aged entleman — Major

evidently—who advanced to meet the

saw Maxwell uddenly fix his eyes on Cyril,
d then give a pérceptible starf,

For the moment Maxwell Dyke appeared

s

not to trust the evidence of his
the conviction penetrate
his mguth set rare:

forward.

Ethel, - who lad
quietly stepped into
¢ How ‘do you do?" she said quictly,
Dyke foind himself gazing into what he
considered were the finest pair of eyes in the

sed nothing of this,
line of advance.

world. “Fihel Courtway ' he mentally
ejaculated, as he stopped short in startled
embarrassment.

The sight of Ethel for the moment b -
ished all thoughts of Cyril Judley, and svhat
he was EOEME, to do to. Cyril, yke's one
thought was that it was splendi ing Ethel
under his father’s roof.

I say, this is jolly 1 “rd

stmas st my

Now, how
curious 1 should never have associated vou
with her! Of course, 1 know Miss Susan
Courtway, Everyone does at Winchmoor

Down. Your aunt rules us with a rod of
iron, but we cheerfully obey her. Father,
one minute, pleas

Major Dyke turned at the sound of his
son'’s vo e

** This is Miss Ethel,” said
Maxwell. ** She is also the head gitl of Mor-
cove School, so you see we are quite old
friends.”

A belter man than the son, Fihel jnstant:
decided, a3 she shook hands with Major Dyke,
A fine, upright man, gentleman writte,

r him, kind} ple-mannered,
whom it was jmpc

with
ble to fecl anything but

She chatted with

him for some minutes, and
Maxwell the while stood by, with the
frown once more in evidence on his face.
Swifi to note liitle things, he contrasted
Ethel's manner when she nvas pleased and
when ehe was indifferent, Speaking to his
father, her voies held a tone that was never
there when she was avith him,

“It's the same when she s talking to that
chap Dudley " fumed Maxwell, “ Just the

— PR
and still the mystery of the mill
shadows Ethel Courtway and her boy-pal, Cyril Dudley,

same! I'm just nothin, Confound him! I
wish now I'd greeted him as I intended to
do—told him to make himself at home with
the servants, bread-and-cheese and pickles
down in the pantry. T may do it yel, oo I
His dlmlg{lls trailed aw: i a gloating
picture of the sensation such an act would
€ Out of the ‘tail of his eye ho caught

©
ght of Cyril talking to Percys Dum

Gordon oW, two of the gilded you

W highest society, These gentle-

men in question would have fourteen separate

fits if he were to goup
Josition at Prior’s.

He could imagine them bleating in horrified

“ common  servant! Good

nd tell them Cyril's

libody, too, the stouf lady sitting
what a theme for her sipin,
There were others as well, (h, ye
could make it precious uncomfortablafor
gril—also Kthel—if ‘he liked!
His fathe
Maxwell sprang to
“ I can sce
said, .
I <hould think your father is kind fo maost
people,” replied Ethel
“ True! He's one

Ethel ai this moment,
' t side,
the guv'nor's taken to you,” he

the best " To do him

ice, Maxwell Dy was per Iy sincere

this, T hope 1l be af home ‘when he

and I pay our Christmas morning visit to
r aunt.”

“I dare say,” said Ethel
by the
for Ch
there !

Yes,

]

: 1, “ I understand,
v, that Maurice Thorne is with you
mas.  Ah, yes, I see him over

there was Maurice Thorne, with his
beady eyes, and his sinister presence,
usual, he kept in the bacl ground, acting
art of onlooker, yet—Tthel was con-
ed—quietly pulling “the strings, and, in
reality, at the bottom of all the mischief,
“Yes, I invited the chap here. Prior's,”

THE EITARACTEIESLIN' THIS STORY

ETHEL COURTWAY, head girl of Morcove
sehool, and

CYRIL DUDLEY, her hoy friend, who w
one time confldential secretary to Eth
father. He was dismissed for some
known reason, in isgrace, and in vrder
ta clear his name ¢ s down to Morcove,
near Ethel, and takes emplovment at
Prior's 'boy3' school, where he incurs the

enmity of
MAXWELL DYEE, the head boy, and his

friend.
MAURICE TEORNE, who resembles
Cyril in build, After many exciting adyen.
ures st the old mill, Kthel and Cyril go
inc!

a) o IWn, staying
with Ethel’s aunt. Singing carols, they come
'y chance to the home of Maxwell Dyke,
He invites them in,

(How read on.)

By Marjorie Stanton

added Maxwell, with & meaning look in
iril’s direction, “is quite well represented
this evening.”

Lthel nodded, and, with 4 polite little smile,
made as if to move off and Jjoin her par

Maxwell was seized with a sudden spasm
of fury. She did not want to be with him,
dido’t” she? , and there was Maurico
Thotne, with his Inering grin, watching them
—gloating, likely enough, over his i cotn -
fiture ! Qthers ! For Max-
well Dyke t conceit to imagine
that Eihel,.spd he made a v handsome
pair, and.therefore were ohserved by all
around,

* One minuie, Ethel,” he said,
detaining hand lightly on her arg, Lere
s one representative of my school hero
to-night "—he lowered his tone confidentially
—"one representative that 55 has
placed me in & bit of a fix. He came with
Your party, but it's rather difficult fo express
things without appearing snobbish.

.. L quite understand,’ interrapted ;

“ You understand! What exactly do you
understand 7"’

+* Your difficulty,” said Ethel,

Maxwell turned 'a trifle red, but,
his temper in check, he continued:

Your friend’s position at Prior's js ta
fetch and carry, Tun errands, call the fellows
‘sir,’ and generally do what everyone here
would term servant’s work, He appears to be
a great friend of yours, but this is so un.
thinkable to mo that from time to time it has
occurred that perhaps he has frightened vou
into this friendship.

** Look here, Ethel,” he continued,
i3 so—if you go in fear of him—you have
fo give me the slightest hin:, and I'q ta
him even if he were a ‘world's boxing
champion. In the ordinary way, I'll ann up
frankly that 1 haven't much use for mirls
P'r'aps it would have been di erent 1if I'd
had sisters. For instance, isters like you,
You see—-"

* 1 do not go iu fear of him,” cut in Ethel,
abruptly bringing him back to the point,

Some attraction ar the other end of ihe
room had dravr eversone thither, and thus

that the two wers pracically
es
throst his hands in his pock:
I had introduced your friend, a;
- had asked me what he wa:
s a threat in every note of his yoice—
would you have had me gnswer him?
now, Ethel!

placing a
S

keeping

Come
Should I have glossed over the
servant business, or—told the truth?”

Is no business of mine to solve your

problems,” retorted Ethel,

Maxwell glanced about him for a second or
s0, pondering,

“D'yvou cea that painting hanging over
there?” he asked suddenly,

Ethel, in some surprise, glanced in the
direction indicated, She
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In it was

painting in a massive, gilt frame,
in the

a portrait of & dark man, dressed
period of Charles the Tirst.
‘ Yes,” she said, “I sea it. What has he
to do with it?”

o That is a porirait of Sir Wilfred Dyke,”
returned Maxwell. * Bome say he and T are
alike, Not U(Imordm:xry whien you consider
that I am a descendant of his. Well, he had
the reputation of being a good friend but a

bad foe. Maybe 1 inherit this little
characteristio. Understand?”

Ethel's gaze never faliered.

“Dao you know,” she said, “it's a trifle
unfortunate, from your point of view, that

you showed me this pictute of your cavalier
ancestor.
“And why??

“ Because,” continued FEthel evenly, “it
reminds me of a certain pariner T met at a
fancy dress dance a few nights back. T hope
he dndn t get very wet going to the landslip,
or that his headmaster was very cross with
him.”

“OB!" breathed Maxwell Dyke, in s
confusion, for all r he had prided himself
that, whatevor other misfartune had happened
on that fatal night of Prior's dance, Ethel,
at least, had no notion of his mean action.

et words, however, ;houed only
plainly that he was found o

Much " aa she disliked ﬂw felluw Ethel's
heart smote her as she gaszed at his crimson
as,

“ 1t was not playing the game,”.she said
gently. " Own now, you were a bit ashamed
of yourself afterwards, Such en action didn’t
coma natural to you. You're not reaily that
sort.”

too

b & 'm his sort!” muttered Maxnvell ms‘\un-
ately; he pointed to the picture. * Whal
did tl e other evening—oh, yes, T own ui) lu
it !—wasn't aimed at you, hu'. at that fellow
Dudley, Well, I failed, but 1 midgn'e atways
fail. ~ What does your aunt,-~thdileader of
Winchmoor, think of it all? But perhapa «hu
dm\sn t know Master Dudley’s inner history.
There crept into his voice a Lriumphant
note as he saw Ethel's cxpression change, Ife
took her look to mean fear, whereas it was
cm]v disgust that he should continue acting
in this way after sho had generously given
him a hmplm!e to extricate himself.
see, he went on, ‘‘no one but you, T,
and Thorna knows the inner history.  Shall
1 o up to Dudley now and, in the hearing of

all, 'luxcme me, but aren’t you fhe
fellow who cleans the boots at scheol? Bhall
I do that?”

“There’s nothing to  prevent you,”™

returned Ethel, \.Mte—fm-cd.
1 fancy there is,”" mutiered Maxwell.
A slightly more pleasant greeting from you
n ave meet during these holidays might
prevent me. The use now and then of my
Christian name. Don’t you understand what
 thesa things mean to m:
No," said Ethel f “1 think you
must; bu mad. What would be the use of all
that to you when you'd know all along I
wasn’t sincere?”
“ But you might get sincere—after a time,””
“T'm positive I shouldn‘t,”

ke winced as if he had been hit.

see ! he muttered, and began to move
i t‘m direction of the ;,roup ga:.hmd round
his father. He walked slowly, hoping that
Ethel might give way at the lmt moment, and
also to give nsolf time to nerve himself up
to_do the thing he contemplate

Deep down in his heart he hated himsel{—"
hated hmm‘tf almost as much as ho hated his
rival. There was alss the conviction that he
h:-.d heen * young ” in his manner of
He prided himself
and vet there was
his

wr
un wmrormbh
behaviour had been boyi

He had _attempted to b
the last thing likely to be

ation  that
the extreme

y and browbeat—

ucee: .\.T with a

girl of Tithel Courtway's high He had
actad Tk worant yokel ho bad
prided bi o was an aristocrat.

Maxwell gave one final glance at Ethel to
see if there were any signs of surrender,

None!

At that moment his father approached him
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“ Now then, you two!” cried Major Dyke.
"I want your support for a suggestion Dve
just been making. I propose, Max, that our
hnﬂ&&parby Lhwllenges Miss Susan Court-
way's house-party to a mixed hockey-match
on Boxing Day afternoon. What d’you say?”
“ Capital ncuon father,” returned the son,
licking his dry lips.
“*And you, L[I-a Ethel—are you agreeable?”

“ Perfect said Ethel, making a brave
o;"‘or‘ to smile.
‘Good!” beamed the major.  * Then,
weather permitting, we will all turn up here

at_two-thirty sharp the day after to-morrow.” |

Maxwell strode up to Ethel directly his
father had withdrawn.

“Look her!” he muttered huskily, “Tll
leave things as they are until Monday after
noon. If your friends turns out to J-U—
A significant pause; then: * Well, you've
nearly forty-eight hours to think it over,”

ithout deigning to. answer, Ethel passed

along, leaving Maxwell Dyke standing
beneath the picture of his ancestor.

The expression on both the living and the
painted face seemed to follow her  with
malevolent intent,

An Hour on the lce.

T turned out a real “Christmas Cardy "
Christmas Day, with a great deal of frost
and just sufficient snow to make things

protty.

“If your friend turns out to play- g
sald Maxwell Dyke. A significant
pause, then: “Well, you’ve forty=
eight hours to think it over! ”’ With-
out deigning to answer, Ethel walked
away.

This appropriate setting, tngevr-sr with the
merry company gathered under Auw s
roof, would in the ordinary way have ca
no yoom for anything but extreme
in Lthi‘l‘l heart,  But last nicht’s
Maxwell Dyke cast its black ph:\duw aver
spoilt her enjoyment,
what had

e, d entire
, she informed Cyril of

‘hnrough cad and outsider I
coward, too. Ha
e to tackle me peJ-

chap's

daclared ang
apparently :Eoc-nt dar
sonally, but tries to get at me through

Hatefui fellow! Oh, if T could on ly got
by himself! But he's too artful for ihat. G
This and much mors Cyril said, He was
like a strong man tied to a post whilst h
enemy mocked him.  To avoid
scandal, for Ethel's sake, ther
nothmg for i t to put up with things,
You saw Thorne?” asked Eihel.
('vm nodded.
e suppose I't better
atch, '\e fumed.
1 be 1hjl

not

play in

nm-&
2 Jn.\

Lot Mamiell 11
mdrr my aunt’s roof will ©
the worse of =~ for sou've done,

k any
What

\Inlmr Dyke and Jm think deesn’t
really matter at all
“ Aa = matter of ract " said Cyril, brighten-
ing up at the thonght, “T can’t possibly ge—1
out of playing. hat exouse could I offer
here? None at all, except telling them all the
facts. No, Ethel, the “erisis has jolly well
come, and its got to be faced.”
es, yes,” cried Ethel eagerly, “and I'll
face it with you, Cynil!”

Whereat Cyril spent the next haif-hour at
the window, waiting to catch a view of Major
Dyke and Maxwell coming along to pay "mr
pmmmd Christmas morning eall on” Aunt

A, breathed  Cyril
(ﬂp](}'i avoided ‘he major's
sel

But if Cyril were disappointed, h feelings
were not shared by Ethel. With the dreaded
visit over and done with, and the fact that at
last they were coming to grips with Cyril's
enemies, Ethel began to leel decidedly more
in tune with the. jollity of her cousins. Of
course, to-morrow afterncon had to be faced.
; '7wc]l, sufficient for the day was the evil
reof,

News arrived soon after ("m:‘ that
ice on the “leg of mutton pond ™ dewn by
the wouds was now “halding.” Immediately
the subject of the whereabouts of skates ho
came the topic of the hour.

At first Aunt Susan would not hear of it

guests,

presently, * the
come by him-

ked in her memory, and dug up all the
e accidents that had oecurred at Winchmoor

Down for the past thirty years.

The ice must be thoroughly tested,” she
declared, “belore any of you go on.

T go thirteen stone,” said Tom Holliday,

the sailor cousin, *and I hereby volunteer
to walk over ta the pond and do 4 step-dance
across 1o the mwdlo and back.”

YT join you!” eried Cyril eagerly.

“And 1, too!” chimed ‘in Ithel and her
Mabel, Dorothy, and Marjorie.
‘ No,” said Au.m: n, hr>ldmw up her
h1 1 authoritati

men I
cannot contral, buL It is
Tom's p:ol’eumu to . and there
fore the more risks he takes tie beiier, 1
suppose, he gets on in the Nav T do notu
;uﬂfnsﬁ to n stand these thir

uite so!” laughed the sailor, and, as

befits a man of action, he immediately rose

from his seat and sallied forth, accompanied
by Cyr

d the others occupied the interva
i .ng by routing out the skates on the
ce that the report as to the state
of the ica wunld be favourable. l’rrtan(]y the
cheery cry of * All right; carry on " echoed
fr e hall, and il lnmedmteiy a wild race

ensied ia- ko ¥he shonld get fo: the e £




iy

e /() CON,
(Cantinued from previous page.)

As far as the donning of coats was con-
cerned, it was a neck-and-neck affair between
Ethel and Marjorie; but once they were out-
side, and it was a question of running, Mor-

s thiead girl easily took the lead, and
ved at the pond fully three minutes hefore
cousin,
ril .and- Tom were already on the ice,
cutiing elaborate figures and otherwise dis-
playing their prowess as skaters,

Then Ethel joined them, and
lenged Cyril to race.

** Avoid the far corner by the wood ! called
out Tom Holliday. *“ It's a sheltered spot, so
isn't aver safe

“Right-ho!” they shouted, and were off
tike the wind.

pale moon had obligingly come out to
Jight the scene, and they had a perfect view
©f everything except- where the trees of the
avood cast their deep shadows,

T was a beautifully level stretoh of ice, and
:Bthel gave Cyril a good Tum for his money.
On and on they flew until the nearness of the
opposite bank necessitated Fthel swerving in
a citcle to avoid a collision.

Cyril was very close to her now, and they
staried the return journey with about a eouple
of yards between them, Half-way home she
heard Cyril's triumphant ey of * Caught
you—-""

The remainder of the sentence was lost in a
‘medley of hoarse shouts that echoed with

cov

at once chal-

ice they had just left. rang out sharply
and distinet in_ the keen, frosty air, and with
it now mingled a sound of cracking, like the
distant_spluttering of rifle-fire,

Ethel and Cyril's skates cut into the ice as
they wheeled round.

“My word!” gjaculated Cyril.  * Some.
one's just coms on the ice, and il’s giving
way !

Again  that - despairing ory; again  the
ominous cracking. 3

With ecarcely a thought of the danger,
Ethel and Cyril skated back. Who could have
met with this mishap, they wondered? Cer-
tainly none of their party.

.
i g i
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Ah, they could now ses that the uniform
whiteness

of the ice was broken by a Jagged
stréak tk

of black, twenly yards ahead,
I right!” shouted

Cyil.  “ Help's

B

coming !
Crack, crack! from the ice was the only
reply.  Down went Cyril on all fours, and

started to crawl towards the cavity.

“Go back, Ethel, and seo if Tom is
coming,” he muttered.

* He's coming; I can hear him,” said
Ethel. Bhe shot a awift glance over hor
shoulder, and contirued 1o  follow close

behtnd Cyril,
¢ I'm lighter than you, let me go first,” she
said

o, no, keep where you are!
to catch hold of my ankle. 1
odge now !

Ethel peered ahead, and suddenly sha
Cyril's arm shoot out to its fullest extent
his whole body went taut as o rope does when
ittached to some falling weigh
‘ Pull. Ethel—pull your bardest:"
“I've got him ¥

A cry behind them of “ I'm comin " eut
into the still air, and Ethel heard someone
approaching over ihe ive as she gripped hold
of Cyril's ankles,
he thought, and then: « Buppose
his extra. weight—'"

“Pu]i—pu]l‘zi“ Cyril kept on shouting.

A second or so later—it seemed an age to
Ethel—the bulky form of Tam Holliday bent
across her, and his muscular hands gripped
Cyril's ankles as well. Cautiously his hands
slipped up to Cyril's waist,

“ Now,” he grunted, “ one heave "

Small particles of the ice near the jagged
edge eracked, a Or a moment it scemed
certain that the whole surface would give way,
A period of sickening anxiety for all. Then
slowly, Tom, Ethel and Cyril backéd away
from the danger zone, dragging with them the
soddened, limp form of a man,

“Keep on!" breathed Tom,
foot or so! Halt!"

The sailor crept round until he was bending
over_the rescued man's face.

“ We must get him to the house,” Lithel
heard him mutter,

By this time the rest of the skating-party
had gathered near, and were asking if they
should come and help.

* Not for the moment,” called out the
sailor. * Some of you run back and tell Aunt
Susan what has happened. She'll know what
preparations fo make. Now, Cyril, off with
rour skates, and we'll carry him ashore,”

Quickly this was done, and with Cyril and
Ethel's help the unconscious man was slowly
carried to safety. Then they all set to, and
started on artificial respiration,

They had only been working for o fow
seconds when they heard Fthel fFive vent fo a
slight ejaculation,

BT said Tom Holliday inquiringly,

*“ N-nothing,” muttered Ethel,

Once more she peered into the man's face.
Surely it could not be! It was impozsible,
nd yet—the extraordinary likeness !

It was—her father! v

gasped

“ Another

The Faces in the Crowd.
kS, her father! Amazing!
Y Momentarily deprived of breath by
this extraordinary fact, Jithel glanced
at Cyril, wondering whether he ako had
made the same discovery.

Their eyes met for an instant, and some-
thing in his look told her that he had. His
silence. however, had the effect of checking
any exclamation on her part,

They m be cautious! Tom Holliday,
good fellow as he nndoubtedly waz, had better
be kept the dark for the présent. Her
cousins, oo,

4 gssp came from  the prostrate Mr.
Courtway.

“Good ! exclaimed Holliday.  “ We've
doma the trick. Now I wonder if those who

went up o the louse will think to bring
bagk some sort of stretcher! Cyril lad, hop

off and see!"
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Oyril rose to
ith

feet and hastened aws
his heels,
'y she whispercd, clutching his arm,
¢ Phew!” ho whistled.' * Not that arm,
Bthel! It's strained or something of the sort,
Your father’s no light feeight to hang on to.”
It is father? You're sure, too?’’
“ Oh, yes,
business,
business,

with

ithel hard on
ril

it's him, right enough. Queer
Ethel, and because it is such a gueer
like you, T shall hold my tongue,’
he seriously hurt, do you think,
asked Ethel, with a catch in her

voics,
“ Hope mot.

But an icy bathlike that
won't

do him any good at his time of life,
T glad it was you and I
out,"”

Little T did 1™
| did not contest the point.

*“I wonder what Aunt Susan will say?’ he
fuestioned, with a frown of perplexity.

What on earth was he doing here?”

At this peint they came upon the party
recurning from the house. They had had tho
gumption to think of a siretcher.

“ T go back with them and help carry
him, " whispered Cyril. * ¥ou go and prepars
Aunt Susan,”

The preparation of Aunt Susan, fortunately,
was not & very diffioult matter. ' Miss Court.
way was not the woman to faint or wring
her hands, or become incompetent in the hour
of crisis. The only emotion she betrayed was
a slightly norvous movement of the hands a3
she Lstened to what Ethel had to tell her.

“I've telephoned the doctor,” said her
aunt, " Also hot-water bottles are prepaved
and the bed warmed.”

“Isn't it awful, aunt?" cried Eihel. “ He
might have been drowned if Cyril hadn's
been there to pull him out.”

Her aunt nodded,

"It just-shows that he never should have

? “Cyrll," she ohserved tarily,
0 o stranger this might have sounded a
triflo unfecling, considering the deadly poril
her brother had been in; but Ethel, know.
ing Aunt Spsan betler, was well aware that
it was only her way of disguising her true
feelings,

“I think it would be well to keep his
identity a secrot for the moment,” said Mthel,

* Good gracious, child, T know that! Your
father never liked his affairs being talked

Poor old chap!
who lugged him
el ¢

about.” z
In silence they waited undor the portica,
and presently the Ilittle procession bearing

Mr. Courtway came into view.

Aunt Susan ran down the steps,

v Is he bad?" Ethel heard her ask,

" He hasu't spoken yet?" repliod Holliday,
“The shock’s probably numbed his brain,
lo which room do wo take him?’

“My room. Ah, here comes Dr. Brams-
combe. Eixceedingly prompt, 1 must say.”

Rapidly the contre of interest shifted to the
first floor of the house, and remained thers
for the worst quarter of an hour Ethel had
cver spent, What a hollow mockery seemed
the Chrisimas decorations and the ofher signs
of Yuletide festivity!

Worse still, there was no one in whom she
could confide her frightful anxiety, in view of
the fact that no one down here was aware
that the half-drowned man was her own
father. Cyril was upstairs with her aunt,
helping.

Her cousin: pressed about her, wanting to
be told the fullest details of the affair. g‘nw
were they to know how it tortured her to
speak about it?

Tom Holliday, however, guessed something
Wwas wrong.

" 8hoo!”™ he cried, dispersing them in a
playful way, * Ethel wants to {»c quiet afrer
all she’s been through. No wonder! To-mor-
row you can téll her how splendid she's beon,
Run away, Ethel, and put on another pretiy
frock. That'll take your mind off broken -
ice and disasters,”

Ethel could have hugged him.
She slipped out into the hall;
and listened, i
Jaint sounds came from the floar above,
What did they portend? Surely the doctor
was a very long time up there! A good sign

then stopped
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or a bad cne? She tipteed to the staircase,
halted, straining her ears all the while,

Murmurs—nothing but murmurs,

From the kitchen echoed the shrill langh of
ona of the maids. Ethel flushed with anger.
How dare anyone laugh at such a moment !

Up the stairs she went, pausing on every
etep, until she reached the landing. A thin
straak of light from the far end caught her

oye. That was tho room. In there it was all
happening,  This Dr. Bramscombe looked
rather an old man—wes he clever? A

specialist ought to be telegraphed for!

ush, a chair was creaking! Someone was
moving!  Oh, why didn't Cycil come and give
her news! Why didn’t he? He must know
what suspense s{w was uodergoing.

Then the bedroom door softly  opened,
Someone coming out—Cyril !

Ethel daried 1o him.

* Tell me " sho breathed.

“The doctor’s quite hﬂchul,'! he said.
“He'll pull through all right.”

Ethel shook like a leaf with the reaction,
and, just as be used to do when they were
kiddies together and Ethel brought her small
tragedies to him, he put his arm round her
waist, soothingly and protectingly.

“You know, it might have been a jolly
sight worse,” he said.

i But you were such a time up there.”

“¥es.” You ses, the doctor insisted on
examining my arm. I've sprained a ligament.
No hockey for.me to-morrow, worse luck !

Sthel, for the first time, noticed that his

as in o oling.
Oh, Cyril!” she cried. * What a pity !

“You're right—can’t he helped, though. T
say, Ethell.Your father recognised me."

“He did! What did he say?”

‘' Nothing. He isn’t allowed to talk,
he's thinking, though.”

I bet

I must go in and see him,'" ‘cried Ethel, .’

suddenly conscience-sirickep fhal the idea had
rred before. b
He's got to be kept quiet.
you can try."
thel “ tried,”” and was firmly repulsed both
by the doetor and her aunt,

' Not until to-morrow,” she was told, and
consequently she had lo possess her soul with
patience for a nerve-wrackitig period of
twelve weary hours.

* Now, listen, Ethel,” said Aunt Susan, ab
the end of this time—broakfast was just over.
“ You are only just to say ‘ Good-morning *
to your father, and then retire. He's better—
T'm sure of that, because he distinctly snapped
at me when T bunched up his piliow,” But he's
very wezk. give you one minute, not a
second longer.”

Her father seemed to be dozing when she
glided noiselessly into the room and walked
to his bedside. As she bent over him, though,
he opened his eyes.

‘* Ha, Ethel!” he murmured. “ First ill-
ness T've ever had."

“ Yes, yes, father, but you'll soon get well,
What is thal you say? Not tell anyone who
you are? Of course No one knows—
no one shall know. It's just our secret.”

*“ Very important,” he mumbled, closing his

eyes.

Ethel kissed him and softly withdrew,

Was this only the caprice of a sick fancy
she wondered, or was it to be taken seriously T
She went over the various arguments in her
mind, and presently submitted them to Cyril.

“It's obvious,” she said, * that father
meant his visit here to be a secret one,
Deesn't it suggest that he was being followed
—probably by those men I saw down-in those
secret vaults at the landslip?”

* That's ir,” muitered Cyril

** Bo, naturally, he doesn't want his pre-
sence hera known.”

“Itli be difficult to keep it a secret,” said
Cyr “If those who followed him hear of
last  night’s accident—and they’re pretty
certain to hear—they’ll naturalix jump to the
canclusion that it’s your father,”

“ Well, what's to be done?’ asked Ethel
blankly,

" Keep a sharp look-oub for strangers.
Bother my wrl:lcgcd arm getting hurt! The
very time I most want to use it, too! I say,
FEithel, has it occurred to you that Dyke may

think this sling is a fake? [ mean, he’'ll think
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that T've pretended to hurt my arm just to
avoid trouble ai the hockey-match this after-
neomn,

Kthel opened he It had not.
occurred to her,

“ He's certain to thiuk we've caved in to
his threats,” said Cyril.

“ But you can casily prove that your arm
is hurt. "We can all bear witness to that,
and—- Ah, T seo the difficulty! That'l
mean telling all about father’s accident—the
very thing we don’t want to discuss. Oh,
Cyril, we do seem to have wretched luck!”

The attitude they expected Maxwell Dyke
to take up turned out to be the one ho
adopted.

Maxwell and his father met the Courlway
hockey team at the gates of the formor's
heme, and Maxwell's eyes glinted as he saw
Cyril's arm reposing in a sling.

Then he greeted Ethel with & triumphant
smile, as if to say: “ That's the way you've
got over the difficulty, is it?"”

"' Hallo!" cried the major
“ What have you been up ¢
Qualifying for a wound stripe

“ I've strained the muscle
' replied Cyril.

eyes al this,

of

“I’s an awful swindle

my arm,

sir,

1 can’t play to-day.”
As be said this he glared at Maxwell,
“ Very hard

lines,”  agreed Maxwel]

what_position are you oceupying this after-

noon ¥
* “Centre-forward,” said Ethel.
“ Centre-half, me!”  retarned Thorne.

* That means we'ro likely to see a good deal
of each other during the next hour. How
jolly!  Mind you don’t go knocking me
about. T'm delicate, T am! [Ha, ha!"

Thorne clearly considered Fithel hadn't a
ghest of a chance against him. He had not
played much hockey—footer was his game—
but, still, he reckoned his size, strength,
and speed would leave her practically a
passenger in the coming contest.

“Ha, quite a fairsized *gaie'!” he
obzerved, when they reached the ground and
saw quite a hundred people assembled along
the touchlines.

As a matter of fact, the news of the game
had spread over Winchmoor Down, and, as
the event seemed to promise some good
sport, they had trm}md over to see.

As Ethel and Cyril passed by a group of
people that had gathered by one of the goals,
a voice struck her ears—a man’s voice, a
trifle uncultured, and decidedly on the loud
side,

Ethel stopped suddenly. The veice rous
a memory, and Ethel turned to see w
the speaker mwas,

A broad back view of a man wearing a

Ethel saw Cyril’s arms shoot out to
their fullest extent, and his whole
body went taut. *Pull your hardest,
Ethell” he gasped. “I've got him!"*

politely. I quite understand how you feel

That makes your side one shori, I supp:

Ethel, unless you've raked in one of
to play.”

“No,” said Ethel,
“We're eight all told.

* Then we will only play eight,” declared
Major Dyke sportingly. *T'll stand down.”

‘““No, no, major protested everyone.
“You must pla,

But the major was firm on the pein:.

In twos and threes they trooped over to
the hockey-ground—a large field at the rear
of the Dyke estate. Cyril walked by Ethel's
side, to save the possibility of Maxwell foist-
ing his unpleasant company on her. Max-
well kept away, however, and it was Maurice
Thorne who approached them,

** Hard lines, old bean!" he said to C
with pretended sympathy. ‘' Beastly luck to
lose the use of one of your hands at Christ-
mas time. Got to have your food eut up—
what? Ha, ha!"

*“¥es, returned Cyril shortly.

“ Did you fall downstairs?™ asked Thorne.
 No.

the

passing over the gibe.

“Tackled a burglar, perhaps?” suggested

Thorne.  * Heaps  of -~burglars about at
Christmas, Isn't that so, Miss Ethel?”

'* There are ohjectionable people abaut at
all times,” zaid Ethel.

Thorne gave vent to a fatuous chuckle.

“ I believe you,” he gurgled. 1 say,

well-cut coat and a light trilby hat caught

lier eye. He was apparently with a couple
of friends, and the trio were holding forth
to the villagers with many jests and
anecdotes,

“* I've heard that voice before,” Ethel told
herself. T know I have! Where? I wish

I could remember.”
She passed on to the small hox where the

players were to leave their coats and wraps.

Jusi a3 she was about to enter she stopped

short,

. "0 know now!” she muttered. 1

that voice down in the vaulis benea

landslip. One of those three men er's
enemies, the men who are after his secret!”
And now her father's enemies were at

Winchmeor Down.  For what purpose—ior

what dark purpose?

Well might Ethel ask herself : What ia ths
significance of the vieit of her father’s enemies
to Winchmoor Down 7 Thers are other ques-
tions, 100, that would puzzie her 10 anewer :
What was the ebjsct of her father's visit, and
how cama he to fall through the loce T Was it
the result of foul play, or just an aceldent ?
You will learn more of the mystery, and
tho exciting events it ia responsible for, in
next week's moviag chapters of this story.



