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Start this Grand School and Mystery Tale Now:

Tells of the mystery of the old mill near Morcov
exarts ovar tho dostinies of Ethsl Courtway and he

nd the atrange lnfluence It
unch chum, Gyril Dudley

BY MARJORIE STANTON

“The Dreamer.
on soma little distance, Ethel picked her

-way 4owards the and of tha cavern, an

mufd feel the ground rising at every
Onee or twice, in years gone
by, she had i o; but it had only
been just (o glance feariulty sbout and then
hurriedly Jecamp, with a pleasing sensation
f having perpelrated some exceedingly dar-
und hazardons d
oon she arrived where a jagged wall of
rock appagently barred ail further progress,
and she immediately set about to difcover
the wheréabouts of the loose piete of rock
Ler futher had mentioned.

Yaijhfully following his instructions, she
quickly lacated it, and it was with a strange
theiil of expectation that she puiled iv away
and felt for the electric bell-push, which weould
summbn Walter Douglas to open the secret
doorway.

Her fingers searched

step she tool

sbout, and in her
o

agitation she first 1 t, but them,
encountering it she pressed with all her
might,

The ronr of the sea entering the cavern
prevented Her-irom heating whether the beil
rang Or not, and the secomds kcking by,
d which - nothing hippened; presented
her with ampla leisare to imagine that either
the bell w t of order or else My, Douglas
hiad quitted his reireat—or, worst still, the
enémy, &ad not the inventor, would appear
to _confront hor .

Suddsnly s sharp, grating noise reached her
ears. It caméd from somewhers on her lelt,
and, gazing in that direction, sha saw a tiin
streak,_ of light cot into the darkness. Tt was
shaped like the letter L, and slowly the up-
right éroke grew broadet, and by this she
knew that & door was surely opening.

Eihel had no time to marvel over the fact
that such a contrivance existed in the appar-
ently solid rock, for at thst moment an
anxious voicg hailed her.
© 4 Ts that you, Mr. Courtway?"

T am Mr. Courtway’s daughter,” sha
called out. 1 bring » message from my
father.”

A dark Ggure flitted towards hor, and s

second later she was temporarily blinded by
the vivid flash from an eleetrictorch he
kor face.
* gho heard him eay, * bui I have
ta take every precautign. You ses, I have
never mel, you, although your father haa often
wentioned you to me. Excusa me if T ask
Jor some trifling proof of your identity.”

Fortunately, Jithel wire a locket in whick
was enclosed a porlrait of her father and
mother. She .!;,.;;g it off her neck, and held
it out for him ta*

While he was efsmining it, she had time to
note that Walter Douglas was & kindlydook-
ing man of mbout Bfty, rather shabbily
dressed, bul with the cultured air of a student
marked in overy line of his delicately cut
features.

“ Where i your father, Miss Courtwayi"
he asked, handing her back the locket.

Y At a place called Winchmoor Down. He
is stopping with my sunt. Ho has met with
an seaadent, and that is why T am here.”

“ Dear mo! m sorry to hear-ihat””

I have much to tell you,” said Kthel.

“ No doubt! No doubt! Please follow me,
I'm afraid it's fearfully dusty and dirty in-
side, The dnst of ages, you know. This
ratreat has not been used. {imny. since the
days of (ro amugglera. Thosa old smugglers
wera vory ingenious men. LTiis gecret door,
for instanco. Bolid iron, you will chserve,
on the inside, with rocks riveted en the other
80 as to be uniform with its surronndings.
Quito interesting, isn't ite 5

At any otBer time Ethel would have con-
jured up a fair amount of interest in this
relic of the past, but™at the present moment
she was not at all disposed to linger over the
contrivance.

Mr. BDouglas, however, could never resist
an opportunily of imparting information, and
he ho!d forth very eloquently on the construe.
ticn of the zecret door.

Ethel’s brisk nature grew impatient under
thess leisurely procesdings, and she somerrhat
abruptly brought him back from bis eight
eenthcentury ruminations,

“The men who sre efter your inventien
are back at Morcove,'” she told him.

Mr. Douglas gave a start, end closed the
door rather precipitately.

“ The scoundrelal” ha muttered.

“ Quite & said Ethel. “I have & good
deal to tell you, also I must tell it quickly,
snd then get away from here. ave you any
ronm where we can talk?"”

Douglas nodded, and proceeded to

BEGIN HERE.
EYBEL COURTWAY Is the head girl of
Morcove school, and ket boy friend ls

Y, oneca octupled the
posliion of encritary to KU’ fafher, Mo
as dlsmissed In disgrace, but later saved
Mr. Courtway's life, and was reconciled to
i Ethel learns that her father has
evemles; and later discovers that the reason
i3 that Mr. Courtway I8 fnancing an In-
ventor, who has his workshop in & secrep
cave tn the old i In the landslip unear
Morcove., Ethel, bearing # letter to the
fnivantor, is tracked by her father’s enemics,
bub the lotter has previeusly been glolen
from- her by o gipsy. The thrée men
tmprlson her in the very caye =he wishes to
reach, nnd when the tide corses up, leave

er,
(Now commencs this week's instalment.)

1ead her plong a winding passage, cut into the

solid rock.
“ It would be fatal if they were to get here
now,” he muttered. " My invention is com-

pleted.  Yes, the dream of my life is accont
plishod. T will show it yap befors yom go.
You ara still at schogl, T believe? Chemistry
Arp you interested in:it?” Ho rambled on
without waiting for Ethel to reply. My
iavention, in reality, savours som®what of &
fuke. Years back I was experimenting with
a certain matal, and I did what is doue faidy
often in chemistzy—I [ound out auotbor. T
digcovered that this metal, in combination
with uxyfen, and  a upon by certain
metals, developed extraordinary elecirical
L‘nalgi. It was this wayi”

Ethel, however, found more to interest her
in her surroundings than these technical
detnils, and it is to be feared that she paid
littls attention to the eager flow of words thal
foll from ber companion's Lips.

This mysterious passsge-—how wondorful it
wus! She could feel they were ascending. AL
times tharo wers short flights of steps that,
without doubt,. had been cut in the rock by
hutman hands, Of course, it might happen
that one suwh step might be formed by
Natare, but not a dozen ar mare.

Once or tiwice they eacountered branch {urn-

Fthel longed to ask auestions cancern-
ing these, but ﬁn did oot like to interrupk
Mr, Douglas.

+ And 5o you ses, Miss Courtway,"” ol
the inventor, ' how all this will revolut
things.”

“ My Tathor says it will make yeur for-
tune." eaid Kl

d
ue

anid T

“Pousibly,” he Te indifferently, 1
believe it has a certain market value. That
is, of course, nothing compared to its scientific
valog,"”

* Hawen't you found it very lonely in thig

gloomy Yllcﬂ
“ Lonely? Outside my laboratory—yes; not
inside. I lese all count of timé there. We

shall reach it vory shorily now. By the way,
you spoke of your father meetimg with an
accident. - It really was an accident, I sup-
pote? I mean whatever happesed wasn'l
deliberately done by those men?”

“Oh, no! He walied sctoss the ice aud it
gare way.'”

Mr. Douglas made sympathetic murmurs.

At this point he stopped short and ‘;»rcs'»ed.
some sort of spring in the wall. Then he
pashed hard, and a door grated open.

“ My laboratory,” he announce!

It was o large oblong cell illuminated Ly
some electrical contrivance. In the centre was:
a rofighly constructed table, piled widi bocks,
manuscripts, and writing materials, the latter
consisting of & small bottle of ink, a couple of
pens, and & diminutive piece of blotting.
paper which looked as if it had absorbed all
tha ink of which it was capable.

A sort of workshop-bench mnear the wall
was covered with what looked like bits of



3 ed filling together.
There were tools of various !umL wire, seal-
ing-wax in abunda and promines
the latter a galvanic Dbattery,
cquarter of the g ¢ WRS Covere :d by a
Laize cloth, conc ¢ something which
some eighteen inc he b
Round the bene b
brass, portions of wire, Lh»p\ and_ s
of wood, and quite a hmp of fine yellow dust,
showing that the file had been  actively at

as made a gcsrm-c towards the

rtion of the bench, and Ethel ki

dris lips were mmw-g the v i
Theref; she h

v told dnt.m: nf Ilm exp

JO‘II1P_} here from Winchmoor Dewn.

The myenior’s attention soon became
absorbed in the reeital, and he heard her
through wihout the shightest ckening of

interest,

At the conclusion he shrugged his shoulders
.wd ave vell to a slight sigh,

Lh Miss Couriway " he said. * While

I, and’ such as I, dréam through l{e you
and your like get on with the bus I
envy you your pluck and daring and bound-
‘ess energy.  You are your father's true
daughter, if I am any judge of character,
And now in what way can 1 serve yonl! You
doubtless wish to get in touch with (mr
friend—to discovar whether ha b
the clutches of !hm.n seoundrels.
come with JuIH

* No, no!” cried Ethel. t would be
playing into their hands, The very thing
they want is to entice you into the open. You
must remain hers to guard your inv
‘Phat; F know, would be my father’s wis
very little fear about “Cyril's safety, for
l'e is well able to take care of ]nmwlf
“Im\w\'e‘z. she continued, Jm must be

fall
I had b(tlcr

n
the mill.
Then T ghall aight to my school and
write to my fn,.lmr all that has happened.
What, message shall I send him from you,
Mr. Douglas?”
Tell “him "'his eyes lit up—that the
ntion is complete and successful in every
L. Tell him that T will remain hicre until

That

“ And money d food i asked Eihel

“Ab, how practical you are, Miss C
\..Ay.‘“ He smiled, and his smile was si
Jarly childlike. * M& larder is very low—;
o few ting of potted stuff. Thank goodness 1
am not blessed with a hupe appetite |

* Cyril and I will get some provisions to
vou to-night,” }athol assured him. ¢ Ami
now I will say ‘an revo One m
She pavsed as they shook hands. *If you .i
really care to show me your mvonuoth—

Mr Douglas broke into a happy laugh,

word from him, is all, ¥

* Why, certainly ™ he began, moving
towards the bencii, en he wheeled round.
* No,” he muttered, “ your 1ime is too

valuable to waste here,  Some other time,
under less trying circumstance: you shall sce
it. - Thavk you for your interest; it is very
hind. Still, 1 think it would be wiser not
to linger.’

Ethel knew it caused him some disappoin
ment to gay this, and her liking for him
incréased in  consequence.  Curious, ghe
runiinated, that so clever a man—as he un-
doubtedly was—should be so simple,

T will guide you part of the way,” he

said.
And taking the electric torch Le saw hor
as far ag the step which led up to the trap-

door in the mill. There they parted.
Laid by the Heels.
% more Ethel stood in the old tumble-

down mill,

Consulting her wrist-watch, she saw
it"was just about noon. She was surprised
it was 1o later, for she scemed to have been
in those dark and gloomy underground places
Ior hours.

8he tiptoed to le door and peeped ont
acrosa the paved yard in the direction of the
Bramble’s iai-:tnt:qu. All seemed perfectly

about fo make a dash for
e caught of two
eping lowards “h!w she

were bent a
were directed to
they fnm_(l sorne attack from that quarter.
But she knew them at once. They were the
two s of the lantern-jawed man.
back into the shadow of the
that that was much use, for
they muu\ the mill they wonld be
As she crouched there
for some of woapo
ers encountered was an o

nost double,
th

and their

G

1nds gr
all Ler

but
sack.
“As m!-ch us
reflected
In ar\ulhm moment they would he heve,

¢ as a paper bag,” she bitterly

AH‘ What was that?

The noise that wuldm]} broke out wa
describable. It was
gestive of a dog a ‘L ht.
was such an amazing nubh :b that Lth=1 n.xl[
feared to gaze forth,

Then she looke
A mass of wav
and writhing bed

g arms, stroggling legs,
met her gaze, all so
mixed up together that for the moment she
could not determine how many the com-
hatants numbered. The figure of a woman
hovering on the outskirts of the melée she
stantly recognised as old Mrs. Bramble.

Then’ Ethel understood. The two men had

Suddenly a sharp, grating noise reached Ethel’s ears, and she saw a thin shatt of

H 2
the f\—.. 1 3

“Hal” roared old Bramble, staggeri ¢
across the yard to whero the sacl

gentleman was choking and
\:nnl\. endeavouring to get free.
way to treat the likes o
he gripped him by the al
: him oft his feet, and shot him past
into the I. Then he pulled the door
and mopped his forehead,
“ "I'was you r‘.u pop

you!i’

d that there sack
" he asked.

E is w
er one be a-movin’, Come ’‘ee here at
Bramble strode over to her side.

" good rope, woman,” he
the cart ready to
'l learn

\Ir
lx‘Ah a yard o
onk—rm “and then get
take 'em over to the police- ﬂnrmu
‘em to trespass and assaul
Bramble darted away, and, quickly
retarning with about six yards of rope, her
husband bound the captive gq that he hore a

light cut into the darkness. Slowly it grew broader, and by this she knew that
a door was surely opening.

been ohserved by the Brambles, and the
Brambles had mskzn[iy sallied forih to tackle
the invaders of their territory,

‘With what result?

Extremely difficuli to say for the moment.

Bramble was bigp ang strong, but then he
was old, and, besides, it was two ayainst.one,
for Mrs. Bramble—Fithel now saw she was

armed with a stout stick—kept her ﬂmmmr‘
and her form of asistance was to jrive dis:
covdant shrieks for the police.

Ah, Bramble was down! In fu!lmg how-

ever, he sent one of his assailant Astagge-ring

toa dropped ali.nost

backwards
e a few feet from

against

where F

Ethel was seized with a brilliant inspira
tion. She io\u:rl she had not relaxed her hold
of the sack. Pulling it open to the fullest
extent of the string, she darfed upon the man
before he could regain his feet, and envelope
his head in the foury sack. Thea she pullec
the string tight.

until  he

The smothered bellow of cousternatis
from the imprisoned warrior broughr
hostilities to an abrupt conclusion, i co:

panion, sprawling on the top of okl
cast a startled backward glance, and !!‘

Llnn resemblance to an F'r:}phzn mummy.
s ich for ‘im," mumblod Bramble.
“ Now for ' vther johnny.”

With Etbel following at his heels, he
entered the mill, and, ﬁem'\h the other man,
who had only just wot free from the sack and
was in a half blinded and choki ondition
throush itsvontents of dust and particles of
mm_ n- treated him to the same kind

o Aml now,"” said Bramble, turning fo
Ethel, *“ T've got a bit o' leisure to attend to
you. What aro you a-dein’ in these parts?
Your school "as braken up, and won’t be back
h. Recken yon being here's

thel was forced to_admit,
does geem fu 8

cuppose it
turned out, it's rather luc

trus—true Bramble
doorway. ir]l who
ack aver the . T saw

A likely encugh hesa fwe
*1orc, and not [hE Morcove
't this young lady, when
young man, say s a
farniture? She did
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(Continued from previous page)
s0, and seems to me she spoke the truth,
al:hough we dido't none of us believe har,

and

his awd much moro remarked My
Bramhln mdeotng her husband to a gloomy
silanca, b&m.pg Ethel ample opportunity
to rmmd‘sn this new turn of fortune.

The capture of these men certainly cleared
the air In_a most unexpecied fashiou; not
only from her own peint of view, but from
the point of view of the school, .

Ethel was quick Lo grasp the fach that Mis.
Bramble ruled the roost, and her opi
nat the Morcove mirls wore not respo
for the aruu-shmgu{l of their furniture was
protty cortain to nip in the bud the logal
pvmocdnlgs her husband bhad threatoned to
tak

Bur the ringleader was stiil at large, and
\\hlk\ he rémained free, danger stll

atened. For all the polite manners of
e lantern- jawed man, Ethel was well aware
patura that would stick at

is ends, and the rm]as..hon
made her worried 2nd anxisus about

Jyril's safety.

“Doubtless at this very moment, and pro-
bably assisted by Maurive Thorae, he was
unckmg Cyril, and the consequences might
well be very serious for her chum.

Ona Mystery Olearsd.
N a desolgte streich of snow-covered road
O that twisted and turned—now east, now
west, but always leading back inte the
lireition of \Ion:ove, walked Cyril Dudley
Maurice *ho

Since early mmmg thoy had been on lhc
tramp, and now their steps were lagging a
they ploughed ankle-deep through ihe lmif
melted snow. They excoanged no words, but
every now and again Maurica shot & mervous
glance at Cyril's grim, set face, and the chill
that went down Thorne's spine wss not
n\tnge*l.er due to the sharp north-eest wind.

The fact was that Thorne's nerves had been
badly on edge for ths last hour—to be exact,
ever since they had paid that visit to the ivie
wayside station where Ethel, the previsus
morning, bad alighted,

either Cyril nor Maurice, however, knew

.mpﬂrlnul Fact.
ving at the station,

the official in

On
charge hnd poch-poohed the mere notion of
anyone getting oat from a train that was not
meant to stop there. He seomed o take a

suggestion as s eort of dlight on l-lmsalf and
the ratlway he represented. porter,
with Ethel's tip atill lx.giin in l\:s pocket,
hald his tongus, and Cyril and Maurice

started on their journey back to Morcove no
wiser than when they set put

“She must have gov nut there,” mumbled

faurice over and over again, hoping by con-
stant repetition of the statement to convince
his companion that Ethel's disappearagee was
in no way due fo the mumultlom“uﬁl'ﬁrs—w-

o mmpanmm #
I's only reply was-to glance at him
with lowering brows snd compressed lips
signs  which  Maurice constroed to  bo
extromely unfavourable oncs to himself,

* What shall we do_when wo get back lo
Morcove!" muttered Mauriee, with unéum-
furmhl- curiogity.

ait and seel”

was the ominous answer.
Whereupon Maurics, oo, relapsed into a
gloomy silence, and in this fashion tf
wended Rhesr weary way towards Mo
Not a soul did they meot until +'
camu in sight, aud then, at the f
lane_which l6d towards (he sca,
s solitary figure ambling alon~
Cyril halted. .
“Looks liks a gipsy,”
“ Worth while i+
eagorly,

I'ynl hesitated.
es, maybe it is,” ho veplied.

Thc)' forced their aching limbs into a
brisker pace, eventually caught up with
the figure which, had they But known if, was
nons olhrr than that of the man Banja.rd
who had a’:w-- Ethel the lift in the ceravan.

‘1 say!" called out Cyril.  “You don't
happe to have met a yumg lady tramping
about theie parts, do you?”

e man's eyes flickered with momentary
excitemont. For the lass hour or so he and
his wife had been wandering about Morcove
on the look-out for strangers, with a view
to pultmg cautious quﬁslmuﬂ as to their
knowledge of an indiyidual named Thorne.
No luck having attended thelr efferts, they
had xgturned ézsconsolpﬂej; to the caravaa.

“\;uni lady®” repeated the man. * Wel
sone’ow 'ave gome sort of recollection nf
seeing one,”

‘* What was she like?" cried Cyril eagoerly.

The man shoak his head, as if in perplexity.
"' he mumbled.

My wife might rememb:
* Where is your wife?”
“In the camvan, young maister. You
coms, a]ung o me ‘Tis only a step from
iere.”

Soon the caravan came in sight, and in
rosponse to a; hoarse ehout from the man,
Mra. Banyard camo to the door,

“Two young gents nmnuu.x about a young
lady. You secd’d her than I did.”
rs. Banyard tllldned the valuable letter
mnwa]ml in her dress,

Yes, I see’d ber,” she umd

“ Wheret" nalwrl Maurice, “T'll give you
half & crown if you'll tell wme.

Mrs. Bangard hid a_grim mlu a9 she notad
Thorne's anxiety, This wes goiug to be a
profitable busmc%s sho reckoue::_

“ I suppose,” she eaid, * you don't J.np;ou
to lnow anyone of tho name o' Thorne?

“Why, ‘that’s wy mname!” ejaculated
Maurice,

Mrs. Banyard suddenly became very com-
munieative, if not exactly very truthful,
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“ A young lady, semeuhare between sevens
teen and eighteen, stopped here thia morning
and rested a \vhllt\, * she said. ** Arter she'd
gone we found she'd left a letter behind,
P'raps you'd like to have that letter?”

“ WRathert” cried Cyril and  Maarice
(ogcthn‘

irs. Banyard produced it.

“And yet 1 don't kmow,” she mumbled.
“ It doni't some'ow seem right to me to give
¥ou her property Ve're poor, we are, bul
we like to do the right thing."

“That's so,”" chimed in her husband. ““ Wa
ought to keop the letter in case sha comos
back for it."

Maurice drew Cgril on one sid

* There's soma hanky-panky iness going
on here," he whispered. ** .‘.utmkcs me they
didn’t get hold of that letier in the way they
say. A certain Thorne that we both know
would pay a good round sum for the letter,
A ny_good bargaining 1"

“Idon't kuow. 1 haven't too much money
on me, and I don’t suppose you have, If 1t
wasn't for the fact that I want to find where
Ethel has got lo, I'd smash up their caravan,
There's another possibility,”” added Cyril,
with gathering wrath. ** They may haro
forced that letter out of Fithel, ‘or elso have
stolen ir. 1 must have that letter, and I must
find Ethel.”

“* Collar of the man,’” suggss!e-i
Maurice. “I'll stand by and help. T'm going
to play the game with you, Cyril, in fuiure.
Threaten to tak tim to the polm—bluﬁ him

ff, T am in earnecet,” mut-
And, suiting the action to_the
an-

teredk Cy
word, hie strode up to the unsuspecting
yud and gripped bim by the arm,

“Tf gour wife doesn't give up that letter,”
he sal J’ sternly, "}‘ml re coming with me to
the police-station.'’

Banyard hegan io wriggle, but, Mauvrico
intervening, the man subsided into muttered
whines of protest.

His wife, however, darted swiltly to whers
their hor stood, sergmbled en his back,
urgn& it into a gallop, and sped off down the

" Qunkl After her(” shouted Cyril, and
thrpsting the man from him he and Maurice
rushed in pursuit.

The horze was old, but for all that it
swanted a bit of catching. Probably Mis
Ba-nard would have mxdE good her escape
had not & cart suddenly cut across her line
of ﬁ causing the horse to shy wildly and
send ity rider spunning to the earth.

Crril and Maurice camo running full tilt
to the sceno of the catastrophe, and at that
moment one of the occupants of the cart gave
a ol recognition.

i Cril 1"

Tt was Ethel, for the cart was none other
than Mr, Bramble’s on its way back from
the police-station, where the two prisoners
had émc.t deposited.

Ethel jumped down and ran over to whers
the woman lay in a huddled heap on tha
ground.

“ T3 she badly hurt?” she asked anxiously.
“ Stonned, 1 fancy,” mumbled Maurice
Thorpe.

Eithel turned on Maurice in surprise. Up

to d:’:t moment sho had not reeogoised him.

re!” she ejaculated.
“ Yeu, yes,” said Oyril hurriedly.  I'll teil
vou all mbout it presently. T met 'lhouw—-w
““Took here,”’ out in Manrive, with a sort
of a gulp. “I muy help matters if—
kuows that—that I'm your brother.”
Ethel forgot wverything in her iutense

amazement at this extraordmary and startling
lnl\Dl\.’lLNUL\Du

“ You—Cyt

Buot thol(pg’h sho addressed Maurice,

Eihel,

il's brother!” sho ejaculated.
sl

Maurice Thorps—Cyril’s brother | Is thia
& now clus to the mystary that surrounds
ta discovery lead hlm
ol

are mors surprises in for you in next
wesk’a tera of this enthralling sghool and
mystery story. Don't miss them.




