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Begin this Splendid School Story now.

Amazing and exciting happenings bring ETHEL COURTWAY and her boy-chum,
CYRIL DUDLEY, within reach of the solution of the mystery that surrounds the Old Mill,

By Marjorie Stanton

" Tempor 1 "
experienced two  distinet  thr
he first, naturally, was caused by th
vonviction that the presence of theso

fai he

ey had
a_doubt, ~ Her Iulh«.r\ stea to

h Yy t
Winchmoor Down, and now the unexpected
appearance of this trio—it

to put these down as mere coir
the

ild be foo
iden

s. No;

two things were connected=formed a
ation to the whole puzzle.

Cyril—she must speak 1o him !

She looked about for her friend;
for the m C
Then once mere s the directio
of the little knot of people mlnmm\ round
the three men

Hallo! Maur Thorne's
ently directed in the same
He was hovering around the
then gradually he mingled with them.
The sudden blast uf l]u- l'['rPlFf‘v
m‘n!\f‘ the echo
‘he pl
the spectators retire
Ethel, for the moment,

remained \ihr-re ~m,

Thorne exchanging a few brief
those men. If only she could

on, Ethel!” called out Tom

it I'm coming ! she answered.
n. out of the corner of her e,
she noticed that Thorne mmpamm
not > by the touw ne, but walked
over to the gap in the hed ed throvglh,
and disappeared from s

“Thorne knows them and has warned
them to clear out.” was the conclusion Ethel
came to. Why, she wondered? Could it be

ause of h«-x' ut it was impossible for

Thorne o know
him even to guess
By this time Ethel

anything—impossible for
g

had reached the centre
of the field, and was getting ready to hulu
off,” and, consequently, Thorne
in front of her. She looked at }
features, noted his sma

and low forehead. Dull, slow-witted, she
had always considered him. Now, however
she—wondered !

Ready?” called out Maxwell Byke, who
officiating s referee.

Then, ' Phwett-t!” went the whistle, and
the game had started.

A eratch holiday mateh of this descrip-
tion can be seldom described as an exhibition
of skill. Plonty of excitement, of course,
but usually singularly lacking in thrills so
dear to the heart of the onlooker.

The first five minutes showed a
absence of the finer points of hockey,

total’
No

short passing, no long passing—indeed, no
passing at all. It was simply a rough and-
tumble,  And the misses! The harde
orker during this pericd was Maxwe

Dyke, with his l‘uh-h.nt ~0E0 on the whistle

(AIU b once, however, Ethel intercepted
the ball she set
Iy down the contre of

sccond or so later she swerved

to avoid a wild rush on the

) twist—iwist and  wriggle.
Ethel seemed to be walking- thro the
cnemy's defence, Three bcww]rierul oppo
nents she left in her tracks before Tharne

caught her up and she was forced to part
with lh( ball,

Mauri

iho‘.. e glared,
What's the fathead mean?” Ethel heard

him mutter,

and
dent . was

Ethel was too keen on the game to pause
enlighten Thorne; but the litile inei-
sufficient to prepare her for what

was to come later on.

he ball was well in the opponents’ terri
tory at this moment. \l arjorie ‘md Mabel,
on the left, were doing a neat lit W.\",g
raovement that spelt danger for the Dyke
'[J-( feminine portion of the Courtway
team was certainly far stronger than that of

BEGIN HERE.

ETHEL COURTWAY is the head girl of
Morcove School, and her boy Iriend is
CYRIL DUDLEY, at one time secretary b

Lithel's father, but dismissed

mysterious reason, Ethel has been asked
by her father to keep an eye on the old
itl in the landslip, and learns that some

et is contained there. She catches a

impse of three men who are seeking the
treasure in opposition to her father. The
holidays come, and Ethel goes to Winch-
meoer Down to the home of her aunt, who
has a house party of young people, among
whom Cyril Is mlmb“l’r‘ll There Ethel and
Cyril again encounf

MAXWELL DYKE auzd HAERIEE THORNE,
two boys of Prior's school, near Morcove.
While “skating on the * o' Mutton
pond,” Ethel and Cyril rescue & man who
has fatlen through the ice.  He turns out to
be Ethel's father. Tater the Dyke house
Jarty challonge Ethel and her friends
to a hockey match. Cyril, haviug burt his
arm, is nnable to play. On thegronnd Ethet
suddenly recognises her father’s enemies,

(Now read on.)

the Dyke house-party.
however, with Cyrl
were stronger, as far
concerned,

Into the méiée near the
dashed Thorne, with a wh
securing the ball, he lofted

cdiately  Maxwell

On the other hand,
absent, Dyke's sula
as the ales wero

hooting  area
Twind rush, and,
tup the field.

Dyke blew  the

up  no demanded Thorre
yanr hockey stick too high,”
\Inn\a]‘ condescended  to  explain,  “Tt's

hockey, not golf,
Thorne gave a
amount of cont
and Maxwell Dyke, as a refe

he “*free hit” came to not
proceedings lending up to it had brought
Ethel and Maurico Thorne into the lime-
Ktiel, because she was evidently a
class performer; Thorne, becauso he “was
olnm sly 50 easily nettled when things went

you know."”
gesture denoting an equal
ot for hockey, as a game,

ing; but the

For the next ten minutes Thorne shadewed
Ethel, and to such an extent that the game,
as far as they were concerned, was utterly
spoilt. It was foolish and very unsporting
of Thorne to act o this in a friendly
maich, and even was disgusted. Be
sides, Dyke was feeling spitoful, and wanted
to vent his spite on someon So he kept
his eye on Thorne.

Ten minutes before
tunity came.

For a brief moment Thorne relieved Ethel
of his pressing attentions, for the hall shot
out to him, and he got it into a nice posi.
tion to make a run.

hali

ime, his oppor-

I’lm- ptly he forgot all about Fthel, and

arted away full pnM Owing, bm\n_\vw io

racss, and maybe, lack of skill, he sud

der fumbled, and lest control for the

briefest possible space of time. It was
fatal !

Ethel was on him like a flash, her stick

curled round the ball, and Thorne's beauti-
ful hope of a run througir aud a score was
dashed to the ground.

What made it all the more maddening,
from his point of view, was the loud burst
appmuse from the ¢rowd ihat rewarded

:mm, wheeled round, and sped after her
like a charging bull.  He was heavy and
he was fast, and Kthel's cousin Dorothy,
being in his line of advance, was sent spin.
ning, and collapsed on the ground in a heap,
Shrill and clear went Maxw whistle,
Thorne pulied up and bent aver Dorothy.
o | 7 he mumbled. ** Awfully sorry!
Are you hurt
faltered Dorothy.

Dicl

t "see you.
not much,”
Dyke strode up.
** Look here, Thorne!” he snapped.  This
sort of thing has got to stop!” He bent
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d‘nwn and assisted Dorothy to her feet.
You haven't spramerl Jour ankle, or any-
Ilnrlg like that,

Derothy was a bit w}ute but evidently
ahn was more startled than ‘hurt,

" Dyke,” said Thorne thickly, ** what sort
of thing is it that’s got to stop? I want to
know right now—sce! Do you jolly wall
mean to accuse me of knocking her over on
purpose=—eh

\{uwrll eyed him steadily,
What ‘T mean is this,” he returned.
“This isn't a Soccer match for a cup, but
a game of hockey between friends. You've
g0t to remember that, if yow're to continue
[\]aymg
f‘nnlmus playing I” cdmed Thorne.
es, that's what I said
“ Meaning that you'd ordnr me off—ch?”
“ Yes!™

Thorne glanced round at the assembled
players, to discover that there wasn't a sym-
pathetic face in the whole group.

ve'll go into that presently,” he
mumbled.

Maxwell nodded as if to say, ' We will,"”
and then ordered the free hit to be taken.
This time, results came from it, Ethel,
despite Thorne'’s interception, got the 'ball
and, steering it into the shooting area, sent
it hard and true into the net,

Whereat Thorne's feelings can be better
imagined than described,

Soon afterwards, half-time was called,
with the game 1—0, in favour of Ethel's side.

As_ Ethel walked towards the touch-line
;o join Cyril, Maxwell Dyke hurried over to
e,

“You can rely on me, Ethel, to keep that
i:mmdnr in chéck,” he said impetuously.

* I never should have asked him rIown here.
He's simply an outsider and a cad.”

Ethel nodded. She was quite indifferent
to Maxwell's sudden influx of righteous
indignation.

W, hm, 3 splendid game you play!” he
added, “Far better than many fellows I
know,’

Iithel turned on him with flashing eyes.

“The last thing I want is compliments
from you!” she said., “In some ways I
p ofer ihe bounder—as you call Thorne—to

1. He at least is consistently objection-
able, whilst ¥ou act as many parts as thers
are days in the ‘week. I have never had to
speak to anyone before like you force me

o sgexk to you.

“Do you intend to remain while Cyril
Dudley and I talk?” she went on. “I can't
prevent you—neither can he, for he has

nnly the use of one arm. Stop, if you want

Or perhaps now the moment has come
lo tell your friends the little you know
about (‘;.nIf All right, call them here. Wo
sha’'n’t run_away

Dyke had -;orc white and red by turns,

during all this
< Ethol—? he began; then he bit his
lip, and halted in his stride.

Fihel walked on, and a second later Dyke
felt a heavy hand on his shoulder. He turned
round, to find himself gazing into the eyes
of Maurice_Thorne.

1 say, Dyke, old bean,” said the latter,
with a forced grin, “1 don’t bear any
malice; but you've been a bit rough on me
this_afternoon—"
7 "“Take your hand off my shoulder!”
breathed Dyke, in tones that ought to have

warned the other.

“Come_on, old son—smile!” said Thorne
shaking Lim playfully, I know you didn’t
mean-—-""

Crash! Thorne saw a thousand stars be-
tween the time of Dyke's fist meeting his
jaw and his impact with the ground. It
was & clean knock-out, and Thorne lay there
like a log.

For the moment, all who had witnessed
tlle affair were too astonished to do any-
thing but gape. Then they surged forward
in a mass until they surrounded the pros.
%rnf.s Thorne and the quivering Maxwell

ke,

Mn]or Dyke sicpped up to his son.

“ Max,” he said sternly, ‘‘have you taken
Struck your own

jeavo of vour senses?

guest! T could never have belioved it of
you! You have (!m;zsa.ced our name !

Maxwell gazed at those engaged in geltm
Thorne to his feet. All his concentrate
fury had gone out in that blow, and now
his anger had evaporated into a sort of dull
lethargy.

“[ mmix!y had to hit him!” he mumbled
to_his

By this time Thorne had partially re.
covered and was endéavouring o get free
from those who :.u.)portchm. He was
evidently out to return the blow—return it
with interest, too!

N haorne, " said Major Dyke, going up to
him, “T am more sorry than 1 can ‘gay ptha‘,
this has happened——"

““ Your son will be sorrier still, T give you
my word!" shouted Thorne. * Let go of
my arms and let me get at him 1™

%e atrugglul furiously with those who

him.

“ Thorne,” ordered the major sternly, 1
can make every allowance for you; but I
must ask_you to remember that there are
young ladies present. Full justice shall be
done you. Come with me house.
You, too, Max!"

He tusned to the assembled players,

““1 think, in the circumstances—the un.
fortunate circumstances—we had better call
tho game off. ~On behall of wmy son, I
apologise for what has happened.”

A murmur went round. Tt was an em-
barrassing situation. It had all been so
sudden—everyone was totally unprepared
for ~ Maxwell's extraordinary  outburst;
neither could they think of a reason to
account for it.

The players, however, thought it due to
the remarks Thorne had ealled down on
himself by his too strenuous methods during
the first half of the maich. Even so, the
assault usually comes from the player, and
nol from the referee.

But Ethel knew it was something more
than this. The words she had spoken ta
Maxwell had left him in such a condition
that he had to take it out of someone.

Not inappropristely, Maurice Thorne had
been the victim.

Midnight Visitors

i nex thieves fall out, hOI\FBL people
W come into their own,” was perhaps
too savere a simile to extract from
the row between Dyke and Thorne, yet both
Ethel and Cyril were inevitably reminded of
the saying as they discussed the affair op

their Eamvwa\r(l journey.

But Ethel's statement concerning the
three men quickly put every other topic in
the background. Cyril looked very grave as
he listened.

““ Ethel,” he said, “T don't want to be an
larmist, but it strikes me thet desperato

things  will be atmnﬁted against your
father. Those fellows will stick al nothmgl"
“ For instance?” queried KEthel.

“ Breaking into the house;” said Cyril,

“ You mean, to get something that father
pmsesses?”

‘Yes, T do mean that,”" mnodded Cyril.
“Tt's pral.!.y cerlain they followed him down
here, and it's pretty certain they've dis-
covered that there's a new visitor at your
aunt’s house. Well, your father can’t defend
himself; and I'm practically a cripple with
this wretched arm of mine; and you—"

He paused.

“And I'm only a girl,” concluded Ethel.
* That's what you wero going to say, wasn't
it?

“Yess. But in no derogatory sense,
Ethel. You must see, however, that the big
guns, as it were, are all on the side of the
emmy'i‘

“1'see it (!l.uﬁn clearly, Cyril. What do
You suggest?

*“Tom Holliday.”

Ethel nodded in enthusiastic agreement.
The young sailor would make all the differ-
ence in the wor

“We'll take lum into our cunfdnn:r, as
far as possible,” went on Cyril, “and, if
he's agrecable—as he's certain to be—the

‘“ Awlully sorry-—didn’t see you, Are you hurt? "
apologised Thorne. Dyke strode up.
Thorne," he snapped, ‘* this sort of thing has got

*‘Look here,

io stop I

three of wus will mouni guard to-night
What sbout your aunt?
“ There's no need to tell her yet,” said

Ethel, *“There's one thing, hcvlr\ar, that
we must do, Cyril; and thal is, directly
father is strong enough to discuts things,

o to him and explain the whole position.
‘or instance, although you say he half-
recognised you yesterday evening, 1 don’t
think he really knows you're down here,
He must be told ; and, what's more; you'll
have to see him,”

Cyril remained silent for a whm-

“He can't refuse to see you,” persisted
Ethel.  “ Remember, you saved his life.
And in the present crisis he wants all the
friends he can get.”

‘Friends—yes " echoed Cyril, a trifle
Litterly. “But then I hardly come under
that heading, At least, doesn’t  think

0.
“Oh, but he will now! He must!”
“We shall see. Anyway, directly we're

indoors, we'll get Tom Holliday to ourselves

and sound him.”
Getting Tom Holliday to themselves was
1ot an easy matler, for the genial sailor was
always in great demu,nd but ewutually it
was accomplished, and, leading him_to

room digmfied by the name of “ library,”

in virtue of the small bookcase it contained,
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they proceeded to fake him into their
con

fidence,
, what's it all aboul?” he asked.
invalid  upstairs, chiefly,” said
“ The—the fact is, the invalid is my

Fe:
“Your father! Now—now, el, don't
try to take in e simple sailormai
“I assure you, Tom, it is a fact, Cyril
will bear me out in ihis, and so will Aunt
Busan. We three are the only ones who
know, and now you make the fourth. It has
to be kept a dead secref, mind!"
Tom Holliday glanced from one to the

other,
“ Well, go on!” he said. .
“ Father has enemies,” continued Ethel,

“and these enemies were on the hockey
ground this afters ]‘mppt'n to- know
them. though, luckily, they're not a of
it. Now, Cyril and I both Mlh-w (Hw
followed father down here, an w
through trying to give them the sup lhw he
\suh:ro{] on the ice yesterd ening.

re they out to rob him demanded
mo sailor.
ch. aaid Cyril.
“ Mon
“1\'0-0 I rather fancy it's some plan or

othar that he carries about with him.”
wh, at any rate, this plan is m do with
money or valuables of some sort?’
Ethel and Cyril nodded.

Tt zounds a trifle exciting,” murmured
TOLII * Where, exact 1 come *

* Tonight, likely enough,” s

‘here is  just an outside po:

thcs«_ enenics we speak of e :ome
attempt to break in here.”
Once more Tom Holliday scrutinized tie
“1t sounds wild, \rr.rd and \‘t):l(li‘xfn
ho observed slowly. “T can see you're dead
serious, apd Jon the strength of that I'll hear

re’s nol much more lo tell,” said
“Cyril and I only know the bage
outlines of the business; but the last month
or so we've seen enough to take evers
caution, beecause we know we're
with desperate men. We're going to \\;mh
to-night, Will you watch with us?™
All right,” said Tom, after a pause.
“I'll go on gumd with you. Where and at
what time do we all meet for the lonely

“1 suggest the long corridor w]
by the room where father is
Ethel. “There is a window at cmxh cmi

A5 and 0 i
JNuLuSonzu Choras Words and M
owt, Love souss. sad
5" apocial aoklet Tor vd

irls.

ls” Friend iz on

every Tuesday. Mak

aure of a copy Gt
ance

2 can keep an eye on both back and front
of the house.”
““Ah!l Not a bad idea. And the time?"
";Halr an hour after everyone's gone to

Cyril naodded agreement.

Tt hnlfpusi sas
glancing at
before this ]ioum_huld snores.
age

C; was right—an age truly described
the  interval, It being oxing Night, the
customary  “bigh  jinks " and
ba

uw, he muttered,
fully six hours
It']l seem an

i
o
5
2
2
"
S
g
2
g
3
=
g

Aunt  Susan’s

Even then, murmurs of the girls' voices
came [rom their rooms, further to dela
matters, and il was near two when Ethel,
fully dressed, but with a dressing-gown
around her, \I[‘pl forth to the rendezvous.

Two vagie fguies emerged into view for
when she reached the lung

her that Tom and Cynl
y there.
watch by the back window,”

br e‘lllmd Cyril’s voice, *T'm at the front.

‘om’s at the top of the staircase.’

I:-Im] went to her position, and for some
while gazed into the dim outlines of e
trees  and  shrubs that dobted the garden.
How calm and pm(‘eful it looked! The tall
elms gently swayed in the breeze, patches of

moonfight mingled  with the snow-clad
ground, and— ‘
Then Tthel felt” a sur.l:lcn thri)l  pass

through he: Did her eyes deceive her, or
were shadowy forms U‘(‘f’pllrg up the cenire
th towards the liouse? w looked again,
At that moment the moon drifted behind a

cloud, and everything asvas plinged in
darkness. -

Lrhd Wundnml if her eyesight had played
her all,. moonlight is very

H}m was strung up to

the point of imagining all sorts of things.
The moon at this point emerged from the

ciouds, and once miore the scene was illu.

minated, |

Iml peered,  OF course, she had made a

ke; no_one was there.

What that  strange-looking

5 crecping up the side of the

that jutted out over the

Litehens? :

In a dazed manner, Ethel tried to reason
that this could not be pestible, at por-
tion of the building was nothing but bare
brickwork—no ivy, not even a drain-pipe,
How could a anyene secure a foothald?

Yet something was ce slowly but
surely, ascending toward W ndn'.\' which
pave entrance to the apa
servants as a sitting-room.

Ah!

a human pyramid was being formed—
Hwal is, one man stands on another’s shoul-
i whilst a third clambers up and perches
solf on the shoulders of the second.

Ethel flitted over to Tom Holliday, by the
staircase, and in_a few hurried words
with what was going for-
at the front window, heard the
wd then.

rasture,

id nothing, b
him down the

beckoned them to {ulloh

stairs.

The hall afely .rnuml, with cat-like tread

they proceeded to the short stairway which

led to the room which was being enter
alf. up they paused to listen,

Not a

s light as a cat, Tom
landing. Th

and ready to

h 1 opened,

1d- happen—then!
broken by a

", accompanied

auid pca] bei

ail jumpen how could they help it?
Tom, intent to capiure, sprang_at the
door of rho room and attempted to burst it
open.  In this he was frustrated, for the
door was locked. and a couple of valuable
fnomients clapsed before he diseovered the

The:
But

w she understood. What is known |

Into the roem he burst, Ethel and
Cyril close on his heels. A sound of scram.
bling footsteps on the path outside, and the
i:u:en window told them they were just too
ute.

n_the mearwhile, the knocking on the
froni door and the ringing of the bell con-
tinued with unabated vigour. Added to this
noise were the sounds of doors opening in
various parts of the house, and the excited
murmurs of voices.

STl stop hers,” said Cyril  hurriedly,
“You two go down."
Helter-skel retreated Ethel and Tom

Holliday, ard u.ey reached the hall a minuta
or 50 in advance of Aunt Susan and the rest
of the inmates.

Tom shot back the bolts and threw open
the window, whilst Eihel switched on tha
electric !lghl.s Then she ran 16 Tom’s md_e,

‘“ Excuse me!” breathed an excited voice
from the portico. “T've just spotted some
men aitempiing to break into your house,
I happened to see them creep in at the bacl
I was passing. T'm Dyke—Maxwell Dyk
rry it I'vo alarmed you, but thought

ght to warn yon—-"
< Warn us! muttered Tom angr:‘]y.
“Yes, but you warned them, too! We'd

have collared !hem if you hadn’t have kicked
up that shindy.””

He did not, however, utter these
loud, for at thet moment Aunt
sailed towards them.

Ethel, in the meanwhile, was grappling
with the problem of Dyke's sudden and very
unexpected appearance on the scenc,

‘Was his presence rmll;, 50 accidental as
he would have them believe? Not for one
moment did she associate Maxwell  with
these men who had entered the house—or,
at least, she did not associate him in a
frm:"dly sense.  Maurice Thorne, however,
was a very possible connecting link.

Thorne was mixed up with these men—
mey have been with them to-night for aught

words
Susan

she knew. And wasn't it _|||§L passible, in
view of the enmity now existing between
Thorne and Dyke, that the latter had

shadowed the other's movements and thus
got wind of the projected attack?

Naturally, all these points did net occur
to Ethel at once. She gradually evolved
them as she, i the rest of the party, sp

114
the next half-hour in searching the house
from cellar to attic.

Nothing
even

suspicious was _ discovered—not
the open - window din the servants’
for Cyril had raken the precaution

pped out Aunt Susan, rcnrd
ing Dyke il A decidedly hostile ey
don’t say that you didn’t mean well;
sirikes me you meant precious little else.
There isn't the slightest trace, as you see,
of either burglar or burgl

* 1 assure you I did see them round at the
back,  Miss Courtway,” - returned  Dyko
sullenly, Four of them!

Aunt Susan rsg'ﬂuml h\m pityingly.

AN yight” she said tartly. “hank
you for a]i the trouble you've gone to—and

"good-mg]n.” resembled  the ‘erack

of a pistel, and under its withering finality

\Iaxwe!l wilted mu.\ lhc night, diseredited

by all save Ethel, il, and Tom Holliday.
" But why didn't

e young idio
his alarm better?

demanded Tom.

Confidence for Confidence.
“YTHEL” said Aunt Susan, when “they
met the next morning, “after break-
fast vour father wants to see wyou
I am glad to say, my dear, that he seems

very much better. It is also satisfaclory to
muj that he beard nothing of that absurd

disturbancz eaused by young Dyke last
night. Ho slept through it all.”
“Oh, sunt, I am glad!"
Aunt Busan nodded,
“And what about Cyril Dudley?" she

nsked. “ Are Fou going to tell your father
here? I hope you are; for the sooner
those two meet, and become reconciled, the

better.”
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Reconciled!  Eihel's heart beat the
thought, Surely, when she told her
that he owed his life 10 Cy
must follow !

Mr. Courtway was propped up in bed
when kis daughter entered the room, and
ha embraced her with great cordiality,

“I'm feeling quite my old self
ing, Ethel,” he remark ed, “ and by

ear I ought to be about a
because I have much to do—a gre:

at

s
the New
Hope <o,
at deal 10

. o, ves

A" e paused, as if uncertain how to’ con-
tinue.  There was al t an air of embar-

A &mmm about

& he  resumed

el
ifle curious to know why I am

eurious to know father,

(nmn\ 3
“Well, Ethel,
lowed, and T had t
ms the clip. By
me out of the wa
like to thank

Ethel drew

the fact is T was being fol-
o give those who mmm
the way, who wa
Whoever it

leep Dreath.

Whoever 5% she queried.
"\ ]]1'.“‘]\"
o said Ethel slowly, “it was
C; \ut Dm]lv\ P .
Mr. Courtway sank an inch farther into
< pile_of pillows,
was it?? he muttered. ¢ e
didn’i i\uo\» it was I
Not when Im rescued you. Afterwards,
of course he did.”
For quite an alarming time her. father

ained & grim silence
I'd like to see
oW once?’

he 1 at length.

at
pl

left the voom

you look-

“T'm
have

not too
under-

seen far worse—so I am gluu
stand—if it hadn't been for
someones,’

** Ethel

“* Two

ok the same risk did,”
* You and hel and \uuf‘ l.msl
ot Mr mm-m, with a  short
; : Now, how

' asked Cyril, thinking M.,
way was wandering in his mind.

“ Humble-pie, my son—humble-pie!
may have to reconsider previous attitudes;
soften down previous opinions and words,
vou play the
Maybe T was wrong

Ethel has always held that
game,

L dida’t agree.

broke in Cyril.  “All
importance just for the
enem that  you very
in_league with

Last night they
tried to break in here. We foiled them,
We may not have the same luck again.

od

hat’s to be don
Mr, Courtway shruga
‘Tm not in the condition to do much
"mjsc" * he said; “and 1 see you've got

present.  The
naturally thought I was
know you are i this house,

your arm i a sling. Hower _l!\crc}
Ethel, Come and =it down here, Cyril—
too, Ethel. We'll hold a conneil of war.

You shall confess to me, and I will confess
to you. Now, just tell me all that two
have been rlnmp- over at the lands at

%} hel

Morcove.,  Seme of wour adventures
wrote me; but I'd like to hear it all over
again.""

Between them, FEthel and Cyril related
every detail of their varied experiences at
h i

5 illing—quite  thrilling,”  murmured
Mr. Courtway, * My story, T am afraid, is
a tame one mmpamd with yours. However,

|

here it is—such as it is. and make him. thut here
it as short and concise as poss 3 complete his invention. So he

He  paus or a minute to collect his hmmif ;h(n-, and not a soul knaw, w
thoughts, tol

It wal '\.n'mt eighteen months ago |]m lnsu he didn't tell the three

f Walter Douglas,”” he began. sked Cyril

very doubtful «mn]u

‘\\

all de hotel. The doubt saw _his invention, and its p
company consi char ties greatly impiessed me. 1 arranged that
acter, ylnm- [ T deliver, by hoat, all the extra things

te needed, and save him the (rouble of
and who | making long journeys. Besides, those

safer for

| scoundrels on ‘the look-cut, it w

covered e

continued Ethel’s
found that they were shadowing
resolved to give them a run for

i Douglas | him to take cover.

interested me Mr. Courtway took a brief rest at this
lh.. first oppartunity

I bluntly told him » skim over certain delicate

lm had fallen ued, with a not urkindly

o um\ to have some s el ely abserving that our

hin t Douglas  and myself

They discoverad m

[ > a the lind

didn’t mind their wasting

Hardl; . thei e if it meant their leaving
retwrned Mr, O ; but he I\n lan yed a trick on them.
had the means of na aps of ' I allowed 1h1 i) m |E1H1\ that I was carrying

Tnm threw open the door, and Ethel ran to his side. * Excuse me 1" breathed
an excited voice from the darkness. ** I’ve just spotted some men attempting
to break into your house ! I'm Dyke—Maxwell Dyke.”?

of perfecting an

g, the pwam of the mvention about with me.
almost unlimiied | Th

it. He was in the proce
T I set out on a little J[)lll"ll\,v with them

to_gener

of rn-*.nmy at a very all cost in dzw attendance, and pretending  to

Yits storage was  simpl matter know nat out their llﬂ( king me.
hanical ruetion. € most in- On Christmas evening I shook them off
tors, he was in need of capital, and ten miles from here, and I decided to
these three men, if you please, were the ¥ a visit to your aunt; 1 approached here
m\wah\“ he had discovered the wood, and took a short cut across

lwm\u paused to chuckle, ice. te rest yon know,”

an on nummﬁ‘ year '—every one es-s,”" murmured L““! with a swift
of them,” he said hey were out to steal glance in Cyril's direction. * The rest we

his mu-mlm., and poor young Douglas was | Lnoy
just a fly hovering round a spider’s web, I She  tried
told him so. But the details his invention | 00 "o
nterested me, and I offered to financo him, | from het

keep the questioning note
for, although much was now
chief part of the mystery—

to

the

As a matter of fact, I'm still doing s0, and [ {RF S0 ‘played by Cyril in the afair—was
in a month's time Mr, Walter llo.u.zln will still untold, £

be worth thousands. However, this is_ 'vril got up and walked across to the
digrassion, 1 asked him fo take me o his | window, o' stood there for s hitle while
workshop. Ile agreed, and that nig witl his face drawn and pale. Ethel knew he

out the three men knomng we slipped away

from the hotel .knd went by a cross-country

route to—where do you think
£ ancombf- and ‘the landslip?” said Ethel

was undergoing a great inward struggle—
whether to speak or to continue to be sile;
Suddenly Cyril turned ‘and met  their

and Cyril, in one voice. anxlous. gazd. o
“ Tha.b s right. His \ﬂﬂrL‘-ho]) wag iiﬂw" i as “he going to speak!

those  secret  vaults under - the and ‘111 2

Douglas  had  discovered  their  exis w("::::kmev;ww Ilnhe‘:-'md Ezrild?s:‘:ll::;t;n?:

quite by accident, during a holiday at )'hm
combe, through poking about the caves, and,
us secrecy was of the highest importance, it

disqrace from Mr. Gourtway’s service long
ago ? Boo a splendid Instalment next woek.
Order your copy now.}




