“Pam’s Midnight Adventure” i,

WILL PAM
BE IN TIME?

A stirring incident
from this week's fine
Morcove story.
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Pam’s Mndn:ght
Adventure

By MARJORIE STANTON

With every hour the amazing Swanlake drama becomes more and more exciling.
And now the time has come for Pam Willoughby to take action—boldly and cour-
ageously—against those who are plotting so cunningly in the absence of her parents.

Between the Acts
11, T have had enough Df tennis,
"S‘lme here, Polly.”

“Ba .}'osefponf‘ These hawd courts,

they w 4(1 er take it out of one, what?"
]Q}’ seem to have taken it out of all of
laughed Beétty Barton, captain of the
h Form at Moreove School. .
‘educed to an uttah state of pwos

girls!”

tion. ves,

svather!” simpered that languid junior, Paula
Creel.
“But you don’t want a rest!” cried madcap

Polly Linton.

“ Pwecisely
deah. I
i Polly !*

“Ha, ha, ha't”

“Where’s Nzomer?"
zxZing around.

“Gardening,’
“Wha-a-at!”
“ Anvhow, she went to sce if her lettuces were
enough to eat yet,” chuckled Helen. “As
ey were only sown a couple of days ago—pre-
zamably not.”

“Tt would be Naomer to grow some
t," was Polly’s mock-scor nful comment.
her and see how the c¢rop is doing.”

e, Polly
Stahp

I most gweatly de
I say, Gow!

what
Owp!

T

wondered Ielen O

smiled staid Madge Minden.

thing to

Let’s

i3

Now that spruw had come to Morcove there
had been the able r 1 of interest in the
red LHV beaut 1e headmistress.

“Shame to go in yet said Betty, now
thm all the stray re: d becn raked up.

m il we zo round Hw pau]('as e

*1 ue’tll\ don’t think I can dwag as faw——
B ve can drag you, Paula.”

“Fr—thenks, Polly deah, but I—er Owp!
1)3 leave me alonei” wailed the tzftlemcﬁl one,
fending off to the playful madcap. l)nn t you
wealise I have acquired a tennis elbow.”

“T'1 eome,” remarked tall Pam Willoughby.

“Although 1 want to keep an eye open, for Mrs.
Exsl.num when she turns up in the car.

“You'll be able lo do that from the gardens,”
said Betty, and Pam, nodding, joined in the
general saunter away from the i{‘n[ua eourts,

The mellow sunshine of early ecvening was
enhancing the springtime sheen of well-kept grass
and tender new foliage. An ivied wall was all
shimmering leaves, and here and there goldeu
daffodils nodded amongst their tall green spears.
As Betty and her chums of Study 12 neared the
gardens the song of birds grew louder.

It became a full chorus, with which a pleasant
murmur of girlish voices blended very well.
Those girls who were already looking round the

"
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flower borders were nct inclined to be noisy in
their admiring comments; the very loveliness of
the place and the golden evening hour had a
subduing effect.

Suddenly, however, the chums encountered cne
girl who was in a very exasperated state.
Naomer Nakara.

“Bekas, no lettices yet—mnot one!” complained
Morcove's royal and dusky scholar from the
.desert country of North Africa, “Not a blessed
sign of one.”

“There!” sighed Polly disappointedly. “ And
we were hoping to buy some. Any radishes,
Naomer "

“Don’t you try to be funny. Bekas—"

“Mother said two liflowers, please, and she
wilt pay to-merrow.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But her youthful majesty was not amused. S|

1
g

stormed away, although her chums were sco
see her again. Naomer eame back, lugging
great watering-can full to the brim.

“Bekas what zey probabubbly want is a jolly
zood refresher,” said Naomer. “Eet has
sunny all day.”

“Huat it will rain before long,” Polly rejoined
calmly. *To-night, according to the glass. In
which case the slugs will be busy. 8till, carry
on, Naomer. Far be it from me to——"

Polly broke off there. She was suddenly
fascinated and like others had to wait and see
how long :t would be before Paula knew that her
pretty ankles and shoes were being freeiy
watered by Naomer’s watering can.

Paula at the moment was tidying her hair, and
Naomer was apparently absent-minded. There
was just time for some elbow-nudging and winlk-
ing, and then— ’

“Womp!” went off Paula with a sudden leap.
“Gow 17 )

“Ia, ha, hal” .

“What ze diggings!” shrilled Naomer, coming

out of her day-dream. “Bekas—"
“You wascal, Naomer! Ow, ugh!” capered
Paula. “All over my shoes, ow! Dwenched, bai

Jove—dwowned "

“1 very sorry.
water on you.”

“Then hold it the other way!” squealed Paula.

For Naomer seemed to have lost her head and
was still copiously sprinkling the elegant one’s
feet and ankles.

“Staph it!” howled Paula.

“Stop what? Oh, zis!” And pow at_last
Naomer looked down at the watering-can and saw
how its contents had been depleted. She yelled:

“What ze diggings, after all that fag—
nuzzingk lef!”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Here, Paula, be ze sport and run—-"

“What!”

“And get him filled up again for me, zere's a
good sort. Bekas-—"

“1 wefuse! I am fuwious!” cried Paula, look-
ing as dignified as possible whilst standing on one
leg and whipping off a shoe to drain it. “I have
a stwong suspicion, bai Jove, that you did that
on purpose!”

“0oo, I like zat! did T do
purpose 2"

*Yes-s-ss!” was the choras. “Ha, ha, ha!”

" Not ze bit of eet!” declared her royal impish-

virtuously. “ Bekas——"
Jark!” was the interrupting ery from Polly,
ard then as a motor-hern sounded again from

As eef I want to waste good

Girls,
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down by the main gateway she looked at” Pam.

“That will be Eastman, Pam.”

“Then 'm off.

Pam had a “see you later” smile fory
others as she promptly turned to hasten af
But before she had gone half a dozen yar
or three of her chums ecame scampering
er.

“We may as well go indoors with you, P

She gave a pleased nod and smile. Her sH
mate, Helen Craig, wa= one eof the companional
spirits, Betty Barton was aunother, and Polly
Linton a third. The fact that this particular
trio represented the best brains in the chummery
may have acceniuated Pam’s pleasuve. It was
certainly a time when she could do with shrewd-
ness as we!l as loyalty in others.

“8o she’s come!” Polly mutttred, as if the
arrival of Mrs. Bastman meant a great deal.
“Question is, whether she will try to wangle a
stay for the night.”

“1If she does,” murmured Betty gravely, “then

we shall know for eertain, ¥ reckon.

“1 think seo, too.” nodded Helen. “And isn’t
that Miss Scmerfield’s own belief, Pam?"”

“Tt is,” came Pam’s calm vesponse. “It may
not have been the Eastmans who broke into the
schoolhouse last night and ransacked my study
for that bundle of papers. It may have bten our
other suspect—-"

“That Hinds johnny,” interjected Polly,
nodding.
“But if it was the Eastmans, then we may

depend,” Pam earried on the serious discussion,
“she wiltt be all for gefting a chance to spend
the coming night at the schaol,”

“On any pretext,” added Helen. “Well, in a
way it was lucky that Miss Somerfield had asked
Mrs. Eastman to ceme over to dinner this evening
from Swanlake., At the least, it gives Miss Somer-
field a chance to study the lady en the quiet, so
to speak.”

Pam received this with an assenting nod, whilst
brisking up her step. She and her present com-
panions could see that the car after flashing up
the drive was already at the porch. A door of
the motor slammed, and then they glimpsed Murs.
Zastman, that young and excessively beautiful
lady who, with her equally youthful husband, had
rented stately Swanlake.

The couple had rented the place furnished
during the absence of Pam’s parents overseas. As
Pam herself knew, Mr. and Mrs. Eastman had
supplied good credentials, necessary in the case
of a grand country house packed with treasures.
But just recently the bona-fides of the temporary
tenants of Swanlake had come under very grave
suspicion.

“That’s Muriel Floddon answering the door,”
exclaimed Betty.

“ A nice girl, Muriel,” said Helen heartily. “I
do hope she stays on at Morcove. She’s got over
the shyness she felt when she first came to train
as a maid at-the school from her father’s home on
the Swanlake estate. She’s happy.”

“Or would be,” Pam rejoined quietly, “if only
that French maid from Swanlake would leave
her alone. But 1t will soon be all right [or
Muriel. Zelie Duval will have to go back to
Swanlake with Mrs. Eastman, It was the reason
why Miss Somerfield asked Mrs. Eastman over
for this evening; to talk abent Zelle and then
take her back.”

Betty glanced at Pam,
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“You find it hard to care for Zelie now, Pam,
although she really belongs to Swanlake.”

“She should not have butted in over here,”
#Mrpwned Pam. “Her jealousy of Muriel Floddan
“Ig been disgusting.”

-“Foreigner, Pam.”
%¥es, well. But I'm afraid T've got tired of
“making allowances for that, Koreigner or not,
% Zelie must understand that there is such a thing
Sas fair play.” -
’ No more was said, for the girls were almost at
the porch, and now they ran for indoors.

There was no one about. Muriel, Morcove
maid in training, had evidently conducted t}
lady wisitor to Miss Somerfield’s drawing-room.
As for girls—the whole schoolhouse was probably
bereft of them, the evening being so fine,

“I don't know if T shall be wanted,” Pam

P — |//y \/\

\ﬂﬁ;’;\‘

“

mused aloud.

But I shall go upstairs to my
study, in case, i H

You'll go up with me?

Instead of answering, the three other girls were
bound to pay heed to a sudden rapid footfall,
and Pam, frowning again, murmured :

“That sounds like Zelie. Let’s flit, girls.”

But it was too late. One of her excitable
rushes brought the French girl to where the girls
were standing at the foot of the stairs, and the
imploring cry came:

“Ah, mademoiselle! One moment, T entreat!”

A Present for Pam
o ELIE, 1I—"

* But, mademoiselle, it is that Mrs. East-
man—she is here!”

“I know, Zelie.”

“Then it must be that T go up with you, petito.
Ah, mademoiselle must let her Zelie toilette her,
for surely there will be the invitation to dine
Wi}ih the headmistress and her guest from Swan-
lake.”

“I hope not,” said Pam.

““Anyway, five
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minutes will serve for me to slip into something
decent if word does come,”

“Mademoiselle ’

“Oh, Zelie, don’t pester, please! You would
do far better to get ready to go back to Bwan-
lake.”

At that the French maid turned pale.

“It is that you are determined I shall go
back ?” she whispered tensely.

“I am sure it is highly advisable.”

" And you will advise it, mademoiselle ?”

“I don’t suppose for a moment I shall be con-
sulted,” Pam smiled. “Do remember I am only :
pupil here, Zelie, and that you are mother’s maid,
not mine.  Girls, Z

“But wait.”

Zelie's ery of

we will go on up

persistence came as she took a

guish as Naomer mischievously emptied
the watering-can over the elegant duffer’s dainty ankles !

stride that put her between the girls and the
staire. And now Pam stood taller than ever.

‘“Zelie, you forget yourself.”

“Mademoiselle, pardon, but it is that you for-
get, I think, how I live to please you,” the
French maid retorted huskily.  “Oh, mademoi-
selle, why will you not let me wait upon you, do
all for you! I would have you look so beautiful
in readiness for that invifation. I would do

”»

he last time, Zelie, no, thanks. T shall
see you again before you go,” was added, with
great gentleness.

“Trés bien—very well,” Zelie said almost in a
whisper, and she bowed low. But afterwards it
was a decidedly angry Zelie who wheeled about
and walked off, chin in air.

“What ean one do with a girl like that,” sighed
Pam to her chums, as they went upsiairs to-
gether. “When most of the trouble is that she
really likes me so much.”

“Her look. when you spoke about her getting
ready to go back to Swanlake,” said Betty. *She
wants to stay on here, Pam."”
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“T kuow she does—and she ean’t. Tt means thai
she has to share Muriel’s bed-room, and you can
imagine the bullying there would be.”

here was a thoughiful silence after that, last-
ing until the four of them had arrived in the

Fourth Form corridor.

“PBetter make it Study 12, was Betty’s
chummy suggestion to Pam. “The others will be
up any minute now.”

So coming to Pam and Helen’s study first, they
only locked in there, seeing it in a state of tidi-
ness that certainly justified Polly's comment:

“Wonderful ! This study may have been upside
down this morning after that raid in the night;
but who would believe it now!”

“Helen and I have Muriel to thank, it's my
belief,” Pam remarked softly. *‘Muriel and
Zelie were told off to tidy up the study, and I'm
sure Muriel had to do most -of it. Comes of my
being in school at the time.”

They passed on to Study 12
sparkled :

“Now this—this is not quite so tidy.”

It certainly was not. Study 12 had suflered no
raid last night, but it rather looked as if it had.

“(an't start prep yet awhile,” said Polly,
plumping down into a chair. “Um! You don’t
want to dine with Miss Somerfield and Mrs. East-
man, Pam? T rather wish I were going to.”

“You do?”

“¥Yep. Why should Miss Somerfield be left to
do all the studying of Mrs. Eastman,” complained
the Sherlock Holmes of the Fourth Form, for so
madcap Polly had beer called more than once.
“Shouldn’s wonder if Miss Somerfield gets
bambeozled,”

“Oh, Polly.”

But Polly was not wholly serious, and she
laughed along with the others. 3

“There’s one thing,” said Helen, with resumed
seriousness. “The bundle of papers that the East-
mans may be after ave locked away in Miss
Somerfield’s safe now. So 1 don’t see haw on
earth they could ever be stolen.”

A pause ensued.

“Must be funny,” remarked Betty of a sudden,
“to sit down to dinner, as Miss Somerfield is
going to do, with a person you suspect of wanting
to commit a robbery. They don’t seems to be
going to send for you to join them, Pam; but
here comes Naomer, anyhow.”

“Hey, steady!” exploded the madcap next
mament, the dusky ane having dashed in very

where Polly

boisterously. “And no opening the corner cup-
board, kid.” e
“Yes, bekas [ must have a snack!” panted

Naomer. “And a refresher, gueck! What ze
diggings, after all ze gardening I have done!”

And the dusky one opened the cupbeard door,
only to close it sharply again, hearing an adult
voice in the curridor. Naomer for the moment
fancied it must be the Form-mistress,

Next instant all the girls in Study 12 were
brought to their feet by the arrival of young Mrs.
Eastman.

There she was, at the study’s threshold. still
wearing the motoring things in which she had
arrived at the school a few minutes since. A most
gushing smile was hers, and she exclaimed in a
tone of great friendliness:

“0Oh, Pam dear, so there you are! T'm a bit
early, so F thought I would pop up to see you.
How are you, Pam?”

“Quite fit, thanks, Mrs. Eastman.”
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“ And the rest of you? That’s right. And what
lovely weather we have been having, girls.
Although I am afraid a change is on the w
In fact, I shouldn’t wonder if a wild, wet ni
sets in, the glass is so low.”

She laughed purringly.

“I shan’t relish the drive back, if we do h
rain. But, Pam dear, some choes for ycu to
round.”

Even Naomer did not look at all enraptured
the large, handsome box of "assorted” was:
proffered. As for the other girls, they conld
hardly withheld mistrustful looks. Scmcliow this
evening lovely Mrs. Eastman seemed more falsely
fair than ever. The endearments for Fam were
far too gushing.

But Pam, of course, could only advance and
accept the beribboned box.

“Thank yon, Mrs. Kastman; but  you
shouldn’s 1"
“My dear, I am living in that lovely country

house that is your own ancestral home, so 1 feel
we must be friends. When are you coming over
to see me again,- Pam? Tt must be soon. But
what is this that Zelie was chattering about te
me just now. Your study raided last night by a
burglar or somebody.” -

“Yes, well —Pam serenely eluded the prying
remark—" they got nothing for their trouble, any-
how.” Zelie goes back with you to-night, by the
Way.

At that moment the room darkened and some
of the girls glanced to the window. There must
have been a heavy cloud suddenly curtaining the
down-going sun.

Mrs. Eastman gave a bored sigh.

“1 suppose I must take the girl back with me,
although I have no use for her, Pam. We do
not enterain; live very quietly, you know. We
had enough of the gay life in India, my husband
apd 1. But I am going to enjoy dining with
your headmistress this evening.”

She turned to pass out, including all the giris
in a parting smile. Not one of them intended to
speak, however softly, until she was well out of
hearing, and so a heavy silence prevailed, one
that caused them to hear her exclaiming in the
corridor ;

“Qh, you again, Zelie! Has Miss Somerfield
wondered what has become of met”

“Mais non, miladi. It 1s only that I wish to
speak with Mademaiselle Pam.”

“Qh, I see”

In the study Pam gave a little annoyed gesture.
The other girls chuckled.

“ Mademoisetle 3

“YWhat is it now, Zelie?”

Sh& was at the room’s thresheld, her sallow
face full of a miserable, appealing look.

“If you would give me one moment.”

The room darkened still more,

“I'll eome back, girls,” Pam said, stalking
out to comply with the French maid’s desire for
privacy.

A few moments and they were alone together
in Pam’s own study; and then most dramatically
Zelie burst into tears.

“How I am sad,” she sobbed wildly, “that you
will not show me the little kindness, you,
mademoiselle, for whom I would diel”

" Zalie—""

“It is that your dear mother would not wish
you to treat me so cruel. All I ask, mademoiselle,
that you speak for me to stay on here at the
schoal.”
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«Zelie, my mother would have been most dis-
pleased with yon had she been here to see you
showing such jealousy over Muriel. I have told
you, I want to be kind fo you as well as to
m",iel; but you spoil yourself, you disappoint

me.’

_= #Then I am sorry, mademoiselle; 1 ask
pardon. V’'la!” the French girl eried, suddenly
zoing upon her knees and wringing her hands in
front of Pam. “Like this before you, petite,
protest. How I am serry, and will not offend
zgain—jamais, jumais. Never, never!”

This interview was most upsetting for Pam.

“Get up. Zelie dear, and I'll glady take your
word for it that you're sorry. Nothing more shall
bz said about it by me ever.”

“And you will plead to let me stay on with
vou, petite ?”

“ As to that, Zelie, no, I think it will be much
Letter not to—"

“ Mademoiselle !"

“For your own sake, Zelie, as well as Muriel’s,
vou had far better go back to Swanlake to-night
with Mrs, Eastman.”

“That woman, she is not my mistress. T detest
her. I will not be servant in a house that has
that woman for a mistress.™

“It is only for a little while, Zelie, and you
know you were left behind like the rest of the
staff to be of use to anybody who might rent
Swanlake. Come, come,” Pam entreated very
tenderly, “make the best of things, Zelie, and
when my mother comes home from abroad she
will be grateful.” .

“She would wish me to be here with you."
“Nonsense; and I am not going to hear of it.”
“* Ah, but that Murie]l—"

““She iz different, Zelie. Mother herself
arranged for Murie! to be trained as a maid at
.\Iulrcov(;. So, no more, but just be a good girl
At a
“It is not the way to make me good,” Zelie
widenly flared out, falling away from Pam as
done with her. “I ask only that, and you
X Trés bion! But if yvou think I can be
ood, when it mades me mad—mad! As for
1as  Muriel, that dolt of a woodchopper's
ghter——"

That will do, Zelie.”

Zelie’s face then was a study of ill-suppressed

2, Spasms seemed to twitch the marble-white

:s. whilst the large dark eyes dilated and

d each a spark of fire. -~

Trés bien, mademoise

And Pam was alone.

She sat down, inclined to ponder deeply. The

cent encounter with Mrs. Eastman had left one

e distrustful of her than ever. Had it been

Eastman or her husband who had raided

study last night, hoping to get khold of what

Pam, called the “Temple of the Moon"”

apers?

he had found that name for the documents,

ause they related to an ancient temple out in

ia known as the Temple of the Moon. They

e papers which a certain Professor Donkin
leit behind at Swanlake when called away

a moment’s notice in connection with some

or maiter of antiquarian interest ous in

o

”
le.

Izxrpt.

Enough had happened to convince Pam that
-2 Eastmans had a motive for wanting to possess
1t papers. It looked as if it were the real
n why the couple had rented Swanlake—so
> have a clear field. Well, the papers were
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now in Miss Somerficld’s safe, so that was that.

Even so, last night’s raid over here at the
school remained a very alarming thing. ¥t
showed that somcone, desperate to get hold of the
documents, knew that they had been brought
away from Swanlake,

But the d:fficulty was this: In addition to the
Eastmans, there was one other party who formed
an object of suspicion. The Hindu!

Was it he who had broken into the schoolhouse
Iast night? Or was it the Eastmans? Pondering
guietly like this, Pam worked back to a conclu-
sion arrived at earlier in the day, the same con-
clusion which Miss Semerfield, when <onfided in,
had reached.

One would be able to tell by the way Mrs. East-
man comported herself this evening. Any attempt
to “wangle” an invitation to remain for the
night at Morcove—that would mean a lot.

A freshening evening breeze suddenly gusted
in at the open window billowing the curtains.
Pam got up ta partly close the window, and then
she saw how the sky had clouded over.

Blowing up for 2 rough night. And what was
that Mrs. Eastman had said about dreading the
drive back through rain and wind? Was that tc
be the ruse, to secure a night at Morcove School ?

“But Miss Somerfield will be on her guard,”
was Pam’s comforting thought. *Mrs. Eastman
may angle for an invitation to remain on for
the night. She won’t get it!”

Standing still after a thoughtful turn or two
about the study one other comforting thought
Pam_could speak aloud to herself, smiling as
she did so.

“The papers are in the safe, and that should
be good enough.”

And so it might have been if only—if only there
had been no Zelie.

Schemers Both

OWARDS eleven o'clock that nizht a car
went swishing up the be-puddled drive lead-
ing ta the Swanlake mansion.

The wind was high and the rain was pelting
down; yet here was Mrs. Eastman driving back
from Morcove with Zelie Daval.

Baulked! The one as much as the other
baulked in what had been a similar desire to pass
at least this one night at the school.

No wonder there had been sullen silence all
the way back in the car. No wonder Mrs, East-
man alighted at the Swanlake porch in a very
bad-tempered way, giving a vicious stab to the
bell-press, whilst Zelie looked as white-faced and
fierce ps_ever, waiting under cover of the porch
to_be admitted.

Back again, the pair of them!

Bolts were shot back, a chain was rattled off
the fastening, and then the great front door was
opened by young Mr. Eastman.

He smiled. none too pleasantly, although it
was only his wife who noticed this. Zelie was
too occupied with her own broodings to pay close
attention to either husband or wife.

Back again! Sent home to Swanlake like this,
whilst that woodchopper’s danghter still remained
at Morcove. Eh, bien! One would know what
to do now.

Thus Zelie's secret, passionate thoughts, whilst
Mrs. Eastman going first into the house flung the
remark over a shoulder.

“You can go to bed, Zelie. T shan’t need you.”

“Merei, miladi! Bon soir!” the French girl
howed.
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“Good-night.”

Mr. Eastman stayed to bolt up again, and
whilst he was deing this he heard the chauffeur
plashing round to take over the ear and put it
away for the night. The young wife sauntered to
the library where there was a good fire and
dropped down into a chair.

Pettishly she removed her hat, loosencd her
motoring coaf, and then relaxed, sighing bitterly.

Her husband strolled in,

. Huh!” he grimaced. “So it didn’t answer?”

‘No.”

“Rotten!” was his comment. “We may not get
another chance. When I saw how wet the night
had turned I felt sure you’d manage to stay.”

“1 dido’t dare make any suggestion,” his wife
exclaimed in a tight-lipped way, “Miss Somer-
field had her doubts about me. I could tell, the
moment [ got to the school. I had all my work
ent out, Lawrenee, Lo remove her suspicions.”

“And you think you did that?”

She shrugged.

“I did my best, anyhow. And it’s no use look-
ing like that; if T had made the wet night an
excuse for asking to be slept at the school zhe
would have guessed that I wanted a chance to
lay hands on the papers.”

“Then she knows that Pam took them away
from Swanlake?”

“Oh, yes. Pam had handed the papers to her
headmistress, to put in the safe, of course.”

“Um! $o that’s why I didn't lay hands on
them in the girl’s study last night. Well, I
shouldn’t have expected the girl to go to her
mistress about it somehow.”

“Pam is Pam,” muttered Mrs. Eastman, getting
up to stand at the fender. * Besides, she did not
say what the papers were until this morning—
after last night’s raid, Then, T take it, she told
Miss Somerfield a good deal.”

“Miss Somerfield hinted——"

“Miss Somerfield did not hint anything, except
that a Hindu might possibly have been the person
who broke into the school last night.”

"A Hindu? Ah"—and Lawrence Eastman
fingered a _cleanshaven chin. “So they know
there is_a Hindu in the case. Come, that’s not
so bad, Elsie, is 1t? I mean to say, any suspicion
--it doesn’t re:t entirely upon us.”

The young wife shrugged.

“We share in the suspicion, and that’s bad
enough, But there’s one thing, Lawrence!” came
with a brighter look. “Mpy visit to Morcove this
evening was not altogether a wasted one.”

“ Why—what 27

She turned away from the fire to stand closer

to him so that the talk might be continued in a
.

still maore subdued manner. :

“Can you make skeleton keys, Lawrence?”

“Skeleton keys? H'm! But I’d have a good
try, Elsie, anyhow, if——*

“Listen then,” she whispered. “And ihen say
T am not as sharp as needles. Before dinner at
the school there was time for me to do—this!”

With the word she turned to a fair-sized
attaché-case that had been with her during the
cvening. Snapping back the fastenings she apened
the bag and instantly displayed before her hus-
band’s startled eyes a cake of soap.

“8ee, Lawrence? Impressions!” she whispered,
pointing to several markings on both sides of the
ke of soap. “When I got to the schaol T had
Zelie to see to me upstairs. You know how
chatters. It was her chatter that largely
me how matters stood. T hadn’t then opened

&
wld
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this bag with ifs box of ehocs for the Wiiloughby
girl.  An idea came. 1 pretended I nad come
without my key for the bag.”

Lawrence Eastman was too excited for s
He could only nod an eager: “ Yes, go

“1 asked Zelie if she could get me
to try upen the bag, and the younc
away and came back with——"

“Miss Bomerfield’s keys?”

“¥Yes. The complete burch.
course, which was the key of the safe.
Zelie out of the room and teck impre
the likely koys. Soap from the wa
the very thing.”

“Elsie, yow're a marvel!” her husband zasped,
taking the cake of soap to scratinise tho
impressions closely, “There may be Lie very
making of us!”

“1t’s up to you now, Lawrence. I shali be very
surprised if one of the keys that you ecan muke
with those impressions to go by doesi’t do the
trick. As for getting into the schoolhouse again
—poch!” she laughed. “That’s nothing.”

“Only better not be in too much of a hurry
perhaps 7

“It won't be teo scon by the time youw've made
the keys,” he was answered softly. ° Remember-
ing that there is someone else after the papers
all the time,”

“Hunda Khan, yes,” muttered Lawrence East-
man, and he east such an uneasy glance around,
as if the very name haunted him, that his wife
smiled disdainfully.

“Ay, but it's all very well,” he scowled then.
“1 don’t want to get knocked on the head. The
Temple of the Moon may hold millions in gold
and jewels, but I'm not keen on losing my life
in the attempt. I stop ai that.”

“Yes,” she said tartly, “you would. Well, T've
done my bit for to-night, at any rate. U'm going
to bed.”

There was such a night silence in the great old
house as made even her light footfall audible in
the dim-lit hall and_ on picture-hung staircase.
Servants had gone to bed, their temporary master
having said that he would wait up for the car’s
return from Morcove.

Mrs. Eastmar’s loitering step took her to one
of the best bed-rooms on the first floor. Tt-did
not surprise her that the lights were on; but she
gave a slight start at finding Zelie in the room.

“1 thought 4 told you to go to bed, Zelie?”

“Miladi, pardon. It is only that my devotion
to you is so great. Always there is something
that Zelie can do to save miladi trouble.”

“Your devotion to me, Zelie, is not so great
that you wanted to come back with me to Swan-
lake, n'est ce-pas?”

“Ah, miladi! That is how T am torn between
my devotion to you and my love for la pebite
mademoiselle.”

“She didn’t want you at the school
apparently " smiled Mrs. Eastman carelessly.

The French maid’s only response was a {itt!a
langh whilst taking the lady’s discarded motox-
coat and hat.

“Never mind, Zelie, T appreciate you, if others
don’t,” said Mrs. Eastman. She had a vague idea
that this girl might come in useful, if only as a
tittle-tattler. *And you are safer here than at
the school, you know ™ smile.

1 didn's know, of

But T got
of all
nd was

—with another
“That Hindu person who tried to break into
Swanlake a few nights ago, he has transferred
his attentions to Morcove School, it secms,”
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*Oui! But, mi
fear for mademoiselle’s safet
It was her study, rmnemo@r

that Jreason T must now
' Zelie said- wilily.
Ah, miladi, if only
3 how I would be

nan turned round and gave Zelie a

fall look.
“Come here, Zel:

with a playful tap
npon the girl's rs,  “you wish Pam
Willoughby were here in her own home? Impos-
sible, I'm afraid, althongh I might—yes, T might
be gl'xd to have her com 1t is lonely here.”
“1t is terrible,” said asping her hands.
“ Ah, miladi, irqpom y DMais non!
For—ecoutez! Listen,’ pered.  “It is
that I, Zelie Duval, can snggest a way, oui! But
perhaps miladi will be dnm\ it

“No, Zelie, you only amuse me. When then
do you \ufﬂﬂ‘:t” Be quite open. 1t may end in
my being p;.-'lmful T found it so different,” Mrs.
Lastman threw out as carelessly as ever whilst
stepping  to  the le, “when Pam
Willoughby was here ‘}ut one night.”

“Miladi, it is this. school there is much
anxiety now about the tery of last night's
raid. ~ The headmistress—ah, I was not there
to-day without keeping r eves open,  Mademoi-

seile herself, she, too, how you call it?
Worried.”
Again "\.Irm Eastman turned round to stare,

=5 ‘\‘El

- Mlla(h, how if I tell you that I have informa-
tion which I will only con-
fide to mademoiselle the

French  maid said  very
softly. *“You ring up, the
schoal. vou sav how it is
that Zelie—— Oh, Zelie 1s
a dolt, oul, but how can
one be aungry with her?
It is her devotfion that is

making her say: CIf
wademoiselle will come to
Swanlake, she shall be
told. No one else.” Then
w]m}_ happens, think

Kastman did not
immediately answer. For
a few moments she stood
locking hard into Zelie's
eycs, and aficr that she
took a few reflective turns
about the room.

“It will be something.
Zelie, that you wani to
tell Miss Pam in cennze-
tion with the Hindn

“But certainly, mils
It can be that I have sc
him again—that monster.
It can be anything.”

“Whether true or not?
So you are like that, are
you, Zclie?”

“Oui, I am like that!”

Zelie said it fiercely, de-
fiantly, her glittering eyes
never wavering as they
met Mrs, Fastman’s

“T  see. Yery 1w
Zelie, we will I.uk about it
ln the morning.”

“Merci, ' miladi., And
t}mre m nr)thmv more to-

1
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“Nothing more, Zelie, thank you.”

“Bon soir, mll.\dl bonne nuit thz. French girl
murmured, bowing herself au.sy to the door.
“ Happy dreams.”

The door closed between them.
“ Happy dreams of what?"” voung M
muttered to herself. “Of the Temple
Moon perhaps?”

And suddenly she gave a smile that seemed to
be covetous and exultant.

stman

of the

Called Away
OOKS away, girls. Naomer, remember that
vou are to stay behind.”
“No, plis—"
“Yes, I say, For talking in class after I had

warned you.”
“PBut | was only whispering, p
“It's the same-thing. The resr, dismiss.”
“Sweendle,” said her royal impishness, remain-
ing seated whilst the other girls eagerly stood
up to march out of the Fourth Form class-room.
“Whoa, Paula, gueek, just a meenit!”
Paula Creel had to stop, if only hecau
(lilal\\' one, next to whom she sat in cl

e the
L, was

ing 11a‘r by the skirt.
ar my f\'-'pcli off, auyhow, Naomer!"”
of all,” said the imp, “pop up to ze

stndy and get me a snack, bekas I have had
nothingk since break. What ze diggings, I am
not going to stick here and starve.”

““ Pam dear, some chocolates for you,’”” Mrs, Eastman gushed,
proffering the lovely box. But somehow Pam and her chums
could not believe that her friendship was sincere,
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“Weally, Naomer, I don't see why I should-—"

“¥ou do as I tell you, Paula, or you will get
it in ze neck.”

“1 wouldn't,” said Polly witheringly, “take the
least notice, Paula. Ha, ha! TLook at her!” the
madcap teased back at detained Naomer. “Kept
in.  Booh!”

“You go and boil your head,” the imp advised
the madcap. “Hi, Paula, don’t forget!”

“Ah, deah, 1 suppose I must,” sighed the
amiable duffer, passing out with the rest
“Pwetty twying, though, after a stwenuous morn-
ing in eclass.”

“That sounds as if you don't feel up to a bit
of praccer, Paula,” chuckled the captain.

“1 do not, Betty.”

“Poor thing. Well, T do. Come on, girls, let's
get ows to the field, It has stopped raining,
thank goodness!”

“(loing to be fine for the rest of the day,” was
Pam’s opinion, “Good time for it to clear up—
twelve o’clock.”

Then she briskly detached herself from the
crowd that was surging for the open air. Pam
had suddenly noticed Muriel Floddon in cap and
apron on the lock-out for her.
“Hallo, Muriel! How’s
Muriel
Fine, thank you, miss,” laughed the maid in
training. “And, please, miss, I was to ask you
to report to the hcadmistress at once.”

the world serving

“0Oh, bother! What about, do you know,
Muriel 22

“1'm afraid T don’t, miss.”

“Right-ho, I'll step round. Er, Murie. T shall

be free at the same time again this evening if
you'd like to do some more arith or French or
auything.”.

Muriel’s eyes - sparkled.

“It is good of you, miss.
such a help. Bur—"

But Pam was already hastening away., She
was never the girl to wait to be thanked, and she
had read in Muriel's looks thai great gratitude
was wanling to find expression. Simply because
she, Pam, had found time now and then to help
Muriel, with these lessons hy which the girl was
hoping to improve her chances in life, as jf one
needed to be thanked for a little thing like that.

« Ah, yes, come in, Pam!” the headmistress was
ready to respond as Pam tapped at the door
marked * Private.”” “I have something to tell
you in regard to Swanlake.” -

“ Murs. Eastman has been on the ’phone with me
this morning, Pam. It appears that that French
maid has been talkinz very strangely.”

“ About me? Oh, is that all!” smiled Pam in
a notsurprised way. “Yes, well, I'm afraid I
did lose natience in Zelie, when——7

“But it's nothing like that, Pam.
Zelie Duval has something to div
tion with the whole affair, and she
it to you.”

“(Oh, she wants to come over fo the school
again.”

“Mrs. Eastman thinks you should go over to
Swanlake, Pam, instead of Zelie’s coming to
Morcove.”

“And that would be better, I think,” put in
Pam cagerly. “Much better.”

“All things considered, Pam, I am inclined to
agree. If Zelie can throw any light on the
affair we oughs to encourage her to do so. For
we are still quite in the dark. On the other

I'm finding it ever

Apparently
e in connec-
11 only say
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hand, we really do not want to be saddled with
Zelie again,”

“No: It doesn’t answer, Miss Somerficld.”

“Mind you, Pam,” pursued the headmistress
very gravely, “I would not dream o Jlowing
you to go to Swanlake at this time, ly I have
been bound, as you know, to acquit Mz, and M=
Lastman of all complicity in the affair. I told

you, Pam, the morning after Mrs, Eastman had
been to dine with me, 1 found it impossible to
dombt her bona-fides.”

Pam received this in dubious silence.

“It iz no use, Pam; that visit of hers was lo
be the test, and Mys. Eastman came out of it
quite all right. Trust me, I was on the alevs
with her, but never once did 1 have any suspicion
confirmed. It was the other way about.”

Miss Somerfield added, with quiet emphasis:

“That wet night gave ] Eastman a good

=

excuse for angling for an invitation to be sleps

at Morcove. 1t is a bad road over the mnoor——

“QOh, 1 know it is.”

“And she was driving herself. Yet she never
even hinted that she would like to stay the night
ab the school. So, Pam, I as thankful to_say
that she and her hushand really can be acquitted
of any desire to get hold of those papers.”

Pam’s eyes as this was said glanced aside to the
safe, and then the headmistress gave a reassuring
nod and smile.

“They’re still there, Pam, so it’s all right. I
don’t doubt that your study was raided by some-
one who wanted io get hold of those papers. To
that extent, Pam, you were right in what you
theught. But that it may have heen the East-
mans—no.”

“Then you don’t mind my going over to Swan-
lake as I am wanted there?”

“Provided you have one of your chums with
you, as before, I see no objection, Pam. After
school to-day.”

“ And sleep the night?” Pam suggested. “Be
back in time for school in the mosning?”

Miss Somerfield became reflective.

“ Pity, Pam, this did not come about yesterday
—our Wednesday halfer. Then you could have
gone over after the midday dinner and got back
the same night. You could get back this evening,
of course, but the weather is tricky and these
voads are so bad., Mys, Eastman would like to
have you for the night——"

“Then, please, Miss Somerfield.”

“Very well, 1 think that be best. It is
your own home, Pam, and the Kastbina ~well,
T am quite satisfied that they are cverything your
parents deemed them to be when they let them
have the place. But you must take a_chum,
Pam,” was the reminder, as Pam prepared to go

ouf.

“Oh, rather, Miss Somerfield! Tl arrange
about that now.”

Nor was it another minute before Fam was
careering on ta the games-ield to interrupt a
practice-zame that had Betty and many others
well on the go.

“Q 08! was Pam’s joyful way of apologising
for the butting-in. * Dan't all speak at onee; but
who'd like to come with me to Swanlake by-and-
bye 77

“What, again!” cried Polly. *Oh, hip, pip!”
And she twirled her hockey-stick. " To-stay the
night, Pam?”

“Yes, 1 think so.”

“Not Polly,” langhed Helen. “She went that
other time.”
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“But_how ridic!” the madeap exploded, “Of
course I must be the oue. Isn’t that right, Pam?
I have handled the case so far.” ;

“Have you?” grinned Betiy.

“I was handling it with Pam until it was taken
out of our hands by Miss Sometfield, worse luck!”
grimaced Polly. “Of course, if headmistresses
will butt in!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I really think Pelly had better be the one,”
Pam smiled, “much as I should like to have any
or all of you others, There is somnething in Polly’s
having heen with me before.”

‘“Not to mench.” said Biddy Loveland, “that
Polly is our Sherlock Holmes.”

“Yes, where’s my clay pipe?” jested the
madcap, and she started a walk round, using the
liockey-stick as a pretended pipe of enormous
dimensions, the crooked end being the howl and
the ather end held to her lips. “All T want is
another ounce of shag and I'm all right.”

“Take care!” warned Helen gaily. “That
Hindu, you know.”

“My dear Watson,” said Morcove’s Sherlock
Holmes, "unless T am mistaken, the Eastmans
are_the danger.”

“¥Yes, well, Miss Somerfield savs not.” remarked
Pam.

‘“Miss Bomerfield, what does she know about it!
Miss Somerfield,” snorted Polly, “is only a head-
mistress !”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ .

So that was the amicable arrangement, Polly
was to go with Pam, and the only grumbler
would be Naomer. -

The dusky one was ripe for making a grievance
about anything when she came out of *deten.”
On being told about the latest Swanlake develop-
ment she promptly herself to be
" dispustered.”

“Bekas what ze diggings, Polly is always going
over to Bwanlake with Pam!™

“You should stand better with your Form-
mistress,” said Polly sweetly. “Then perhaps you
might be allowed to go with us on these important
visits.
to do, and—"

A suddén howl from Paula.

“Womp, ow! Theah you go!" as Naomer
dashed at Polly, missed her, and collided with the
clegant one. “A weck, a wuin! Naow look at
me, geals.”

“Bekas eef you will get in ze way. As for you,
Polly, I not spik to you again, ever!”

“Well, that’s one comfort.”

“Not eef 1 live to be ze thousand years. Not
cef I‘ live to be a hundred meellion years, so
there !”

And away stamped the dusky one, to put this
terrible hit-back into immedjate operation.

Polly, it was noticed, did not look broken-
hearted. She was not even penitent.

At the close of afternoon school Pam made a
point of seeking out Murie! Floddon instead of
aetting a game with schoolmates.

Morcove’s novice in eap and apron was off duty
for her own half-hour’s teatime. As soon as that
half-hour was up she would relieve one of the
other maids. Meanwhile, in addition to getting
her tea, she appeared to be doing a bit more
self-tuition.

Pam found the woodman’s daughter sitting
apart in the servants’ hall poring over a book
with tea and bread-and-butter and cake a matter
of secondary importance.

declared
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“So there Murie. And what is it
this time?” i
Up jumped Muriel as that laughing ery made
her aware of Pam’s appearance upon the scene,
“Only some more grammar, miss.”
“Grammar without groans, you little marvell”
said Pam in genuine admiration. “Well, T can
stay for a few minutes, if that will help, althongh
T've got to be off to Swanlake very soon now.”
“Swanlake, miss?”
“Yes, Muriel; I wanted to let you know T

you are,

shan’t be here thiz evening to spare you an odd

half-hour. But I shall be back at school again
in the morning. I may see your parents, anyhow,
and I shall give them your love.”

“Thank you, miss, and say that I'm awfully
happy.”

“And studying grammar at mealtimes. You
little caution,” laughed Pam, dropping a hand
very caressingly upon Muriel's shoulders. “A
whisper, Murie. IHousekeeper told me, when she
was speaking about yvou to me, knowing that you
come from Swanlake. They are going to give
you a rise,”

And Pam, leaving the novice in a state of
pleased surprise ton great for words, flitted away
to get her own tea upstairs in the “chummery,”
and then be off with Polly.

And Now—What ?
“J WONDER, Polly, what will happen!”
“If anything does, Pam.”
“Yes, well, somehow I feel that some-
thing will,”

Those were the last remarks the two Morcovians
were to exchange during the ride to Swanlake.
The car was even now pulling up opposite the
porch of the great country house, and there was
Mrs. Eastman, ready to offer a gushing greeting.

“ Between the showers, girls!™ she laughed, as
they jumped out on fto rain-soddened gravel.

“T'm so0 glad you haven't to go back to the schoo!
before the morning.
downpour after dark, I'm
alone, too.”
“Alone ?” both juniors echoed in surprise.
“Yes

It is going to be a steady
sure. And I'm all

My husband has had to go off in the car
=5 and won’t be back to-night. So I am
vy that Zelie’s strange request has fetched
you over fhere, Pam, with this friend of vours,
although 1 think it very silly of Zelie.” 5

“Ah, mademoiselle !

And there was Zelie herself, rushing forward
to relieve Pam of her small bit of luggage.
Polly, it seemed, did nct need to be waited upon.

" Your room, petite, it is all ready.”

“And Polly’s, too, I hope,” said Pam drily.

“Oui!” panted the French maid, alveady turn-
ing back to a grand staircase down which she
had whirled only a few moments since.

She was all excitable chatter whilst following
the two scholars up to their rooms, but it was
chiatter of no account. Ah, what happiness, thai
la petite was home again for another night !

“But, Zelie,” said Pam, as soon as she had the
Freach girl to herself in the bed-room, “you had
something important to tell me? It's why I'm
here, you know.”

“ Ah, mademoiselle, not now.”

“But why not, Zelie?”

“It is that I do not wish to spoil mademoiselle’s
enjoyment. No, no,” Zelie raced on, shaking
her head.- "“In the morning, ah, oui!” )
“That won't do, Zelie,” said Pam, feeling all
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the old irritability towards this tiresome girl.
7 can’t enjoy my evening here by being kept in
suspense. Bither you tell me at once, or else—"

She darted to the window and peered out.

“The car has not yet started back for Morcove,
Zelie. Either you will tell me this instant or I
shall call down to Miss Somerfield’s chauffeur to
wait, for Polly and I are going back with him.”

“Mademoiselle. Mais non!”

“But yes. I mean it.”

“Ah," Zelie sighed and shrugged, “how I am
sorvy that la petite is so impatient, But your
wish is always my duty, mademoiselle—toujours,
tonjours”?

“1 don’t know so mu
this time, anyhow.”

‘*Mademoiselle, T will was the vehement
response in a sinking voice. It is this, then.
Last evening I go for a walk between the lights.
T am sad, thinking of you, petite, I think of the
strange things that have happened, of the danger
you are in.”

“Danger, Zelie?
any danger.”

“ Ah, mademoiselle, was it not your study at
the school which was entered that night? It
happened at Morcove School, oni. But it had to
do with Swanlake. Mais non, 1 should say that
it happened first st Swanlake, and then at the
scheol, The attempt, mademoiselle, to steal
something, oui?”

“I didn't come over, Zelie, to be asked gues-
tions,” Pam astutely evaded the interrogation.
“Tt is for you to tell me. Go on then; last even-
ing, what?"”

“This ™ whispered Zelie, bending nearer. "I
am walking about out there in the dark and the

h

But do meet my wish

»

I am not aware of being in

Iight &  failing. Suddenly.  mademoiselle,
suddenly T see that monster again.”

“Who?"

“PBut mademoiselle must remember. The
Ihindu I

“Where, Zelie? I mean, exactly where——-"

*Mademoiselle, T am crossing the grass; he is
on the edge of the wood where all is gloom.

For a moment I see him. then he is gone. Ah,
bhut how I am terrified,” shuddered Zeiie. “Who

is that man? Why it is that he must haunt the
place. Heé would have broken into Swanlake
that night, we know. It is that he broke into the
school to search wvour study. V'lal He i3 a
dangor, that man?”

“And you didn’t run to the house and tell the
-Eastmans 7"

“Mademoiselle, no. What use? Did I not tell
them once before, and they would not send for
the police? So I make up my mind to send for
vou, that T will only tell you.”

“Ves, well—"

“0h, mademaiselle. now that I have told you
this, will you not take me back with you fo
Morcove School?” Zelie implored almost frantic-
ally. *It is that 1 am afraid to be here. Ign
in terror.”

“0Of what, Zelie?”

“(f that monster.”

“But there is no danger to you, Zeclie, even if
he means any danger at all,” Pam was bound to
urge soothingly. “And are you sure you did
not imagine it all?”

“Mais non! As I see you now, petite, so I saw
him last evening. T swear it!”

The uncalled-for vehemence of that last ery,
coupled with something in the French zirl’s eyes,
suddenly strengthened a suspicion that Pam had
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been trying to reject. It was that Zelis had made
up the whole thing, as a ruse to be taken back to
Moreove.

On the other hand, Pam eould nct forget that
Zelie’s “monster ” really did exist.” There really
was a Hindu in the case.

Muriel’'s own father, the
estate, had seen the dark-skinped, turbanned man
at midnight in the woods. And Pam and Polly,
that other time they werve staying the night av
Swanlake, had seen his face at a window.

“¥ou have nothing else to tell me, Zelie?”

“Mademoiselle, no.”

“Richt-ho! I must think about it.
want to find my chum.”

Polly was waiting in an adjoining bed-room,
and there Pam told her of the talk that had
just taken place.

“What to think, Polly, Fm sure I don't know,”

woodman on the

Now 1

Pam wound up perplexedly, “We know, of
cowrse. that there is a Hindu. We even know
that his mame is Hunda Khan. Sut whether

Zeolie did see him again last evening, I have my
doubts.”

“Tn any case, Pam, I wouldn't let her make it
an exense for being taken away from here to
Morcove.”

“I certainly shall not,” Pam answered calmly.
“8he can’t be trusted to leave Muriel alone af
Moreove. 1t makes that girl’s life a misery.
Besides, Zelie has plenty of company here. There
are all the other servants.”

* Another thing, the Hindu is just as likely to
start haunting Morcove,” Polly reasoned, "if he
is after those Temple of the Mocn papers. He
may get to know, as the Eastmans do, that the
papers are at the school.”

Pam nodded. She was never one to go on
talking about a matter when her mind was made
up.

Stepping to the window she eyed the sky.

“Pretty black, Polly. But it’s not raining now,
and dinner is not until half-past seven. Feel like
coming with me to the Floddons' cottage?”

“Should love to, Pam.”

<1 told Muriel I wounld try to look in on her

parents. Let’s be off then whilst there’s a
chance.” }
Conditions oat of doors weve dismal, the

showers having become heavier and more frequent
during the dayv. The only cheerful note was the
singing of birds in the dripping trees. Pam and
Polly had to go by a narrow and winding wood-
land path, and last year’s withered leaves made a
sodden carpet for them to tread. g

But such ouidoor conditions only made the
woodman’s coftage secmn moere inviting, all so
tidy and cosy it was, with a friendiy spapiel lift-
ing his lovely head to be stroked by the girls,
affer they had been welcomed by the honest
woodman and his g wife.

For half an hour t
that homely eouple,
Muriel at Morcove.

“ Aven’t they dears?”’ was Polly’s delighted
comment, when at last she and Pam were picking
their way back to the mansion. “I ecould have
stayed the whole evening.”

“That’s been the happiest half-hour we are
likely to get this trip,” smiled Pam. "Now to
spend the rest of the evening with Mys. Eastman.
T just can’t get over my mistrust of her, Polly.”

“Neijther can I. Yet Miss Somerfield must have
had good grounds fer thinking her to be quite all
right after all.”

Morcovians sat with
good accounts of
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“Or we wouldn’t be here,” rejoined Pam.

At that instant they heard the patter of another
shower upon the fresh green foliage of over-arch-
ing trees, so they made a run of it fo the house.

Mrs. Eastman was coming downstairs, dressed
lavishly 'for the evening, as the two girls got
indoors. She conferred her stagey smile but did
not detain them in talk, and in ten minutes they
were down again from their rooms, after changing
into suitable frocks.

By that time heavy rain could be heard
drumming down, and it went on all through
dinner. At every pause in the talk they could
hear tha and the rising wind, and it was

that the coming
HJE’!( was to |)(‘ a sous H?” one.

“I wonder how long the
weather will keep like this,”

Mrs. Eastman sighed de-
jectedly, when she had the
two girls with her in the

(‘rawmn’ room after dinner.
1L shall want to be off, I'm

afraid, unless it improves

soon. It's as bad as the rainy
cason in India.’

Pam and Polly glanced at
cach other. India. It couid

ily have been a perfectly
watural comment for anyone
to make; but was it in this
an atfempt to turn the
K upon India?

So far the two schoolgirls
had detected notm ng in this
woman—still their suspect as
she wasz, and never mind what
Sonmcrfield’'s  conclusions
T be—to deepen the mms
rust,  Mrs, Iastman had
.n'nﬂ just  the charming,
vivacious  hostess, udl;mnrr
herself to juvenile company.

But perhaps she was on her
guard.

After all, the greater her
enilty  intentions the more

careful she was likely to be.
Had Miss Somerficld thought
of that? They wondered.

Nover had the time hetweon
dinner and bed scvmed so
long to Pam in this her own
ancestral _home. It was one
of Mrs. Eastman's touches of
phl‘(‘]\- ordinary conduct that
sho asked Pam to play, dmi
Pam did so. But the music
never seemed to rise above the
clements,

As for the talk, it was very desultory, could not
have been balder., When at last the two gzirls
went upstairs for the night they were half inclined
to feel ashamed of having retained suspicions
that their own headmistress had already discarded.

“ And yet, Pam,” whispered Polly, as they were
standing to say good-night to each other at one
of the bed-room doors.

“I know,” was the nodded response. “The very
fact that nothmn has happened, not a word, not
a .nok may mean JlLt that. She was extra care-
ful to be on guard.”

“As she may have been with Miss Somerfield
at the school that evening.”

“ See,”’

noise of the
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“ Yes, well,

sleen well.”
“Good-night, Pam dear.”

Polly was stepping closer to exchange a good-
night kiss when she held herself very still, peer-
ing pa:.t Pam towards the stairs.

Pam did not look round, but waited until her
chum had stopped staring along the corridor and
was meeting her eyes again. Then Pam's look

good-night, Polly, and T hope you

was the matter, Polly ?”

stman, I am sure,”
cap in Pam’s car.

corner at the stairs,”

\\hl»pnrml
“ Listening

round the

‘‘Someone has been
trying to cut skeleton keys to fit some lock or other.
Could it be—MTr. Eastman ? "’

Pam nodded.

“Yes, well, good-night again,

“Good-night, Pam.”

And next moment the one girl like the other
was closing her bed-rcom door, hearing the howl-
ing of the wind and the hiss, ]ms of the rain, the
only Iullaby that Swanlake could offer them on
such a night as this.

Polly darling.

Hush !
OLLY! 'Sh! Wake up, Polly.”
“T am awake. But why?”

The madcap’s eyes, lifted clear of bed-

clothes, saw Pam at the bedside finger at lip.
Perhaps Polly was right in thinking that she
had been awake when the rousing whisper came.
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But in that case she must have been prebty
drowsy mot to have been aware when her chum
came stealing m.

«“1 think I shall go down, Polly.
right to let you know.”

“But what's up then?”

Polly was answered in a deep whisper, whilst
she threw aside her caverings and slipped from
the warm bed. If Pam were going downstairs,
then so was Pally. -

“1 haven't slept yet, Polly. And just mow,
lying awake, I had a sudden idea. Supposing
that Hindu is about, and kunows that Mr. Eastraan
is away from the house to-night?”

“(oodness!”

“And soon after that I got up to close my
window a bit more, for the rain was deiving in.
Polly.” the other girl whispered on, “1 believe I
saw & man outside in the grounds.”

“The Hindu?” .

s Couldn’t say, Polly. Much too dark to diz-
tinguish him. 'L don’t sce how it can have been
a keeper, They don’t come as clese to the house
as this on their beats, and 1 should doubt if any
of them #re out on a night as wet as this.”

“One sec., Pam.”

Already Polly was getting into dressing-gown
ard slippers. Pam was similarly attived, with an
electrie-torch in hand, but it was not switched on.

“To go downstairs is the thing certainly,” Polly
heartily approved her chum’s intention. “He
may meaning to break m. Not that he can get
hold of what he is after even if he does,” she
smiled. " Stilll”

" There was a nod from Pam, and then the pair
of them crept away. '

Until they were at the foot of the stairs the two
girls heard only the soughing of the wind aroun
the house and the slashing at rain-whipped
windows.

Then a grandfather clock started to strike the
hour. Pam and Polly held still, counting the
strokes.

Twelve!

Silence came again except for the hurly-burly
of the elements.

“Fearful night,” breathed Tolly.
out in this.”

“We'll go to that room,” Pam whispered,
“where the Temple of the Moon papers were
locked away in a desk until 1 took them to
Marcove. ‘Thers are French windows to that
room, and you remember, Polly——"

“(ice, yes. i

It seemed

“ Fancy being

He came to those windows that
night we were hunting for the papers.”

Pam gave her chum a *“This way " nudge, and
they turned into a passage off the large hall.

Tip-toeing, in a few moments the would have
reached the room they had in mind: but just
short of its deorway they heard, or thought they
heard, another door closer at hand gave a faing
creak.

That stopped them, heart in mouth. They met
each other’s eyes in the darkness. Swanlake was
all raging draughts to-mght, and any door left
ajar could have been set creaking at its hinges.
Fut what if it meant that the mystery man from
the East bad already broken in.

Alrcady in this other room, the doorway of
which was but a pace or so from them?

Pam put her lips to an ear of Poliy’s.

“(un-room. Shall T switch on and take a
look 1”7

“Qwitch on afterwards, Pam; 1 would. Take
a peep first in the dark and see what you can.”
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One of Pam’s calm assenting n and then
she stepped nearer and gently sent the door wide
open by a thrust of the foot.

Nothing happened. Both girls contrived to
make their ears cut out the noises of the stormy
night and listen only for sounds witain the room.
And the silence there was complete.

Pam and Polly nudged each other.
they stepped boldly to the gun-room’s
and peered in.

At any rate, they made out nothing
darkness that was scaving.

Pam switched on the torch, flashed it all round
the room quickly. Nobody!

The light wavered upon the racks of sporting
guus and upon some Weapons of ancient make
that hung there as being in keeping with the
place,

Polly felt a little awed, but Pam was familiar
with the room. She was going to withdraw,
switching off the tox and then instead she
cro; to a bench near the w ow, locked in
surprise at certain objecis lying there, and
beckoned Polly to her side.

“This is queer, Polly.”

“What is?”

“It looks as il somebody has been trying to
cut skeleton keys or make keys to fit some %nck
or other. Sec?” Pam whispered, shining the
torch over the bench.

“(iee!” gasped Polly then. “It’s a kind of
work-bench really for cleaning guns and so on, I
take it? But yowre right, Pam; these odd keys,
these files.”

“Polly, look at this, too!” Seldom did Pam
become as excited as she was now.

“What, a cake of soap!” jerked out Polly,
fixing her gaze upon this strange find. “With
impressions of keys—several. Phew, that’s what
the person had to copy, filing any old keys to
match.”

“Yes, and this cake of soap, Polly
soap!”

“Morcove? So it is! But perhaps you have
this sort at Swanlake, too?”

“We don't, Polly; but, of course, it's not
special to Morcove. Tf only happens to be the
brand supplied at school.”

Pam was sponking very tensely now.

“And Pm just thinking, Polly; that visit of
Mrs. Eastman the other evening. Did she bring
away this cake of soap ™

“¥on mean— Oh, I say, Pam,” the other
gasped afresh, ‘these are impressions  of
Morcove keys perhaps? She couldn’t steal the
keys, but she would manage to—"

“And her husband has been making keys to
mateh the impressions,”™ Pam spoke on under her
breath.

A pause was ended by Polly’s muttering:

My, Eastman is away from Swanlake to-night.
Pam, what if he is aver at Morcove now, with
home-made keys that will open Miss Somerfield’s
safe.”

“T know, and it’s awful,” Pam nodded. “We
can’t ’phone. There’s no all-night service. So
how can we warn Morcove 7”7

They were looking at each other aghast. The
Hindu was forgotten now. 'The all-important
thing had become to get in touch with Morcove
School—at once. Yet how indeed could that be
done ?

“There’s a chauffenr, but no car,” Pam re-
flected in a hollow voice. ““And we haven’t our
bikes, worse luck!”

Together
hreshold

in the

it’s school
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“Ugh!” Poliy fumed softly. * When there’s not
a moment to lose. Mr. Eastman with his home-
made keys may do the trick We may hear in
the morning that Miss Somerlield’s safe has been
opened, and—"

“Polly, I know what. I'll get away on horse-
back !" came Pam’s relieved whisper. *You must
stay here, for I sha]l want to ride as I have
never ridden before.”

“But, Pam, all those miles—a night like this!”

Ye.-, well, I shall make it mother’'s mare, not
my own old pony. Mother’s mount is a stayer.
Come away now,” entreated Swanlake’s daughter;
“upstairs, to et dressed.”

Polly was not for raising any objections; she
could only deplore the dire necessitv of the case
and also her uselessness. She would be no good
as someone to keep Pam company. That girl, in
and out of a saddle ever since she was a mere
toddler in the Swanlake nursery, would want to
ride like fury

All that l’olIy had to say in the next minute
or two was this:

“When we are round at the stables, Pam—
for T'm coming with you to see you off—what
about the Hindu johnny? We chance him?

“Chance him, yes.”

“How I feel about it, too,”
comment.

was Polly's simpla

Am’) now they were round at the stables, dark-

ness and the wind and rain doing the very
worst for them.

Pam had saddled her mother’s mare in the
stable, and this was the eritical momcnt for the
spirifed animal to be led out on to the cobbles.

“Bteady, Ruby, there's a beanty!”

So with little noise the schoolgirl equestrienne
kept the restive mare from prancing, and
suddenly Pam herself was up to the saddle.

In waterproofs that already- glistened with
rain instantly she was at ease upon her fiery
mount. She reached down a hand to Polly for a
parting shake.

“Wish me luck, Polly.”

“I do—T do!” was the fervent answer. “What
a nicht for vou to have to do this, but I know
vou must, Pam. It's the only way.”

In that last moment together they peered this
way and that. Then they meb each other’s oyos
i\a&lﬂv

‘INo, he hasn't turned up, Polly Vsh1spervd
Lnowing that Pam also had been thinking of the
ph‘:mom Hindu.

‘Just as well”
then, for I'm ctf.

There had to be the faintest patier of hoofs
across the yard, then Pam had Ruby on soft
gravel. But even this was not good enom:h for
the wary girl, with her fear of the riding away
being [)"rlmps heard indoors.

She turned her mount on to a smooth grass
verge and then Ruby could be given her head.

Darkness and wind and rain, and Pam gallop-
ing her mount beside the long drive leading down
to Bwanlake's main gateway.

Darkness, and the wind roaring in the trces of
the avenue and the rain lashing horse and rider
alike—pitilessly.

But they were off, and neither black night nor
the raging tempest must put any check upon this
desperate race against time.

On, Ruby—faster, faster! For even one
moment, lost or gained, may make all the
difference between defeat and victory.

»

said Pam serencly. “‘Ta-ta,

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

267
Sound the Alarm !
OR the f'r.st mile and more the hard ring of
F Ruby’s hoofs upon a metalled road, the
funous “ three-ha’pence-and-tuppence " that
a horse’s iron shoes always seem to say when it
is a real gallop.

Then Pam put a check upon her mount for a
moment. Signpost! And now to strike aside on
to the moorland road, a fearful way that it was
going to be for them both a night like this.

“ Steady, my, beauty!” very caressing]_','. And
then sharply: “Go on, then! Now!

And away they cantered again, now into a fresh
gallop in “darkness as deep as ever and dead
against the wind-driven rain.

Pam hecame as a jockey riding to win, her
lissom figure crouched and yielding, her hands
doing as wonderful work with the reins as her
knecs were doing where they dextrously held the
mare's sleek sides.

On and on through the wild night, plashing
through the great puddles, getting splashed all
over, Rubv, w1th her neck srrs‘tched to the urgent
tnsi.", her hoofs throwing up many a clod as well
as spraying water this way and that. On and on.

If the night was bad, the way itself could
searce have been worse fur such an exploit as Pam
had set herself to do.

Nothing better than a road like this was to be
before her and Ruby now.

Over the moorland wilderness it wound its way,
a seldom-tended by-road, running for mile after
mile through the wastes of low- -growing gorse and
stunted trees.

A shelterless, desolate tract of country this,
and the wind blowing as hard as it had blown
across the open sea, the wide Atlantic, on to
which Morcove's big schoolhouso looked. DBut
Morcove and the sea were nnls's from here—"and
I have all those miles to go.”

Not a light to be seen. No car coming by that
she mw;ht have been able to stop, imploving a
life because of the desperate urgency of this raca
against time. Ruby must bear her on like this
mile after mile.

Would she be in time then Would she?

Or would she get there at long last, only to find
that the schoolhouse had been entered whilst all
its inmates slept and the safe opened, the bundle
of papers stolen?

It did not do to think about the possible

fure to give warning in time. Such thoughts
Jle to take her mind off the urgent task

, Ruby safely through the night over this
m:d:leﬂ terrible road.

There came a dip that was all loose stones and
purling watercourses. She walked Ruby down it
—-“Gently, Ruby; steady!”

Splash, clatter, and splash again'!
time the pitiless rain still lashed down,

And all the
filling

the darkr with a hissing accompaniment to the
roar of the gale.

Moments there were when Pam  felt quite
blinded by the rain. Her waterproofs were
streaming. She did not mind a rap about this
for herself, but it meant an added weight for
Ruby.

Tireless, spirited Ruby, forging on so well.

“Oh, you heauty!” Pam cried alond fo her

splendid mount. “You're the one, Ruby !

And Ruby, by her very pnundmg on even a wee
bit faster after that applanding ery, seemed to be
answering :

“IF T can, I will!”
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Suddenly: “Whoa, Ruby!”

A blown-down tree, right across the road.

Pam could ride her mount round that obstacle
quite easily, working back to the road and then
going on again, fast as ever.

But a few minutes later in one of the very
wildest parts, where the ground te right and left
had been qua-ried, there was another uprooted
tree. It was an almost-branchless pine lying right
across the road.

Pam, with Ruby reined up and almost scream-

_ing for breath, took a good culeulating lock at
this fresh obstacle.

Then she turned the mare back, io set her
ing for the fallen tree, to clear it at a leap—
Ruby could!

Tf not—well, down they wouid go the pair of

them, broken, done for!

Pam reached forwards and patted Ruby’s steam-
ing neck, them urged her on io the visky jump.
Over!

Ovorl

“Qh, Ruby!" the girl rider’s thankful ecry
sounded loudly, fervently amidst the roar of the
wind. “On then, beauty—on again!”

And once more the hootbeats answered, recover-
jng from an uncertain plashing and stamping to

_assume a monotonous pounding that told Pam
over and over again:

“We shall do it—we shall do it!”

But therc was the lateness of th
mind, and a thought of all the n
and she could not help but ask h

"1 wonder—1 wonder if we =

Dmnxrzss and wind and rain, and a man =

ing away from a car parked on some waste
eround near Morcove School, with ail the lights
switched off. )

Ding-dong, the chimes rang out—ding-dong !

Half-past one. Well, this should be late enough
for what he had to do.

S0 Lawrence Kastman was saying to himself as
he scrambled through a privet hedge forming
part of the Morcove boundary.

Five minutes more and he was using a diamond
cutter upon a pane of glass at the schonlhguse.

A faint clink, and he had the rouud & glass
neatly fetched away. In went his right arm, the
hand groping for the fastening.

ur of one evercoat pocket came an ele
torch, to be placed ready te hand.
from another pocket a bunch of k
Not a glimmer of li
would have revealed Lawr stman,
to himself exultantly as he stcod in fiont of
safe selecting a key.
He flattered himself that the whole thing was
as good as done.
At this rate he would soon be off and away in
the car with the Temple of the Moon papers.
A likely key for the safe had not been such a
difficult one fo fashion from the impressicns so
eunningly taken by means of the cake of soap.
At any rate, he had made a good half-dozen
keys, so that if one did not quite fit, another
would. How about this one, for a start? A
Swanlake key, filed into suitable shape.
No, confound it, that key wouldn’t turn in the
lock. Try another then.
He muttered under his breath. This second
key seem to want to werk the hasps, but was just
failing to do so. To blazes with it! But perhaps

was in
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pumber three would do the irl In with it
and see.
Hark, though! What was thar = i

He stood turned about, brea
listened.

Not a car out thera in the wild ¢l
the sound of running feet. The =
horse!

Someone on horseback cominz up
drive,

The police How could it be?
was this midnight rider?

He was in a sudden “dither ™
to the window by which he had ¢
Holding aside one of
out, but the inky darkne
Nothing was to be seen of 4
there was only the mad clat
hard approach road to the sci
him to be gone whilst there wa

wng of -a

school

Then

L} HOA then, Ruby—
Pam was
smoking steed.

A last clip-clop, and she dropped the reins and
came swinging down from the saddle.

She reecled in the firsz few mo
was upon her feet again. Her bod;
to want to swing to the movemen:

There was as lttle breath in he
was in Rab: Oh, that last mile cr two!
she was he b

hoa !
reining in the

panting,

ts that she
seemped still’
of the horse.
1ngs as there

But

T staried to lurch
to the porch to give a ring a: the bell that
se the whole scheel. But she was not
vet under cover when she heard a scund that
stopped her dead.

She peered hard,
gasped.

Why, there he was, making off in the dariiness,
the very man whose villainy she had raced
throngh the night to frustrate,

That was Lawrence Eastman—must be, dashing
away; the vaguest figure in the darkmess, but it
was a man.

Tr:r-ving, ring!
by stabbing a finger to the button.
ring, ring!

Then as forgetful as ever of all risk to herself,
Pam rushed along by the schoclhouse wall, look-
ing for any window that might be broken or wide
open.

She eame to one from which a round of glass
had been cut and which was wide open to the
tempestuous night. She knew it to be a window
of Miss Somerfield’s private room.

What then was the next discovery to be? That
the safe had been opened, that the papers weie

saw what it meant, and

She set the porch bell going
Ty-r-ring,

gone? Or had she gou here after all just in time?
Two moments more and she was inside the
room.

The electrie-light switches were over by the door
and she could not go first to them. She ex-
haustedly lurched to the safe and put feeling
hands to the door of it in the darkness.

Closed !

As soon as she knew that it was so she went
over to the switches and clicked on some lights.
The sudden blaze showed her & dropped bunch
of keys lying upon the carpet in front of the un-
locked safe.

Pam crossed over again and picked up the keys.
She saw instantly what they were like, and knew
whose amateurish hand had fashioned them.

And she laughed queerly, sinking down into
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the first chair that eame fo
hand, with the keys held in
her lap. -

Only just in time
all, but still, in time.

after

Morcove Wakes Up
o HAT ze digzings!
Bekas—"
“Howwow s!
Geals, geals, a tewwible
wow going on!”

There was, and other girls
in the Fourth 'm dor

vy were waking up to th
startling fact; a tremendous
hullaballoo below stairs.

“Qoo, queek!” yelled
Naomer, whisking oni of
bed. ¢ Bekas eof ect is a
burgillar—gorjus!

“Parburglar? Ow, T—

“(apdness, it must be a
burglar !”

“TFor good
so much noise!” protest
Form-captain Betty, nod
that a good many juniors
were all on the gabble.

“But, Betty—"

A light eame on, and then
some of the girls cheered.
For Naomer was by =no
means the only girl skittish
enough to regard the mid
night alarm as great fun.

There iz safety in numbers.
And cach girl, as
grabbed a  dressing-go
and eclapped on  slippess,
could see at least twenty
other girls doing the same.

“1 say, though!” one of them called out, chang-
ing from flippancy to dismay.

i What, Holen, what?”

“Yes, Helen, you suy—queek !”

“Qupposing it's that Hindu!”

“0Ooo! We never thought of that!” from a
dozen of them. The Swanlake business.”

“Ow!” wailed Paula. “I do wish they
us in peace. I can’t find my stockings!
Owp, ow!”

“Out of wy way zen, duffer! Bekas

“Naomer, I'll go firsf!” insisted Betty.

“Wiz ze greatest of ze pleasure,” © needed ihe
dusky one.
ing downstai
to take the absolute lead.

3

s sake not
5 \

|

A
There was a

d leave
Tl

was not so great that she wanted
“Vou first, Betty, of

smiled the captain, as she
“Now don’t crowd, girls.”
=

eager flocking after

nank you,”
streaked for the door.
For there was an
“Steady !” :

“Hooray, bekas no school in ze morningk, not
after this!"” Naomer’s rejoicing ery rpse above
the babel. "Come on, Paula, you keep with me.”

“Fr—thenks, thenks! But I-—er—I would much

wather—— Owp! My toes! say, I would
much wather— Oop, gah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

H’Sh}i Quiet!” Betly was entreating, with

pe of controlling the noisy maob, when
from the

Everard came round a corner

stairs.
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brief handcla.sp between Pam and Polly. Then:

“ Good-bye, Pam,"”’

‘Her curiosity as to what was happen- .

the Madcap whispered. ‘¢ Good-bye

—and good luck ! "’

¢ Girls, what's this?”

Manifestly this was the Fourth Form in the
throes of a midnight alarm, so perhaps that was
why neither Betty nor any others troubled to
explain.

“Go back, girls,” the Form-mistr gently bade
them. “There is enough of a to-do downstairs
without your aid.”

“But, Miss Kverarc
“What's it all about?

“Bekas, cei zere i jolly old burgillar, I
want to get a look at him.”

Some laughter greeted this exuberant
remark Naomer. entire crowd of

11" the eclamour started.

VI‘IIE
juniors was ready to become very flippant and
tittery, feeling sure that there had been only a
false alarm. nd then at the first word of ex-
planation from DMiss Everard, gravest amazement
seized every listener.

Pam Willoughby had turned up just in time to
frustrate an attempt upon the headmistress’ safe.
Pam, her Form-mates were astounded at being
told. had ridden over from Morcove all alone—
on horseback!

“0On horseback, Miss Everard?” was the in
credulous chorus.  “In the middle of the night; a
night like this, too.”

“Yes, girls; it was her only way. You'll hear
all about it in the morning. She’s none the
worse for it, I'm thankful to say, and her mid-
night ride has certainly achieved  its purpose.
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But when I think of her undertaking such a

desperate ride—alone—-"

Miss Iverard broke off as if checked by a
shiver, and there came Betty’s awed voice first,
echoing that last word:

“ Alone! Then what about Polly?”

“Polly is still at Swanlake, sale from all harm,
we hope,” was the prompt reply. “But a car is
going over to Swanlake at once. Apart from
anxiety about Polly, girls, Miss Somerfield has
to go to Swanlake as quickly as possible.  Aud
now no more of this standing about, there's good
irls.”

e In silence then, feeling more or less stupefied
by the sensational news, they all drifted back
into the dormitory. Miss Everard followed them
in and saw them back into bed, remaining for a

© few minutes (o enforco a “No talking!”
injunciion.

But no sooner was the Form-mistress gone than
every girl was out of bed again.

This time there was n nipping to the windows,
for they overlooked the grounds in front of the
schoolhouse, and so Miss Somerfield’s car could
be watched for.

“There it comes, round from the garage!” the
excited chorus went up at last. “Let’'s wait to
see it go.”

“Yes wuw-wather!” said Paula, although her
teoth wore chattering.
a car-wide, And Pam wode all those miles on
horseback, just wealise!”

“Ah, bah, eet is Polly T am zinking about
now,” shrilled Naomer. “"Pekas, you never know.
As for Pam, what ze diggings, why doesn’t she
come up to bed.”

“I expect because she is sceine to her horse
after the ride,” said Betty admiringly. “Tb
wonld be just like Pam to do that. Buat look,
"There goes the car. If only—oh, if only 1 were
in it}”

“Hooray, stuff to give zem!” capered Naomer,
now that the car could be seen speeding away, 1S
headlamps making fans of light upon the road.
Hi!” was her perfectly futile vell at the window.
“And give my love to Polly, eef che is still
there !” :

“They'll find her still there, T'm
cheerfully predicted. “But if M

re,” Betty
Somerfield
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has gone after the Fastmans at the same time—
well, 1 would say she is in for a disappointment.”

®D so it proved.

Miss Somerfield and others
in the car at Swanlake, iist the
as dark and wild as ever, found F
quite safe and sound.

who turned uw»
t was still
¥ instantly,

Morcove’s madcap was with lie and many
another scared-looking servant in ant hall
of the great country house. But v East-
mans were infuired for——

“They're gonel” was Pol cry. “We
couldn’t stop them. Mr. Eastman tu wed up in

his car, simply o get his wife and a few things.
Then they were off together, half an heur ago.”
Half an hour. In this isolated place. and at
¢this time of pight, it was a good encuzh start
even for fugitives from the law,
All the same, Miss Somerfield, afier a hope-

less glance at the telephone, exclaimed deter-
minedly:
“We must get in touch with the pclice. Whom

can we send?”

it was Polly who answered.

“Qh, a messenger is already on the way. 1
have seen to that.”

And she added with one of the roguish smiles
that Morcove knew so well:

“It was the very least that X could do, Miss
Somerfield, when Pam was doing so much.”

The headmistress did not answer. But in her
eyes there was a lock of pride and admiration.

“Not that the arrest of the Eastmans™would
end the business,” Polly suddenly added.

“Tt wouldn’t 17 Miss Somerfield returned. “ Why
not 1

“There would still be the Hindu, I suppose.”

Morcove's madeap said it with another smile
as if only in fun.

Many a true word can
however, as the headmis
She gave a slight start, whispering:

“You may be right about that, Polly. We
must never forget the Hindu.”

That phantorg-like figure with which Morcove
was to be concerned so strangely and so dramatic-
ally, as the future would show.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

be spoken in jest,
ess now remembered.
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