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A splendid compleie story of the girls of Morcove.

B ‘
MARJORIE

STANTON.

An Attack On the *“Cap ! "
IANA FORBES came ito Study 12 at AMor-
cove School with a rather importanl aiv.

£ Betty—"
Betty Barton rested her pen.
“Well, Diana?”

“Bome of us would like to have a word with
you, it ‘youw'll come downstairs?”

“Downstairs?” echoed the Form captain won-
deringly: It was late in the evening, and so
hardly the time for any gathering below.

“In the class-room. We +hou"'ht’ said Diana,
giving an officious note to' the ‘we,” "that we
would make it there.”

“0Oh, all right! Tl come.”

“Look sharp, then!™

Betty, after that parting injunction from Diana,
smiled across the study table at Polly Linton.

“The cheek!” said Polly.

“Yes, wather,” drawled Paula, who appeared
to be learning up something out'of a book whilsé
reclining in the easy-chair. “Just when we are
all gwappling. with pwep., too!”

“What the diggings!” was Naomer's exclama-
tion, as sha turned away from the corner cup-
board, “Just when I was going to see about
refresherments!™

“But,” suggested Bettv laying a blotter over
her page of uutm ‘you others needn’t come if
you don’t want."”

“Oh, we must!" declared Polly, jumping up.
“71 can tell what Diana’s game is now!”

“I don't like the way that girl is going on
lately,” murmured Betty, also rising. * Anything
to get a hit at us. It wouldn't matter a serap,
only it dlstmhv the Form. She has been rushing
round ug'nm I suppose, making mountains out of
molehills.”

“I expeet,” Polly reflected aloud, “Pam had
better come dm\n with us? Tt's sure to be
semething to’ do with Pam and the missing
casket!”
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. Paula,

-had a perplexed frown.

1,

It has been one sensation after another for

Morcove ever since Pam Willoughby brought
the Casket of Kangpur to the school, and now
comes the biggest sensation of all. What that

“is and what the school does about it, you will

read in the exciting story f)elow.

1¥ '.E'u;xt:, what. I think,” nﬂ'leed the Form cap-
tain.  “So we'll find Pam,’

She was only next door but one, at work with
Helen Craig. In the end, all the chums of Study
12 proceeded downstairs ton'vther to the Fourth
Form class-room.

With varying looks they filed in—Betty, rather
ehave; Polly, mdlgnant Naomer, ripe for fun;
rather distressed. Lladge Minden was
serious; Tess Trelawney, irrvitable. Helen Craig
Only Pam Willoughby
looked—bored ! ek

“Quite a meeting!” smiled Pam ocarelessly, as
they all saw what a number of girls were in
their places, whilst Diana Forbes was taking
charge.

Standing at the desk used by the Form-mis-

* tress in classroom hours, Diana kept a chlli}

silence, plainly desiving the rest of the meeting
to do the same, until Betty & Co. had got to
iheu places.

“Present!”  Naomer roguishly answered an
imaginary roll-call with a shout that made the
silence scem absurd.

“That will do,” snapde Diana. “We don't
want any of your nonsense, Naomer,”

“Then “'hnt the diggings do you want?
Bekas:

"Orde." cried Eva Mervick, a gu‘l who was
generally readv to back up Diana. “Stop rotting,
Naomer!”

“It's about that business of the lost casket,”
Diana bleakly informed the Study 12 guls
“Some of us feel a bit annoyed at the announce-
ment you mude Battx. a few hours ago.’

“Do you?” returned Betty, - “I'm sorry to
hear that, but I would like to know where the
grievance. comes in?"”

“I'm going to explain,” ecame Diana’s tart
response, ““The casket that Pam brought away
from her home, to keep in her study, was found
to be missing awhile ago. Prompily youn, Betty,
as captain, go and puss round werd that amounts
to—well, T eall it an insulel™
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. “Oh,"” rubbish !>
“If that's all—-"

“Order! Sig down, Polly1”

"Well, such utter nonsense——*

“It isn’t}” was Eva's counter ery. © “Just have
the decency o listen, Polly|” - -7 -

Diana, smiling now that two at lesst of the
captain’s chums had gob the wrong side of the
meeting, resumed officiously :

“You sent word round, Betiy, that unless the
casket turned up within half an hour, it would
be bonsidered to have been stolen.”

“Quite right,” nodded Betty. . “It seemed bost
to allow an hour for anyone who, perhaps, had
been playing a joke with the thing, to think
-better of it and quietly put it back.”

“The - casket has not been returned1” Diana

Polly exclaimed, jumping up,

remarked,

“No,” - ; o i

“Bo, going by what you said when you gave
that xotice, you now conclude- that it has been
atr'alen‘i” iy . : e

“That’s it,” agreed Betty. ““And what's wron
W!]t)]h that 77 ; G e 5 g

jiana smiled and shrugged, giving looks io

the girls in general which invit%id hostility to-
wards the captain. But Betty, the meeting seemoed
to .consider, was showing a epirited defence _of
her recent -action, There was no murmuring
against her.

“The casket, you say, has been stolen—by a
‘Fourth Form girl 7

Then Beity stood up.

g - don’f’ say anything' of the sort, Dianal . 1

simply——— =
“Oh, but— i e LA b or
- "Am 1 to be. heard Betty calmly appeated
to_the mecting, « ter being brough{ here— 7
“Yes, go on, Betty I'¥ Diana, dor’t interrupt!”
came fair-minded crics from Gifferent parts of the
room. “Give -Betty g chance?’” -
“I am perfectly willing, T am eurel” Diana
declared loftily,. ™ An explanation s ‘eertainly
needefﬂ;.l, as I have been saying to all of you.

“Then' let Botty “gét on with i1

Polly. . “Ugh, you Diana!? !
“Wasting z¢ time like this,” sang ont Naomer.
“When we  might all be having refresherments
before call-over, What the diggings] Ah, bah,
T shall ‘golar = 5 =3 - : ;

. And, siiting. action {0 the word, the - dusky
one did a sudden holt, amidst great laughter,

“T honestly belicve it is a sheer waste of ‘time,”
Betiy ‘resumied, with a smiling gravity. “But I
don’t wart anyone to Bo away before this un-
pleasaniness has been ended. - If Diana and some
of you others feel thai I have cast ‘a slur upon
the Form, then you are quite, quite mistaken.”

“Hear, hear}”” cried Polly, -

“I thought you all‘ understood the position,”
Betty said warmly. -“For the second time that
‘casket of Pam’s was suddenly ‘missing from tier
study. She had just been waimed over the *phone
by her father to take great carve of it—and it was
lost again! The first time it was lost Pam took
it far too good-naturedly.  Bui this second time—
well, even Pam:saw that there must be ng more
nonsense,” . :

The meeting . was following Betty’s vemarks so
cagerly, Diana impatiently walked aboup, -

- “That-is to say,” Betty continued, “we had
to know .for certain whether it was a jape’ or

—a theft. As captain, I put word round that an

shouted
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" starg?

. from here before T've hammered it home}

_ the matter iz cleared up.

“tain, had taken

Every Ttiesday
hour \would be granted, to give an japer a
chance of putting back the casket beforo a row
was made. .If that wasw’t fah 1 don’t know
what is!” i

And she sat down.

“But,” broke out Diana,  before any comments
could be. voiced, “was it fair to suppose that
there. had been a jape ?? .

Up sprang Betty again.

“It was more than fair it was jolly - good-
natured of Pam. I say Pam, because she was all
for treating it as a possible jape and not having
2 fuss made, Look here,¥ Betty addressed the
meeting, guite fiercely, “would any of you rather
have had it regarded as n theff from the very
Supposing there had heen & great fuss
made, ending in a big rowing for some girl
who had only wanted to be funny at Pam’s
expense |”* : ; -

“Meaning—me!” said Diana, “You know very
well, Betty—you and- your chums had me in

- mind all the fime!”

““And if we did,” cried Polly, on her feet again;

" ®wasn’t there some excuse?’”
. ax 2 . f

“Oh, all. right! We know better1”

“But where is your grievance nong,- anyway?” .-
Beity challenged Diana.  “Sines the idea that
it was a jape has been dropped 1" y

“You needn’t adopt that tone ta mel” fired
up Diana. “You seem to forget that lots'of
us have feelings! “You are kind enough to grant

..that no one has been larking about with the

casket. -And 50, ome of us must be—a thief]
Is_that much better?”
Betty. rose again, laughing bitterly. ?
H“Why will you ‘give such a horrid twist to

. everything, . Diana, puiting thoughts into others’

minds? 1 have not sad that we - know for
certain a Fourth Form irl has stolen the casket.
What 1 do say is that we know for certain it
has been stolenl To fetch me down here simply
to hammer a poini like that into you all—-
“Well!” objected Diana aggrievedly. “Loock
at tho way you left it! I'm not the only one!”
“If there are g dozen, then,” Betty rapped
out, “I take jolly good carc they don’t gr::}a\?'a_y
irls
—she again appealed to the meeting, amidst
which there were shame-faced Jjuniors " who. had
obviously -~ been -misled by - Diang—**listen| -
“The one object has heen to aveoid ‘making a
fuss about nothingl” The caskat is very valuable,
and we had to know for cerlain, within an hour
ab least, whether its loss should be made known
or not. * Of course, it’s a rotten thing for the
Form and the whole school that we have to treat
it as a theft. No one will be comforfable until
But—=»
She paused. L i
“I’ve nothing to regret,” she  said spiritedly,
“except this{ T only wish now that I, as cap-
the same sort of aclion that
first time the casket. was missing 2 :
Diana, reduced to silence, shook her head. "But
if she chose fo be still dissatisfied, othews did not,
Murmurings came from all ‘over the meeting,
and here and there girls got up to go., ' Many
had only: joined the conclave ab the entreaty of
those fow who had listened too veadily to Diana’y .+
assurance - that the captain had done the Form -
an injustice. They were more than satisfied, now,
that there was nothing in i$,” :
It only needed a word of calm secorn, and the
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meeting would be glad enough fo melt away.
Nor did ene of the Study 12 coterie fail to supply
that word.

“Well, T have work to do, if others haven’t,”
said Pam,

“And X!

“And 1!

There was a general uprising; a good deal of
stalking past Diana by girls who felt they had

been “had.” A few moments, and she looked
like being left with only ‘Eva Merrick; but a
certain girl turned back to speak. It was
Ursula Wade.

 ¥T'm sorry,” Ursula sympathised, with her
sickly smile. “Cutting short the meeting like
this is hardly fair on you, Diana. But there! It
never answers to eriticise the cap!”

“If they’d waited,” Diana seethed, ‘““they’d
have seen 1 was not mervely criticising! 1 con-
sider ‘Betty and her lot owed me an apology—
one that sheuld have been given in front of the
Form!"” -

¢ Anyhow, it's taught them to be more careful
of what they say,”” was Eva’s soothing comment.
“You've done that amount of good, Di. They’ll
think twice before trying to put the theft on
to you and me, as they were ready to put the

japing, if there had been any.” ;
“Bother the . rotten  old_ casket,” muttered
Diana. “I° wish now that I never had said a

word about it! Al I did say
was that too much fuss was
being made about it.”

-*“And I'm sure,” fawned
Ursula, “you had the right to
make fun of it. Only in the
last few hours has it been
known that the thing was really
valuable. Er—why is ii so
valuable, Diana? Have you
heard ?” }

“What should T hear!™ shrug-
ged Diana. “I don’i belong-
to the Study 12 set! Come on;
Eva!”

And they walked off, making
it clear to Ursula that they had
little use for her, even though
she might be disposed to tako
sides with them,

Ursula, however, was by no
means inclined that way at.
heart,  Fer only purpese in
staying behind to talk with
Diana and Eva had been to try
to see if they had any informa-
tion to impart about the casket,
Why +as it now known tc all
the Form that the casket was
of great value? That was what
TUrsula wanted to find out.

She, the gencrally —and
deservedly—deszpized member of
the Fourth, nev had ™ other
girls running up to_tell her the
Jatest news. 8o, this evening,
she had felt that some girls
might be aware of facts about
which she was ignorant, She
had come to the so-called mect-
ing in the hope of seeing Pam
herself drawn into giving a
very dramatic explanation. But
Pam had said nothing! -

Suddenly Ursula went from

i
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Ursula Wade stopped dead suddenty, while

her heart pounded.

light and not three paces ahead of her was—
; the Casket!

397

the otherwise deserted classroom and ascended
to the Fourth Form quarters. At any minute,
now, the bell for call-over would be ringing.
Meantime—was there a chance, perhaps, of over-
learing confidential talk going on in Study 127
ii\n ear at the kerhole, and one might glean a
ob!

But the sneakish girl was fo meet with an
exasperating disappointinent,

All she heard, after creeping to the Form cap-
tain’s closed door, was some very general talk,
vhile Naomer passed round the “refresherments.”
Yet Pam was there—Pam, from whom the casket-
had been stolen!

“I don’t know how she can take it so calmly,”
was Ursula's sullen comment to herself as she
sneaked away.

For Ursaula herself was in a fever about it all.
She wanted to know in what way the casket was
so valuable; she wanted to know who had it
now. She, who had stolen the casket in the first
place, when its disappearance was attributed to
a jape—she wanfed to know! 5

Valuable, and it had been in her possession
that time! Ah, if only it had remained there,
in secret! More valuable than she had ~ever

deemed it to be, and now—now some other thief
had it, and she could onlv. wonder who' that other
thief was!

1y

In the full beam of the



398

Does Nobody Know 7?7

’ HALF an hour later all Morcove knew that

Pam Willoughby must have reported the
loss of the casket to the headmistress.
Miss Somerfield, with the girls mustered before
her in Big Hall, had been making her usual
 mention of current matters. With a pause, as i
to’add impressiveness to her next utterance, she
remarked: i
“]1 guppose -none of you girls can say anything
about the disappearance of a valuable Burmese
curio from Pamela Willoughby's study? It was
missed soon -after tea to-day, and it will be a
very serious matter if it is Dot recovered.”
A great stillness was npon the assembled school
now. ~What else was Miss Somerfield going to
say? z i

" For hers was: the -gccret and special interest
of one who had handled the casket! She -had
owned it ‘for that little while at. least, -as a
thief—only to see it in the hands of Pam Wil-
loughby again! - .

“1 have only this to say,” Miss Somerfield
continued : *“an opportunity was very fairly given,
before the loss was made known to me, for any
girl who had been playing a foolish frick with the

casket $o put it back.. No one has availed herself
of that fair chance, and so, if at any time from

now onwards a schalar js found to be 1n possession
. of tHe casket, she will be deemed to have stooped
io thieving. But I-cannot believe-that' any Mor-
covian has so disgraced herself-and the school!”
Dismiss_followed, and _the Forms filed out, to
- mount to the dormitori
Form there was much comment on Miss Somer-
‘that ~bad

‘restored !
to get to bed io-nighi and preiend noi to pay
any heed.

Different from Ursula, who was paying closest
heed to all the bed-time chatter in the hope of
hearing facls about the casket and perhaps a
theory or two as to. who had. taken it.

But in vain the sneak-girl of the Form keph
her ears on-the aleit, Pam was living up to
her .old reputation® of being seremely disposed.
That gizl refused to “keep on” about her loss.
Her father would be over in the miorning, Mean-
time—bed ! !

So, ‘ab last, Ursula was lying awake in the
darkened dormitory, her mind in an utter turmoil.
Why—why “was the casket so valuable? And

" wwhen they- époke of value, what did they mean?
A hundred pounds—as much as that? Or even
more? Very likely. Curios often wenb into. such
bi?‘ figures.  And to think that she had once had
hold of the thing! st

1f-—if the casket had vanished, that second time,

in the night, then she would have known whom .

to regard as the thief. Madame Khan, at the
bungalow, or ‘her elder daughter, Sherami, acting
for her!

As it was, Ursula had been compelled by reason-
ing to rule out the Khans in cormection with this
secontl- theft. The casket 'had been taken from
Pam’s study some time during the afternoon.

That ¢ so, bow could anyone from the bunga-
low have been the thief? } %
No. ¥t seemed to Ursula that the  school

owned ‘scvs other gitl who had been just as
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Of all who had that question running in their -
minds, none was more-excited that Ursula Wade. -

ies.. Amongst_the Fourih

Euvery Tuesday

covetous as she. Diana? Could it be Diana
Forbes? That gitl's touchiness over the whole
mystery rather made one wonder. $

‘And " yet Diana, whatever hér faulis and fail-
ings, was mnot the sort to be hard pressed for
money, or to stoop to stealing if she was. Perbaps
she had taken the thing out of spite against Pam,
and simply did-not mean to put it back?

Unrsula could not sleep to-night. Round and
round in her brain went thoughts of the previcus
night’s thrilling -escapade. - '

She could not get over the exasperation of hav-
ing stolen .the casket so easily and safely, and
then its being recovercd by Pam. Also, she was
continually thinking of that staggering discovery
which had been the outcome of her search for
a hiding-place for the casket.

That ‘seciet passage—the tunmel under the
grounds, leading from the mysterious entrance
near .the implement-shed, right into the school-
house! There again she.was faced with one big
WHY! s E

Why had that secret passage been made, if
not to serve smuggling purposes in the old days?
And why, then, should there not be {reasure. down
there. still? Only once had she been along the
tunnel, and then she had been far too agitated
to go slowly, looking for a possible freasure-
chest. She had hurried wildly along, convinced
that she was being followed!

. Nor -was there any doubt that someone had
come after her last night. But to-night—sup-
posing. she ventured into the tumnel from ibe -
schoolhouse end to-night? Would the meet with
the same bad scare?

Tt would not have bheen Ursula Wade to be
able 10 go to slecp after having a thought like
that. The maddening loss of -the casket only
made her feel the lure of the mysterious passage
all -the more. . Ursuls’s nature was always a
covetous one, and the thought of possible treasure
in_ the secret tunnel was too alluring te be dis-

missed. -

She heard the midnight bell, and remained
awake. At long last came ONE!—just the single
stroke of Morcove’s deep-toned bell.

The same dead bour at which she had left her
bed the previous night, Should she -go again—
should she? Why not? N

Presently sho put off the bed-coverings -and
set foot ta floor: 2 ; = .

Stealthily she donned her day attire and shoes,

‘not liking to go down simply in dressing-gown

and slippers. In her.pocket was the toreh used
last ni?ht, with plenty of current still left.

If only she could steal away. in safety, there was
no reason why she should not make a good search
down ‘there. Far easier than last night’s ven-
ture—for to-night she need not go into the open .
air,

Five minutes later Ursula came fo. the old
clothes cupboard that was behind the ground- .
floor hall and under the stairs.

She listened, felt sure that all was safe, and
drew open the door. : -

Creeping in, she drew the :door shut, then” .
switched on the torch. . . [

A kind of vanity made her smile as she gazed
around. Other giils and the mistresses and staff
only knew this great cupboard as a handy -place
for  storing amateur-theatricals stuff—costumes,
bits of scenery, and stage. “props””” She alone
know that in one of these panelled walls thero
was a secret door, X

“What a shame; what an awful pily,” she
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was thinking, “if T don't make
something out of this! The uniy
one who knows!”

She crossed the littered floor
and took -her stand in front of

. that small section of the panel-
ling which comprised the secvet
door.-

Ursula remerbered that, so far
as she had noticed last night,
there was no visible means, on
this side, of opening the door.
1t could hardly be expectéd, And
vet those who fashioned the
secret passage miust have had
some contrivance for-getting the
inside wooden hasp to work from
tho outside? Shining the lignt
over the soction of panelling, she
could find nothing—except a
mouschole, At least, so anyonc
would have taken it to be,

Quddenly it occurred to her

*that the tiny hole might supply
her need. By putting in a
finger, perhaps—— .

Yes! Her heart was leaping
now, for the finger she had in.
serted ‘into the hole had encoun-

tered the bottom edge of a
wooden strut. That was the
hasp!

She undersicod. The scevet

door was made to open from this
outer side in a way just assimple
as many a stable door is made to open—with a
hole through which one could push up the hasp
with a finger.

Desperately hard she prised with one finger
now, and at last the wooden hasp on the inner
side flew up. Then she could draw open the
;imt, and the dark, mysterious passage was before
ner.

Qtealthy as a thief in the night, she ventured
in, then drew the door shut behind hes.

Now!

Now to examine every yard of the tunnel. keep-
ing a special look-out for any recess where a
long-lost tressure might be found, It was such a
recess that she liad stood a good chance of miss-
ing, last night, in her haste and excitement.

. 8he went forward, shining the torch. Her
timidity, to-night, was nof nearly so great,
although she was not unaffected by the crecpy

nature of the place.

The spiric of adventure was a minus quantity
in Ursala. Another girl might have been lured
to this spot again by sheer love of exploring.
Ursula was simply out for gain. Unless she found

something nable—ivell, she would far rather
have 3 n bed.

On and o centy, thivty, forty paces from the -
entrance. S:iil nothing for Wer to get excited

such a human contrivance,
did not impress itself upon
her. She never pansed to see where a bit of
the wall had been rendered safe by brickwork,
and where there was pure rock. Was there going
{0 be no great find? That was the point!
Like all those who are out for undeserved guin,
she soon grew impatient, bad-tempered, at meet-
' ing with nothing.
‘And then, suddenly, she stopped dead, gl
a Joud gasp.
Amazemen: and jor surged up in her. Right in

about. The wonder
fashioned in older day
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Miss Massingham, coming to the break-

fast table, noticed the

“ Whers's Ursula Wade ? "' she wanted
to know at once.

empty seat.

beam of light, and not three paces

the way qf the
was nothing else than—

ahead of where she stood,
the casket!

Her heart pounded. g

“My werd!” she panted to hersell.
but—"

The casket—she had come upon it here, in the
secreb tunnel. She had found it again, which
meant that she could steal it again!

Only, this time, obviously, she would be stealing
it from some other thief.

That other thief—who was it? One of the Bur-
mese, after @ Still Ursula conld not sec how
that was possible, but what did it matter, any-
way? So she was saying to herself, whilst tho
covetous delight mounted within her.

“\ine again!” she exulted, going towairds the
casket, where it stood upon, the i{jloor of the tunncl,
¢« And the beauty of it ls—"

She paused in iyzct' self-whisperings, whilst taking
it up, the torch still burning.

“Pinding it like this—after someone else has

“But—~

stolen it—makes it so much better for me! Oh,
this is great! I can—7"
And there she broke off. Not her breath only,

but her very heart seemed to fail her. Bhe fclt
suddenly frozen with fear.

Someone coming!

Nor had that conviction held her for more than
one terrifying moment, when her frightened eyes
saw a dark figare rushing at her.

Tt was no one who had come affer her from
the cupboard cntrance. It was someone who had
entered at the other end, in the grounds. And
—it was Sherami an! g

Missing From School !

ORNING sunshine, suddenly striking in upon
the Fourth Form dormitory, joined with
the first bell in opening many a junior’s

Tes. g 9
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Polly Linton,
prodigious ‘yawn. But Naomer; not to be out-
done, answered with an *ce-normous ¥ yawn—one
that caused Paula Creel to fise up in alarm.

"Good gwacious !

“Good-mornink !’ respondcd I\aomer
do you feel for another day of work,
groan nnswmed the question.

- “However,” Paula added, a_few moments later,
“there is one gs\utlfymg thought, ~ g'eals A

halfer this afterncon.”
“And n glorions one it will bel” cned Polly
alveady out of bed and at a window, * Ancther

“How
PBqu. £ iy

Loppmg day—hurrah ! 7

“Why weren’t we up. at suorise, doing a run
down to the shore and back?” Betty regretted.
*“Why didn’t. someone- wake me?™ :

“Bokas,” said Naomer; whilst she sprang from
bed, “there was nobudy to.wake everybody else!”
“H ug , someone’s np before us¥? came

“Whe@’s Utrsola, then?””

“Whai!” hughed Polly.
to shame? Bravo, Ursulat .I like to be fair
Uphnﬁ:reiherestoimneomethmghher

Then the talk tuwrned sgain vpon ﬂ:te-grand
morning that it was. Not one of these girls had
even the ghost of a misgiving. on account of
Ursula. That time of the year had come when
any of them, waking by aceident at an unusualiy
early hour, would feel like getting up and getting
out of doors.

“Well,” Pam!” e‘u,launed Betty, when mest of
the chums were going downsfairs together. “1
wonder what time your father will get here?”

“And what will he have to say when ha does,
turn up?” was Polly’s glum rejoinder.  “If is a
pity about that missing casket, Pam. He’s going
to, be badly upset.”

“Oh, not very badly!” Pam corrccted, “with her
usual gay assurance. *‘It takes a good deal to
upset dad. Anyway, he knows that it’s gone, for
you. remember that 1 ’phoned last evening.”

“#*And he didn’t, even when you rang him up
“ta_tell him, have ‘anything to- say as to why the
easket was. auddenly known to be valuable?” .

It was Helen Craig who had asked that ques-
tion. Pam shook her finely-poised head,

“Tm afraid T did most of .the talkmg, before
we got switched off,” she smiled, “explaining how
ithe casket had vanished once before. Only 1
told him I found it, so ii might come to ‘hand
again, mi ’t 1827

“Might!” echoed Polly. . “You are a one, Pam,
fur taking things calmly.”

“I don’t know so much,” returned the little
lady of Swanlake. “Look at the way somebody
must have calmly iaken f.he casket !”

They reached the front porch and stood grouped
to receive the early morning sunshine and the
ilu-h soft broeze,

"Do wish we had been down eatlier!” sighed
Pam. - “In time for a run as- far as the
bungalow and back, before brekker! Talking of
that, I shouldn’t be ﬁmprL=ed if
lools across presently.”

“Quite likely,” agreed Betty.
very concerned on your account,
Joss of the casket.”

They all saudtered fariher into the open air,
whilst” other gixls, in twos and thrses! came
ranning out by that suuny porch.

During the next fifteen minutes Pam might

“She seemed
Pam, over the
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twrning upon her back, pgave &

g’s comment on an  empty ‘bed. .
“Has Ursula pubt us
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have 1evclled in Lemg a cenire of interest if
she had been that sort. As it was, she began
to have less and less patiénce with girls who ran
up to ask if there was any news of the casket—
whether it had even turned up again.

“Just as if,” she remarked to her chums, gom"’
in to “brekker” af last, “the sews would nof.
have been all over the school in a moment if
there had been any!  Some girls ave such fidgets
over a thing like this.”

Betty and tho. rest exchanged grins. They knew
one gul, who, for her part, was such a marvel
of cool compokura,

Miss Massingham, coming to her plzlce at the
breakfast-table at once noticed a vacant scat.

“Where's Ursula Wade then?”

The Form was inclined to wax facetions over
Ursula®s unique action in being out of bed before
anyone else, Miss Massingham was gaily informed

“that Ursula had done the wonderful thmg»—mne
for ‘an early morning ramble: 7

“But she should be back by.now. She shcmld

not “be - late for breakfast, hke this, Bhe was

~ late yesterday morning,” 'the - Form-mistress re-

Sherami  Khan -

- was his half-admiring comment on her air

membered testily. “It would serve her right te

~ have to go without.”

But the complete breakfast was Lept in readi-
ness for Ursula. There was a covered hot dish,
with her ration of grilled. bacon, on the tablo
when the Form rose. Ursula had not shown up,
and there might have been some flights of faney
as to what she had done with hemelf, only the
sound of an arriving car caused a bit of a stir.

Mr., Willoughby !

Here was lfs[ms father, as early as this!’

Far speedier than Pam herself, other girls ran
out to meet him as he got down from his car.
He was thus in -the thick of guite a crowd when
Pam arrived with he\ casualy

- “Hallo, dad!”

“Ah, 1’a.m 7 he responded, returning her loving
s;mle “And now, whai about it? D’you know
yow've cost me qmtu an_ hour’s loss of sleep in
thc nighti”

Poor thing!” she murmured. B )
sorty.”

*But not so very concerned abount that ecasket!”
looks,

“Pam takes after hei father, sir!” cried Polly. -

“I hope she doest’t,” he sa:d but Pa.n de-
clared :

“I hope I do! Anyhow, dad there 1t is; or,
rather, there it isn’t! The th.mg has vanished,
and all we can say is that it wasn’t a jape. You
ém;ld like to have a word with Misg Somertield, -

ad ?

“1 must, my dear.”

“And do stay around-—ouf “of school? I

awiully.

should do?” Pam suggesced blandly, "I and
my chums, of course? i
A bit of 2 tmnkle came into Mr. W:'l]eughby’_a e

eyes.
“p see, Pam! But you had better all come

along with me for the present, anyhow.”

Thereupon, at the tail of the proc.ess-on, Naomer -
did a caper, whilst Paula beamed. Study 12 had
high hapes of missing  first school .&.u'ugr taking *
part, instead, in a very fascinaling inquiry. ;

Mr, Willoughby’s name was taken in to the hend-
mistress, and ‘he, as soon as he was asked to go
forward to the private robm, said that Pam and
the rest had better come with him. That was .
Pam’s father, “taking the tip* from Pam her-




. warning.
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- self! .Betty and the others could have cheered
them both, ;

«"\orning, Miss Somerfield!” he blithely re-
tarned her cordial greeting. ‘ You don'v mind

* these girls of yowrs coming in? We may need
. to ask them a fow questions.” 3

s Certainly,” responded Miss Somerfield, with a
look that asgked Betty & Co. to line wp. .. " Mr.
Willoughby, this -is a very distressing  business
about the missing pasket.” <

“PBut please don't let it distress you,” he
plead®d earnestly. “1 bave a daughter whose
shoulders are very well able “to ‘bear the whole
trouble—without the least concern ! "

¢ Ah,” exclaimed Miss Somerfield, whilst she

emiled ab this fatheérly ailusion ‘to Pam’s serene
nature, “‘but T am hound to feel distressed, when
it is from Morcove School that such a waluable
curio has vanished!” ' i

“That is, if there really has been a theft., Bub
has there?” questioned Mr. Willoughby = com-
fortingly.
for doubt?
as boys will be boys.
more likely.”

“1 wish I-could think so,” sighed the head-
mistress; “ Buf-—no doubt Pam has_told you—a
very sensible chance was given in the way of a

The girls themselves acted very com-
mendably, with a view fo avoiding a  needless

- upset. But nothing resulted. This morning, we
are as much in the dark as ever.”

Mr. Willoughby became. graver.

. %Qf course, some practical joker may be keep-
ing hold of the casket still; but if so,” he mut-
tered, “it deesn’t show a sense of fair play.”

“«No, indeed,” agrecd Miss Somerfield sternly.
#As 1 myself warned the school last night, if
any girl is found with the casket now—well,
che’ll have a difficulty ‘in satisfying me as to why
it was not put back! One thing let me beg you
_to believe, Mr. Willoughby. We have no ser-
vants who could ever stoop to thieving, We have
had the same staff for years—faultless characters,
all-6f them. . Their integrity has been proved over
and over again.”: )

“%‘Léi;ﬁ.e," Pam’s father nodded. “And there
has n no sign of the schoolhouse having been
‘entered 2" -’ ;

“None."” 2

“Besides, dad,” put in_ Pam quietly, “the
casket went in the day-time, don’t forget. 1t
was in my study after dinner esterday; 1 didn’t
Jook 'in there nntil a little while after tea, and
then it was gone.” f

The father met Miss Somerfield’s eyes again.

“That, sarely, suggests a whisking away of
the thing by oneé of the girls? The time of day
when it ¥ 1. You know, T am inclined to
believe that someone has been having a game,
and that is all. I am glad to be able to favour
that theory still.” -

“And I-

Girls will be girls, just as much
‘A practical joke—so much

—1 simply canmot!” deplored Miss
Somerfield. “Can you, Pam—or you others?”’

“They shook their heads. .

For a few moments there was silence,
Pam's clear voice asked:

“But, dad, does it matter so frightfully much,
aftor all? The casket didn’t look so very valuable,
anyhow. - I raean, even as a curio—well, you have
1_1:?’1.33 6f things much move fascinating to look
at! 5
“This time yesterday,” the father murmured,
#Y ‘would not’ have cared twopence what hap-
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“Qurely there is still plenty of room-

But_that story gwould

Then .

4ot

pened to the thing. 1t was only one of my bits
of junk; one of some hundreds of knick-kpacks
that T brought home from Burma. But gpow—-""

4Yes, dad?” Pam asked, showing eager in-
terest at last. He had made such an impressive
pause. - The other girls and Miss Somerfield—
they hung upon his next words,

“I¢'s like this—a most startling thing alto-
gether,” he resumed gravely. “You know 1 did
a good deal of photography oub there in Burma—
Pam, you have shown your chums some-~of my
albums, I faney?” 4 :
@Qh, yes, dadl” )

“Y¥es, wather! Weally wonderful!”  Pauls
added her murmur to that. of others, whilst
Nagmer exclaimed excitably: =~ -

“(Qgp, yes, bekas thab night “we are all at
Swanlake, when Madame Khan turn up with het
daughters—L look through one of ze albums with
Lotilla, and they were gorjus pictures!”
“Some of them wanted some getting, anyhow,”
Mr, Willonghby smiled veminiscently. — “ Well,
then; yesterday -afterncon I took up one of the
albums—it happened to be lying about. Very
likely it was the one that you, Naomer, looked
through with Lotilla thab evening: 1 started
trning over the pages,-and suddenly T got a bit
of a shock.” y

The listeners’ breathing quickened, for ‘they

 knew that something very thrilling was coming
© DOW.

It was when I looked at one photograph that
T'vo always rather prized,” Pam’s father resumed
quietly. “One of those that took some getbing!
take some time to tell.
Anyhow, the photo 1 mean ‘was of an.old Bur-
mese temple—the inferior. It was the Temple of
Kangpur, in one of the teak forests, . L got a
very good pieture, showing plenty of detail, and
—here is the strange thing! ften though 1
have looked at that photo, never,- until yesterday,
had .I seen that it showed—" -

©“The casket?” broke from all- the girls, in

" their great excitement, and Pam’s fathei nodded.

“Phe very same casket! If you saw the photo
now you would see the casket, placed in what
I may call the altar part of the temple.”

“But, dad!” came from Pam. “Yf the casket
belonged to that temple, and you didn’t steal
it—which, of course, you weuld never have
dreamed of doing—how on earth did you ever
come to bring it home to this country{”

“phat’s easily answered,” . he smiled ruefully,
“Lut the answer makes me feel very small. 1'm
in no better category than all the heaps of other
people who, at different times, have been too
easy-going over their * collecting.” In plain words,
T bhought what somebody else had looted!”

agiolen?” exclaimed Miss Somerfield, in a tone
of horror. “From that Burmese temple—a sacred
object, as I suppose the casket must have been?
You brought a thing like that home to England
with you!” - T

“In my ufter ignorance—yes,” - he assented
glumly. *‘And now, wouldn't I give a hundred
pounds—a thousand, if you like—to be able to
Toturn it! I hate the idea of that temple out there
in the teak forest being .the poorer for the less
of the casket! I kmow enough of the country
and it people to realise what such a robbery
might mean.”

Pam spoke temsely:

“Dad, supposing—oh, supposing i had been



- ing,” the headmistvess now
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traced to you! They might have fancied that
you stole it! And then—-—7"

She drew in her breath sharply. Pam was con-
cerned - eriough now.

“Would '{our life have been safe, dad?”

“Very likely not,” he answered composedly.
“But it is all so long ago; dor’t you.get windy
on that account, Pam—all this distance from
Burma, too! Oh, no, there is nothing to fear!”
he assired his listeners; but the sudden sense of
dread was mnot to be easily dispelled. *'The
casket was valuable, though—prized beyond all
else, most likely, by the priests of that. temple.
And so, as I say,
able to send it
were.” ~ :

A lengthy silence ensued, and a hush seemed
to be upon this room: and-upon the whole school-
house. Partly, no doubt, that was due to ‘the
Forms having gone into class. Bui Betty & Co.
felt that it was a tragic silence, which they
themselves were unable to break.

“If only you had known before!” Miss Somer-
field exclaimed suddenly. “If only Pam had never
taken a fancy to that casket, bringing it to the
school 17 . L

“Tt was—unlucky,” Mr. Willoughby agreed.
“Up to yesterday afternoon I just didn’s attach
any special value to the thing.” i

“I ama sure L didn’t,” murmured Pam, “nntil
you ’phoned. It was just a handy work-basket,
and ‘that swas all, . Dad, T am so sorryl? - ..

“ My ~dear girl, as if you were to blame!”

“Still, there it is! I—I feel that I have done
something that may—I1 don’t know—bring trouble
apon youl Uﬁhw{'y!, That’s the word.”” -

“QOne thing I see,” Miss Somerfield broke out

" #We had beiter pot make the theit
the i kmown.

back, with my apologies, as it

“At the

loughby counselled them all stoutly.
to - circulate

same time, it might be better not
a description of the casket.”

At this instant there came a tap at the doorx,
and Miss Somerfield voiced a *‘Come inl” To the
surprise_of Betty & Co, and the headmistress, it
was a Fourth Form girl, not one of the servants,
who entered.

“Yes, Etta? Is it urgent?” asked Miss Somer-

field. “We arve discussing an important matter.”
«Tt's about Ursula Wade, please,” came Lita
Hargrove’s explanation. ‘Miss  Massingham

wishes o know what is to be done about her. Bhe
is still absent—" 5
“Absent? Ursula absent?” -
“Qhe didn’t come in to breakfast, THer bed
was empty when the rest of us got up, this morn-
n learned. “And,”
Etta added gravelyi} “1.10 one, it seems, has scen

her since last nightl’
) In Search of Their Echoolfeilowi

Miss Somerficld was like one struck
back a step by a blow. Her looks showed
that here was something that seemed far more
serious even than the disappearance of the Casket
of Kangpur.
She turned to Betty and the other girls:
“¥ou know nothing about this?”
. =Nothing, Miss Somerfield. We thought she:
had wakened early and had not cared to lie in
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I would give a’ good deal to be.

-gearch-party.

“round, you may.
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bed waiting for first bell, as it was such a lovely

 morning.”

“The gil seemed just as usual, last night ™

“QOh, yes!”

« And none of you were disturbed in the night 2

No, not one of them had lost a moment’s sleep.

“Extraordinary I’ came Mr. Willoughby’s own
uneasy comment., “This is a mico upset; on fop
of the other! But dom’t give another thought
to the missing casket until the girl has been
found. Can I help?” - 2

“It’s good of you to offer, Mr. Willoughby.
Surely,” the headmistress muttered tensely, “the
one trouble has no comnéction with the other?
Surely Ursula Wade has net——" .

“(one off with the casket? I don’t
girl, but,” said Pam’s father, “she would have
to be a bit crazy to do a thing like that.” -

tBesides,” rejoined Pam, ‘the cagket vanished
yesterday afterncon,. Ursula has only been goue
sinco—well, since daybreak, most lkely. Not
that that proves her innocence,” Pam realised
regretfully.  “Bother, it’s horrid—this 1

“Well, Betty?”
ihe Form captain was longing to bust out with
a suggestion. 4 :

« Although Ursula has not been secen since
“lights-out ” last night, it doesn’s follow thaf she
went away in the night, does it? Wo can still
suppose that she only got up very early—7""

“Wo can, thank goodness!” agreed Miss Somer-
field. “And so the obvious thing is to have search
made for her at once. She may have meb With
an accident. Each. Form had %etter provide a
T3 go and see. aboubt it DnOW.
You. girls—if: you. like to be off for a hunt
I know you can be trasted to

know the

do. wisely.”? AR :

The words -had a trigger-like effect upon. tho
chums. They were out of the room almost as if
they had been fired from it. Etta joined them in
the passage, and she finally started out with them
upon the search.

Scarcely a minute had- jt taken ihe  girls 1o
prepare for out-of-doors. They were doing a run
down to the gates well before any other search-
parties could. be seen making a start.

“If's a licker]” Polly remarked. * First the
casket, and then Ursula Wade—missing ! -

#] 'do hope to, goodness,” exclaimed Betty,

“that she has had nothing to do with the casket.

But Ursula has always been—weak.”

And the others were bound te nod in sad
agreement with that significant fact. They wounld
never have dreamed of saying eo in front of
Miss Somerfield; they avoided talking about it
now, amongst themselves; but—

They knew Uzsula so well; her weak and shifty .

nature, her proneness to “‘finding things befare
they were lost.”

«“We mustn’t all go different ways,” Betty said,
as they came out on to the open road, “But
it might be as well if we divide into several
parties.’

“That's it,” Polly agreed heartily.. *There
can’t be too many search-parties.” -

“There can’t,” said Helen, ' “We want this
mystery cleared up, and the sooner the better.”

“Most twying,” sighed Paula. “There’s
nething worse, geals, is there, than for a geal
to be missing.” : 2

Miesing! Even as Paula used the word; its
suggestion of tragedy sent a kind of shudder
through them all, v

For Miss Somerfield saw that
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Missing from school—Ursula, a
like the rest of them!
They formed into three parties, and without

mere junior,

a moment’s waste of time each party went its own -

way.  Betty, Polly and Pam were to take the
Barncombe Road, but they would not go nearly
as far as the town. They realised that Miss

Somerfield would not wish them to go right into

Barncombe at this stage. -

Madge, Tess and Helen, with Naomer, were
going down fo the shore. The rest were intend-
mg to-seour the open moorland, where, no doubt,
tFe_v would soen have other ‘searchers to help
them.

Silently Betty and her two chums strede along
the main road. They knew one another’s thoughts
—such thoughts as were best not voiced.

- -Had Ursula gone from the school. before the
others were up? Had she gone in the night?
What a serious state of things that must suggest!
‘Even if she had gone only an hour or so before

others awoke, there was still the grave question:

- why had she not ceme back? R

So, whichever way the anxious girls looked at
the problem, it offered the most alarming  pos-
sibilities. .

Suddenly Betty exclaimed: -

“1 say! We might call at Cliffedge Bunga-
low and ask if they have scen anything of a
Morcove girl this morning!”

“And then go down by the zigzag path to the

shore, meeting Madge and the others,” Polly
furthered the suggestion. “That will make a
swift round—"

“Just the round that Ursula may have made,
if she was only out for a strell,” was Pam’s
rejoinder. “Oh;, dear, I don't know which is
worse to think of; her having met with some acci-
dent—on the clif path, or along the shore—or
her having—well!"”

“I hope it’s the first thing,” Polly said flatly.
“T may be wrong, but better anything than for
a girl to have become a thicf!”

Then the talk lapsed again. They were think-
ing," if only it were some other member of the
Form—any girl but Ursulal - Then they needn't
have such grave suspicions that her disappearance
was comnected with the casket.
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The bungalow was already in sight: a pictur-
esque, low-built dwelling, standing in its couple
of acres of private ground, on one oi Moreove’s
breezy headlands. Tt was practically the only
other dwelling, apart from fge school, in the im-
mediate neighbourhood,

Smoeke was going up from a kitchen chimney;
otherwise, the thrce chums could see no sign of
life_as they hastened on to the gate.

No sooner were they going up the path to the
porch, however, than someone appeared at the
front doorway. It was Madame Khan.

phar ed as were their minds with anxieties

T

IIJII il

The door was tapped and Eita Hargrove came in.
‘f 1t’s about Ursula Wade, please, Miss Somerfield,"’
she said. ‘' Miss Massingham wants to know what
is to bo'done about her. She is etill absent.” Miss
Somerfield looked disturbed.

about Ursula, the trio were able to think what
a strange, romantic figure this Burmese lady
presented—all the more so, amidst such a homely
setting. She wore a rich, Eastern dress, and it
was completely out of harmony ‘with that simple
haliday dwelling. ;

The bungalow called for a jolly, British-born
lady, mother of a madcap girl or two; and
instead, there was this Burmese lady, with her
rather fierce, if handsome, looks. :

“Cood morning!” cried all three girls, as thoy
came up,

“8o,” Madame Khan said, smiling her sur-
prise, “you not go to school this morning!”

“We have been sent out to look for a school-
fellow,"” - Betty started {o explain. *“That’s why
we have ealled here, Madame Khan. You have
not seen a Morcove girl go by?” :

“I? Oh, no! No,” was the emphatic answer.
“Not any of uvs see her, I t'ink. But I shal'
ask-l?

Then, and without inviting the girls indoors,
she turned about and called to Sherami, who in-
stantly came forward.

This elder daughier of Madame Khan looked
alarmed, the girls thought—mo doubt because she
had heard it being said that a Morcovian was
missing. Hardly noticing the. trio  for the
moment, Sherami became engaged in talk with
her mother, in the native.
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A few seconds later
addressed the searchers.
Tt is so)” she said:
girl who is not at school
That - she is lost?”

“We' don’t know quite whaf to think,”  cfied
Polly. - .

«“&he was missing when the school gob up this
morning,” Betty explained. ‘‘By now she should
have returned to school, of course: So we: are all
anxious.”

Madame - Khan = again

“Not any of us sce® the
You tink—what?

“Yes? I'am sorl’y,”idecl_ared Aadame Khan, -

“¥ou tink she run away? She is not 'appy ab
the school 7" n y
“She had no reason to be unhappy,” Pam
answered. *Sherami, you have seen enough of
%It;l;\;!ﬂ"e School to know how happy a girl should
e 2
. *“Qh, yes!” Sherami nodded and
stupid girl run away from Morcove.
sorry; we cannof help you!” .
“0f course you can’t,” Beity hastened to re-
spond cordially. “We merely thought that _you
might have seen her go by. There is a zigzag
path just over there which we often use. We
are going that way now.”
AIl three-of them said a friendly “Good-morn-
ing” and hurried away. - The zigzag was not

‘smiled. “Only

dangerous, yet it was there that Ursula might.

have meb with an - accident, owing to care-
lessness. - - -
Madame Khan stood watching the girls out of
sight, and- with her, just as silent, stoed Sherami.
When at last the schoolgirls had gone from view,
mother and da: looked at each other, One
smiled in a strange, grim. way,
other did the same. =
They withdrew to the sitting-room,
were alone iogether. the ol
servant of the place,
Yiichen; but Lotilla appeared io be abhsent. .
“There will be others, Sherami,”  muitered
Aladame Khan, in the native language. “Truly,
our peril is now great. In this couniry, all s
law and ordes. Tt will be, in the end, a matter
for the police.” Yea, ere another hour i sped,
it may be the police at our door—asking us!™
© “Then must we answer them as we answered
those girls,” Bherami said’ in. a desperate tone.
“We know nothing! ‘Why  should we know
aught of what has. happened 77

“)is only . that - they- will be saying: *The

_woman-

Burmese casket and the girl—missing! "Yea, and”

are-ye mnot from Burma?’ they will guestion me.
Sherami, I-would that we could be gone atb
ongel™- ek ;
The daughter subsided into a low chair and
~frowned at her thoughts. At last she sighed and
shrugged. o g 5o . " B
““¥ea, then, if 1 did wrong, my mother—""
«Qherami, no! Ye would not have been.my
daughter—the light of thy father’s eyes—mof to
seize the casket at all costs! I blame thee not;
T have only, praise.” - o ’
“The girl should not have been there,” was
Sherami’s - hrooding utterance. ~ Ah; 1" despise
her—a thief no ‘hetter than the one who first

stole the casket from the Temple of Kangpur!”-

“So0,” came™ Madame Khan's - nodded -agree-
ment. - “And if it. were our .own :country,
Sherami,.. what +would  the unwritten law say?
Thou and I, we know!” : :

“Then, my=mother—" :

. *Yen Skorami, 1 will have done with these

THE. SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

We are

" emphatic answer.
and then tho .-
; i?h;re ﬂl3§ i

" this?”
- again strayed to a window. “Look! Those same

‘up the zigzag path from-the shore as quickly
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foars,” the native lady declared: with 'sudden
vehomence. “It was life or death to us, whether
we gained the casket or not. How, then, can
there be worse for: us than that, even though—
even though they take us in the end to an
English prison?”’

Sherami stood up.
herself.

“The girl,” she said, with a° curling lip, *‘was
ready to steal for gain—for the money 1t would
bring: I have done what 1 have, not for gain,
but to save the lives of all of us, forfeit, unless the
casket goes back to the Temple of Kangpur. Yea,
well,” she -added, passionately proud of her
achievement, it is in-our hands at last| 1t goes
with us, back to Kangpur, and then—and then—=
the promised pardon!™ 2

They talked on -in subdued,, anxious tones for
some time. Whilst doing so, mother and daughter
frequently looked out by this window and that,
as if in momentary dread of other callers.

For a full minute, ﬁrresenﬂy, they stood watching
in great suspense,
school were visible on the moorland beyond the
road. But these searchers ended by wandering
out of sight of the Khans, whose relief expressed
itself in deep sighs. .

With’ no one clsc coming ‘into view, they ab
last vesumed the uneasy talk, ¥

“Ye say it must be a week, my mother, ere
we venture to leave this place,” Sherami mur-
mured. “We dare not make it sooner?”

“Not by a single day, Sherami,” was the
“Jt would but draw suspicion
upon_us; MOTreover, We could not leave the coun-
{iy - sooner; ‘even if we left Morcove.”

The girl shrugged -resignedly. - - . .

“Yea, then; it must be so, my mother. And
pow L have .a thought of one thing we may
do, that suspicion may avoid us. Cause them to
tbén.k, at the school, that the missing- girl is—
safe!”

_dMaJame Khan seemed to jump at the shrewd
idea. d 4

“Ye mean, Sherami—— Yea, I see thy mean-
ing, and it shall be done. A message—" .

“From the schoolgirl herself—"

“Even so!” :

» «From a distance,” Sherami spoke on eagerly.
“Then will it be thought that—— But what is
She broke off, now that her eyes bad

She, too, had now braced

girls are returning!”

One uneasy ghanco Madaine - KHan_sent from

*the window, then she drew back, as if afraid of

her frightened looks being seen.

Betty, Polly and Pam were back on the cliff-

top, -and ‘with. them" were Madge, Tess, Helen and
Naomer. They showed signs of having rushed
as
possible, for now they were making for the’
bungalow in a breathless, 1nhoured manner.”

Sherami, drawn back from the window like her -
mother, struck her hands together in a despairing
way.

“They have made a discovery!” she whispered.
“What are we to do, my, mother? Ah, let us gc.
awa_\y—an_ywher_c, and at once! This minute!”,

“Nay, for that is impossible,” Madame Khan -
answered the distraught suggestion. “We ave
lost, that is all. Ib is fate, Sherami.” . -

A murmur of voices sounded near the porch..

“Tate!” sighed Sherami tragically. "“And so-

ecause some girls from the .

the vow yé gave, my mother, will never be ful- ="~
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filled. The pardon ye were promised will never
be granted!. It is fate, and it is—death!”
There was a knock at the outer door.
“Madame  Khan, Madame Xhan!” several
voices called eagerly. “We want to tell you
what we have found!™

The Message.

- FTER such an excited ontery, it secemed
strange ‘to the chums that they were kept
waiting at the bungalow’s outer doos.

They could only suppose that Madame Khan
and her elder daughter were feeling rather
fed-up with Morcove School and itz scholars.

_ At last, however,” the door was opened, reveal-
ing the Burmese lady and her daughter, and if
they wero feeling annoyed, they certainly did not
wish to appear so. Both smiled.

“How, then?" asked Madame Xhan pleazantiy.
. “Borry to be such a bother!” panted Betty,
“but we felt bound to hurry back. - Madame
Khan, you krow the old eavern that goes into
the clitf from the scashore below—the private
cave that forms a boathouse belonging to this
bungalow "

“Sol” Madame Khan nodded,

*“Of course you know about it,” Betiy spoke on,
“for it is et to you along with the bungalosw.
'_I‘herg are gates to it—they were put up to kecp
it private " ¥ 7
. “They should be locked!” i
struck. in Madame Khan, with Wi + }}l

SRR
i
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a  rather  sudden show  of
anger.  “The key is with
e bl H i

"They are locked!” several
of the girls answered together,
"W},ﬂi a padlock and chain

‘u }!nm 1]
i

“And, of course, we hato
nok been into the cave,” Betty
added briskly. “Only, there :
are some footprinfs in the
sand ‘outside the cave—foot-
prints leading along from the
bottom of the cliff-path to the
cave.” = 4

“What's wore,” rejoined
Polly, in her downvight way,
“wa believe they are Ursula
Wade’s  footprints—at least,
some of thom are!” '

Madanmie Khan and Sherami
turned to cach other, In their
own language thoy conversed
“for a few seconds wery
agitatedly, bub this did not
surprise the girls. It was to
be expected that the tenants
of the bungalow would be
-both amazed and annoyed if,
the missing girl had taken
liberties with the private cave.

“The footprints end at tie
cave-gates,”" remarked Pani,

“At least, those tl}at W¢ Sherami struck her hands |
think ,, were Ursula’'s  end togstll':tur- !nhtzisr’n:“:‘f a:“sha
there, b2 caught sight o s Mor=
v 1 'Y } ; covians approaching the
h’I'h};}n Pfhdamc Khan shook bungatow. &« They have
",’;ThM(‘ ., -made a discovery [ !' she
ey are not . footprints whispered. * “ What are

. made by the girl whom you
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we to do, my mother 7 **
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seclk. Sherami will tell you; she was down there
yesterday—"

“Quite likely,” broke out Betty. *But, you
see, there are several lots of footprints! And
one lot must have been made by shoes such as
we girls wear, Your shoes, Sherami,” the Form
captain added, looking at them, ““are not a bit
like ours!”

" Anyway,” added Polly, “after accounting for
vour footprints, Sherami, there are another girl's!
¥You understand 7"’

We ‘can see where you went to and fro—
vesterday, as your mother says,” Pam further
explained. “But there is that other set of foot-
prints only going .one way. They lead to the
cave, and don’t-come - back!"”

“Even s0,” Insisted Madame Khan, “you are
mistaken. My other daughter, Totilla, was with
Sherami, She has shoes like those you school-
girls wear. BShe bought them last weelk, in the
town,"”

“Oh

“Lotilla_went down with me to the cave yes-
terday,” Sherami said slowly and impressively.
“There she hurt her ankle, and so I must carry
her back.” ,

This left the chums fairly dashed. After becom-
ing so excusably excited over the discovery of an
apparently important clue, it-was a bit humiliat-
ing “to find -that clue proving a mere “mare’s
nest " !

“ Lotilla—we were forgetting her!” came from

i
1
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Betty at last.
morning 77

“Ghe is even now in her bed, vesting the injured
foot,” Shevami answered.
show you!”

S0 saying, she went away to_one of the bed-
yooms. . It .was the -one where Lotilla slept, bub
Lotilla was not here now. The strain of the
deception and - blufing -was in Sherami’s face as
* ¢he reached the deserted bed-room. But she had
this relief; there really was a pair-of shoes, locally
purchased, -along -with other spare footwear of
the younger sister’s.

Eagerly Sherami caught up this pair -of shoes,
to return. with them to-the fropt door, "

“You see,” she said; and Betty & Co. weve
not to know how hard it was for this Burmesc
_gix} to smile as if mexely amused by the so-
called clue. ““My sister wear thesel!”

“By ‘the way, where is she this

“Qh, then!’ said several of the chums- in a.

“That settles it!” tone. - ! :

“So much for our theory that pérhaps Ursula
had gone into the cave to hide, msing a key of
her own for that cheap padloek,” remarked Betty
glumly, “But—"

“ 000, gueek, please.” cried Naomer, “can I go
in and sec Lotilla? Bekas we are such good
friends, and if she is in bed with a bad foot——"

“Not now,”’ Madame Khan refused the entreaty
gently. “L t'ink it much better you all go and
{ook more, for the givl who is missing. You do no
good here!”

That last, to all the chums,
enought
surprised, and certainly not offended. The mys-
tery of Ursula was the school’s affair, not the
bungalow’s. So, after suitable words of apology
for any trouble given, they roamed off again.

Right on until past midday, and then again
during the afternoon, they were out and about
with other seurchers, and all in vain. No trace of
Upsula was fortheoming, and no information!

Tt was many a day since Morcove School had
been so scared. Whether the girls connected
Ursula’s disappearance with the theft of the casket

seemed a plain

or not, alarm was just the same. She had
gone—run. away! But whither and - with what
rash imdention? That was what Morcove. was

asking itself, - Teeling scared as to all sorts of
rre ;

Not mmitil
Co. incuded, back from efforts to trace
the rupaway.

Wearily they all came driftin back at lasi,
and still there was no news of missing girl.
The Barncombe police had the matter in bhand,
end could report—nothing!

And so, after Morcovians had sat_about in the
various. studies, still debating the affair in scared
tones whilst resting after futile activities, there

was the hell for call-over, which meant bed-time

again—and Ursula still
unknown! -
The Fowrth Form dormitory seemed a grim
place. to go up. to to-night. %‘hnre'was Ursula’a
bed; but Ursula herself—where was she?
What madness had possessed her to act like
this? Above all, where was she now?
_The ‘juniors, after lights-out, might talk and
conjecture afresh, bub where was the likelihood
of & theory that came near the actual truth?

missing, her fate all

Where, indeed, when the fate of Ursula -Wade |

was still” the. desperate secrei of Madame Khan
and Sheramil
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“But wait,-and 1 will -

“Be off with you!” Again, they were not’

en were lots of gids, Betly &
farther

Every Tuesday

Movcote slepb-at- last. Morcove, 'aftel dreams
as scaring as overnight thoughts had been, awoke
to another bright morning. . :

“It was just this fime yestenday that she was
first missed!” Polly remarked, whilst dressing.

“YWhat g relief it would be if we could hear .
that she is at her own home—got there lafe last
night,” came Betty’s wistful exclamation.
“Nothing could be better; but is it likely t"

“Well, T can’t believe that she is anywhere in
the neighbourhood,” said Helen. *“Or why did
all the searching and the inquiries lead to nothing
yesterday 7 :

“And yet,”. smiled Polly, in- a. crestfallen way,
“we were so sure we had been the ones to trace
her yesterday morning. We and our wonderful
footprint clue on the seashore!”

) wash-out, ‘bother it!” cried Naomer
furiously. *That would have been gorjus—to
‘find her hidinig in ze cave; only, it was nozzings

- ~to _do with Ursula at”all.”

There -wag hurried dressing, * s0 that &  rush
downstairs for any news might be made. Betty
& Co. were socon waiting -about with dozens of
others in the hope of learning something: as to
the position this morning. - - .

The post was in, and Miss Somerfield’s letters
had been taken. to her instanily, in case some-’
one had written imparting information.

Bub there proved to be nothing of this kind in
the headmistress’ post to relieve the great
.anxiety. .

1t was not until after breakfast, when the
girls’ letters wore distributed according to tho
usual routine, that the great semsation came.

Then Betty found a letter coming into her
hands that bore the postmark of a town some
twenty miles away.

“Praunton? Who’s writing to me from Braun-
ton?” she wondered aloud, whilst® opening an
envelope that bore a gitlish handwriting. I
don't know of anyone at present who—— Oh!”
she hroke off astoundedly; and then again: “Oh!”

“What’s fhe excitement, Betty?” asked DTolly,
who had no letters to open.

n

“Iook! Polly—all of you!” gasped the Form
captain. ‘““A letter from —Ursula!”

“What !

4 Bai Jove—" !
“Qoo, gueek, queck! Show me, queek!”
“But, Betty—" . ’
> 'Phat ‘girl, - caitied away by excitement, sent
~hexr - voice _ringing above all the others’ ecager
cries- i

“It is—3it is message from Ursula! Look,
all of you—look!”- :

And ‘within a few moments scores of girls had
taken their first excited glimpse of this message,
in the unmistakable handwriting of the missing.
schoolgirl : . 3

“To Betty Barten,

Captain, Fourth Form.
“Pell them not to worry. I am safe and well
“Ursura Wapz.”
{END OF THIS WERK'S STORY.)

Will this message of Ursula’s turn the chums
of Study 12 from suspeciing the ocTupants of the
bungalow of the reason for her disappearance?
Will they think her really miles away, when, in
reality, she is, it seems certain, being kept cap-

tive so very near Morcove? Next week's fine
story will tell. Entitled “ Made Known at Mid-
night,”” it is one you simply cannot afford to
miss. :



