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A Grea! Story of School, Mystery and Adventare,

In which the mystery that has exercised its strange Influence over the destinies
of ETHEL COURTWAY and CYRIL DUDLEY remains a mystery no longer

By MARJORIE STANTON

Tom Thorne Has the Last Word,
avnics THonne—Cyril's brother!

Now the secret was revealed, Ethel
wondered why this possibility had
never nmuxrml to her before. If she had had
the bump of curicsity mors highly developed
pmhaps it might have done. But then she
had never questioned Cyril to any great
extent about his childhood—those esr’_) years
Lefore her father had adopted him.
She had vaguely = understood

that  his

parents had died when he had been quite an

wnfant, and thai the first years of his life had
been the reverse of happy. Cpyril had never
said much about them, and for that reason
she had sternly suppressed all curiosity.

But that Maurice, of all people, should be
his brother!

After the starlling announcement, Cyril
and Maurice had bent over Mrs. Banyard -
wow showing faint signs of returning
consciousness—and. once more Ethel saw their
ammi)lance in  build, the same broad
she midorsj the similar poise of the hs'\

“ Strikes me she’s broken her arm,
tared Cyril

‘1 think so, too

mut-

" said Maurice. * Lucky
DBramble’s here with a cart. Wo shall be
able to get her to the hospital. Ah-h! What's
that on the ground? Jove—it's the letter!

“Tt belongs to yon, Ethel,” said Cyril,

Ethel picked up the letter, as one in a

dream. On the top of the discovery of the
relationship  between Cyril and  Maurice
Thorne, there was now the equally surprising
discovery of the identity of the injured woman
as the wife of the caravan owner.
The letter belongs to me!" repeated
Ethel. “QOh!"—a flood of light broke in on
her as she glanced ab the conteats — then
she did steal it, affer all.”

Cyril glanced at her in sama surprise, as if
to say: * Didn't you know?" But this was
not the moment to ask questions, for what-
ever Mrs. Banyard had done, she was evi-
dently in great pain and it was necessary
that they should seek mndlf,u' aid as soon as
possible.

So, all lending a hand, the woman was
hoisted into the cart, and the journey lo
Morcove was continued.

Mrs. Banyard, beyond & moan of pain,
never opened her lips ; but she he
Teiter Eiel held, as it longing to snatch i
from _her. el, guessing her feelings,
nn*wtwi slij ghm

Tt may interest you Lo kriow,” said Ethel,

““that you did me n very greal sorvico when
¥ou took this letter.”
The woman scowled
“ How was that, Ethel?" asked Cyril.
LtﬂrJ glanced in the direction of Maurice

“lImli] tell you—when we are alone,” she
-rapli
“I'm on your sids now, Mise Eihel,” cut

'

in Maurice quickly. “ Aren't I, Lﬂ‘h[’ I'm
out to help your father—
*“Shut up!” muitered Cyril.
“Oh, well, but I am—I don’t cars what
hwp(- s to the others—
e others!” cried Ethel, with a curl of
hn lip. **Wa have just faken two of those
‘others ' to the police-station, on a charge of

trespass and assault on Mr. Branble, duv.n
at, l}m il
Which two?” breathed Maurice, * D'you

k-mu their names?

“ Yes—Joseph Brindle and Samuel Chud-
:Molor\'; at least, those were the names they
gave

Maurice breathed a sigh of relief,
looked meaningly at Cyril,

¢ Oh, they don't matter,” he observed.

Whereat Cyril once more sternly bade him
hold his tongue. Indeed, from this point,

and

conversation ru'(‘ml v languished, and sflence
was miiuta;
Hospital

til the Morcove (ottags
Banyard

ot tesched, whero Mge
nside and put to bec

hospitable sido of Mr.
. now. revealed itself,
you and your friends cara {o come
along (o the mill,” he said to Bt
say the wife could find you a bite' o some-
thing. What d'you say

E’

The invitation was rat

BEGIN HERE.
ETHEL COURTWAY is the head girl of
Morcove sehool, whose [nemL-mp with
BIL DUDLEY has stood m [
Ethel's father is financing '\)
there ate three men wh
to steal the invention
entrusis a letter to
the inventor in his workshop In the caves
in the \mrhhp m Marcove. The letter
is stolen by s, and Ethel s im-
prisoned by Ly uun
inprizoned in the ve he wished
cuter. Sl sees the -uwuwr a:hl Later is of
e to the Bra who live in
o helps Them 16 capturs (o
of the three men who are after the invens
tion.  On_their way to the polic
Ethel and the Brambles encounter
Dudlegrand
MAURICE THORNE, an'old encmy of theirs,
who have tackled the gipsies who stole
the letter from Ethel. The glpsy woman is
hurt, and Ethel and Cyril stop to help her,
and, Etm-l s amwmrm Maurice
Thorne stdp\ sting her_surprise,
Fhorne st df.-nh blum uul. a fact that
adds to her amazement, “I am (yril's
brother ! ** he says.
(Now read orn.)

as far as Tthel was concerned, n view of the
proximity to Mr. Douglas, but the presence
af Maurice Thorne complicated things, so that
slm lmrdi knew what answer to make.
broke out Maurice. “ You're
not ((umz to leave me, are you? If he
catches me he’ll force me to tell him every-
thing. Let me come with you! You must
let me come--absolutely must!”
His terror was unfeigned and old Bramble
gazed enquiringly at Ethel and Cyril.
“ What ails the e asked,
he in a funk about
*“ He has an enemy,” returned Cyril shortly.
He looked about him lr\ a hc]g:lm@ sort of
. Then to Ethel: “I can't leave him,"
. “Do you wish to go o the mill -
if o, weo'll come al we_may.
Yes, yes, certainly—if Mr. Brambla
dormt object,” said Ethel, thinking, in her
!nmtl that Bramble must think them a queer

“I don't  object,” replied  Bramble.
! Wot's more—if we meet this 'ere enemy of
his I'll have a word or two to say to him.”

8o once more they clambered into the cart
and the \?]llu[d rumbled and jolted along
towards the mill

Thoy were just clear of Morcove and had
entered upon the road, which led direct to
the landslip, when hel spotted & solitary
individual coming towards them. She recog-
nised him at once. It was the lantern-jawed
end she knew it was he whom Maurice
Thorne feared.

“ Wot's

by the arm.
hispered.
[vnt stiffened in_overy muscle, and the
on his faco told Maurico that
somethin o wrong.  He, (oo, looked.
My word!” he breathed. * Une
“ Pull yourself together,” said ()ni “ Ha
can do nothing to you. Ho has more to €mr
from us than we have to fear from him.'
The cart ambled along until it drew abreast
of the ancomer. - He scrutinised it keenly, and

on seeing its occupants, he hailed old
nble.
‘ Excuse me, my good man,” he said. 1

word with the young

just want to have

People you aro driving.”
g ed Bramble, pulling up.
Th m r(u«ed his hat to Ethel. Then ho

ud the shrinking Maurice.

regarded Cyril
iful sight to see brothers

“It is a be

nuited once more,” he remarked. ““1 take it
that this is what it means? Or is it that the
Vi imm‘]‘ brothz‘l is going to sacrifice the
pro

¥ &ou can lake it how you like,” answered
Cyril coldly. * What T miend to do with
Maurice is my own business.”

“ Well—I wish you joy of him. I supposa
he has given lhe whole gamé away? I have
just heard that free lodging has been found
ior two of our friends—dcubtless thanks to
Maurice.” .
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“ Not altogether,” put in Ethel.

The man favoured her with a look that was
partly a smile and partly a glare.

“The. luck has a(m:xgely favoured you,
Miss Courtway,” he said.  *“ One of {hese
days I may find out exactly the part you have
pleyed in’ this affair. In the meanwhils, 1
rm..; I had better make myself scarce for a
while.  Tell your father that Thomas Thorne
has a good memory and_that be will not
forget. As a parting reminder

Before they could guess his intention he
raised the stick ho wan carrying and_ hrought
it down with o thud on the horse’s flanks.

Instantly the animal reared up, keed, and
then, as the stick agmin dewmnded it seized
the bit in its mouth and

Vaioly old Bramble trgged. at: the Feins,
awaking the echoes with his bellowing to the
horsa to stop, and his fierce denunciation of
the man who had done this deed. His pro-
tests had little effect on either. The horse
pelied down the road, threatening every
minute to overturn the cart ; whilst Tom
orne, with a cruel laugh of trinmph,
scrambled through the hedge and made off
across country at a pace that defied all
pursuit,

For fully a hundred yards the cart took
its zig-zag courss along { ir road, threatening
every moment to overturn, All Ethel and
the others could’ do was to hang en and hope
for the best. Had any vehicle been coming
in the other direction, a fearful catastrephe
would have been bound to happen. For-
tunately, however, the road was clear.

Mow one side of the road—now tix other—
ﬁ\\'nj,lm;z over cart mts—p“nlﬂus!y near the
ditch — bump! — efatte inter-
mingled with it all, the hoarse “ whea's” of
old Bramble.

Every second Ethel expected the smash to
eome, and mentally she piclured the detaila
of itie alfair; but Just as they were in sight
of the cross raads, the horse's mad career was
br nught to a sudden close by it catching its
hoof in a rut, stumbling, and then thudding
10 the gro\md The cart lurched round at
right angles—there was a jaring note of
cracking timbers, then it slowly heeled over
and collapsed on its side.

Lnckily for all concerned, its action was so
deliberate that they had pleu!y of time to
seramble clear and no casuallies resulted.

“The warmint!” bellowed old Bramble,
shaking his fist in the direction of the figure
they could dimly make out scudding across
the fields, "

Maurice broke into a foolish, hysterical song
of chucl

“ Uncle Tom’s hat stufi—he i7" he
bleated. And then added: “ We're well quit
of him. He might have treated us a jolly
sight worse!

A Leaf from the Past.
1E Brambles' * somethink to eat ™ proved
T a protracted affair, and it was net until
well after two that Kibel and Cyril
fnuml an opportunity to be alone.
* Maurice,” ordered Cyril, * you stop in
the sitting-room and keep an eye on the
trambles.”’
“ Oh, certainly,” said his brother mfeHy
“1f we want you, we'll send you
Maurice nodded, and went off like a lamb
1o the g-TOnT, \.\hma he discovered the
host and hostess snoring placidly at either
side of the fire.
In the meanwhile FEthel and Cyril were
1 by the mill.

0 nr.l

b
el me yo wa first,” said Cyril,
And Ethel rri.\t..l all her adventures sinea

She tald them as

leaving Winchmoor Down.
Iy as possible, for they were of far less
interest to her than the revelations which she
mnmu\d from Cyril.
tyril heard her to the end,

with just an

o mmnnl interjection. When she had
ished ho drew a deep breath.
“Now #'s my turn,” he muttered. My
family history I” He gave a bitter, little laugh,

le
“It's not s very edifying story. Maurico
Thorne—hia real name, uigm\uw. is Sinclair

my brother! Thomas Thorne—my uncle!
What relations! And yeb wmy father and

mother, Ethel, from the little T've -heard of
them, were as straight as a die! Yes; bo
of them. I, too, can say I hqpe, without
boasting, that I try to play the game.’

Ethel gave his arm a sympathetic squeeze.

“ Father and mother died when Maurice
and I wero small nippers, and we were taken
m charge by mother's brother J"hun-a-s
Thorne—the .kind gentleman who so nearly
broke ocur necks this morning. That deed,
Fthel, is a pretty fair sample of his life. A
thorough wrong *um, if ever thero was one.

““Of course, he ireated you badlyi” mor-
mured Ethel.

f No—at least, not in the sensze that he
knocked us about. He didn't do that; but
he tried to bring us up according to his code
of morals. He taught us to tell lies, to be
underhand. He laughed at the truth; he
sneered at honesty. 1o be fsmart’ was what
continually dioning into our ears;
and his idea of smartness was to cheat and
roh those who were not so clever as yoursell,
That's what he's dene all his life, and that's
what he'll do to the en A fine sort of
guardmn for two small boys—eh, Ethel "

 Horrible—horrible!”

“When 1 was about eight,
resumed Cyrid,

He paused, as if uncertain how to continne.
*““Aud  Maurice Thorne—that is—your

I ran away,”

“No; T was washed and dressed beforg I

o on the Courtway  family
you know, I was schooled and
i ever ‘i&l“ became your father's

Well, as
educated a
secretary
“ Ah! That terrible quarrel!?
* Exactly. have now arrived at that
point. - A month or so before I quitted your
roof, I ran into Uncle Thomas. cognised

hen—

him at ‘once and he recognised me, He was
perfectly Iriendly gnd, therefore, 'especially
to be feared. You've seen suffcient of hirs

to learn that the more polite he is the more
s bent on mischief.”

}.lh\t nodded.

“As I say, he was perfectly friendly—askad
how I was' doing, and gave me news of my
, although he dido't tell me he was &6

Unfortunately, your father, unknown
witnessed this mterview, You know

the construction he placed on it 7"

“I do, indeed!” said el

“ A week or so later—in the early hours
of the morning,” continued Cyril, “T was

awakened by 2 sound which led me to believe
that burglars were at work. Nor was ¥
wrong ; for on creeping down lo investigate,

found a fellow in your fat s study. If
was my own brother, Maurio
“Ho was after the plans of Mr.
invention, I suppose?’

Douglas's

Maurice sfouched out and stood before them—a hang-dog specimen of humanity.

¢ Maurice,”” said E

thel, *“ your brother and I are very great friends, but boih

of us have roem for other friends—YOU, for instance 1**

brother—he remained with your uncle?”
queried B

Cyril nodded.

“ Never mind about Maurice,” cried Ethel
quickly,  “T'm not at all interested in
\Lnum The mere fact that he was content

y with your uncle-I quite under-
rice is weak,” muttered Cyril. * He
v led, worst ener is himeeli,
hadn't ng chance, coming

dn lhc) like that, when

b 5 . ‘
£ I|{r- hmI the same chance as you,” said

Et

Anyway,
like the
took me

atures ave different, Ethel.
T fell in with your father and he,
fme upright, generous man he ig
nder his wing. He found me
abaent, footsore,
he was sorry for me.
faco talue—and a grubby face it
been, too—and didn’t ask any aues|
in those days I was a proud little beggar. anc
I could not own up to Unele Tom and his
swindling ways.  Yeu remember my first
appearanes, don't youi”
“Yes,” said Ethel softly. “B
lock at all like a sireet urchin.

you didn't

Tt wa¥
mmgam-

* Yes—under uncle’s instraction
2 bit of a shock, as you can
My own brother—think of i A
appeared, it wasn't the first visit he h.;rl uwi
On the previous occasion your father had
nearly captared h]m and had mistaken his
back view for mine!

“I've made the sane mistake myself,” said
Ethel.

“ And others as welt.
him off—1 suppose that was wrong—it wa
being loyal to your father, my benef
Yet—my own brother! Then your f-lh
cxpectedly  appeared  on  the

Of course, T packed

demanded  ta what o

Acecused me, loo! I held my u“;uo—nrrhd‘
that also was wreng., Famils pride, or,
maybe, family shame, keps me’ silent. " Be

huffed that be was so ready
Ethel

s, T was a bit
to accuse me. Your faith was greater,
—you always believed in me

10 while a ~|lcnco fell hetween {hen.
}’mm Iy Cyril told Ethel of how he had met
AM: ce the previous c\omnr«
“Maurice told me details of the wholo
wrelched scheme, hatched by our uncle, to
steal this invention,” he continued.
knew all along Mr. Douglas was down

hey
in the
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secret vaults, but where exactly his workshop

was, they had no idea. You remember when
you, Maurice and I, met here on the first
day of the term and Maurico declared he'd
seen a ghost. The “ghost’ was all part of
the scheme to frighten peapls away from (he
mill by gelting the place the reputation of
being haunted. They particularly wanted
the Brambles to shift ; but in that they were
no more saccessiul than your father. ~Noth-
ing less than a bomb would shift old Bramble
if he didn't want to shift.””

** Aud now what are you going to do with

your brother, Cyril 2"

* Goadness only knows. Of course, he'll
have to leave Prior's, for there'll he no one
Lo pay his school fees. Emigration's the
Lest thing for him. Of courss, Prior's will
want a new ‘boot-boy’ this term,” added
Cyril, with n smile, * Maurice might put in
for the job."

“No,"” said Ethel decidedly, *that
wouldn't do at all. This, Cyril, is a problem
for father to-solve. Silence, plense—I ‘won't
hear a word. I've made up my mind_and
thare's an end of it.”

Cyril dug his hands in his poockets

T only hope the chap makes good,” he

Cyril.”
cottaga and

said,

“Tell him to come out here,

Cyril went to the door of th
called his brother.

Maurice slouched out and stood before them
~a hang-dog specimen of humanity.

** Maucice,” said Ethel, going up to him
and placing her hand on his arm. * Your
brother and T are very great friends, but both
of us have room for other friends—you, for
instance."

Maurice's head slowly lifted, until his ayes
met Ethel's.

! Has he told you "—with a jerk—* every-
thing 7" he mumbled.

““1 believe he might have told me a great
deal more,” said ~ Ethel candidly. ¢ But
that's neither hore nor thera A littlo while
ago I thought the past was more interestin
than the present. I don't think so now.
want to forget about—ahout the past, so that
you wnd I can start fair, I think it would
pleasa Cyril—it is what he wants.”

Taurice drew n deep breath.

“Let me prove I'm not such an outsider
as T was!” he cried. ““Put me to the test
—Y'm ready for anything to prove—="

“Right!" said Ethel, with dancing eyes,
“Tll take yon at your word. Here is a ten
shilling note, o into Morcove and buy as
many provisions a3 you can carry and bring
ihem back here.”

“ What—what d'you mean?" stammered
Maurice. *There's no test in that!”

“ Oh, yes, thera is. When you return, you
<hall come with us with these things and pay
a visit to a [riend of ours.”

Slow in the uptake, Maurice still did not
understand.

“You champ!” eried Cyrfl, not unkindly,
however. “ Doesn't it peneirate that our
friend is Walter Douglas, and that if we
didn't trust you, he is the last person we
should ask you to visit?'"

And then Maurice understood.

— =
Rivals no Longer,
TORTNIGHT has elapsed, and once more
the calm of Barncombe is disturbed by
the returhing scholars of Mercove and
Prior’s schools,

Mauy routes converge upon the little way-
side station of Morcove road, and the two-
thirty train, that is steaming in, carries the
Ieading personalities who have Ggured in our
story,

Lel us teke & brief glance at some of them.

First—this, you will ubserve, is not sirictly

4 @p—as TH

in the ovder of merit—ihere is red-haired
Stella Hawkes. She is not lovking forward
partioularly to the new term. 'The sense of
her failure to oust Iithel from popular favour
is still present, and sho has an uncomfort-
able feeling that the authorities have their
“eye on her,” and that she will have to mind
her “p's and q's."”

Ruby Swan and Jane Possoms—hor
travalling companions—have much the same
thoughts, and censequently a gloomy silenco
pervades  the carriage.

If their carriage’ is silent, the same cannot
e said of that cccupied by Betty Barton &
Co. of the Fourth. Only the engine whistla
can drown their merry din.

And now your attention to a first-class com-
partment in the centre of the train. The
four occupants are Ethel Courtway, her
father—now fully restored to health—Cyril,
ond Monica Trent.

Mr. arbway has a newspaper spread ont
on his knees and two of the paragraphs wili
tell us the main trend of their conversation.

The first one is headed:

“ A Marvellons New Electric Motor "
—[ollowed by a column-length account of an
interview with that * well-known leader of
commerce—Rupert Courtway,” in which the
said leader of commerce gave a few details
af a certain invention he was putting on the
markel on behalf of Mr. Walter Douglas,

“Revolution of Traffic.” A Fortune for
the Inventor,” and other such statements,
dotted the srticle. Both of which, we are
bappy to say, the future amply bore out.

The other paragraph bore the rather lurid
announcement of—

* Arrest of Notorious Swindlers!™

It weat on to stale that two individuals,
long wanted hy the police, named Joseph
Brindle and Samuel Chuddleton, had been
committed for trial on various charges. A
third malefactor, who wes alleged to be the
ringleader of the gang, was, however, still
at large, although the police were reported
to be m possesson of clues that would lead
to his early apprehension

'To peep once more into the futurs, we may
say that this optimism quite failed to justify
itself. Tom Thorne was never ocaptured.

“I imagine, Cyril,"” observed Mr. Court-
way, “that your appearance, decked out as
you are in all the outward and visible signs
of extreme prosperity, will cause some mild
excitement at Prior’s.”

“ Rather!” chuckled Cyril. “ One fellow's
face especially will be a ‘study, You know
who I mean, Ethel 1"

“ Maxwell Dyke,” smiled Fthel. “I do
hope, however, that Morcove and Prior's will
be mores friendly this term. There were cer-
tainly signs of & thaw—if I may so exprass
when weo attended that dance just before
Christinas. T have hopes! And, besides,” she
went on, ‘‘ now father is rebuilding the mill
and the Brambles' cottage, and gonerally
taking command of the landslip, 1 should
think Dli;a_fmmerlield will put 1t in bounds
ance more,

“1 shall certainly ask her to," said Mr.

Courtway, ** Except, of courss, tho secret
pawsages.  Those can only be visijod under

the charge of ens of the mistresses,

““ Thank you, M. Courtway, for nothing,”
observed Monica Trent, making a wry face.
“It's like giving with ono hand and taking
away with the other, Wa shall see those
wonderful seeret places, and that is a very
different thing from exploring them. Having
wade “my protest, I will now gracefully
subside.”

They ull laughed, and as Monica joined in
the mirth, it showed that she was not half
H0 rut out as she pretended to be.

They were a uierey party. How could they
be olherwiss, now that everything was
righted? FEthel, for her part, conld do noth-
ing but rejoice ; for was not Cyril once more
her father's trusted and confidential secro-
targ—splendid that '—whilst his brother was
apprenticad 10 Mr. Douglas, Maurico having

up—fuoally stopped, and then out of the car
ria whirled' the girls. The station rang
with their joylul clamour.

Through the gates they darted: into the
au‘d—them to pause in extreme doubt.

athered around the entrance was a crowd of
Prilu:r's fellows, and at their head was Maxwell

ke,

As we say, Morcove paused. Had Prior'a
assembled there in peace or in war? ®

Maxwell Dyke advanced, and his faco bore
his most fascinating smile. Determined to
gel in the good graces of Ethel, he had taken
advantage of his school coming back a day
earlier than Morcove, to march them over to
meet the train containing the girls, and give
them a polite but rousing welcome.

There was another thing that influenced
Maxwell. A new general utility boy was
vow installed in place of Cyrir--therefum
Cyril, Maxwell decided, had got the sack, and
with Cyril out of the way—well, friendship
with Ethel would be decidedly easier.

And 50 Maxwell was all smiles

* Morcove,” he said, raising his cap. “ On
behalf of Prior's T bid you welcome back
from your holidays.” o turned to his
school.”  “ Now, chaps—threa good hearty
cheers for Morcove!”

They gave them.

Hardly had the echo of them died away
than the ranks of the nstonished Morcovians
parted und FEthel, olosely followed by her
futher and Cyril, stepped inte view,

“ Thauk you, very much,” said Ethel.
*“It's very mice of you. Morcove! Three
cheers for Prior’s!”

* Hip—hip—hip—hurrah "*

. Then Maxwell spotted Cyril. Tnstantly his
Jaw dropped, and the same may be said of
the rest of Prior's. An audible gasp went
round. Their odd job boy, looking like &
‘varsity man, and smiling and whispering to
the aristocratic, middle-nged gentleman—
what on earth did it mean? Astoundingl

Ethel smiled at the bewildered Dyke.

“No doubt you remember my friend,
COyril Dudley?” she said. * He has resumed
his old position as my father's secrelary. I
expect- you'll sea a lot of him during the
coming “months, as he will ba down here
looking after my father’s affairs. Cyril, Dyke
wishea to shake hands with you.”

Dyko wished no such thing ; but he hadn't
the spirit left to refuse. He held out a limp,
Tifeless palm, which Cyril grasped.

Tt was like shaking hands with a cod,

Ethet  Courtway — Morcove's head-girl.
What else is there to say concerning heér?

Haa this brief glimpse of her character
shown those standards which make the words
“British girlhood "I a teken of truth, high-
spirited enterprise, and all that we most bigﬁlj
prize?

It 15 to be hoped so.

Who can delve into the future with cor-
tainty? Yel, on the pages of youlh's bright
scented manuseript are inscribed  ecertain
indications—could  we but see them—of
success or failure. If you wers to question
the Morcove girls on this point concerning
Ethel, they would promptly answer:

¥ Buccess, because she’s such a jolly fine

sort.”
And Cyril would add even more eulogistic
terms ; for this friendship of theirs every day
grows more precious—and makes every day
more worth living.

And one day—

THE END,

d ons day—— Upon the possibilities of
 one day ' we must et our imagination work,
for at this point the author leaves the destinies
of Ethel Courtway and Cyril Dudley, One day,
porhaps, we shail hear. more of them, but for
the time being, at least, they leave us. Though
sorry to part with them et this juncture, there
i . ' that

n
there will be other good friends ta fill the blank
they leave, for in next Wednesday's issue

.E_iarll a splendid new sories of stories of the

Club, the first of which is antitled

shown a decided bent for research.
And now, here they were, nearing dear old

Morcove.

A grinding of the brakes—the train slowed

Doings of Daphne Yorke.” You will
quickly grow to admirs Daphns and her boy
chum, Eric Hollidhy, the prihcipal characters
In Ada Orundall’s new ssries of stories.



