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FEATURING PAM WILLOUGHBY : Long Complete

Morcqve Holiday Story

Wich-Change Schoolgir!

; BY MARJORIE STANTON

PAM WILLOUGHBY one momen

happily with *‘ Morcove "’ for a

t—Monica Gray the next !
day—then assuming once again the

Mingling

amazing role which makes her unknown even to her best friends! Daringly,
Pam carries through this dual part, knowing that one false step must mean
the failure of her plan |

CHAPTER 1.
The Mystery of Monica Gray
L) 9AY, Polly, I can't get any answer from
l ‘her bed-room1"”
“You can't, Betty?"”
“No! We thonght she must have gone up to
bad, bus I've knocked and knocked so that I simply

must have awakened her, if she were asleep.”

“Pup that's very strange!”

1 is, Polly. I don’t like it. If she isn't in
her bed-room, then where is she?”

These were whispers of anxiety passing between
Betty Barton and Polly Linton—two Morcove
girls who were staying at a famous London hotel
for the last week or so of the winter holidays.

Their concern was not for any schoolmate of
theirs belonging to the party of which they them-
colves were members, under the care of M#. and
Mrs. Linton.

It was a ncw-made acquaintance of theirs—a
girl of the name of Monica Gray—about whom
they were exehanging such umeasy murmurs,

alone together in their own bed-room at the
Monopole Ilotel.

Betiy had just returned to Polly, in the bed-
room, after a brief absence. Both girls were fully
dressed, having come upstairs only a fow minutes
since.

“Um! Don't know what to say, I'm sure !’
grimaced Polly Linton. “Feel I'd like to know
definitely, before going to bed.”

“0Oh, rather,” Betly gravely agreed. **1 mean
to say! Would it be like her to go off without
saving ‘gosd-night,' after spending the evening
with us?’ &

“ Resides, you say she isn't in her room !"

¢ She might be having a bath; but every room
on that floor has a private bath-room.”

Polly Linton nodded.

“Yas, she mentioned that hers was a fine room,
with a private bath. Oh, look here, Betty, let's -
go along together——"

“T think we should, Polly. And if we don't
get any answer this time—betier inguire at her
aunt’s room, next door.”

“That’s it."
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Polly’s habitual impetuosity showed itself in the
rapidity with which she whipped open this bed-
room deor and whisked into the corridor.

Betty Barton followed, and together they hur-
ried round into a yet broader corridor, serving
some of the best rooms on this fourth floor of
the hotel,

The thick carpeting hushed their footfalls, and
altogether there was that deep silence, up here,
which people staying at hotels like to obtain at
bed-time.

Not that the Monopole was, as it were, already
wrapped in slumber. As Betty and Polly knew,
downstairs the life and gaiety of the place was
still poing on.

“Here wa are,” Betty commented, stopping in
front of a certain closed door. 8o welll try
again.”

Rap, rap—zap ! she knuekled the door.

There was no response from within.

“Then it’s a fact,’ Pally promptly decided;
“ehe isn't there. What 1 can't make out is this,
Betty: we haven't seen her since she went with
us out torihe pavement, half an hour ago, to see
Madge and the rest go off in the cars that had
come to pick them—— Hallo!” was the sudden
change {o utler amazement, “(Jood—gracions,
Boetty ! ¥

S %as 17 -

And Botty became as goggle-oyed as her chum,
cuddenly recognising the person who had emerged
from a guust—chs,m%cr adjoining Monica Gray's.

1f it had heen Moniea Gray’s aunt, coming onb
of the room which that lady oceupied, there would
have been no surprise for the two girls. But Mrs.
(iray’s room was the adjoining room on the right,
and’ this person—a gentleman—had come out of
the adjoining room on the foft,  And they knew
him—instantly,

M —Samerfield 17 they both gasped. :

“Hallo, you two ! Mr. Jack Somerfield grected
them genially. “ Not gone to bed yet!  What
would my sister say to thigf" - —

It was his jesting allusion to that Miss Somer-
field who was the girls' adored headmistress at
Mareove School. :

“7p. Bomerfield ! Beity repeated, changing
from blank amazement to relief at seeing him.
“You're in the very next room to Monica Gray!
Just janey !

“(On  this
Y] W_h}-' ?:;_

“Oh—well—"

“We didn't even know you were staying in
thiz hotel * Polly exclaimed softly.

“T only took ower this room this evening,” he
airily explained. * I'd meant to stay at my club,
but changed my mind. Are you fwo .gomng in
thero to say goodmnight to Monica?” :

“Why, that's just it!” Betty said, still sub-
duing her voice out of regard for this being a
bed-room eorrider. “ We don't helieve she iz in
her room. although she should be!"

i Eh?”

“And it seems so strange!” Polly added
*You know the girl we mean, Mr. Somerfield #”

“0Oh, yes. danced with her this evening.

did you see her last?” he questioned
briskly:

“8he left the ball-room with us and the hoys,”
Betty answered, “yohen those who are not staying
at the hotel had

“That would be—"

“(h, just over half an hour ago, Mr. Somer-
Feld, We all flocked out to the pavemnent, and
she was with us, saying gnnd—nig]rl)t- to one and
another. Then, when all-our chums had gone
who had had to go—we missed her.”

side, yes,” he nodded blandly.
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#“And vou've nob seen her since?” he jerked.

“No,” Betty responded gravely. ‘‘We thought
she must have run back indoors to go straight up
I thought 1'd slip along to her
room, just to say good-night—and this is the
result, ~She’s not in her room!”

“Her aunt sleeps mext door—there,” Polly
supplemented, with a directional gesture.

Mr. Jack Scomerfield nodded that he was aware
of that. He was nob looking greatly concerned;
but, then, they knew him to be an iron-nerved
man—ex-Air Service, and much travelled—who
never let anything agitate him. :

“We ought to let her aunt know!” Betty now
suggested. 1 expeect she is in bed and fast
asleep, right enough. From what we've seen of
her, she would be! Bub she's a dear, all the
same,” :

“Look here, you two; you've got your lieads
serewed on the right way, I know,” Jack Bemer-
field said steadily. “Let her aunt know, but don’t
let her get alarmed. Tell her to wait, and 1t he
all right. Tell her that Monica will be back
presently.”

“PBut—goodness ! gasped Polly. “low on
carth can you be sure she will be back presently,
Mr. Somerfield 7

“Ohi—you can give her aunt my word for it,
anyhow 177 . ey

And with nothing more explanatory than that,
he turned away, pulling shut bis bed-room door
and then hurrying off in the direetion of the Tift.

He was still in evening dress, but whether he
was only going downstairs, or was going to get
inlo hat and overcoat, to go out of doors, Betty
and Polly were left to wonder.

Astoundedly they watched his receding figure—
tall, well-knit, strongly suggestive of a fine
athleticism—until it passed from sight.

Then they turned to each other in” round-eved
astonishment.

“Well " Polly gasped. *“What do yoy think of
that, Betty?”

“Oh, never mind about him " Betty was foreed
to  exclaim helplessly. " Now to knock wp
Monica's aunt!” :

M'R. Jick SoMERFIELD was ot the ground-floor
cloak-room in less than a minute, getiing
into an overcoat. Ho clapped on a hat and, nol
to waste a moment, did the winding of a silk

- searf as he hurried to the hotel’s frent entrance

A P 17

The liveried doorman realised that here was a
guest who wanted a taxi—at ence! A dab at a
button rang a bell at the strept-rank; and by the
time Jack Somerfield was at the kerb, a taxi was
gliding to pick him up.

He gave the wanted destination as he whipped
open the door to jump in. :

“And a pound, my man,
an hour !”

“Right, sir!”

Slam?! Rurrrr-r!

And they were off, getting into a fearing speed
along the nightbound streets.

if you do it in half

CHAPTER 2.

Question and Answer

o OW, let the

brought in!”

No auch words as thess were actually

uttered; but they were the English equivalent of

a sudden command, elosuring a jabber of talk

that had gone on for some little time in this
small, bare, ill-lit room.

It was a room, no doubt, that had its counter-

girl—whoever she is—be
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part in many another mean dwelling-house along
the street. Ior this was one of the very poorest
parts of east London, dewn by the river.

At the deal table, on which a ecandle burned,
had been sitting three people of Orienta! appear-
ance. Ono was a man, a brown factory-made
overcoat contrasting oddly with his native turban.

The two others were women, and they, o some
extent were wearing British garb, preserving only
that native raiment which pride of race decreed.

One of the women got up from her cheap
Windsor chair and went from the murky room
with a gliding step. No conversation was re-
sumed between the other man and the woman
when they were left waiting together, stitl
seated.

It was like a midnight silence during the brief
wait—a brooding hush, only disturbed by the
faint and tremulous note of a ship's siren, some-
where on the misty river.

Then the woman who had gone from the room
came back, ushering in—a young girl.

The candle-light shone feebly upon her after
she had been shown where to stand. She was
obvionsly a British-born girl, still of school age,
and just as obviously her clothes were good.

But there was one thing rather strange about
what she wore, Over an evening frock suitable
for a gir] of her age—although it was not a par-
ticularly attractive frock—she was wearing a kind
of ¢loak more becoming to a full-grown woman.

The man sitting at the table looked at her
with dark eves that had a dull gleam in them.
Possibly he could not speak English, for he =said
something to  his companion at the table in a
purring language, like Hindustani.

That woman, sitting round to face the irl who
had been brought in, could speak Hnglish.

“Your name, girl?”

“Monica Gray."” .

“You go to a school—Morcove?”

“Morcove ; where is that?” ;

“Mor-cove,” the liastern woman repeated, pro-
nouncing the syllables with slow emphasiz,
“That is a big school for the Engleesh girl.”

Monica Gray shook her head.

“Yoan seem to know more about it than I do!™

Such a eheeky answer drew displeased murniors
from all three of her captors.

“Ape vou tryving to make us helieve you are
not afraid 7™ she was asked by lher previous
questioner,

“1 don’t believe in being afraid. Besides, why
should 1 bet What harm have I ever done ang
of vou, that you should mean harm to me? 1
told this woman in the car that brought me here
—indicating the ome who stood like a wardress
beside her—¢ there must be some mistake!”

“Not so,’ dissented the woman at the table.
shaking her small, dark head. *You try to tell
me le! It is known to us, you are one of the
Tnglish girl who stay at that hotel, but soon you
go back ta that school.”

“T1 (Oh, there you go again—quite mistaken

“How then!” frowned the questioner. “You
are with many English girl, this night, in the
ball-room of that hotel?”

“Yas, that's vight—"

ool And those English girl go to Morcove
when it is =chooldays?"

* Pui that isn't to say that I go!"

Monica’s questioner flashed an angry look,

““They are your friends?”

“They would tell you that 1 am only a new
acquaintance, and that they've never seen me
lwgm‘e to-day! Your mistake seems to be thar

1

“ you imagine I am staying at the hotel, as one aof

-
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their Ki\.rty, T'm not! I am staying with my
sunt, Mrs. Gray—she is a widow, who—"

“ Mot a0 fast,” the questioner struck in, looking
vory sullen. “We will say, then, that you have
become the friend of those other English girl
They spik a lot to youl?”

“They’ve been very nice to me—they saw I had

" no one of my own age to be with——"

“85! Then they haye talked of the Morcove
School, where they gol?”

“0Oh, I think they did mention——"

“8n1 Did they spik of a girl who is at that
school, who is their friend—where she ist”

“Pardon?”

“Ah, be careful!

You must attend—"

“ But how can you be certain that Monica

will soon be back?'' Polly asked, amazed.

‘¢ She seems to have vanished completely.”’ Jack

Somerfield nodded, ‘‘Give her aunt my word

that Monica will be back—soon!' he said
meaningly.

“] am attending! But I den't understand what
you mean. Some other girl—a friend of theirs—
where she is?"

“This night, vea!” the woman nodded fiereely.
“(0)f where she is to-morrow—the next day—any
time! I shall tell vou her name, then perhaps
vou will understand me better. It is an FEnglish
girl, Pam-e-la Willough-hy.”

“(Oh, Pam Willoughby—yes, I did hear her
mentioned.”

“She is in London?”

“1f is no use asking mel”

Again the girl’s calm voice, her half-amused
look, caused the mysterious three to exchange
slances. The guestioner seemed, for the moment,



506

handling a hostile witness in Court.

Then there ensued a conversation in that lan-
gunge which gave such a purring note to all three
voices. Moniea Gray inferred that the trio fels
themselves to be in a diffieulty abous her; and she

could only hope that she was not looking as re-«

lieved as she was feeling.

To be on the safe side, she kept a worried
frown upon her forchead—a frown that caused
a V between her b#pectacled eyes.

At last the woman questioner resumed sullenly :

“Ts the Engleesh girl, Pam-e-la Will'by, to go
back to Mor-cove " s

“What 18 the use of asking me! All T heard
the girle at the hotel say about Pamela Wil-
loughby was that she had not turned up to be
with them, ae she had been expected™to do.”

“8o? And they think—"

“Oh, as if I know what they think!”

“T chall ask you thjs,” the woman at the table
said darkly, mmplying that she was going to put
her meaning in another form. *Bhe do not come
to the hotel. 8o, she send the message why?
She say, I meet you to-morrow, or next day, or
next evening ¥ -

“I think I understand you,” Monica Gray re-
sponded calmly. “But I still ean’t help you!
Not that I think I ought to help you, if 1 counld.
I should like, to know why you have as good as
kidnapped me, to try and get mformation out
of me like this! And there 18 aunty all this
iime, at the hotel—she'll be in a fearful state
about me: of course, she will!” was added, a
little tearfully.

Perhaps Moniea Gray was being granted time
to get over her sudden unstrung state, for uo
further guestions were put for a minute or so.
She was, indeed, speaking again before anyone
else had resumed speech. N

“Please let me go away from hera! Please
take me back—or, at least, set me down some-
where, so that I can find my way back!”

“And then,’” the woman at the table rejoined,
keeping her dark and flashing eyes upon the girl,
“will you spik about all this?”

“No! I promise—oh, I gladly promise, if that's
the eondition you want from me! TI'll not tell
those girls; I won't even tell aunty!® I—T will
lead them to think that I just wandered away
from the hotel—sort of faseinated by London at
night. I could be back there in an hour or so—
couldn't T%"

The woman, when she shook her head, was
evidently answering not that gquestion but her
own uneasy thoughts. ’

“You shall not go back now,” she muttered
slowly. “ You stay here.”

“What !”"—with an assumed look of inereasing
fright.

"hat monosyllable ended all that the questioner
had to say to Monica Gray—for the present, at
any rate, ;

Next moment, the woman who had stood by
Monica during the examination—ready to frus-
trate any desperate outery or a movement re-
sulting
that must have meant:

“Take her back!”

Instantly Monica was gripped by the arm, to
be led away. ;

The wretched room opened on to a cramped
apper landing, just off a steep and narrow flight
o? stairs. Moniea could not ses the stairs, 'ut
she knew they wers there, having been broughs
up them when she was hustled into the house.
Landing and stairs were lighted only by a dim
lamp.
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The room to which she was now returned by
her silent custodian was unlighted. It was a
garret-like place, with little more than a chair
and table for furniture.

Onee again she was left to herself, with the
door locked upon her.

During her previous spell of imprisonment in
the room she had been quick to grope around, to
try and obtain some idea of her surroundings.
So she had discovered that there was an old-
fashioned grate—mnot worth a second thought, as
a possible means of escape—and one window,
across which boards had been nailed.

Common sense told her thal she would not have
been left to herseli-again, like this, if her captors
were not certain that she could do no good for
herself by frying to escape.

The bhoarded-np window could not be tackled
without the making of some noise at least, and
in a house otherwise so grimly silent they could
rely upon hearing tell-tale sounds. For all she
knew, one of the three might be on guard out-
side the room.

What, then, was to be the end of this night for
her? What the finish to the desperate plight she
was in? :

At the hotel absolutely nothing would be known
as to what had happeried to her. That, it seemed
to her, was a tragic certainty.

At one moment she had been with a party of
girls on the pavement outside the hotel, sayin
good-night to some who were about to be whirlec
away in ears sent to feteh them; and in the next
moment she herself had been—spirited away !

But at least she had kept her end up during
that verbal examination in tho other room just
now, They had not obtained that information the
need for which, as she realised, was the motive
for the kidnapping.

On the other hand,
who she really was!

CHAPTER 3.
Who Comes ?

N the dark, this girl who had given her name
as Monica Gray began to smile to herself.

“Veos. well I’ she was thinking. ‘It looks

as if they feel they have made a mistake in col-
laring me. And at that rate, is it likely that
they will do anything worse than keep me here,
until it is safe for them to let me go? I am no
use to them—none! I've convineed them of that
—at least, I hope so!” :

Ta and fro she paced, silently, for such a move-
ment helped her to resist the oppressive horror
of being shut away like this—in the dark, in one
of Dockland’s myriad mean houses. Thing to do
—keep calm, steady!

“It answered the purpose just now. They
didn’t frighten me; they didn’t find me out, after
all it

And what that meant—the difference hetween
their simply regarding her as Monica Gray, a
girl with whom they should never have troubled
themselves, and the what-might-have-been. Their
discovery that she was actually the firl about
whom they were in desperate need of informa-
tion: Pam Willoughby herself !

Ii—if they had found ont that!

“PBut they didn’t; no, they did not,” she said
to herself, ‘and drew a long breath of fervent
relief. ““And that is everything.”

A gitl of a different disposition would scareely
have been inclined to say that. For the “every-
thing * did not include certainty of release un-
harmed. Monica, however, was nob one to think
of her own safety as being of first importance;

they imd not found out
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atherwise, she wonld never have become—Monica

For an important reason had inspired the secret
change of identity.

Pam Willoughby, in a cérfain sense, was 7o
more ! She had ceased to exist less than twelye
hours ago, snd it was as a totally different girl
that she had turned up at the Monopole Huolel,
under the eare of a “widowed aunt.” And all
this so that the plans of a gang of ploiters from
Indin might be frustvated,

Pam’s %&the‘r was going to India togadvise a
native ruler on affairs connected with the conntry-
men of the gang. The plotters wanted to .%-.t
hold of Pam and use her o stop Mr, Willoughby
going, and alse to extract certain wvital informias

tion Trom her .

Knowing that the plan involved  the kid-
napping of herself, as Pam Willougliby, it had
Been 4 sufficiently appalling moment for her
when she vealised thab she tad actmally been
kidnapped as Monica Gray! :

From that moment, of course, her chief dread
had been lest they should find out that, instead
of being a girl from whom only useful informa-
tion could be extracted, she was the very girl
about whom the information was wanted.

Henee her tremendous reliel that so far, at any
rate, they were completely duped.

“1y really is splendid,” she reflested with in-
cremsing delight. ~For if my falling into their
Liands to-night hasn't enabled them to find me
out, then wﬁab tistter chance will they ever have?
I can go on being Monica Gray—once I got away
from: herc—and that means——"

As abruptly as that her rejoieing thoughts were
checked.

Someone coming in!

It was not that she had heard veices, or even
a footfall on the landing: buf somehow—insting
tively—she felt sare thai someone was silently
Cturning back fhe key,

Perhaps there had been a sound, so faint and
vague she could not ‘assign it to any exact cause,
Helpless prisoner as she was, here in this dark
room, all her senses werse bound to be in an acute
state,

S, in the darkness, she stood turned towavds
the door, her heart beating fast, her eyes acgir-
ing that power which comes in times of extreme
anxiety or peril, to be able to see in the dark

She was rhinking, it was preibab:?' that woman
again who had acted as her custodian just now.
There was to be some more qucstioni?]gi'! That
woman, standing sentinel-like outside the room
over sinee, was to lead her back onee more mto
the presence of the other weman anfl the man,
And then

The door slowly opened.

Tnless it was a cruel frick of her agitafed
mind, she was hearing her own rightful name
ored, ever so faintly. :

]Ezﬁ."’ :

Then her peering eyes assured her that neither
the one woman nor the other was entering. It
was o man—iot the man of the other room; no
dark-skinned, turbanned man, but one whose face
and hands were while in the darkness.

e came no farther than a step beyond the
thresheld of the reom. Then one of those white
hands of his beckoned. It was the left hand. 1In
fiis right. as she now made out, he held a dark
ahject, like a rovolver of the mest modern pat:
tern—small and with no bright parts.

Then she knew, and her brain reeled. A
reseuer ! Jack Somerficld—here in the honse ready
to take her away.

He bockoned again, then tiptoed back to the
landing. :
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When, with a tremendous effort at composire,
she tiptoed out to him, he did wot turn hiz eyes
upan ter. He was watehing the closed door of
that other ronm where the verbal examination
had been conducted.

In that room a purr of talk between the two
women and the man was going on.

The left hand of Jack Somerfield signed to her
to ecreep down the stairs.

She obeyed. Keeping close to the wall—[or
presence of mind told her that stalrboards
creaked least when you trod close by the wall-—
shie stole down that steep, dark staircase.

Then, in & wretched little frong passage, she
found the street door, and groped for the lock

How her heart swas beating now, as she had to
turne back o key, with the risk of the bolt rasping
m she haspl : r

‘Before she hag sugceeded, he was with her
there in the ground-floor passage.

S Hurey,«now 1 he breathed, “or it anay be
too late!” %

He left her, then, te do ell that remained to
be done, to got the door open. BShe knew that
he was facing the other way—looking up tho
stairs, revolver in hand.

Bid it take her only another moment to get
the street door open? To her, il seemied more
likepa minute of stealthy activity. But at lasi—
at last she was outside, and even the murky air
of the narrow Bast-End streel seemed, oh, how
good to hreathe, after the imprisonment.

Then he was with her on the pavement,

“Not so bad,” he remarked, hurrying on with
her to a lnmg:-lit- corner.  ‘ But the worststill to
come, I'm afraid.”

“Worse than that?”

“Yer,” he said; but she was not going to
believe it He was smiling ! .

“Tha one drawback to your being Monica Gray,
young lady,” he said; ‘‘you have to have an
aunt, What that aunt of yours is going to say

“T'm sure I don't know,” Moniea laughed. 1
don’t even know whal 1 am going to say myaeli!”
And she smiled along with him.

CHAPTER 4.
Morcove is Amazed

WO streets _&wa,l\_r from the house, Jack Somer-
field pocketed his revalver and handled his
cigarotie-case instead.

“Tve a taxi waiting round in the next sfreet,
young lady.”

“That's good. But how on earth, Mr, Somer
field, did vou get to me?”

“Oh, mueh the same route that you came, no
doubt,”

“§ mean, how did yeu get into the house!”

“0Oh, that? I sort of know ihe house. A thin%

d

_about it T like, the house next door is empty, an

not an unsmashed window in it. Fhad to be a bit
careful, elimbing over some backyard feneing
dividing the two backyards. It was fencing liable
to crash under my weight. Otherwise, nothing
to complain about. And how,” lie asked, “does
Monica Gray foel after her littlo—escapade?”

“Phat’s a good word, Mr. Somerfield. T like
¢ pseapade.” That's what it must be, when we get
to the hofel!" :

“1 amn afraid it must be,” he nodded. "Bus
here's the taxi, If you want something to do
vou a bit of good, young lady, take a look at my
taximan.  The authentic Old Bill of the
trenches.” g

““Hep would have come with you to the house,
My, Somerfield, I'm sure.”
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“At a word from me, no doubt. 8o would all
the police in London, if required. So, in fact,
would Jack Linton, or Betty and Polly even.
But it was up to me to de without help. We don’s
want this to be known—least, of all o girls who
;na_y lposaibly be chums of yours at Morcove ere
ong L)

“I know,” Pam nodded, and then, having
reached the car with her reseuer, she conferred a
bland * Good-evening !’ upon Old Bill, who sat
huddled up and beru%ged. smoking a short-
stemmed pipe, the bowl hardly clearing his walrus
moustache. ;

“’E’nigf, miss!” he said, rousing to life.

“The Monopole Hotel, my man.” :

“Right, sir! S8till \in a 'urry 7

“The young lady should be in bed by now.”

“I should say so myself, sir.”

Jack got in after Monica, and the fitful glow
from his cigarette revealed his face to her as
being charged with a look of satisfaction,

"I;Efow, Mr. Somerfield, did you know for eer-
tain I had been taken to that house? And why
have you been there before?”

“ Now, young lady, don't you ask questions,”
he blandly rebuked her. “If you were Pam Wil-
loughby, you would possibly” be aware that at
times 1 do a little secret service work for parties
I never on any account name. On the whole, I
find it good fun.”

“Tt must be jolly, to—"

“Those people would have given something to
be able io kidnap Pam Willoughby as neatly
as they kidnapped Monica Gray this evening.”

“Oh, I know! They had me in, to question me
—all about @ girl named Pam-e-la Will'by. But
how,” Monica rippled, “could I possibly tell them
anything 1" ;

“Of course you couldn't. They pounced, with
the idea that one girl in the Morcove bunch at
the hotel would be as good as another; but they
just happened to pounce upon—" ;

“Momea Gray! Tt is rather funny,” she
gurgled. “And really splendid, too, when you
thin}c, of it, Mr. Bomerfield. I mean, for daddy

“Now. young lady; you mean, for Pam's
daddy !

“Borry. But we're in this taxi, anyhow.”

“That doesn’t matter |”

“No; and 1 must be more careful, of eourse!
Anyhow, Mr. Somerfield, it means that they’ll
never trouble with me again! If I should be at
Morcove School next term 3

‘“And T think you will be,” he agreed genially.
“As my sister happens to be the headmistress,
you must not be surprised at my knowing: she
expects a new girl next week—Moniea Gray!” -

“It will be jolly,” Pam sparkled. * Perhaps I
shall have the very study that Pam Willoughby
had last term! Mr. Homerfield, are you ever
down that way?”

“Morcove way? It is curious,” he responded,
Ii%hting a fresh cigaretie from the stump of the
other, " you should ask that. I may be staying
at Swanlake—that’s the home of the Willoughhy
family, you know!—during Mr. Willoughby's
absence from this eountry. He has to go out to
India.”

“I'm so glad,” Monica smiled. “Swanlake
is nob far from Moreave, is it? Oh, and you will
come to the school sometimes, being Miss Somer-
field’s braother! I shall see you often!”

“But I do hope,” he mock-gravely rejoined,
“you will not indulge in—in escapades—down
there, like this one to-night. A girl of your age,
Monica Gray, shouldn’t take it into her head
to go out alone to see London By Night!”
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“I suppose that’s what I did do,” she sighed.
“Billy of me—as I shall have to tell aunty! DBut
about Morcove; it's no use anybedy expecting me
to be a_well-behaved girl! Monica UGray can't
be like Pam Wi]]oughf)gy!"

“You won't be expected to be, anythin
he responded, ““ All say is, don't run risks——"

So they kept it up, this playful skirting round
a_ subject of such tremendous import as it was.
To Monica, it was all good practice in the art
of masquerading, and she meant it when she said,
at the end of the run back to the hotel:

“I've quite enjoyed it!”

It was now late enough for even the ground
floor of the great hotel—the lounges, the smoke-
rooms, and the ball-room—to have lost most of
the evening’s vivacious crowds. He and she went
straight to the lift. to go up to the fourih floor.

“What I expect,” he said, during the ascent,
“we shall find your esteemed aunt in her room,
with Mrs. Linton and one or two of those girls
for company. 1 hope they all forgive you, young
lady, for treating them to this scare!”

*I hope they de,” said Pam. ‘But you are
going to put in a word for mef” -

“T'Il just let myself be seen, to say good-night.”

The lift gate clashed open, and five seconds later
—going down the corridor that served their re-
spective rooms—they beheld Betiy and Polly,
standing about in talk.

43 GOSH, Betty! Why, look—-"
“¥Yes! There they are!”

“Both of them!”

And the two, Moreovians did a rush aleng the
carpeted corridor, to meet Monica Gray and her
escort.

“Monica !’ they gasped at her.
HAVE you been?”

Very nearly Monica

but,”

*0Oh, where

Gray returned a cool:
It was one of those moments when
Pam Willoughby would certainly have used that
famous phrase of hers.

“Your aunt’s terribly worried about vou! Mrs.
Linton is with her,” Betty said. “We have only
a moment since come away from your aunt's
room. We were told we simply musin’t stay up
any longer.”

“T'll go in,” Monica Gray nodded.
for any anxiety I have caused—"

“Whatever happened to vou, Monica?” Pelly
asked. “We couﬁfn’t think where you were.”

“This young lady,” Mr. Somerfield interposed
affably, ““has ﬁeeu having a look at the DOWEPAPeT
offices.””

“Oh!" said Befty and Polly,

Monica nodded and smiled. She thought it
pretty neat of Mr. Somerfield to advance that
simple explanation.

The merit of it was, that it involved no de-
parture from the truth. For she had, in faet,
been getting a look at newspaper offices to-night.
She had seen them—{rom the windows of the kid-
nappers’ car—on the race to the East End, via
Fleet Street. She had also seen the fascinating
buildings on the way back, in that taxi,

Yes,” si,le said, *“The work goes on at night,

" Borry

vou know.’
“Lucky 1 could guess where she was” Mr.
Somcrﬁefd again interposed, as blandly as before,
“I think I told you, I daneced one dance this even-
ing with Monica. And we were talking——"
%‘Iu let it go at that, leaving Beity and Polly
to infer that Monica had expressed a longing to
sce Flect Street by night.
_“'Wag it very exeiting?"” ‘Betty asked,
“Frightfully,” smiled Moniva. *“Then Mr.
Somerfield turned up, and told me to come-away.
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So good-night, girls, and
now I must go in and seec
aunty, Oh, and I must let
Mrs. Linton have back this
wrap that she lnnt me, be-
fore I went off.”
“Good-night, Betty
Polly,” said Jack Somer-
field. “You girls will have
to sleep on in the morming.”

“That is, if we get”to
=19(=p at all, after such a
seare.” was Betty's half-
Jaughing remark to Polly,
as they hastened away to
their own room. “ust
ianc‘\

‘Rather a silly thing to
do,” Polly said grimly,
Then she grinned. ' 8till,
Betty i1 rather like a girl
who can do such things.”

“I'm not sure that I do,”
Betty grimaced. * Causing
people‘ anxiety like that. lf
that aunt of hers hadn't had
mother to

vour keep her
company during the wait-
ing——'

"Uh, in that case. I sup-
pose, every police station 1n
London would have been
rung up! And nothing to
be reailly anxious about,
after all,” Polly chackled.

Nothing? That was all
st and Betty knew !

In the bed-room, with the
door locked for the night,
they still had to dMUSs
Monica and her fpseapade
\Mulst preparving for bed.

“Yo see, Polly, she
hadn't said a word to us
about going off like that!
"‘\}I(‘ simply took it into her head to zo off "

“Wearing mother's evening wrap, iool Really,
she must be a strange girl! Whatever did thm
think of her At the newspaper offices! Imagine.”
snid Polly, “in tha muldlo of going to press with
a morning newspaper glrl turning up in evening
dress, and wearing a lad\* wrap, to ask lo see
the printing machines, and all that 1”

“And imagine, Polly darling, Ha\mg a girl
like that at Morcove? Some handlul!

“@iill, az U say—T1 like her for it! And I
only wish she could be at our school, Beity!
What it all means, T expect, she hasz a sort of
hankering for journalism,”

“What ? "’

“Then we'd put her on to editing the Morcove
Mag!™”

‘That awful rag—don't remind me of it.”
sighed Polly, who had a pgreat deal to do with
the TForm's own magazine during (erm-time.
"llarl; there goes midnight.”

“Which means, another day of the hels gone,
Polle; Oh, dear! And yet—to be back at
Morveove—"

HNext oweek!”

“Yes! Oh, there are worse places than Mor-
cove, Polly.”

“There are, decidedly,” agreed the inadeap.
“But the Monopole Hotel is not one of them.
This lovely comfy bed 1V

And Polly, ma"l\mg her dive into if, was asleep
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. *You shall not ga back now ! the woman muttered.
“You stay here ! "

In assumed fright, Pam voiced :
At heart she was wondering : Had they

pierced her disguise ?

before any of Mighty London’s bells had again
ding-dong'd.

CHAPTER 5.
Called Back

ONIC-\ GRAY'S bed, just as “comfy,” kept
her sleeping =oundly until well past eigflt
next 1'rmrning.

Then, before getting her bath, she slipped round
in dressing-gown and slippers to aunty’s room,
next door.

From her brief talk with that dear soul, Moenica
divined that there® were no serious afler effects
of last night’s scare. All the same, i1t became
Monica's deecision that aunty, this morning, must
breakfast in bed.

“But. my dear, I couldn't! Me—I've never
done such a‘thing in my life—-"

“'Sh! - Aunty, when will you give up talkin
as if vou were—well, not entitled to a bit o

pase, You might,” said Monica, ‘' be somebody's
hause keeppr, the way you so often talk. I‘ean
imaging Pam Willoughby's people having some-
body just like wou, for their housekeeper in
Halkin Street. You are such a dear, simple
soul,” said Monica, kissing aunty.

“Ah!" sighed aunty. “It's all very well!
if this is to go on—-"

“(Oh, but it won't, aunty. You'll soon be rid
of me  Next week I shall be at school again "

But
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Meantime, Monica returncd to her ewn room,
to ring for the chambermaid.

“Will you have breakfast taken into my aunt,
.;Ileasb, next door——"

*¥es, miss. And for yourself as well, miss?"

“T think I will ("

Bo, when Monica came out of her private bath-
room she found that a well-laden tray had been
brought in and placed upon the bed-reom tahle.

Good idea L, Because this was going to obviate
an early mor 1m,g encounter with DBetty, and
Polly, and Polly’s brother Jack, to say nothing
of Polly and Jaek’s, pavents.

Then there were all those others, housed in
different batches in différent ’g}'a,rks of the West
End for the rest of the “hols.

Monica was quite sure th'
Cardew, and Madge Minden, Toess Trelawney—in
fact, all who had been at the hotel overnight—
would be here again by half-past wine.at latest.
It was, so to speak, the rendezvous for Morcove
and Co, this fine London hotel.

But they could be relied upon not to hang
about. London was too interesting, and holiday-
time too precious, for that.

Suddonly the bed-room telephone gave its shrill
rm ring, ring!

Pam covered her halffinished plate of sausage
and bacon with an entree-dish cover and got up
to answer the 'phone.

*“Halle, hallo?”

“Is that Monica Gray"” asked a deep, mazen-
line voico.

“Bpeaking '

“This 13 Mr. Willoughby——"

YOh, ves,” she ealmly answered her own father.

“1 understand that something -happensd to
you last night that appears to concern my daugh-
ter?- I wonder if yon could give me a call, here
at. Halkin Street?”

‘I will if you wish it, certainly!”

“Then can you come round this morning? I
shall be here. Perhaps you had better get the

Judy and Dave

entleman who came to your help last night to -
E Then you will be

rmg you round in a taxi.
safe.

“Right-ho!"

“He knows the namber m Halkin Strects. In
fact, he is a fr:end of mine.”

“0Oh, T see!™

"R‘ight[ "Bye for the present!™

And the eall ended.

Monica's smile, as she returned to her break-
fast,- was bent with an expression of puzzmmenb
She could not understand her father wanting her
to turn up at homo! DBut it must be all right.

“0Oh. a'ncl what fun it will he,” she said to
herself, cu.lhn at my own home—as Monica
Gray. This," she decidad elatedly, “looks like
baing another exciting day It

Nor. was that lively expectation to be falsified.

Half an hour later she was in a taxi with Mr.
Jack Somerfield, driving to Halkin Street. By
a curious coincidence—ior what else could have
eaused it ¥—she had found him idling about when
she gat downstairs at the hotel

But Betty and the rest of Morcove and Co. she
haid not seen. Evidently they had been off out
directly they were np from hreakfast.

i rhamﬁ. Mr. Somerfield, that I could not
bring aunty,” Monica spar kled, in the cab. “T
hope she won't be kidnapped whilst I'm away!”

He grinned,

“That aunt of yours waould be rather a l:ug
order for anythitg in the \ramshmg 1s,dy line.”

“Not a word against “aunt he's a dear.
The only thing, she would hn far happier run-
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ning somebndy 5 heuse, a5 & housckeeper. I always
think of har as simply eut out for the job of
housekeeper at a place—like this!” as the taxi
deew up opposite the front door of the Willoughby
residence.

Bremlow, that faithful retainer, admitted then,
and Monica sensed a respeetful longing on his
part to ask after her aunt. As aunty was mno
other than Bremlow’s own wife, this was not sur-
prising. But he played up to the sitvation ex-
tremely waoll, treating \I}::mca a8 o compleie
stranger, and announding her along with Mr.
qumerﬁeld as:

“The }mmg lady to see wvou, sirl”

“Ah!Y said Mr. Willoughby, casiing aside a
?ewspa.pcr, in the library, to advanee and greet
1er.

“Monica Gray?”

“That's right, Mr. Willoughby 1"

The falca was carried no further than . that
Bremlow’s retirement, behind a elosed door,
rendered conditions n.b;olutal;. safe for father and
daughter to exchange kisses.

“But, daddy, I am surprised! I thought I
was not to come near Halkin Btreet !

“After to-day, Pam, you will not see either
lmme or me for a good while. But Mr. Somer-

hiere, rang me up quite early this morning,
ahont last night, and T at onee decided you musi
be Pam again, m Pam's own home in London,
fm‘ this eone day.”
‘Anyihing you like, dad, 0 long as it helps!

“Various reasons, my dvnr he continned, with
a fond look. " What ha pened last mght tolls
me that those people had better be put on & false
trail. Otherwise, thelr attempts to find elues as
to your whereabouts may cause———mcnm{lmem’.e,
we will say—to friends of ours.’

*“Morcove, for instance?”

“That is so, my dear. Again, we have ta do
snm-,thmg, it scems, to end Morcove’s wonder-
ment a8 to why they saw nothing of you yes-
terday,”

“I think something on those lines 5h0uid be
done,” Jack Somerﬁeld put in quietly. ™ Beity
and others, when I happened upon them in the
hotel, first thing this morning, were still think-

ing it rathpr strange.

““Here, then, is the plan of campaign for to-
day, Pam. I am sure, after yesterday, you can
carry it out all right. By the way, my dear, the
fact that those people even had you in their
power for a little while, last night, and did not
pierce the disguise—if seems to me very, very
reagsuring.”

“Daddy, I am so glad! That’s how I have
been feeling about in. And it means that you
will be able to go out to India, without any
fear as to what may happen to me?”

He nodded graw[—‘;’

“Yes, Pam. My passage, in fact,
and I leave to-might.
gother, Pam—"

“Then do let’s make it a gnod o !
would you liké me to de, dad?

“Just be about the place all day, as much of a
Pam as Pam can be,”” le smiled. “And what
abont your a,skmg Betty and the rest to come to
tea with vou?’

“Oh, throw a party?”

“'I‘hat’s it! Have them all to Halkin Street—
giving them the invitation over the 'phone, pre-
sently. It will be a sort of a farewell party, Pam

iz booked,
Thia s our last day to-

But what

—as they won't see anything more of you in

Town—"
“Nor at Morcove, when term begins?
get you, daddy !

Oh, I
I am going right away——"
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*“ By oar, this evening, with me—up North! All
that you must tell them, my dear, will be ex-
plained to you presently by me. Meanwhile— "

‘Mr. Willoughby walked to the window, which
looked on to the street.

““¥es, my car is oulside, waiting. I have a
short drive to do, so perhaps I can give you a lift,
Monica Gray? And you "—to Jack Somerficld—
“can I drop you anywhere?”

**No, thanks, sir; I'm walking,” grinned he.

The talk did not end there; but ten minutes
lator Pam—as Monica CGray—went out to the
Roysler with her father. In view of what had
been said, she was not at all surprised to find a
small travelling bag in the car.

“Jeffreys, the chauffeur, handed over to Mr.
Willoughby, saluted, and went away. Mr. Somer-
field, on the pavement, had a last word with Mr.
Willoughby, as the latter settled himself -t the
steering-wheel, and then spoke in to the girl who
had the car’s luxurious interior to hersel

“"Morning, Miss Gray!”

“Oh, good-morning, Mr. Somerfield, and thanks
ever so!”

Then the ecar glided away along Halkin Street.

It had only gone a few yards when Monica
Gray, appearing to look out of the window in a
mere mildly interested manner, noticed a dark-
skinned man, in a brown overcoat and wearing a
brown turban, looking about as he paced the
pavement, as if waiting for somebody to turn up.

The same man who was at that house in the
Fast End last night !’

She was positive, and afterwards she felt en-
titled to smile. Watching Halkin Street again
to-day! But unless she was mightily mistaken,
dad wanted it to be like that.

The ear did not set her down at the Mano-

le. It weni nowhere near that famous Wast-
E}d hotel, but was soon speeding along one of the
main traffic-ways of London in the direction of
Richmond.

A few minutes more, and it was somewhere out
Richmond way that Monica, with the car still
purring along, opened the travelling bag and
took out an adequate change of clntlgcs.

Whilst the Roysler covered a length of trec-
lined road runnming between grassland, Monica
Gray changed back into Pam Willoughby, She
recovered her eyesight and could dispensn with

glasses. And at one o'clock, the car, back at
Halkin Street, was setting down—Pam Wil
loughby !

“'Morning, Bremlow!"” she said, when that

faithful manservant opened the door to her and
her father. “My bag's in the car.”

“Yery good, miss,”

“Nice to be home again, daddy !” she remarked
to her father, as he followed her in. “ And navw,
it's just the right time to cateh my chums at the
hotel. Betty and some of them, at any rate, will
have come 1n for lunch.”

She went straight to the telephone and put
through the call, and after a little delay she heard
Betty's voice.

“Oh, Betty darling, is that you?
ing—yes, Pam!"

he spoke all the londer into the receiver being
aware—for the 'phone was near one of the ’libl’ary
windows—that a man in a brown overcoat and
wearing a furban was standing just outside on
the pavement, pausing to light @ cigarette.

“I say, Betty dear! Sorry I couldn't be with
you all yesterday afternoon!” Pam ecried on
“You got my tallywag? And now, look here—
to-day’s my last chance of seeing vou for a bit!
Can you all come to tea this afternoon?”

Pam speak-
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Pam, out of the corners of her eyes, saw the
man on the pavement delaying to rewind a searf,
before walking on,

“I'm going away to-night—I'll explain when
I see yont You think you can all come this
afternoon ? .ﬂul[! of you, mind! It's got to be a
sort of farewell pariy!”

Then came a ‘question over the 'phone that
made a demand upow Pam's presence of mind.
Betty, delighted with ilie invitation, wanted to
know: Conld they bring a girl with whom they'd
got rather friendly, staying at'the Monopole ?

“Who?” cried Pam

“ A girl—guite a nice girl—Monica Gray 1"

“Oh, I think, Betty, if you don’t mind, | wonld
rather we were all to ourselves—just Morcove,
you know, and the boys, of course.  Understand ?
Right. then, bye-bye until half-past three!”

And Pam, replacing the receiver, called out
;oud enough for any passer-by in the street to
Tear:

““Daddy, they'll be here(”

She turned to the window. A man in a brown
overcoat and wearing a brown turban glanced to-
wards the window, perhaps associating her with
the vivacious cry which he had overheard just
then.

Pam did not appear to notice him. She seemed
to be only watching her father's chauffeur taking
over the car fo' drive ‘it round to the garage.

CHAPTER 6.
Pam Presides

(L IRLS, just look at this kid[”
It was like madeap Polly Linton to
find that Naomer was “disgracing " this
Morcove procéssion which, at half-past three in
the afferncon, was wending its way along Halkin
Street. ]

“Kating chocolate in the streeb! T'urning up
at Pam's with sticky lips!"” said Po]I{ew'ither-
ingly, “You ought to have heen left behind at
the hotel!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Am I all right?” jested Polly’s fun-loving
Lrother Jack. “The old school tie, boys ! and
he fingered his. “Tubby, old son, a button gone
from that greateoat of yoursl]”

It burst,” said corpulent Master Bloot.

“Well, don’t do any bursting here, man—not
in Halkin Strect. It isn’t done,” Jack stressed.
“And remember, Tubby, when you get indoors, to
take vour hat off. At tea, wait until you'ro zsked.
Never mind what you see Naomer or any of these
gitls doing; they're only Morcove! And don't,
Tubby, furiget to tip the butler,”

Jack slyly added:

“I'll do that, for all, and then you can -lI
refund me when we get back to the hotel I”

“Oh, yeah!” drawled Polly. *““But here we are,
and—gosh, isn’t it a grand house! Oh, and there
is Pam, at that window—""

“Hooray 1" Naomer !joyausly exploded.
“ Bekas—hi, Pam, cheerio!®

Such an unseemly demonstration as this could
not be allowed by Polly. So she swooped -
upon Naomer, to pull her to order: at which
moment dignified Bremlow. set the front door
wide open to let the procession file ir.

Pam was there to greet them when they were
mounting the few steps.

“Yes, well, this is! No stayers-away—splendid |
Come along in, all!” :

“We had the greatest difficulty in persuadin
Naomer to come,” Polly sighed. **She didn’t fee
equal to a tea-party——"
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“Doo, what fibs!
ever so eggscited!” shrilled Naomer. * Bekas,
1 know what your teas are—gorjus! And we had
lunch sharp at one, so we arc quite ready for
tea, Pam!”

That there would be no tantalising delay was
proved by ocular evidence, in a moment or so.
As the girls went with Pam fo discard their out-
door things, they could see inio a dining-room
where a long table-was even then displaying a
fascinating ‘‘spread.”

“But, Pam,” the clamour began during the
getting rid of hats and coats, *“why didn’t you
turn up at the hotel, yesterday afternoon?”

“Oh—dad wanted me to do something for him,”
was the perfectly truthful reply.

“And you say you are going away, Pam, so

that we shan't see anything of you for a bit#”

cried Betty. “ Wheret” K

“Dad is to take me North, this evening.. 1
have to stay with someone for a bit.”

“That doesn’t mean you won't be at Morcove
for re-opening day?™ gasped Polly.

“ Afraid it does.”

“Oh, Pam!” was the chorns. *“Goeing to be
away from Morcove? What a shame!”

“86 no wonder you invited us to ze farewell
spread!” Naomer piped in. ‘Bekas—sweendle!
—voun wen’t be sitting down to tea with us in ze
jolly old Study 12, next week! Bub cheer up,
everybody! Let’s all have a jolly good tea now,
and “gen, when Pam DOES get back to Morcove,
we will have a grand cellerbration! A gorjus
spread——"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“T don’t see anythingk to laugh about,” Naomer

rotested. '‘One good tea deserves another,
Boem’t. he 7"

“We shall miss you, though, Pam!” exclaimed
Madge Minden, during the drifting towards the
dining-room.

“¥es bai Jove:; an iwwetwievable loss, Pum
deah,” deplored Paunla Creel, giving a last cares-
sing touch to her fair hair. * And yon are going
North, you say? 8o you will be a gweat way
off—yes, wather 1" :

Pam let a bland smile and a nod or two answer
these and other comments. So far, in what she
had said, she had kept to that form of truthful-
ness which diplomacy warrants. She really was,
for instance, going North this evening. Her
father wag going to drive her afb least as far as
North London in the Roysler.

The hoys drifted in, having handed over co fs
and caps and mufflers to dignified Bremlow. At
sight of the tea table—the array of tempting
dtﬁica.éieﬁ——-Tubhy, for one, drew such a hig breath
that a waisteoat button few off straight away.

“I's all right,” Jack said cheerfully, whilst
dissuading his beefy chum from seeking the hutton
under the table. “There'll be others; collect
them all afterwards. Good-bye,” he next ad-
dressed Jimmy Cherrol.  “Your seat will be at
the top of the table, of course.”

Sure enough, it was! There were
naming the visitors’ plaees, and Jimmy found
that he had “gone to the top.” In fact, he would
only have Betty between himself and Pam.

Polly was next to Pam at that top end, on the
other side.  As for Jack, finding himself placed
wilth Tubby at the lower end, he voiced a cheer-
ful

“(ome on, cads!”

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

“J hope you den’t mind?” Pam spoke down: to
the inveterafe jester. ‘‘But Jimmy wants more
looking after !”

Bekas, Pam, I have been .

little tickets .
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“That is sa,” Jack respondcd, mock seriously.
“And it’s a_greaf pity, Pam, you weren’t at the
hotel last night—in the ballroom. Jimmy was
needing some looking after by someone like your-
self. We couldn’t do anything—could we, boys?”
—meaning girls, as usual.

“(Oh’" said Pam innocently, whilst starting; to
pour out. “What was Jimmy doing, then?”

“Shame ! eried Morcove gaily.
Jimmy—ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes, hekas, what about yourself, Jack?”

“Mp! I only daneed with her once or twice!
1 didn’t sit about with her, and ask her to have
ices, and all that! I mention NO names,” Jack
eried virtuously. “But when a fellow so far
forgets the old school tie and all that, as to—
well, T mean to say!”

With a round of
serenely insisted :

“Rut T must be told her name, and what sl
is like! TFaney, Jimmy, you! And I've always
found vou so very shy.” ;

“That shows how deceitful he really is,” said
Jack grimly.

“But who is the girl?” asked Pam blandly.

“Oh, the one I mentioned on the ‘phone!”
Betty eried. “The girl Monica Gray. ol see,
Pam, she came in yesterday as a guest, along
with her aunt, and we gob talking with her, as
she hadn’t anyone of her own age to be with.
Then, in the evening, we saw that she got some
dances from one and another of us”

“1 gee!” nodded Pam, at her very serenest.
“Niece girl 1

“Nothing much to look at,” Polly said fatly.
“Tt isn’t only that she screws np her face when
she smiles, but she seemed to us a bit—well,
slummocky 1

“Wou should have seen the frock she wore,
Pam,” chimed in Helen Craig merrily. *We
thoughi. of you—your taste in colour and so on.”

“VYes, wather, bai Jove! Positively hurtful
to the eye; pawticularly the eash, bai Jovel™

“Jh, but she's a nice girl—jolly " Betty :i>-
sumed. “That's why we'd have liked you to meet

1,
but

her, Pam.”

“'Er.:es, well, T hope it didn’t seem unkind,

“ As g matter of fact, Pam, I doubt if we could
have brought her along, for she seems to have
heen away all day. e haven’t seen her since
last night. And what DO you think she did last
night, Pam?”

“Daneed with Jimmy, so I'm told?
with him——"

“Yes,” voiced Jack, eating heartily, ‘‘and
that is what went to her head, so that she sud-
denly did the battiest thing. Look at Jimmy,”
caid Jack, looking up the tea-table at that much-
twitted pal; ““fthere he sits, not a bit ashamed !
Such men are dangerous!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bekas—"" .

“Tall Pam about Monica’s visit to Fleet Street,
boys,” Jack begged. “Whilst I just belp myself
to another of these pate fois sandwiches. Much
too good for Tubby. Got Somethin&‘; a bit plain
and substantial up that end, for Tubby?"

They told Pam about the *Fleet Etreet
escapade V—as if she didn’t know much more
about it than any of them!—and whilst she ls-

“Never mind,

laughter going up, Pam

Ate ices

. tened to the mirghful narration her eyes glanced

brightly from one face to another.

Her chums, all of them!

Whether they were serious natures, like clever
Madge Minden and Tess Trelawney, and Judy
Cardew and her brother Dave, or whether they
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were full of fun like Polly and Jack and Naomer
—how fond she was of each one! e

There was Tubby—stout fellow —bursting with
good nature as well as good living. And close
at hand-—next to Betty, who would be Form cap-
tain next term—sat shy Jimmy Cherrol, takin
all twittings about his shy devotion to her with
good humour. Ah, what a fine lot they all made!
" From this thought it was a leap of her mind to
the idea of how empty life would have been for
her, had she really I[)ecn going to see nothing of
them in the weeks to come.

But she would be with them—unbeknown to
them! What a thrilling situation it was. Bhe
would be Monica Gray to them at Morcove, as
she had been Monica Gray in the ball-room at *he
hotel last night.

No more than they had found her out then,
would they find her out at Morcove! Just as
Jimmy had taken pity upon “slummocky '" Monica
Gray, in the ball-voom, so, during term, he would
soe her now and then, to have a shy, kindly-
meant word to say to her.

And now and then, of course, she would long
to reveal herself in her true identity: long to
take every one of her chums into her confidence.
But the temptation to do €0 must be thrust aside
-—sternly ! :

There was the solemn undertaking given to dad
that she would not let even her dearest chums into
the seeret.

Ile had exacted that con-
dition, arguing that if one
chum were let into the
soeret, somehow the whole
school would soon be shar-
ing that seeret; and very
likely he was right.

An ungnarded word, an

il
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“Tf I might,” jested Jack, “have just half
a eup, then% might go on again.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Several cups came along to Pam for replen-
ishment, and she ‘was busy pouring out afresh
when she heard the bell go at the frons door.

Ordinarily, she would have felt not the slightest
concern.  But as Halkin Streef, at present, was
the centre of & very big human drama, she could
not help wondering: Now who was that at the
street door?

Meantime, the tea-party continued to be all
laughter and chatter. KEvery tongue was going
when suddenly the door opened, permitling Brem-
low to announce :

“TIf you please, Miss Pam—the Ameer of Abdur-
Khan!"”

IN all her life, never had there been such need
for Pam to do her best not to appear—
staggered. ’

“The who, Bremlow?” she serenely questioned,
amidst that silence which had fallen upon the-
whale tea-table.

“The Ameer of Abdur-KKhan, miss. He called
to see your father, who, as you know, is out.
He now desires a word with you, miss, as being
the daughter of the house.”

“Oh!" smiled Pam, giving her chums a con-
sulting glance. .

indisereet look, and the cat
would be out of the bag!

“Rirange thing to do!”
was her smiled comment on
ile Monica Gray ‘‘escap-
ade.” “But T suppose Lon-
don had rather turned her
head.’”

“That’s about it,"" Betty
nodded. “And don't
imagine that we like her
any the less for it, because
we don’t, Pam.”

“I'm only wishing we had

her at Moreove,” Polly
cried. © “Bhe'd pgo down
well with the Form.”
“¥es, wather!”

“It’s such a treat to find
a girl who sort of gets the
bit between her teeth at
times,” Helen joined in,
“and yet plays the game.
You don’t always find 1t like
that.”

“Nou do not!"” muttered

Tess. “Girls like Fay Den-
ver, for instance, and her
sister  Wdna—always doing

something that means spoil-
ing it for others.”

#*Ah, Fay and Edna,”
Pam mused alond. “ They'll
be hack at Morcove with
the rest, next week. After
being nearly expelled - last
torm,  How are the cups?
And are you looking ag
yourselves, down there?”

Glancing from the car window, Pam saw a dark-skinned
man loitering on the pavement. And she realised, with a
tar thrill, that he had been at that house in the East End to
which she had been taken last night !
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“Gosh, boys!” came from the lower end of the
tea-table.
. “Bekas, what ze diggings, he is 26 joker who
Is staying at ze Monopole Hotel! Amj we have

seent him, a beeg, fat man—fattor than Tubby
even |”
“'Sh!” glared Polly. “Hell hear you!”
Pam stood up to go from the room. An

“Excuse me, all!” was on the tip of her tongue.
Then she changed her mind. She would get a bit
of fun out of this!”

“Yes, well, Bremlow,”

; serenely,
“show the Ameer in!”

said Pam

CHAPTER 7.
The Ameer is Curious

HE fun for Pam was starting in the very
instant_that dignified Bremlow withdrew to
fetch in the Amecer.

She saw her tea-party in a state of mild panic.

The girls wore in  a . fluster of excitement.
Paula, gor one, was giving an anxious touch to
her hair. Naomer, for another, seemed to think
she should belt the last two inches of a chocolate
éclair before this Eastern grandee was shown in.

Then there was Jack, agitatedly fingering the
“old school tie.”

“ Gosh, boys! Now, Tu!)by; don’t breathe so
loudly!  But I think, if you'll excuse me, Il
get under the tab——

But now the door opened again.

“The Ameer of Abdinr-Khan "

He came in, and Pam advanced to meet him.

Nothing, it seemed to Betty and others, could
ave more set off the bulky ugliness of the Ameer
than did Pam herself—so t'ﬂ.ﬁ for her age, and
slim, and adorably lovely.

She bowed to him as he toddled to & standstill,
a human toad, smuggled in a British overcoat,
but wearing a jewell%g turban.

“You wished to see me, sir?”

“Why, yes,” he said, staring fixedly at her
after paying the most momentary attention to
the other bhoys and girls, They were, of course,
all standing  ““You are the Meess Pam-e.la 7"

“* Mr. W%luugh‘ny's daughter,”

“Goodt! You see, I eall upon your father, fo
thank heem; to abologise for the trouble it was
given, yos-day.”

“Oh,” Pam smiled, comprehending his imper-
fect English quite well. “yon mean, the lady who
was brought into this house, having been taken
ill in a ear in the street?”

“"“Yess, so!” he nodded. ““She iss my  sister,
not str-r-rong ! She find your Breedish wedder
not goodt for her,” .

“Yes, well! So long as she's quite recovered,
that’s all right. Tl tell my father that you did
him the homour of calling! I'm sorry he isn't
inl”

“Dank you! Thadt is all, if vou will tell kim
how I regredt it, tank you! So,” half-turning te
survey all Pam’s chums. “You enjoy yourselves,
my young friendts, yess?”

* Veary much, eir!”

“Goodt !

“They are here for a sort of farewell gather-
ing,"” Pam serenely cxplained. “As | am leav.
ing home this evening.

He faced her again interestedly. She had ex.
pected him to. .

“*Yess "

“Yes,” she nodded.
North.”

¥*Ah, the North,” he chuckled, shuddering more

“Dad is taking me—up
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into his heavy overcoat. * More cold vedder than
London % i

“It can be a bit severe in the North, at this
time of year,” Pam agreed. “But still, T shall
enjoy—the change 1"

Ie was not to know that she moeant the quick
change which she would have to ‘make again,
sometime this evening. :

“You eunning old rascal,” she was thinking.
“I know the real reason fof this eall!”

“ Very cold vedder for the travel,” hLe purred.
“You go in dee frain, yess?"”

“*No, sir; dad drives me in the car.”

“Ah, not varm, a car. -But I shall nodt keep
you from dee tea, my young friends. 8g,” and he
began a withdrawing smile, “good-bye, my young
friends 17

“* Good-bye, sir

“And pleased to meet you!” Naomer thought
she ought to add brightly, *“Bekas—

Here, however, a girl next to Naomer trod
warningly upon her toe,

The Ameer was toddling away to the deor. He
turned round to voice something in the way of
an after-thought, :

“*You soon go back to de school—yess 7" was his

11

remark to the girls and boys in general. " All in
one school 37
“No, sir! Our school is Grangemoor,” Jack

answered for self and friends.

“And we girls all go to Morcove,” Betty re-
Jjoined. “Wse go back next week—at least, all of
us except Pam. She won't be there at the start of
term, anyhow.” i

“Ah, 507’ His dull, dark eyes rested upon
Pam again. “You condinue to have the heliday 1™

“Oh, I don’t know, sir, that it will ba any
holiday where I am going,” Pam laughed. “ Any-
way, there’s no place like Morecove, after home.”

“¥You not stay at home, and you mnot go to
school,” he ohserved, so that 'she could tell the
duping of him was complete. “8q I dink you
st ﬁe going to stay, hotel—yess?? !

“TFor a bii, I expect s0,” she nod ded, bearing in
mind the Monopole,

“Ah.” he said, moving on {o the door once

more; “1 sday at hotel, in London here, Very
good hotel ; very ﬁrst-{:l’n.ss-—yessl Good-bye, my
girls and boys, good-bye, Miss Pam-e-la! I hopa

to meet you again!"

Faithful Bremlow must have remained just
outside the deor, for he was there to show the
Ameer out. Pam, as soon as the room had lest -
that Eastern notability, found all her chums in
ﬁt]iif of silent laughter,” And she thought to har-
self:

“If only they knew!”

Yet she herself could afford fo laugh—the more
so, as the artful Ameer had just about done the
worst for his own scheme, by cothing here on such
a paltry pretext.

His motive had been, of course, to glean any
information he could as to  her future move-
nents; so it was geeat fun to have bamboozled
him. Especially about to-night!

Would there be a car ta follow the Roysler,
by-and-by ; some spy of the Ameer’s trying to keep
up with the car in which lLer father would be
driving her? 8he was certain tnere would he

And so, too, was her father, when presently he -
and she were talking about the Ameer's visit,

Her chums had all left, after [arewell words
cloquent of the belief that it might be many a day
before they saw her again. Just jir time for a
word with the girls and boys, her fathor had got
indoors when they were saying good-bye to Dam.



THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

915

“ The Ameer of Abdur-Khan !
across to Pam,

Now he and she were alone together in the
library.

“Then we shall start, Pam, a little earlier than
I had intended.” he decided gravely. *For we
may have to do a rather longer run—'to the
North ‘—than would have been necessary if there
had been no risk of our being fol'.m\ ed. We shall
be followed—not the slightest doubt about that.
The seoundrel will have one of his gang waiting
with a car, outside this house.’

“To keep up with uvs all the way? I suppose

one ear conld reckon to keep track of anather in =

front quite easily, say, on the Great North Road?

But., dad, the run out through all the erowded
London streeis?”
“It has been done before, Pam, and it can

be done again., Given a skilful enough driver

She hugged her father’s arm, standing with him
at the fireplace.

“He'll have to be some driver, daddy, who
keeps the Roysler in sight, with you driving !
But what sport it will be—thrilling I Vouw'll give
him the slip at last, and he will drive on, t'hml\nm
wou are only ahead of them. How lovely if they
go miles and miles along the Great North Road,
thinking to overtake us—and all the time we shall
have doubled baeck!"

Her father smiled.

“You girls—how you do like a hit of excite-
ment. I oulv hope all goes as well as you zeem
to expect. It MH be a first-clags disaster for us
now, Pam, ‘1f we don't give them the-slip. After
to-night, you must completely vanish. as far as
those people are concerned. I shall notsbe here
to help vou. I shall be on my way to India—"

She nodded gladly,

“¥ou are going, daddy?”

“Bome time this cvening, Pam dear, you and 1
must say good-bye. Somewhere, {Inrmnr that ric I-\
in the car, we shall stop for the final parting.”
He pansed.  “You will return as Monica Gray to
the Monopole Hotel. I shall drive away—into

' Bremlow announced, and the Indian entered and walked
Here he was, she thought—the very man whom she had to outwit !

the blue. By thi= time to-morrow a thousand
miles and more will lie between Moniea Gray, at
the Monopole, and the father of Pam Willoughby
—on his way to India.”

* Where he can do such a great serviee to those
who are friendly to British 1‘1{10’011t there; not
Ii ‘xc‘ rllfll \i|p Ameer person,” Pam added scath-
,uou\ ‘who is up to all tlro-,p tricks over here,
hic qn g to prevent your going out to India.’

“Yes, my dear, there is ot the least doubt,”
her father agreed softly, “that has been their
plan—to kidnap you, so that anxiety about yon
would eause me to cancel my trip. And if Mr.
Somerfield had not warned us in time, that plan
“ould have been carried out successfully. As it
f\-—--—

He looked at his watch.

“An hour from now, Pam?

You can be ready

1}1(‘:1' 3 7
‘As soon as ever vou like, dad!”
“We'll  deliberately wait the hour lrmu'e‘r,

although we could be off now., Remember,” he

stressed, *‘ we really want one of their spies to see
us start. Our going off together in the car will be
the final hoodwinking of them.”

“Oh, quite!’ Our last hour together then,
daddy, ar home here in London,” she mused
aloud, not sadly. However emotional she might

feel, at the prospect of the great and even perilous
separation, she reckoned it was “up to her " to
keep smiling.

But, during that last hour of theirs a wonder-
ful tenderness was in all they had to say to each
other. And for a few minutes Pam played upon
the grand pla;m in the n}m\\mg room, whilst her
father sat in a fireside armchair, finger-tips to-
gether, her brilliant music the accompaniment to
the thoughts that were his

“Monica Gray doesn’t play the piano,” she re.
marked hs(htf\. getting up from the keys. *'8o
it 1ifeans, that’s the last time I qhall touch a
piano for goodnpess. knows how long !’

i}
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“Come here, Pam my dear,” he ealled to her
3 mr%@ teniderly. * Your music—your hockey——"

“Naow, dagdy, be quiet!” she enjoined gaily.
“Goodness, is it much for me fo do for yvou, dad,
and for the Empire and all that—just to be dif-
erent from what Pve alwavs been ! Any rate,
I'm not going to be at a different school! I'm
1ob going to have to find different friends from
the cﬁ“! It is really funmy, you know. Betty and
Co. are to lose me; but I don't lose them! I
call that a scream!”

“Oh, the comedy is there, right enough,” he
assented, rising now that a c%ock was giving
the honr with a silvern ting, ting. “DBut there is
the very reverse of comedy to be guarded against.”

" ¥es, well 1" : ;

Spoken like a Willoughby! This was the girl
who would some day inherit everything—the vast
Swanlake estate in the West Country, the Town
house, fifty thousand a year, heirlooms in the way
of priceless jewels, and pearls, and pi

ictures,

His Pam, imbued with that epirtt which had

enabled generations of Willoughbys to fight, and,
if needs be, die for any cauce that was right and
trie,
. e took her face between his hands, upturning
it for a single kiss. Then he went to one of the
windows looking on to the night-bound street and
peered round the edge of the lowered blind,

“Our car is waiting now, Pam. And I also
observe another car. standing at the kerb a Mun-
dred yards away. We will make a siart.”

“Right-ho! Tl go and get ready.”

When at last she went out to the Roysler with
her father, Bremlow followed with sufficient lug-
gage to make it appear that somebody was going
away to make a prolonged stay somewhere,

Pam, as before midday, sat in thes body of the
car, with only one travellin bag ready fo hand.
Her father took his seat at the wheel, The night
was dry and clear, She had a last sight of Brem-
low, in the light of a street lam , standing to see
them off. As the car started, ll:"w gave that ve-
spectful bow of his towards that window out of
which she was pecring.

“Dear old Bremlow,” she said to herself,

Then, as the car glided away, she at once
whisked about on her seat so as to be able to
look out by the wide, narrow window at the back.

She saw that the other car had also moved off,
to go the same way as the
fashionable West-End strect.

The desperate game of hare and hounds be-
twsnn these two cars had begun. FHow would it
end ¢ n

CHAPTER 8.
¥ it Stop l !l__ll Go ! LRl
PAM. as the Roysler smoothly threaded its way

through the busy West-FEnd streets, could
not settle herself upon the luxurious
upholstery,

She remained in a kneeling-round ateitude pon
that back seat, peering out through the small
back window,

But she was careful to keep her head well to
one side, so as not to interfera with her father’s
means of knowing what the car behind was doing,
There was a mirror for him, as the driver of
the Roysler, to see what was close behind. That
mirror obtained its reflection of anything behind
the Roysler, by way of the back window. There
was, of course, a side mirror for the driver, bus
it was not likely to serve the present purpose
nearly so well.

- Inevitably, for the first few minutes the driving
was by fits and starts. 1raffic signals held them

Roysler along the-
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up; then the car would flash over some busy
turning; to dart along a length of quiet streef,
come to another that was choe-a-bloe with traflic,
and so meot with a fresh check.

Streets of private residences; streets with glars
ing shop-fronts; past a theatre or two, there
people -were already queuing up—so they zig-
zagged along, on a northwards course.

“Btop 1" —“Go!” and yot ine Rion
“Gol”" And all the while, Pam could ser that
ng ‘close to him. .

Onee it pulled up, during a check, o close to
the rear of the Roysler that she could make out
the figure of the person driving. A man with a
dark-skinned ‘face and wWearing a tarban.

Then came a welcome spell of *all clear ” for
several minutes on end. It was “Gol"—*“(Go!”
wherever there was traffie signals showing their
lights at crossings. :

The Roysler took full _advantage.. It simpl
fashed along, and still the other ecar ful!awmj‘f
Thrilling ! =

The neighbourhoed to which they penetrated
ecame a quieter one, much less brilliant by
night; the houses and shops all of humbler appear-
ance. :
Always watching, Pam had the joy at last of
losing the sidelights and the vaguc shape of the
pursuing car. Her father had whisked round into
a quiet thoroughfare, turned again in & few
moments, and then fairly raced ahead.

Had he succeeded then—already? Oh, if only -

No!

There were the sidelights of that following car

again! It was still, so to speak, hard uﬁmn their
heels. Very nearly they had given it the slip—
but not quite!

Evidently, by “treading on the gas,” the pur-
suer could rely on not being out-raced. 8o Pam's
father would have to rely upon dodging tactics.

And now they were getting almost clear of
outer London. The roads were lined with attrae-
tive, well-kept villas, with mere “patches 7 of
shops, and perhaps a cinema or twe.

Pam was not without the thought that giving
another car the slip, by night, was not nearly so
easy in open_ country, The headlamps—oven the
sidelamps only—could render one so distingnish-
able on roads or in lanes running amongst un-
lighted wastes of land. ;

Suddenly, whilst they were still amongst brick
and mortar, the Roysler did another lightning bit
of zigzag work. Sl{e lost the following ear once
more—and this time it did not reappear.

Now, then—now! Had they done the trick, this
time?

*Oh, daddy, splendid! Carry on)”

He slewed round inte anoiher suburban road.
Whirr | and they left-turned into another roud,
just as quietly. ~ A sudden but ealm braking-up
for somebody wanting to ecross at a corner—a
polite “After you!" in spite of the desperate
need for speed—and then on again?!

She still peered out by that back windew of
the Roysler. Where—where was the purster

now ?

Coming round that hend whicl they themselves
had just used? No! Not in sight again, yet. 1
The Roysler whizzed aside once mere; the fifth

turning within the minute !

“Go it, daddy!” Now—at last!

Only a few seconds after this, amazement scized
her. Bhe found that the Royssler was drawing out
into a suburban road just previously traversed..
Her father had dodged round into it again.
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Then he turned off to the right, asd, with a
swift run along a quarter of a mile of villa-
lined road, he drove out warily on to a Imain
highway, smooth as a roller-skating rink.

Huge lorries were rolling and lumbering aléﬁ‘g‘--

on either side, whilst fast cars had, as 1t ‘were,
the main line to themselves. The wavering glare
from some of the headlamps was a wonderful sight
in_the darkness.

But Pam could not understand, for this sepmed
to be the Great North Roead, and since her father
seemed to have shaken off the pursuit whilst still
amongst the roads of villadom—why this?

She was soon to know.

Less than ten minutes later her father slowed
whilst_overtaking a car in front of him in the
line. of fast traflic running north.

The Royszler’s headlamps helped to plek out
the number at the back of that car just in front,
faintly illuminated as it was by the taillamp.

She was peering forward now, and she read the
number of the ear in front quite distinetly:
BAJ—010.

The very number (hat she had seen on the front
number-plate of their pursuer !

In other words, they were now behind that car
—had eaught it up on the Great North Road,
whilst 1t was going “‘all out.”

Pam sat back on her seat and langhed. Her
father was going to turn back now. 8he could
imagine the smile of calm satisfaction with which
he had satisfied himself, as the result of this
manceuvre; that they had not only given the car
the slip, but had tricked it into going on, on, on,
up the Great North Road. In the belief, of
course, that the Roysler was somewhere ahead !

She waited until they had started the run back
towards mighty London. Then she unsnapped the
bright fastenings to the one travelling bag which
was with her in the ecar.

Once again Pam became the quick-change
schoolgirl whilst being driven in 119.1- father's
car. Once again she became Monica Gray, losing
all the dainty loveliness of Swanlake's only
daughter,

When, at last the car stopped at the kerb, in
a quiet London thoroughfare, it was Monica Gray
who stepped out, rather ungracefully, wearing
glasses and serewing up her face as she smiled.

“Thanks so mueh, Mr. Willonghby! T've quite

Cenjoyved g™

“*The Underground is just round the corner,”
her father said, having joined her on the pave-
ment.

“71 shall go to Bond Streel and walk the rest of
the way.” she nodded serenely. “Shonldn’t
wonder 1f most of my chums are at the hotel when
I gher- in  They had nothing special on for to-
night.” »

A few moments went by in silence.

“ And s0,” he murmured, “here we say good-
bye, Morcove for you, a week from now, and
India for me.”

“There's one thing,
self down. *“I don't have to ‘change,” do I

A strange, never-to-be-forgotten good-bye it
was, between father and daughter, taking place
there in the lamplit darkness of a prosaic Lon-
don street. She would have been more than
haman not to find her eyes, behind the deceivin
glasses, suddenly aflood with tears. She cnu.ls
never have said her last words to him. the father
she loved and who loved her =0 aderingly, with-
out a little sob or two.

Yei when that good-bye had been said and she
was hurrving away, along, leaving him to drive
off in the car, her every step—a rather ungraceful
one—evidenced sturdy self-reliance.

* ghe smiled, glancing her-
l;.!r
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Sheila (Glasgow).—Thank you so much for
vour very nice letter. 1 was delighted to know
that you and your friends enjoy our paper so
much, It was splendid of you to secure so
many new readers. Very soon I shall have a
big surprise to aunounce, so wafch my Chat
carefully.

“Bess (Cromer, Norfolk)—Many thanks for
your letter and good wishes, dear reader. The
present series of Moreove stories promises to
be one of Marjorie Stanton’s hest, don't you
think? 1 should be very grateful il you would
introduce our paper to your friends in the
hockey club. Best wishes. :

“ A Wellwisher of Polly” (Wimborne
Dorset).—Thank you very much for such a nice
leiter. The answer to your question regarding
Morcove School is “No.” I will bear in mind
your request for auother competition, but, in
the meantime, there are the gifts to which to
look forward. Very best wishes. ;

“ A Bookworm ' (Shiphay, Torquay).—I re-
gret that 1 eannot do as you ask regarding a
pen-friend. I am so glad you like all our
present  features. Did you have a jolly
Christimas? You must write again and tell me
all about it. ~All good wishes.

“ poliy,’’ * Betty,” and * Paula.”—Thank
ou very mueh indeed for your first letter; I

ope it will be the first of many. Fay and
Edna will be back at Morcove next term, so we
shall hear more of them. Yes, Polly and Betty
are almost the same age. Don't forget that
next long letter! -

Joan and ** Marina.”"—Many thanks for such
a nice letter., Yes, Betty will be to the fore
again next term, you will be giad o know.
Marjorie Stanton is even now writing a topping
new series in which Betiy figures prominently.
Keep a sharp eye open for details of our fortg-
coming gifts.

She betook herself to the nearest Underground
station as a young girl t¥pist might do any morn-
ing in the week, with a brave air, glad of a job to
be got on with.

Pam’s job now! Bhe knew exactly what it was.
To be outwardly, to all the world; at all times,
Monica Uray, whilst inwardly she would still be
dad’s only child, his daughter and yet his help-
mate: a Willonughby—with a heart for any fate!

And all this—at Morcove! - :

onica Opay, when she got to the Monopole

Hotel, made the mistake—as it appeared

to be—of entering at a doorway veserved for the
veception of visitors' luggage.

The superintendent of this department, amongsi
the numerous dumps of luggage, politely informed
her that this was not, strictly speaking, the way
in for visitors, but she said a careless:

#0h, it's quite all right !” and marched on.

Band music grew louder as she neared the
public lounges, where people were settling down
who kad just come away from the grand res-
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taurant. When she had got rid of her outdoor
things, she strayed into the main lounge, laoking
about for Betty and other *acquaintances.”

She saw & jolly bateh of them almost as soon
as her bespectacled eyes royed the luxurious
sitting-about place, with all its well-dressed
throng.

Mr, and Mrs. Linton were off the scene, but.

there were Polly and Jack, and Beity, and in
addition most of the other girls and boys had
gravitated to the Monopole again.

They saw her, and waved an invitation for her
to coms across and join them in their favourite
corner. Naomer for one even streaked across the
lounge, bearing a mammoth box of chocolates for
her, Monica, to sample instantly.

“Pekns, hallo, Monica, look what Tubby has
brought me, zis evening! All soft centres—gor-
Jus, rou try ono, queek ! - :

"il,ha.nk you!  You're a hig crowd again, I
sec.’

“PBekas, Mr. and Mrs. Linton have promised
to take us all to a theatre, only he docsn’t begin
till mearly nine o'tlock—sweendle!”

With Naomer in sprightly attendance, Monica
got to where the other juniors were ready with
welcoming reniarks.

“Haven't seen vou all day, Monica!” DBetty
voiced the general reproach.

“1 was up late, I know!”

“ And then vou went off on your own to explore
more of London, of course,” was Polly's twitting

This is the title of the brilliant

long complete story which will

theill you next Tuesday—a story

that is packed with excitement
and adventure.
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And there is a big sutprise
in this powerful tale, which
makes Pam’s position even more
dangerous,

Make sure of enjoying this great story
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allusion to the famous “eseapade  of last night,
“Where was it this time, Moniea ? Chinatown "

“YVou'll be kidnapped,” jested Betty, * That'll
be the end of you!”

“(Oh, I hope not. I say, though, T’ve got a bit
of news for you. I wonder whether it will please
you,'

“Why, what—what?” they clamoured.

“Pm going to Morcove next term.”

“ What-a-at !”" they yelled, much as if they were
at their school instead of in this West-End hotel.
“Vou, Monica—going to Morcove?”

“Next term, that's right,” she smiled. seTeWwing
up her face. *“It's all settled, and 1 shall be there
on the day the school re-opens.”

“(oodness ! Polly gasped. ;

“Yes, bekas—" .

“Most gwatifying, bai Jove, yes, wather !
'l)eﬂm::(’l Paula Creel. “But haow wemawkable,
tool’

“ Ampazing I cried others. “Just faney!”

“Pokas—what ze diggings, hooray! You will
be ane of us, Monica! Ooo, gorjus! Everybody.”
shrilled Naomer,  “ have another choe all round,
to cellerbrate !”

“I, am so relieved that you are not horrified

“Iorrified ! Betty laughingly echoed. “Why,
Monica, it is grand; it's great, this g1

“The very thing we have been wishing COULD
happen, if you want to know,” chimed in Pally.
“And now you must keep with us, Monica, for
the evening. You must get permish to come to
the show. Perhaps your auntie will come, too?
Suat,s can be arranged, I'm sure. The theatre is

And there Polly broke off, at a moment when
she seemed ready to dash away, in that head-
possibly te find her
parents and tell them; Monica must be included
in the party.

Polly stopped dead, and others who were
ceated stood up politely, for suddenly they were
all aware of a short, stout man in Oriental dress,
with & blazing jewel in his turban, pausing as he
went by in the lounge.

Tle was treating them to a recognising smile.

“ A%, my young friendis who I see at the Sahib
Willoughby's house, 1 dink?"

“That's right, sir,” Jack Linton responded.
i .‘}nme ,?f us are staying here, you see.”

& 2

# And this, sie,” Betty said, drawing Monica
Gray forward to be introduced, “is a girl who
was not at Halkin Street this afterncon.”

“Wasn't she?” the girl in guestion thought to
herself.

“Niss Moniea Gray,” Betty did the introdue-
tion. * Monica, the Ameer of Abdur-Khan!"

She bhowed with intentional lack of grace.

“ A% ? the Ameer said to her. “Yon go to
gchool as well, eh?”

“@he’s going to our school, next term, as a new
girl!” Polly 1m etuously put in. *‘Morcove |”

Monica Gray laughed, screwing up her face.

“Ves, that’s right,” she smirked.

The Ameer gave his notion of an affable, patron-
ising nod, and toddled away. :

After looking her full in the face like that, in
the bright light of the hotel lounge, he still had
not known her for who she really was!

“Yes, well—"

- But she only said those words to herself, whilst
Being lef with a sense of a curfain coming down
to close the second act in a big drama, and of its
having to rise again ere long upon the third act
—the secene, Morcove School |

[END OF THIS WEEE'S STORY.]




