“EYES”

Chorus-music and words of fox-trot

ballad in this number

Full of fascinating and helpful articles,
including a page by

OUR FA HION EXPERT

Start reading to-day ouf great new
romance of the East

PEARL OF SHIRAZ

«“ STOP ! THE BANQUET CANNOT

throbbi in the

PROCEED ! 2 ‘unifcont "now - story,
“ Pear} of Bhiraz,<, 8Ppearing inside.

2 —

EVERY WEDNESDAY.

No. 51, Vol. 2.} (Weok Ending January 20th, 1923,
51, .2.)



@#—-a THE-GIRLS - FAVOURITE fe-——8l

A School Story that is full of Excitement

and Ad

re.

Ethal encounters the

Back at the Old Landslip, enemies
ot Ver rathor. BY MARJORIE STANTON
A Mission to Morcov “ Father,” said she, delight—“you and he are friends once
AGFRLY Ethel waited for C the good 1f they do see more, That's a gr iriumph. new

She had no fear thar any commu

tion he was about to make would le

her opinion of him. She had perfect l:.mh
in_him,

She was cerfain he was merely the victim

of circumsiances, and that his strange silence

due entively to some honest purpose.

a.s she did, no other construc-

¥
“Mr, (,nurlmv—l"thd“’ began Cyril, in

a low voice. know you're expecting
something from me—soma explanation.

He paused, and gave a hopeless sort of
gesture, 1 know one is due to you. It

was due at the very beginning. I couldn’t
gpeak then, and—and T can't speak now!
Ethel heard lxer father's hands impationtly
yustling the bedclothes, and irentically she
sought in her mind for words that would
pour oil on the troubled waters.
Yet, on second lhmlfg she came to the
clusion that it would be safer to remam
Her father, at nmrs, too by

if anyone intervened with counsel w
-sat in judgmen

I Cyri
3 The unex
Lam o Ethel
reief. “We will leave matters s
wish it. Say no move. If i E your
to do me some slight secvice, remain
If not, I shall not take it unkindly

‘50 be
ected mildness of hls tone
and Cyril to give o sigh of

he said at length,

if you

d, ° our Cyril impul-
sively, ' you're bi ! Serve you! 1
should just think I did Tell me

what it is1”
How long

asked )

-uu-r'm

\\'nl you have to we:
Courtway

dn), 1 should

't wear a in Ethel

Um
“ Ready to \nhmlf>m

ELY.

father patted her hand.

for active service
¢h?" he smiled. **Tf Cyril goes, and
go, who, then, is to be here to plDi&‘tL me
he, added chaffin
“Tom Holliday I they cried,
vue, I had forgotien him,” said Mr,
Com"nn.v 1‘0: =»m: minutes hc remained
deep in thought, ‘‘Tt's a question of send-

ing a letter to Walter Douglas,” he con-
tinued. “ You see, situated as he is, he has
no postal nddreu, and the letter comse-

quently must be delivered personally. No
doubt this house is watched, and, l!\(‘n'fmu
whoever takes the letter, does 5o with a cer
tain mnnnt of risk.”
o ling to take "

53 Thank ou, C.
your courage.
lotter for me?”

“ Certainly, sir.

Ethel had the «iugh!ed possible feeling of
being left ont i the cold,

* cried Cyril,
ave never doubted
will deliver this

Cyril.
- Then

you

think, T

long as  Cyril

She smiled as she noted
“1 mean this: Say

early in the morning for

the enemy see him,
shadow him. They Il want
be s going.
“An hour or
“when the coast ig clear,
out for Morcove—with
go off to the
Ilou,_rt.n.

sort of suggestion on

is not bmrmg the ]

so later,”

the letter.
will keep the enemy fully orrugml whilst 1

landslip and seek Mr.
I know this isn't a very ]J
my

their questioning
Cyril hore

Ieaves b
Morcove—well,

can be expected to

te find out where

she went on,
1, too, will set
Cyril

out

part—

r r
runs all the risks and the dange ,7hm it

seems to ensure the sale

delivery of tha

letter.”

“Jolly good idea, Fithel™” applauded
Cyril, *Don't you think so, sir?’

\h (‘ourh\ay looked a trifie dubiovs,

s, he murmured, “*so Jong as they
do [r\lluw Cyril, ‘auppcumg fhev on’t, and
follow you, Fthel, instead! must lh.nk
this over. hat table m(h the
materials, Thank you! You'd be

an hour, and the

1y back on the pillo
T haven's got my shongt
d. Tt

Vi
1’vm

she and (,vﬂl we,

feels  this o terri

turned to Cyril, her f

nissed

the neighbo
two ol

of Cyril, who is rmployed

vant.

Llfu!hﬂng and

Mr. G

missal Is unknown
(Now read on.)

These are

MAURICE THORKE, a boy
resembles Cyril, and
AXWELL

DERE. Mywwell & vory jealous

Lli|d is asked by her father to
Jeep an eye on the old mill I the landslip,
Jm herg many adventores

> catches & glimpse of three men who
sln, Jnows age enemies of het father. During
the Christmas holidays, while skating on
the pond, Cyril and hl!l\! rescne a man from

vay. He and Cytil are reconciled,
but mu the mystery of his previou
. Wil he explain it?

th
h

much.”
whet

in disgrace for
At Mortove,

{, and she

who sl

at Prior's as a

befall her.

him as

dise

hing  would vight in the

attempting to partake
carly everything has

husiasy
come right, Ethe

Ethel sighed.
meant,

At that moment there was a loud rai-tat
at the front door. Ethel and Cyril paused
on the top landing, and glanced into the hall
below. They saw a servant pass by, heard
her open the door, and then tho voice of
the visitor caused them to glance swiltly at
cach other.

* Maxwell Dyke!" whispered Ethel.

yril nodded grimly, and started
descend the stairs,

, hearing his tread, looked up
hel heard |

She

understood  what he

DMe Mmd in th‘ haﬂ (mgen:\g his cap
nmvmul

** Gouod mmni[\w he

you spare me a minute?

mumbled,  * Can
Sha'n’t detain you

o \110“ mean both of us, T hope?” asked
i

Dyke intimated by & nod that he did mean
both,

Tlm servant n“pnml t

inside, followe

the door clicked,

the & room door,
by Ethel

and they

sort of panse follawed.
experiencing  extreme
zinning, and as neither Ethel
st all disposed to help him,
mber of seconds ticked by befare
broken.
blurted Dyke, ath,
i last night's offair. I dare
oure wondering why I'm not inter-
g Miss Susan.  Well, the fact is
re more likely to listen to me than

“Pul it that we're more used to listening
to you Unw she ia!" said Cyril. ““One of
these days you may have m do the listen-
i, Maybe, it'll be soon, I hope so. Well,
go o %

Ilvm frowned.
T haven't come here {o—to
mum.rul

quarrel,” he
Suddenly he turned to Ethel
“T've come to tell you something that may
1 don't suppose you care mu
help—it's hardly likely you would.
T haven't behaved over well to you; in fact,

I've been a cad. The worst of it is lhzt lf
T say I'm sorry, you woa't believe me—

y said Ethel slowly.

returned Dyke, with a shrug
‘I supposo that's as much as T can expect.
We shall have to leave it at that. To return
to last night. There were some fellows try-
to break in here. I overheard them

ing
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lanning the affair.

murica Thorne,”

Dyke stopped to give his audience an
opportunity to make some remark

‘“Is this all you have to tell us?
Ethel.

“ No-o; but_it's no good going on if you
think I'm stuffing you with a lot of fiction.”

““ We don’t think that at all,” put in
Cyril.

I)vko glanced at them curiously.

“Pr'aps it isn't news to you? iu- q-mrmd

‘ That's our affair,” retorted Cyril

you who are volunteoring to tell £ thmgs

“ Confound it all!"” protested Dyke. * You
don't make it very easy for me! 0

Why ever should

“ You have caused both of us a good deal
of unhappiness,” said Ethel, ns gently as she
could. “You can hardly, therefore, be sur-
prised that we are doubtful as to your real
intentions. I want (o believe that you desire
to be friendly. Last night you went out of
your way to warn us. That, certainly, was a
ITriendly action. Y¥et until yesterday afte
noon, you and Thorne were apparently hand
in glove together. Now you come and de-
nounece him.  Of course, we know you and he
have quarrelled, and, because we know that,

They wore friends of

inquired
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eame up. I took jolly
shouldn’t see me, after that. But I crept
as near as I dared, and listened to what
they were saying—spied on them, in other

words.”
1 Oyril

good eare they

glanced at  Ethel and
defiantly.

“I only caught bits nf their conversa-
tion,” he continued, * made out
enough  to hmm that timv were on som
housebreaking dition. ~ *All right,’ 1
thought, ‘1’ Npcn your little plans!” W]
they'd got the motor going, I hung on
behind, and so got transpor near  this
house. The precious crew got out and went
round to the back, and L as you know, came
to the front door. Well, I suppose I was a
bit too clover. In warning you, I warned
them, and so they escaped.

“You did what you could,” said Ethel,

“I'm going to do more when we get back
to Prior's,” exclaimed Dyke fiercely. Tl
tackle Maurice Thorne and make him wish
he'd pever been born

Dyke moved towards the door, then he
turne

“1 sha'n’t worrs you {wo any more,” he
said,

* Excuse me,”’ said the oldlady, making a movement torestrain Ethel. ** Thay
don’t stop here. Here, what are you doing, younglady? You’llfall! Oh——

wo naturally rather wonder whether your
here is due more to your hatred of
Thorne than to your affection for us,’

Dyke hung his head.

=

e (7 do«.mt much matter which," he
mumbled.  * You'd better hear what I've
got to say, and then Il clear out. After the
hockey match, there was a rare old scene
at home. Thorne wouldn't accept my
father's apologies on my behall, and he
slanged e T e us, Tight and léft, It

wasn't & very cdifying scone, as you can
magine, and the upshot of it was that
horne shook the dust of our place off his
feot., After tea, there was a further row
betweon my father and myself, and I
decided that the best thing for me to do
was to go for a long tramp until things
grew calmer, So off T went, much
caring where 1 went or whether I ever came
back,

“1t was somewhere about eleven o'clock
thai I ran into those chaps,’” he continued.
“In a lonely lave, not far from here, I
came upon a motor pulled up amongst some
trees, There were three or four figures
tinkering about with it, and amongst their
voices f recognised Thorne's.  This sur-
prised me, because Thorne had gone off by
train to his home—or I thought he had.
Evidently, however, he hadn't,

* Luckily, they were so intent on their old
motor, that they never saw me when I first

With a swift movement he had the door
open, and was out in the passage.
top!” cried Ethel. * Cyril,
We ought to thank him:!”

stop him !

Hut although Cyril darted in pursuit, he
was not quick enough front door
opened and closed, and Dyke was scuttling

away as fast a3 his legs could carry him,

Shadowed.

wa days went by, during which time
T Uyril recovered the full mso of his
arm, and on New Year's morning he
sut on his jowrney to Morcove.
ihel accompanied him to the station, and
their farewells on the platform, they hoped,
would be scen by those whom they were cer-
tain would be lurking about,

“1 <hall arrive at Morcove scon aﬂpr
one,” said l ., a¢ they proceeded along
the road. * You'll get there at five- thirty,

v\!m}\ means you'll be at the
3 your study window in

1 to arrived
sa!e!v !]] klzoll by mnmulmrr about seven,
h

me that you've
and if I sec a ]n{iL in the top part of
building, I shall
Just deseribe exac

know everything's
where the window is.”

This Fthel did
“And your signal?”’ she asked.
A letter Ju-\t post to-morrow morning,'’

Cyril replied. “ Just hold my bag a minuta
while I tic my bootlace.””
ither of his bootlaces appeared to need
attention, but Ethel stopped and held tho
bag. Sho glanced with apparent carélessness
around,
! Bee any signs?’ muttered Cyril.
ot lhormz a man working in a field,
' she answered.
Ah, we can trust them to keep good
cover,” observed Cyril. “1 didn’t much
hope to spot them uniil we reached the
station. May not even do it then. That,
however, will go for nothing. They're on
the watch right (‘nnll“'h, and there’ll be more
than one ticket taken for Morcove Road this
morning.’
The ex
Ethel's chee!

that's

all,”

ement  of the business tinged
s 10 & deeper hue. Every cluster
of itrees, every broken-down barn, every
hedge hid, in Ethel's imagination, either
Maurice Thorne or some of his companions—
waiting Wat'hlllg

“You won't be too daring, Cyril?” she
said all at once, a note of anxiety creeping
into her voice,

yril guaranteed to be caution personified.

'l‘hov arrived at the little wayside station
just as the train was si) il
Cyril bought his ticket, Ei
the platform, all the while keeping a sharp
look-out.

There were half a dozen passengers wait-
ing, but none of them bore the faintest re-
blance to the enemy.
No sign of them,"”
when Cyril joined her.

“T expect they'll turn up at the last
moment,” he said. *“Here comes the train.
ot of luck, Bthel.  All being well, we
meet to-morrow.

Ihe train steamed in, and Cyril got into a
halifilled carriage. In one corner was an
elderly lady with a small child; the other
occupants comprised a stout, farmen- looking
person, and a couple of soldiers,

Just as the whistle went, and Ethel and
Cyril had shaken hands, a clatter of footsteps

whispered Ethel,

caught their cars. Ethel glanced over her
shoulder.
“Is it them?" breathed Cyril.

“1 don't know. At least half a dozen
people—four of them men. They've zot in
the guard’s van. Oh, be careful,

' be muttered.
was on the move now,

Cyril continned to wave to her; but, as
fhe; “end of the train slid by where she stnml

Ethel shot a swift glance into the carriage
windows. The faces, however, were blurred,
and the features indistinguishable,

“1 wonder if those late-comers were the
men?” she muttered.
Bhe strolled slowly back the way they had

herself that all

come, trying to persuade

was well—but only partially succeeding.
However, whatever doubts she may havae

had, was caroful to keep them to her-

self when she went up to the bedroom whers
her father lay. She was frightened that he
might forbid her to undertake her part of
the business, if she even remotely hinted at
Ehe possibilty of the eneiny not following
o

“Now, you quite understand what you
have to do, Ethel, when you arrive ai the

back of the cave? said Mr, Courtway.
“Three feet from the ground —you must
stand with your back exactly towards the

cavo entrance—is a smooth piece of rock
about a foot square, It is not, however, ai
solid as it looks.

“You will find,"” he went on, * that il juts
ot a couple of inches from the top, ich

will enable you easily to pull it out. lh('n‘
on the left-hand side, if you feol, you will
come upon an electric  bell- push Walter

Douglas fitted this up. Push it, and he wil
fet you in by the secret wa; Quite an in
genions contrivance, this secrel entrance,
and it speaks very well for the mechanical
skill of the smugglers of old. Just repeat
this, please!’

Fthel did <o,

Hor father patted her hand approsingly.

*Good, my_ dear!” he said. *“And you

are not afraid:
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“ No, father, I am not afraid.”

Neither was she, but for all that her heart
beat quicker and quicker as the moment
drew near for her departure. This was
indeed an adventure of adventures,

‘Lwelve o'clock came, then lunch, then
good-bye to Aunt Susan—the latter had not
been informed of the nature of FEthel's
mission—and o away to the station,

Ethel fook her ticket, and, as she was
about to leave the booking-office, a sudden
thoughi eccurred to her.

“ You don't often issue tickets from here
to Morcove Road, do you!” she asked the
clerk,

“ No, miss; it's a bit off the beaten track.
Btill, you happen to be the sccand one for
that station to-day.”

second one—only the second one!

Then that meant—Fthel caught her breath
—that the enemy had not travelled by the
same train as Cyril,

Ethel carried this thought with her on to
the platform, course, it might mean
nothing, or it might mean a good deal. The
men owned a moter, and perhaps had
journeyed to Mofcove on that, Or they
might have leff the neighbourhood yester-
day, or not left at all.

gt any rate, ab present they were nowhere
1o be seen,

There were many more passengers for this
truin than there had been for the ecarlier
one. Iihel, as she sat by the hookstall,
eagerly scanned each member of the
assembly, None raised ruspicions,

Then the train came in, and, in the
bustling moment of fng a carriage,
Fthel for a second lost sight of the entrance
to the platform, Directly, however, she had
secured a cerner seat, she leaned out of the
window and looked back. And there, where
the ticket collecior stood, wero the three
men she had an intuition she would see.

They had shadowed her, and not Cyul!

Ethel sank back in the seat and put her
nand up to hide her face. Tihrough her
half-closed fingers she watched them go by
the window, until they were lost to view,
Bhe felt the precaution she took was a need-
less one, There was no doubt in her min
that they knew she was in the traim, and
that at each station that it stopped they
would be on the walch in case she alighted.

They were away from Winchmoor Down
now and speeding along at & good thirty
miles an hour, Where was the next stop?
She had an idea it was a fairly fast train,
but of this she was not certain.

There were two other people in the car-
riage—one a girl about her own age, and
the other an elderly lady. Bhe caught the
latter’s eye.

“Can you tell me what stationa this lrain
stips at befpre Morcove Road, please?” she
as|

* Only Moddington Junction, T believe,”
was the repli.

Ethel thanked her,

Meddington—that was about midway on
the journey! Should she attempt to get
cut? She weighed up the pros and cons,
and finally decided that it would be useless.
No, she'd better go on to Morcove.

8he glanced out of the window with un-
seeing eyes, for her mind was too fully oceu-
pied to note the varied scenery which the
train was passing through., How—how was
gha to get the letter to Mr. Douglas? Scheme
after scheme she planned out, anly to reject
each as impossible, Kven Cyril—what could
he do? Both of them would be under con-
stant observation,

She must write at once te her father—
luckily she had a postcard in her bag—and
post_1t directly she reached Morcove,

“It's starting to snow quite bard,
denly obgerved the elderly lady.

*Is ik1" cried Ethel, Then sho gave an
embarrassed Jaugh, for her exclamation was
a little pbaurd, considering that she had a
pair of eyes in her head. ' I'm afraid I was
vather wrapped up in my thougl she
hastened to oxplain,

“Teavy fall, too ! said the other girl
8o it proved to be, and it was whirling

sud-

down in great flakes by the time they
reached Moddington Junetion,

Ethel leaned out of the window and glanced
up the train, Other passengers’ heads were
poking out, and amongst them doubtless
was to be numbered the enemy.

Once more away—over bridges, “through
tunnels—now a deep cutling—mow a high
ridge—thus the miles slipped by. Ethel
loocked at her waich. Getting on for five
o'clock. In another halfhour or so they
would be at Morcove.

Suddenly the brakes were applied, and
from fity miles an hour they dropped to
twenty—irom twenty to five, and then just
a_gentle crawl. Ethel peered through ‘the
window into the darkness, and all at once
a pale lamp glided past. A station of some
sort—probably the kind that has one train
a day.

Surely they were stopping! Like a flash,
possibilities came to Ethel, They might halt
there just for a second—halt just sufficiently
long for her to jump out. Ah! The train
was beginning to move again. No; it had
realy pulled up.

Ethel gripped her attaché-case,
turned the handle of the door.

and

The woman fingered the letter curiously, then leaned over to where a small

The porter shook his head.

'('iMarl»;e[‘Iorry toe-morrow morning,” he
said. 5

Ethel considered the situatien, The snow-
storm seemed to have passed, and she wus
wondering if she could posaibly walk the
distance. Certainly, she argued, that is what
Cyril would have done if he were in her
position.  Of course, she was only a girl
. Only a girlt 8he shrugged her shoulders
impatiently, and tu to the porter,

“Is it a fairly straight road to Movcove?”
she asked.

Yes,”” replied the old man wonderingly,
You couldn’t miss the way in daylight.
But in the dark! You ain’t a-thinkin' of
walkin', surely?”

Ves, that's my idea.”

The porter said no more
sirugged was very cloqu
of Ethel

She glanced along the road which was to
take her in the direction of Morcove, The
suaw was quite untrodden—a proof of how
Iittle it was frequented—bui its course was
clearly defined by the hedgerow which grew
each side. The porter had assured her that

bug iho way he
t of hiz opmicn

kettle was steaming on a spirit stove. With one more look at Ethel, she thrust
the envelope in the vapour. :

“ Exciie me,” said the old lady, making
& movement to restrain Ethel, * they don't
stop here!” The train gave a jerk, and
moved on. * Here! What are yeu doing,
young lady? Youll fall, Oh!?

Her voice became mingled with the shriek
of the engine, and, in a fraction of a second,
the compartment was minus one of ifs
passengers

Any Port in & Storm,

XOW, snow, snow—snow over hall and

bomestead, over park and meor; snaw,

bending down the leafless trees, lying

in drifts by Ledges, and cbliterating familiar
Jlandmarks,

Such was the waste of wintry world for

¢l viewed in the

1in the doorway of

The shambling old porter who hovered
aboui her was | mumbling words about
rules and regulations. The express did not
stop here, he grumbled. and therefore Ethe
by alighting, was qualifsing for a pena
not exceeding forty shillings.

A shilling, however, proved a satisfying
campromwise to both parties,

" How far is Morcove from here?’ asked
Ethel.

“ Matter o' fifteen miles, miss.”

‘c‘lrs there any sort of conveyance to be

9

there were very few Lranch {urnings, so she
should not lose her w

So off went Ethel at a geod swinging pace.
For a quarter of a mile the road followed
the course of the railway, but then the latter
dipped into a tunnel and was lost to view,

She wrudged aloug through the snow, ever
and again glancing np at the sky, hoping to
cee o ghimpse of the moon or a few stare
No such welcome sight. Pitcht black over
head, aud not much better in front and
raund, and the silence only broken by the
* slosh-slosh ' of her tread.

Presently the road began to twist until i
was joined by another road. At this point
Etlm{ noted the vague outline of a tumble-
down looking buildmg. It seemed to be a
large, old-fashioned posting inn, with stables
to the rear and sides, H"T!c cnough to
quarter a regiment of cavalry, once filled
with horses, but now deserted and ghes!

She gave it a mere P
thinking, as she discovered it was sta
to snow again, thar she might be glad o
such a shelter if the weather prevented her
from getting to Morcove,

Five minates later the snowflakes ip-
creasod in size, and the heaviness of the fall
prevented Ethel from sceing move than eu
inch_or 50 in fron$ of her.

T should neyer have attempted thi
she muttered.

For another hundred yards she struggled
along, and then halted. " Was she siiil on
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{Continued from previous page.)

the road, or had she wandered into some
path? The snow was thick under foot, but,
in place of the smooth highway she had pre.
viously trodden it was all rough and uneven.
“ I must turn back,” she told herself.
She wheeled round and groped her way
in_ the oppusite direction, expecting every
minute once more to strike the road. But
the minuies went by—quite a number of
them—and the going, instead of improving,
grew decidedly worse,

Lost! Ethel baltled with the dread
thought, telling herself it was absurd; bur
when she felt hersell moving on a <ecided
downward incline, she pulled up.

Which wa,

She hadr e faintest idea!

Snow deadens sound to an exiraordinary
extent, and Ethel, listen though she migh,
could hear nothing that would serve 1o
ide her which way to go. Some way,
wever, she must go. She couldn’t simply
stand stil,

Onece more she turned on ber dracks and
groped her way back the way she had come.
She might as well havo been k folded for
all the use her eyes were to her. And now
the bitter cold was begins to penetrate,
and her hands and feet were like ice.

She stumbled into a clump of bushes, and
their covering of snow splattered up into
her face, With difficulty sﬁ»e extricated her-
self, and, hands outstretched, she progressed
faot by foot. All sense of direction was losi
now, and she kept on the move, with little
hope of again reaching the road. Ouce,
when a sudden spasm of fenr gripped her,
she raised her voice and called out.

Her cry seemed but a whisper, scarce
londer than the twitter of a bird. Her
reason told her this was a futile procesding.
Ne human being was within miles of her;
she was alone—alone in the wild.

Suddenly her advancing foot trod on air
and she pitched forward into some sort of
ditch, hall-filled with snow and a thin laver
of ice that cracked and splintered, as fhe
struggled to regain her footing.

she put out her hands, and the tips of her
fingers encountered the opposite banking.
A wild hope came to her  that, growing
above, might be the roadside hedge.

Bushes certainly * wern  there, and she
gripped the branch of one now, and by its
aid slowly hanled herself upwards. Once she
nearly slipped back, and frantically grabbed
at anything she could reach, Then, with a
firm foothold secured, sho gradually forced

- would

This, . however, was comparatively dry,
and, moreover, undoubtedly skirted a road
of some sort. Whether it was the road sae
had left, Ethel had no idea; but she did not
trouble much about that. Tt was a case
al  present of being thankful for smal
mercies, and a road at least held out faint
possibilities of a house or cottage.

She peered left- and right. To the left,
she reckoned, led back to the station. She
was not absolutel on the point, but
that was her impression; therefore, to the
left she would go.

ark! A sound!

Somewhere something was moving in her
direction.  What it she could form no
opindon, but immediately . her hearl was
flooded with hope. She raised her voice,
wud shouted to the fullest extent of her Jung

Still the sound, but no answering hail,

Unce more she called.

Al ai once & flicker of yellow light caught
her eye, not ten yards distant. A lantern,
she thought joyously, as she stepped to meet
if.

Like a phantom from the darkness
emeiged the form of a horse, and at its
bead another form was mingled—that of a
man_bearing a lantern. Behind them came
a faint rumble of wheels, but the nature of
the vehicle Kihel could not, for the moment,
discorn,

“Can you give me a Lift?" Ethel cried.
“L've lost my way. 1 wani to get to Mor-
cove—but  anywhere where there is the
chance of shelter for the night will do.”

A muitered “ Whoa !" to the horse echoed
in her ears,

“ Who're ye!'" w

s the gruff inquiry. A

girl, by the sound of your voive, On the
tramp, lass?"
“Yes,” returned Ethel

** No home and no friends, eh?”

© Oh, dear, yes—1 have both! As T told
vou, T've lost my way. 1 am guite willing
to pay you—er—what T can.”

Bithel - put in this saving clause, becauso
the face that peered into hers was not
exactly prepossessing, and the manner of
the man suggested that he might ask for
some  exorbitant amount far beyond what
she possessed,

He grunted something under his breath,
and then, with another *“Who: at  the
horse, he beckoned Ethel to follow him
round to the back of the vehicle,

*'Why,” cried Ethel, “it's a caravan!”
“ Expeot it to be a motor?”

“No—no, of course not. T thought it
would simply be a cart. T should think it
be awfuily cosy in there. Ts there

anyone in there
“ My wife and child.”
“Oh, but I don’t want to disturb them!”
*They're used to being disturbed,”
grunted the fellow.

““Norah," he shouled, “ here's a visitor
who's willing to pay what she can if we'll
take her to Morcove!”

A woman turned forty came to the door.
She was tall, and her raven-black hair,
streaked with grey, hung in straight masses
on each side of her face. Her eyes were
black, hard and clittering, and ~ constant
exposure to wind :m(? sun had given her face
urious look of dryness,

Ye'll some in?"’ she asked.

“Indeed T will; and many, many thanks!™
said Ethel.

Truth to tell, she was not greaily taken
with either the man or the woman; unt
their caravan was too inviting to make her
hesitale about entering.

“Take off that coat, lass,”” said the
womian.  * And Mike, close that door—the
air cuts in like a knife.”

The door shut with a bang, and a moment
or so later the caravan moved om with a
lurch, and a huge clatter of protest from the
pots and pans tim.z hung from the roof.

The woman regarded Ethel keenly as she
taok off her hat and coat.

80, she muttered, * you're a
lady, are you?
tidy sum,
about in & snowstorm!

“No, 1 suppose not,”
feeling explanations were
sce, T lost my way!"”

The woman nodded.
Hungry®" she asked.

b, n6; I'm only a bit tired and cold
It's very good of you to give mo shelter

The woman shrugged. She fixed up some
sort of seat in the corner for Et,heg and
Ethel, thankful to sit down, subsided into it.
No more words passed between them: the
woman busied herself with varicus matters,

Ethel, after m while, began to doze. No
wonder! She was pretty well dead beat.
Presently, despite the rattle and the jolting
of the caravan, she was fast asleep.

The woman regarded her intently, and
then noiselessly erept over to where Ethel
had bung her coat. 8till with her eyes on
Ethel, she thrust her hands swiftly into the
sido pockets, and drew out the contents.
Amongst them was Mr, Courtway's letter
to Walter Douglas,

Bhe fingered it curiously, then leaned over
to_where & small keiile was standing on a
spirit stove. With one more look at Kthel,
she thrust the envelope in the vapour, In
a moment or so it became unfasiened. She
drew out the contents, and started to read!

young
Reckon those clothes cost a
Your sort don't usually walk
returned Ethel,
expected, ** You

Despits the precautions of Ethel and

Cyril, Mr. Courtway's letter has fallen into
other hands, by a shesr stroke of misfortuns.
What are t

contents of the letter 7 And
the caravan consider them

unsuspscting,

her {hrough the branches, to find her. _He climbed up the steps, and thrust open | first-rate instalment of this story next Wed-
sclf slipping into a ditch on the other side. | the door. nesday.
s —~—tr of

For the Qirl Whe Dances,
HI8 is just a Jittle hint to the girl who
goes to danees,
Don't saturate yourself with nf.
Many girls who use very little perfume in
the ordinary way seem fo think that they
may empty any quantity of it on themselves
when dressing for a dance, They may turn
up their noses with disdain at the thought
ol cheap scent, and thiok that because their
particolar brand happefis to be good (hey
ean uso as much as they like.
An overdose of scent iz in  bad

taste,

The benefit of the Doubt,
L W\ T it kind of Betly io make that
pr T

etty camisole for Eileen
Ves, but you can be sure she
nanted Eileen to do something for her!”
is is a scrap of conversalion overheard
hetween two girls, and it seems to typify the
attitude of quite a number who are really
nice girls, but who have got into the habit

of always looking for faults in their ac-
quaintances instead of the good points. «

I don’t wish to tell you to make excuses for
meanness, lies, sneakiness or dishonourable
actions; but do please give people the bene-
fit of the doubt jn little things, and not be
like these two girls, who refused think
that Betty conld have a good motive in
doing a kind action for another girl,

A Poss.
PON'T want to thrust too many * dont’s ™
upon you, but I must give you just one
more.

“ Don't_allow yourself to become affectod.

There' is a great tendency amongst girls
nowadays never to appear lheir true natural
taluas, Gun If they ‘only: Eugw bow borsd 3
niade them appexr aud alse how ridienlous at
times, I am sure they would never again
show the slightest affectation,

I went with a party of girls and boys to
a dance the ether day, and I could not help
watehing one of the girls the whole evening,
Her every word, every action, cven her way
of dancing was studied to give a certain
elfoct, -

There are othergirls who seem to think
it is sinart to say cynical things, and would
feel very old-fashioned if they allowed them-
selves {0 express a sentimental view, with the
result that they give an impression and say
things that are very different from what they
feel in their irnermost hearts,

TIf they only knew that in many cases they
were not impreseing their audience, but
sickening them !




