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BACK at Morcove School once more, Pam Willoughby still has to con-
tinue her daring masquerade-—still has to be Monica (?-rewIr to all her

chums.

But the situation takes a dramatic turn, and Pam is suddenly

faced with the fact that at least three people know that she is—Pam !

CHAPTER 1.

Back Again
HUMP !
“Open the door, please, somebody !
“0Oh, that's Polly! All right, Polly
dear!”

And Betty Barton, one of several girls in Stndy
12 at Morcove School, darted to w iip open the
door.

The terrific thump just then must have been
caused by madeap Polly Linton’s lunging at the
closed door with lurrg:,'.[e in either hand,

“Whew !"" she exao'o'om!m] her panting state,
as she staggered in, * Well, Betty—back again |
Hallo, Paula darllng-—smucthing for wyou to

mind [
And one of the madeap’s bits of luggage went
flop upon the lap of Paula Creel, just “for the
sake of teasing that long-suffering but adored
duffer.
“Dwp! Naow, Polly deah, don't stawt—"
“What do you think Pve come back for, then,
if not to start—another term?" Polly  eried
blithely, whilst d]=posmg of the rest of her lug-
gage. “Yes, here I am—the Best Girl in the
I orm, back again, to set the good example! And
oh, I do fno%. like work! I just long for to-
morrow—first morning in classi”
“Do you?” came the saucy

retort of that

dusky imp, Naomer Nakara, * Bekas, I don't!"”

“You wonldn’t,” the madcap said, \\-ith her
usual unmhllaimg scornt for the imp. “You'd
like life to be all hols and going out to tea, and
cating chocs in bhetween whiles—we know! What
have you got there?”

Polly added this whilst advancing to dip her
fingers into what was, manifestly, a handsoms
hox of assorted choes, the top Ll\m' considerahly
depleted.

“Hi, not so queek! Dekas,
chags—-""

“Bat I do,” said Polly, helping herself liberally.
“And, anyway, it is my duty, as one of the
Ciood ‘Influences of this school, to prevent a kul
like you from gorging. You ha\ont grown any
thinner since I last saw you.’

“1 don’t Imow that you have, cither!"

“Ha, ha, ha!l’

“T geal” 1’0!1\' zaid grimly. Starting the
ferm by bcmw rhr’o]n are you? T'll attend to

vou later ! ‘\LM Maflgo——l‘ms—Jud\ Here we
are againi”

Smiles and nods Implied that that was so,
whilst Polly, by a sudden grimace, indicated that
the being baclk fot another term was nob stuch an
unmixed blessing after all,

“Where did vou leave vour
Pollyt"” asked Judy casually.

eef you don’t like

2

brother Jack,
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“1 Jeft Jack on- the platform of the station
whers hie had fo change fl‘t}r_.(}rg"ng'eméor, lockin
oiie big Wow! Unlike me,™ the madeap sai
virtuously, “Jacle doesn’t relish the idea of
another ferm. But, as I say I—what’s school for?
I panse for a reply!” |

“I got in more than an hour
blithely remarked. *“And girls have been rolling
up ever since. Of course yon are all glad to be
back, really; but you want to be me, te know
. what it feels like—to be back again, afier being
"away all last term! The old study——"

“And the Old Firm, yes,” Polly nodded, pop-
ping another of Naomer's peeled chocolates into
her mouth. *What about Helen Craig?”

“0Oh, she’s here; about somewhere——"

“Then we're all complete—except for Pam !”

“Pxeept for Pam, yes,” Polly was answered by

ago,” Betty

several fellow members of the Study 12 *chum-
mery.” “And Pam isn't expected—worse luck !”

“Sweendle, T eall it! I wish I were Pam Wil
loughby,” moaned Naomer, * geiting extra weeks
of holiday to be with people in ze North, instead
of having to come back to work, work, work!”

“Wa shall miss Pam——"

“We shall!” several of ithem followed Madge
Minden's earnest comment. *‘ We shall hear from
her, of course, but that isn’t the same.”

#1 rather wonder that there wasndt a leffer
from Pam awaiting us,” Betty exclaimed. **We
don’t know her address, and we shan’t know it
until we de hear from her. Hallo, Helen!”

For now Helen Craig was entering, with a
“just arrived 7 expression. A burst of greetings
was quickly followed by Polly's taking Naomer's
chocolates and requesting Helen to help herself;
which Helen did,

“And now,” the madcap said, fending off the
imp, “put them by for a daq or two! 1. will
take charge of them, child—"

“Ha, ha, hal” 3 =

“Hi! Bekas, T want my chocs, and I jolly
well mean to——" - S, y

“Naomer? Tempers? The idea!” said Pelly,
in her best mothering tone. ‘1 say, though!
What about that new girl?”

“Monica Gray? She isn't here yei,” Betty
?mmp_ﬂyr answered.
or her.
mistress ? 3

"8 have I—and 1!" cried several
- (h, what’s: she like?” clamoured Polly and
Helen.

“ Awfully nice!”

“Yes, wather, bai Jove! Pwomises to be a
woal wipper,” beamed Paula Creel, busy with
poeket-comb and mirror as she rechned in the
best armchair, A Miss Merrick——"

“Young, pretty, and must be elever, for they
say she has certificates galore, and even a
diploma,” Betty supplemented. 8o everything
Iqrﬂfa all right for the new term in that direetion,

irls.”

““Something to be thankful about, no mistake,”
camwe from Ilelen Craig fervently, *T'd like to
soo- Miss® Merrick,” .

“85 would I, cried Polly. ''And, anyway,
1 mustn’t hang about like this. Naomer, my pet,
if you like to take this larger bag of the two up
{o the dormitory, then you may have one more
of yonr choes!” - :

“Not zo bit of eet] Bekas—" _ ;

“Panla, then?” Polly invited that languid
chum. “¥Youwll be an angel, and help me?”

“ Wp—weally, Polly deah—"

“0Oh, all right! The bq.‘g needn’t go up for a
bif, anyway. And so—"

Meantime, have yon seen the new Forms
I have!”

, careering down, and in either case there

“I've been on the look-out
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And so Polly adreitly picked it np and slung
it towards elegant Paula, with a careless:

*(loming over!”

“Yowch—ow 1"

Polly scampered out of the siudy,” and Betty
ran ouf after her, to go with her up the corridor
to the stairs. Half-way along the wi;}@_&b&ssa 2,
on to which so many study doors opened, Polly
jerked a thumb at one closed door.

“Are THEY back. Betty?”

“The Denver sisters? _ Yos, Fay and Edna are

back.™

e 0] TR

“A pity, of ecourse, but thers it is” Beily
quietly added. “T don’t know how they will be,
under a new Form-mistress——""

““Be the same, those two, under any mistress,”
was Polly’s muttered belief. * We've got one of
the best headmistresses in the world, in Miss
Bomerfeld—and yei—"

There was no time for more. The huge school-
house was in too lively a state for am:rltbhmg like
connected talk. Polly had been checked in her
remarks about Fay and ldna Denver by a sudden
encounter with a balch of Form-mates, and this
meant another exchange of greetings and a snatch
of talk about how the hels had been spent.
 Onee again, the hurry-scurry mood of sottling
in deereed only the briefest exchange of friendly
grestings: then Betty and Polly went down a
flight of stairs—and met another lot of girls,
coming up! ’

Altogether, it was a very halin
Study 12 pair made, to the groun
other girls were net comin

descent the
floor, for if
up, then they were
d to
be a stop for a word or two. :
: “; ;m: know, Polly dear, we are rather a fine
ot '

““Yes, T know that!” the madeap agreed, almost
at the foot of the last Bight with ker best of

1ms.

“85 friendly all round,” Betty spoke on in
extreme happiness. *“Except for Fay and Hdna
and just one or two others—"

“And they don’t count! Oh, but there SHE
is!” Polly softly exclaimed, obtaining a firsi sight
of the new Form-mistress. “And I like her,
Betty—she looks a ripper !

“Wou couldn’t help but like her,
Iere, come and spcaﬂ to her, Polly!"”

Miss Merrick had evidently stationed hereelf
in the front hall, so as to make herself known to
last arrivals and establish a happy relationship
with them at once.

There were nobt many girls, already in the
school, whom she had missed sceing; but Pelly
was one.  Now, however, Polly had the special
honour, & to gpeak, of being introdueed hy
Betfy ! :

“Miss Merrick! Here is Polly Linton 4

“0h, are you the Polly Linten 1 have heard
g0 much aboul?” came most delightedly. along
with an offered hand. *Almost as much as

I'm surel

“have heard about Betty here—the Form captain !”

Beity laughed.
“(aptain, Miss Merrick, if and when eleeted !
But the new mistress shook her head, smiling.
“1 know all about it, Betty, The election for
captain, this time, will be a pure formality. You
are back again, after last term’s absence, and
that is good enough!” 3
Polly, a smile inviling her fo express an opioion,
ave an explosive:
1 ghould hope so! “Even if Pam Willoughby
were going to heve, that wouldn’t affect the
captainey going to Betly again. Pam was cap.
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last term, but she al\x‘aﬁ\"‘s insisted that she omly
regarded herself as a stop-gap.”

“Ah, yes—Pam Willoughby, and I have heard
a lot about her, too,” nodded ghe new Form-
mistress. * From all acounts, a charming girl.”

“Here's another car,” Betly exclzimed, as
setting-down sounds came from outside. =* How i
wish that could be the Swanlake ear, with Pam

“0h, Betiy—look!”
shout. “The new girl!”

“Monica Gray!” o

And both Betty and Polly wers before Miss
Meorrick in getting to the front doorway, their
voices uniting in the delighted ory:

“Moniea! Here vou are, then—at Morcove |”

CHAPTER 2.
The ** New ' Girl

IS8 MERRICK'S could scarcely have been
a favourable first impression of Monica
Gray. -

That girl was so very Bnattractive to look at!

1t was not simply that she lacked good looks.
She was so ungraeeful as te appear almost
“slummocky.” In an age when almost every
schoolgirl has poise, Monica Gray was that rare
excoption—a girl who did not hold herself up,
and whose step had no daintiness.

As_ she wore glasses, short-sightedness could, of
course, aceount for a certain Houndering in her
movements, although there are now many girls
wearing glasses who carry
themselves with the mnicest
g'l' ace.

But Betty and Polly, like
other- members of *chum
mery,” “had become ac
quainted with Monica Gray
during the winter holidays,
and they were ready fo
vouch for her being a
thorough good sort, anyhow !

“Monica Gray, I under-
stand ¥ said the now Form-
mistress, after allowing the
two Morcove girls a few

moments for first words
with this latest  arrival.
*How do you do, Monica!”

“Wine, thanks! Oh, but
isn‘t this a fine school—
grand!  Such buildings—

(R

they took my breath away!
“1 share your delight,

Monica—the special delight

of one who is new to Mor-

cove. For I also am new,™

smiled Miss Merrick. “ This

is fo be my first term, too.”
¥ &

SRR

“Our Form-mistress, yes,
Monica! For you are to be
in our Form, aren't you?”
Betty gaily rattled omn
“That was the last thing
\ said to ws, up there in
London at the hotel, before
we girls parted from you
and your aunty.”

i ‘_1,'05. so I understood

“Our Torm, and the best
Form in the whele school,”
Polly declared. *“It always
has been. anyway!”

was Polly’s interrupting

posited in the waste-paper basket.
rubbish ! ”’ said Polly with mock grimness.
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“Then Monica will sa¥, along with me,” said
Miss Merriek's light rejoinder; “ihe Form must
not be any the worse '}cr our. coming upon the
seene ! Monica, so that you can be helped to feel
quite at ease at once, you might keep with these
two girls now. There is no immediate hurry
about seeing matron,’

“Then come along upstairs to the studies,
Monica,” eried Befty., *Oh, and Miss Merrick!
What study iz Moniea to be in? Have you settled
vat about that?"

“Why, no! I am coming round the studies,
b}_-‘-u.}}d-h_\', But perhaps, Betty, yolt can suggest

“T'm just thinking; Pam Willoughby's study !
was Betty’s bright idea. * The one, that is, Pam
shared with Ilelen Craig. Monica already knows
Helen, who was with us up in Town lust week.
So, altogether—"

“Quite: 1t should answer splendidly, girls. You
can, then, consider that settled, Monica."”

The new girl gave a scholar’s bow; but it wae
far from being a graceful one, **And I do wish,”
Polly was thinking, going upstairs with Betty and
Monica, “she wouldn't serew her face up when
she smiles. Does so speil her "

“But the new mistress is all right, isn't she 7"
Monica began to chatter away to her cscort on
the way up. *“ You must feel glad! I remember
your all being so anxious as to what sort of a
new mistress you might get, this term. I had a
lovely journey. Did you! Aunty—vou remember

aunty, of course, at the hoetel !—she was surprised

To the accompaniment of loud laughter, Naomer was de-

** The proper place for
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that T wasn't feeling nervous. But then. as 1
caid to her, why should 1 be! T'd already got
friends to meet, at the scheal; you girls!®

“That's the idea,” Betty chummily responded.
“Tf we get on as well wit vou, Monica, here at
Moreove, as we did at the hotel in London—we
shall be all righi!”

“And vou're to have Pam’s study—only next

%tudy 12; nice and handy!” Polly re-
joiced.

“Pam? Let me see, that was the girl you told
me abouf, up in Town—the one to whose house
vou all went for a sort of party, beeause she was
going up North? T remember| Oh, thengh——"

And I&n‘nicn (Gray made a brief siop now that
they were all three at the stairs end of the long
corridor; she was so impressed!

“ All these rooms along this passage—studies 7"

“That's it

“ Just faney! Tt IS a echool! And.” Monica
added with a dropped voiee, “such nice girls, 1
can tell 1™

She was seeing many who would be her Form-
mates, for the eorrider teemed with girle going
i and out of studies or standing about in talk.

Nor did Betty and Polly omit to do a goad deal
of introducing whilst conducting Monica down the
corridor, They and the rest of the *chummery 2
meant to have her as a chum: but that did not
mean that, they would wish to keep her fo them-

selves.

Betty and Co. hated cliques. They would have
scorned to be exclusive, and the more friends
Monica obtained, and the sconer she obtained
them, the happier they would be.

 Just take a peep in here, Monica,” Belty sug-
gosted, stopping at the last door but ene on the
Teft-hand side of the passage. = How will this
suit yon i

“(h, fine—if Helen Craig will haye mel”

“Well ask Helen,” Polly chuokled, ' She's
in Study 12 now. Theyre all in there—the old
crowd—oxcepting Pam !”

“The only one of us you haven't met before
to-day,” Beity chimed in. *“As for those who
are in here,” as she now threw open the door of
Stufghlﬁ; “girls, here’s Monica Gray S

i i

“Bai Jove—""

“RBekas—hooray ! And, queck, Monica, have 2o
choe!” yelled Naomer, mingling with others whe
were eager to take furns at some handshaking.
“Wou don't look very very humpy, either, Monica.,
although yow're like us—ab school now, imstead
of at ze jolly old Monopole Hotel 1 :

“T'm sure I don't feel humpy—anything but, ™
Monica Gray breezily de.eLueaf # How -are you,
?:‘ Been having 4 nice time since I last saw
F oL L
. "'l“(}ra.nd 1 =

“Yog, wather!”

“And you. Monica?" inquired Madge.
@Ok, I7 TD've been rather quiet, along with
asndy.” :

“You won't be guiet now” Polly predicted
mock-grimly. By this time to-morrow we sha
have got into our stride again, (h, amt by the
way—as you are to be next door. 1 ever you
hear a row like hens being chased, that will only
mean I'm teaching Naomer to behave.”

“1 sea! So this is Study 1217 .

“¥ou see it at a bad time,”’ the madcap rattled
on. “We uosually have tea in here about this
pimme——"" = ;

“And zab iz ze time, Monica ! _Bekas—"

There came a noiso like hens being chazed up
a hedge by a spaniel. In other words, Polly came
down like an extinguisher upon Naomer,  con-

Every Tuesday

sideting that “kid 7 disentitled fo talk so much;
and when Polly hustled the dusky one axide, some-
how Paula was in the way.

“Put to-day everybody goes down to the sehool
tables for tea,” Betty blithely supplemented. S
sort of tradition, you know. Grand gather round
on re-opening day.”

“ A nice idea, too!” Monica nodded. e s |
do love Morcove—already! If only I can do the
waork 1"

“What ze diggings!” cackled Naomer, “You
don't want to zink about that! Belas, lock at
me——"

Monica, looking at Naomer, was just in time
to see her again hustled aside by the madeap,
with the samo disastrons results to- Paula as
hefore.

“Hg," ha, hal’

“Insuffewable ! Paula said with  dudgeon,

having to pat herself to rights once maore. “How-

cvah, 1 twust that you, Betly—mnow that you &re

back, and are to bo captain again——"
ghouted. “A

“QOh, that reminds me!” Poll
Form meeting to-night—you’ll %aw. to  afttend
that, Monica! It won't be anything of an agenda;
just a formal business. gpill, 1T expect we shalk
make it go with a bang. We usually do.”

* And then Betty wiﬁ he officially the captain
once again,” Judy Cardew commented ardently.
“Vou can't hope to understand, Monica, being
new, what that is going to mean to us. Last
term, we were all upside down. This termy, it
will be like old times ‘again. Just the same,
pxcept that wo shan’t have Pam amengst us.”’

i Manica must make up for Pam,” =aid Betty.
“You have begun well, Monica—by gomng into
Pam’e study!”

“1 aan soe myself being like your Pam,” the
new girl langhed, I shouldn’t think two girls
conld be more different. Your Pam is good &3
mugie, and I haven't touched a piano for I
wenldn't like to say how long! Pam, vou've told
me, plays for your side at hockey; and there,
again, you'll soon find out what a poor player 1
am. But I shall hope to have some of the friend-
ship that you gave Pam, all the same!”

“You'll have that, all right,” several of them
were saying in ehorus, when they hecpme aware
of z parlourmaid af the threshold of the crowded
siudy. :

“1f you please, is the new girl here?”

“Monica Gray? Yes, that's me!”

‘' T'ha headmistress would like to see you, Hiiss.
1f you'll come with me, T'll show you the way.’

“Oh, thanks, right-ho! See you later, girlet”

At tea—vyes, Monieca !”

All the way downstairs she was looking about
ler with a new girl's cager interest in- strange
surroundings. 1t was that fayourite parlourmaid
amongst the scholars—eomely Ellen—who  was
Monica’s conductress, and she was all  good
natured gossip,

Yametimes, Bllen said, when a scholar was sent
for it meant a rowing | But, of course, there was
nothing for Menica to be afraid of now. It was
customary for the headmisiress to have a few
words with a new girl, on arfival.

S0, in the library-like room downstairs, the
door of which was marked * PRIVATE,” Monica
was left to herself. A pleasant hurly-burly came
to her frem outside the room, due fo the inevit-
able commotion of re-opening day. It did not
surprise Monica thab she was being kept waiting
like this, She could imagine what a busy time -
it was for the headmistress. i 2

But there was a big surprise for the girl when
at last the door opencd and—instead of Miss
Somorheld—a  finely-built, handsome gentleman
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entered. Tt was a surprise, cven though she re-
cognised him instantly, e

“Oh,” she exclaimed, with the sinile that screwed
up her face, “it's Mr. Somerficld! The head-
mistress’ brother!” . ;

“Well, young lady,” he responded genially,
closing the door behind him. ** And Ehow’ 18
Moniea Gray feeling, now that she has got to
Morcove 2" T

“Quite all right! Bul fancy vou being here to-

day! 1 thought you might look over some time,
of course, Mr. Somerficld, as vou told me vou
were going to stay at Swanlake—which isn't far
from here. But to-day!”

“Things are not so good,” he remarked in a
very'surl;%ued voice; and he seemed to watch her
closely, to see if she gave any nervous start.

But she gave no Sign of alarm.

After a moment, Mr. Jack Somerfield voiced
wmpthing that was like a eade-word.

“BAJ," he said. “Q-one-0.”

And he added in an impressive whisper:

“You mustn’t go out alone.”

CIHAPTER 3.
People from the East

MILE from Morcove Sehool, built close
to the very edge of one of the heetling

x cliffs that towered above the rugged sea-
shore, stood a snug-locking %ungalcw.

:The man who had seleeted =uch a lonely, gale-
ridden spot for his private residence had soon
tired of being so often blown to bifs by the winds
that shrieked in from off the wide Atlantie. So
“ClLff Edge,” as the place was called, had de-
clined into a *furnished bungalow—to reént for
leng or short period.”

Sometimes girls were aware of the bungalow
being in occupation by people seeking a change
of air; at other times they would see it standing
empty and neglected.

There were lights behind the fow windows this
evening—this, the first evening of Morcove's new
term. Bnug cnough the place must have appeared
to be, to anyone passing on the lonely road that
rani by the bungalow. And snug it needed to
be, if the present tenants were not to be always
a-shiver.

For, they were people from the Hast.

In the lamp-lit sitiing-room, where a big coal
fire blazed upon the hearth, were a man and a
woman, engaged in guarded talk.

If they could speak English, they preferred to
speak in their own purring language now. And
so, although some of their clothing was Turopean,
at this moment their Bastern origin was very
much in evidence.

Not only were they conversing in their native
language; bui the man retained his brown turban,
aigd the woman some of that raiment shich age-
old tradition decrees for a daughter of the East.

At a pause in the talk, th¢ man rose and went
to one of the heavily-curtained windows. He

eered round fhe edge of a curtain, then eame
gack to resume the conversation.

“No, 1 do not like your plan,” was the English
equi\'ﬂ.ient of what he said to the woman. “Too
risky ! 1f you should be discovered in that build-
ing, Azara—what {would they not think!”

‘But we must do something,” the woman
flashed. **We know the Ameer—what he is when
things do not go well. In London—the last time
he spoke with us; how he took you by the throat,
Zahridan. Yet was it our fault that we had
failed, up there in London?”

“Yea, the Ameer is, as you say, what he is,
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Azara.  All the more reason, then, why we muat
not make any mistake, any blunder, nga.in. It is
not what he might do fo me now, Azara; but
some day 1 would like to go back to my own
country——"

“The conntry which he rules! And those who
have digpleased him, those who have failed—do
we not know how they languish in his prisons??

The man nodded sombrely.

“Truly, we must succeed, Azara, or we wore
beiter dead,” he muttered.  “ But it is nol now
so easy as it once looked like heing. Un-’
doubtedly, the Sahib Willoughby received a warn-
ing, up there in London. Undoubtcdly, steps
were taken to trick nus to what they were dbing
with the sahib’s daughter.”

It was the woman’s turn to nod, as she sat
at the lamplit table, her coal-black cyes sceming
to hold each a spark of fire.

Y Unwarned,” she muttered, “that girl would
have returned to the school to.day. Warned,
they may have indeed sent her to be somewhere
else. But have they done that, Zahridan—hava
they done szo, after all? If they have, then we
only waste our time down here,”

* And so you would go across to the school, this
night, and even enter the place, to spy.” he re-
jomed, in an uneasy tone: “and I say it would
be too risky, Azara. Should you be discovered
—seen for o moment even—and should the girl
be there, after all, then indeed they would be
warned !

“Am I, thy wife, a fool?" she exclaimed
fiercely, rising fo her feet to stamp passionately.
“Was there any clumsiness of mine, in London ¥

“Peace,” he entreated. “Thou and I are no
fools;, Azara, else would the Ameor never have
chosen us:  But ye would do a rash thing—-"

“How, then? hat would ve do?”

It is true,” he murmured, “we shall soon be
krown to be living here. DBut there is nothing
they can prove against us, concerning the Sahib
Willoughby's daughter, at present. This, how-
ever, is a lawful country, Azara. If vou were dis-
covered in that schoolhouse, then the police—"

“Ah, the police!” she sneered. *““There were
police m London !’ ;

“Now, harken! Our first task, Azara, is to
find out if that girl has returned to the school
to-day. If she is there—because they think they
have tricked us into believing that she is some-
where else—we shall get her in the end. If she

is ;1:10t. there, then we have to find out where she
is. -

The woman received. this with an impatient
nod, and took a few turns about the room, like
a caked tigeress.

“L"” she suddenly exclaimed passionately,
“could enter that house this night, and none
would know! The scholars could be everywhere,
and not one would see me! I, who know their
language, could listen. Yea,” she multered on,
standing still with a rapt expression, I see my-
self listening, when they have gone to their bed-
rooms for the night. And so, Zahridan, if the
sahib’s daughter is there, I hear her spoken to.
If not, then I hear her spoken of as one who is
absent. What could be better, since that is the

uestion on which all else turns for us? Is she
there, or is she absent? And if she is absent
her friends miay know where she is.”

“This would be better,” he answered, coming
round the table to resume his seat. “The samo
purpese achieved, by safer means. Yea, Azara, 1
see what must be done.”

“This night?”

“Yeal!l” he answered.
know—for certain |

“This night we shall
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CHAPTER 4.
A

N a Morcove class-room that held more than
a score of other girls, all in boistercus mood,
madecap Peolly Linton sent a hailing ery to-

wards Meniea Gray, just then entering.

‘' Monica—over here !

She waved a “Coming!” response, and crossed
the epen floor in front of rows of desks where,
in the merning, girls would be bending pretiy
heads over their work.

At present, those same girls were making all
the row they could, in accordance with the tradi-
tiod that that was how any Form meeling must
commence.

Bang—thump! and a noeize like somebody going
whallop!

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bekas—look at her!” yelled Naomer, direct-
ing a derisive finger to long suffering Paula,
now picking herself up.

“Qoo, I wouldn’t have hair looking like yours,
Paula 1 ;

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Insuffewable!” Paula’s cry rose above all the
hubbub, whilst she clawed disarraving hair out
of her eyes. 1 hev not wetuwned to Mercove for
anothah term of—— Oweh! Ow! Naomer 22

“Zen ocut of my way!”

“Ah, deah! hope you wealise, Monica
Gway,” said the beloved duffer of the Form
dolefully, ‘““haow twying it is for any geal with
bwaing—"

“ And more trying without zem, to go by you!”
the imp saucily caught up Paunla. "Cheer up,
any old how: bekas—Betty for eap, hooray

“Hurrah, yes! Betty!” dimmed a dozen of
them joyously,

“Here's a place for you; Monica,” Polly cried,
now that the mew girl had reached that part of

the room. *‘'Pam's desk, when she is here. But
as she isn't—"
. “Thanks!” laughed Monica Gray. “Pam’s

study upstairs, and now Pam's place in class!
Rather ?unnv e

The fact that Betty and other meinbers of the
Study 12 chummery were all near neighbours
caused Monica to retain a happy smile. Then she
noticed two girls who were eoming in, last of all,
with very showing-off airs, and she wanted to
know who they were.

“Fay and Edna Denver,” Beity answered.
“ Bisters. They don't really care a hang for the
Form; but if they can make themselves ohjection-
able—they will 1™

*They're rather pretty.”

“Oh, pretty enough—especially Fay,” cames
from Polly. “ But looks aren’t evervthing.”

“It's to be hoped net,” laughed Monica.

“Those sisters have a boy eousin at Grange-
moor—a prefect,” Helen Craig imparted. “Y¥You
know; the school to which those boys go who
were i our party in London. They detest Berte
Denver as much as we detest Fay and Edna.”

““Nice boys they were,” Monica mused aloud.
“1 liked your brother Jack, Polly, for heing
so full of fun. And I liked Judy's brother Dave
for being so quiet and serions, as ehe is. Then
there was Bobby Bloot—Tubby! I liked him
because, although ha is so fat and such a gour-
mandiser, he ecan think of olhers things besides
cating. And I liked Jimmy Cherrol for being
—well, just Jimmy 1"

“It’s all he lays claim to being,” chuckled

Betty. ‘‘lle’s so shy, you know.”
“Oh, yon should see him,” Polly gurgled,
“when Pam's abont! It's a scream. Hert of fol-
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Listening intently, Fay and Edna were sud-

denly electrified by words which the maid

had spoken. *‘ Fire, did you say—at Swan-
lake P "' Pam’s home—in flames |

lowing to heel like a spaniel.
nice, really—"

The bit of talk was interrupted by a burst of
clapping.  As it was time for the mecting to
begin, a certain girl was now going out from
the desks to take her place at a desk in frent of
the class, where Miss Merrick would sit during
lessons,

“That's Etta Hargrove,
whisperad Moniea.

00N, yes,
is she 1"

The clapping was continuing, so Monica joined
in, Then Etta held np a hand for silence, and
all the applause and chitter-chatier died away.

“No fime to waste—first evening of term!”
was fifta’s brisk beginning. ‘'S¢ here gocs”

Loud cheers!

“0h, wait a bit, then you can cheer a= much as
yvou like,” Eita laughed. **T have been asked to
say just a few words; but T wish Pam Willoughby
were here to say them for me. Pam was cur
cap last term, and I'm sure it would have been
a great joy to her, if she had come back to Mor-
cove to-day, to expresz the delight of us all at
having Betty amongst us again.”

“Hear, hear-r-r1” and -more-clapping,

“ Bekag—-""

“You,” Polly growled at the very uppigh imp,
“eit down !

“What 2o diggings! I am going to spik—"

“You are gomg to be put out—thrown eout.”
Polly  amended the threat, “if you say one
word 1"

“Ha, ha, ha! Go on, Etta—go on!” came Trom
the desks.

“But Pam has had to stay away from school,
and so we're going to miss her speech. All I can

But he’s jolly

: . ¥ou know,” Madge
“You've spoken with her¥”
A ripper! And she is in the Chair,
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" Etta went on simply, “we are jolly glad
ce Betty back again——"

“Hear, hear!”

“Bafely recovered from the accident which kept
her awa o

“Hear

“ Hury

“And "—Etta  raised - ler
Betty as capain again—-""

Tremendous cheering !

*“Before another minute is out—for T can’t see
any need for a lot of talk—I hope Betiy’s re-
clection will have been carried unan. And that,
I think, is all there is for me to say.”

There was hardly time for a another burst of
applause to start befora Polly was on her feet.
Sae could, had she wished, have granted the
mecting time to demonstrate its esteem for her;
but she vociferated at once:

“I beg to propose the re-clection of Betty Bar-
ton as captain of the ¥orm!"

“1 second that! And I! And I!"” Half a
dozen girls were up from their seats.

“Bekas,” velled Naomer, starting to' elimb on
< * in ze room, listen to—"
»”

~r-v! Betty ! shouted the meeting,

voice—"“ we want

”

WN |

“ What zc diggings, no! Bekas

“Ha, ha, hat”

For Polly, realising that Naomer in her lofty
position could easily be clasped about the legs
and carried bodily away, proceoded to execulo
that drastic manceuvre. :
Amidst peals of laughter and much clapping,
the imp, like a refractory infant in arms, whs
borne, kicking and struggling, towards the door
by Polly,

Then Polly changed her mind about expelling
her human burden from the room. As a more
merciful measure, Polly simply dumped Naomer
in_the waste-paper basket.

How the mesting cheered then! But it proved
that it could do even beifer than that, in the
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way of wild hurrahing, when at length Botty's ro-
election was earried—not unanimously, for Tay
and Edna abstained from wvotfng. But if that
action of the odions sisters spoiled the unanimity
of the decision, it did nothing o mar the en-
thusiasm,

Out in front stood Betty. after that, to com 1y
with the insistent demand for a speech. .‘\norﬁm'
girl, in a position so flattering to a sense of proes-
tige,” would have floundered on and on, to the
effect that she was over so grateful, ete, ote.

But Betty disposed of her thanks and much olse
personal to herself in a few remarks, and then
talked about the Form as a whole, and the term
just starting.

“A new term, girls, and let's make it the best
ever!” was one coneluding ery which roused the
meeting to fresh applause. I was speaking a
moment ago about Pam being away, and how
we are going to miss her. I don't think I ought
to finish without reminding vou: thers is one
girl with us this evening who will, I'm gquite sure,
do her best to make up for the loss of Pam.
I mean—Monica Gray!"

“Oh!” laughed that girl, for now there was a
storm of applaunse for her!

“Speech, Mohica—spooch ™
clamoured.  “Hpeo-soch !

*Yes, queck, go on!” yelled Naomer, who was
baek from the paste-paper basket, “Or shall I
stand up and 2 7

“You do!” Polly glared inimicallv. ¥ But go
on, Monica—say something! You must!”

S0 Monica heaved to her feet with that un-
gainliness which had come to be associated with
most of her movements. An inclination to gigrle
caused her to screw up her face, and then fhe
meeting went into convulsions of laughter, Odd
zirl, this Moniea Gray!

At last they were waiting for her o speak, most
of them looking ready to zo off inte fresh sereums
of merriment.

“What amuses me,”

the meeting gaily

she fittered, “is Betty's
sort of suggesting that I might turn out to be
another Pami! But I'm only in fun—pretending
that that was Betty’s idea. I think T know what
her idea really is. She hopes I may be relied
upon o be as loyal to the Worm as Pam or aty

of you. I can only say—I'll try to be.”

They liked that. Bhe sat down, receiving
applause that was all the hearticr because she
had been sa brief. Naomer rummaged out the
chocolate box again, thrusting it at Monica for
her to help herself as frecly as she pleased.

**Bekas, jolly good, for a new g[rff And now,

. sea what T can do in ze way of making a gorjus

specch 1V

All formal business being at an end, the meet-

ing was now in the mood ro indulge the imp. So
she mounted the desk again, to hecoms a target
instantly for balls of paper, the skin of at lenst
one orange, and a blackboard sponge.
Nicely aimed, the latter—by Polly—hut unfor-
tunately, after the sponge had caught Naomer
smack on the left ear, it ricocheted into the pretty
face of Paula. Whereupon, the meeting started
shrieks of merriment that were not to end for
another ten minutes.

The Form would have considered it untradi-
tional to disperse without at least ten minutes
of fun and frolic. The only girls to-walk about,
nose-in-air over such sheer larking about, wera
Tay and Edna Denver.

Ironical cheers attended their stalking to the
door; so Fay. the elder sister, pulled that door
shut bhehind her with a vicious slam.

“Idiots,” she stigmatised them all. “Oh, and
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the fuss that’s been made; too, over Beity's retiiri,
Paoh 7 =

“As - for that new girl!” Hdna shrugged.
“Faney her making a speech, as if she were a

Somebody ! What they can see in her—with a
face like hLers|™
*“Awiul. A come-dewn for Morcove, I call it,

to start taking girls Tike her! See the wav she
waoars her clot?ms;‘ the way she walks.” And Fay
slummocked a few steps, in imitation.

“Bhe’s in Pam’s study, T understand.”

*“That doesn’t make her a Pam,” Fay laughed
withermgly. “We've no use for Pam, but there
is something to be said for Pam’s looks.
Monica Gray—a face like the back of a hus!”

(At that moment the telephone-bell started fo.

ring—yery urgently.

It was such an imperative ring, ring rving!
from the school’s main mstrument. Fav and Edna
heeame quite startled. .

They had been going to drift off upstairs, to
the study which they shared: but they stood
transfixed in the front hall. wondering what it
meant—this 'tugcnt: “Quickly, quickly 1" which
the bell implied.

Scholars were not supposed to answer the tele-
phona; but one or the other of these twa girls
would have ai once run to where the Lell was
ringing—in the ‘phone-box at the back of the
hall—only a parlourmaid now put in an appear-
ance. .

Ring, ving, ring! the bell kept it up, whilst
the girl in cap-and-apron was gelting to the in-
strument. And so Fay and Edna still stood mute
and still, inquisitiveness making them forget that
it might be no business of theirs.

“Hallo, hallo? = Yes, Morcove Behaol,” they
hieard the ;}arlottrma,id responding, at the tele-
phone, “Pardon? Oh, yes, he 15 hero; he is
dining with the headmistress, Whatt?

The wateching sisters saw the listener at the
telephone start violently.

“Will I tell Mr. Somerfield whet? Fire, did
vou say—fire? Where? At Swanlake? 1T can't
hear you very well! Swanlake—on fire? Oh!”

Fay and Edna turned to each other, utterly
aghast.

A fire at Swanlake! At Swanlake, the country
geat of the Willoughby family:; that treasure-
house, one of the show places of the West Country ;
Pam’s birthplace!

“Right! I'll run and tell Mr.
Hold on, will you®”

The maid, in great excitement, was rushing
away to make known the appalling news in the
right quarter. As the line had not yet been dis-
connecied, Fay took upon herself to run to the
mstrument and obtain fuller information.

Az for Edna, her officionsness found ite outlet
in a different direction. She flashed back fo that
class-room  where so many girls were still con-
gregated. It was like her to fecl a sense of per-
sonal triumph in being “‘first with the news.”
She so loved being in the limelight.

Her hand sent the classroom deor wide-round,
and she sfrode in, shouting to make herself heard
above all the laughter and commotion.

“Y say ! Perhaps some of you woild like te
know? Whilst vou are playing about like this—
Swanlake’s on fire!”

“Wha-a-at!" =

Although the nmews Was so appalling, she almaoss

Pam Wil-

Somerfield at

smiled as she repeated it
“ Bwanlake's, tell yoi—an fire,
loughby's home—Ublazing !
“gNm‘er!“ gasned
others' almost shricked:
“Oh, how awful!” . 3

As for -

some of the girls, whilst
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“Dweadful, good gwacious!”
“Bekas, what ze diggings—" :
“How do you know, Edna?” a dozen of them

clamoured. **Who told yout” -
“Fay and I have just heard it—over the
‘phone! At least—— Oh, I can’t bother to cx-

plain!” Edna broke off, and whipped about to
runt-back to the hall s :

“Gosh, girls!” Polly was gasping. ‘“Nice
thing, if it's true!”

""%erriblel” S

“Bwanlake—that wonderful house | Madge cx-
claimed emotionally, “Pam's home!™

She turned fo Monica Gray, ‘who chanced to be
nearhy. - :

“You can’s imagine, Monica.
seen Bwanlake.  It's a beautiful place.

Even Madge, although she had satd this to
Monica, was not noticing that girl's looks. An
excited surging away had started, with ories of :

“Come on, all! Let's find out more!”

“If we went upstairs,” Tess Trelawney voiced,
“we might see the glare from the windows.”

“Yes! Swanlake is near encugh for that,”
cried others. =

But as soon as they were in the front hall a
general standstill took place. St

The headmistress and a gentleman had hurried
together to the felephone; and the girls saw that
he was engaged in talk over the Iine, whilst Miss
Somerfield stood by, pale with anxiety,

“Why,” Polly jerked, “it's Mr. Somorfield

‘e Yes!!)

All had recognised the headmistress’ broiher
instantly, for he was well knewn to the scholurs
and popular with them. "

“Didn’i, even know he was here, this evening,”
Betty whispered, and then some eof the othors
breathed a * No ! :

It was necessary for the excited pack of girls
to hush down now, se as not to interfore with the
telephone talk.,  Mr. Somerfield hiad not shut him-
self in the sound-proof box, with its glass door,
as his sister was such an anxions bystander.

A few moments more and he rang off, at once
turning to give the gist of the conversation to
Miss Somerfield. She had made ne sign to the
girls to disperse, and so thoy also became listeners
to what her brother had to say.

“It’s in the West Wing, they iell me—all sinoke
at present. but they fear it may spread to the
main building. The engines are eoming from
Barncombe and from as far away as Excter.
The staff are doing their best in the meantime,
but they've no smoke helmets. T must get away.”

Miss Somerfield nodded an eager :

i Yes!!}

“ How unfortunate, Jaek,” the girls heard her
say, ''that you should have been aver here this
evening, to dine with me. Oh, 1 do hope, by the
time you get thers, thew’ll have pot the fre
under. Is there much wind tomnight?”

Beity and several of lier ehums darted, then, to
open the front deor and find out what the night
was like.

“Bearcely any wind!™ they were able fo call
back into the hall, in fones of relief. *“A dry
1.|i§.r’{1t—~almost ealm!”

“That, at any rate. may prove a great mercy,™
Misz Somerfield exclaimed, advancing (hrough
the press of givls to the frent doorway. “ But
come -in, there!” :

A dew of them had run out from the poreh,
They eame back, not wishing to be tiresoime at
such-an anxious time. With the rest of the crowd
—rapidly aweiling as girls of other Forms flacked -
upan the scene—they waited o see Mr. Fomerfield
mage-his hasty departore. - :

You've: never
i
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He had run to get his greateoat and other ont-
door things, and he came back instantly, winding
his scarf. Morcove noticed how calm fe_was.

“But then he would be,” murmured Botty.
'“Nothing excites him, ever.”

“He looks,” Monica softly commented, “a fiia .

man."”’

“He is,” the Form captain responded heartily.
“Was an airman in the Great Var, and since
then he has had wonderful adyentures, almost
everywhere in the world.”

“But I wonder why he is staying at Swan-
lake!” Poliy exclaimed, *From what Miss
Somerfield savs, he appears to have come over
from Swanlake, to dine with her, and now he is
off back!"”

It was no time for any of the gir]s to seek en-
lightenment on this point. Jack Somerfield. after
a hurried good-bye to his sister, was passing out
with no eyes for any of the girls, When some of
them, in their goodwill,” voiced a hearty :

“Good-night, Mr. Somerfield!” he responded
cheerily: ;

“ 0Oh, good-night, all!”
 Then he was gone, running round fo get his
car from the school garage.

Immediately, girls started a pounding upstairs,
to get a look out of this window and that facing
inland towards distant Swanlake,

“Come onl” shouted Polly, ane of the leaders
in this dash npstairs. “We shall see it from
our study windows!"”

“YE\S!"

There were one or two windows en the half-
landings which offered just as good a chance,
and some of the girls stopped at these. The rest
went on, and before another miute had sped,
many a study held its batch of girls, crowding to
the window.

In Study 12, Betty and Co. purposely kept the
light switched off. They knew that the darkened
Foom would help them to see any tell-tale glare
in the sky.

Between Moreove and Swanlake lay several
miles of open, lonely counfry, most of it wild
mmoorland. No distant town in that direction gave
a_glow of light low down upon the horizon at
-night-time.  So, if such a glow came, they would
enow——-1o

“Yet I don't see anything, do you. girls?”
Betty panted, in relief at the black darkness of
the night-sky.

6 N(, !!!

“Then perhaps—perhaps the fire hasn't spread
after all,” Polly said hopefully.

“Mr. Bomerfield said something ahout its being
all smoke just then.”

“ Yes, but there's no smoke without fire,” Helon
Craig asserted anxiously. “ Hallo—look ! Oh,
there’s a sort of light—a wavering one ! :

“Ij)wcudful,"" walled Paula. “ gw, I do dwead

“But is that from a fire—is it7" Tess ques-
tioned, peering eagerly., Tt might be the head-
lamps of a car, far awav over there.’

“We must wait,” Madge breathed, “and
wateh.™
“Y‘:g!!,

“Where's Monica Gray?” one of them svon-
dered, glancing about to see who was hare,
“Watching from one of the other windows, [
suppose.”

ONICA GRAY was standing, all by herself, at

the window of the study which had been

assigned to her—Pam’s study, as it was termed
by the Form. .
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She, like how many other girls, at this moment,
was watching for a hight along the skyline;
peering anxiously over the nighthound moor, of
which nothing could be seen, 1n the direction of
distant Swanlake. :

Pam Willoughby's home—*My home " Moniea
was thinking.

For she and Pam, although her schoolmates had
nutl the faintest suspicion, were one and the same
wirl.

ND now—look ! Surely that was the fitful glow

from some terrible conflagration, raging in

the night! A light coming and going upon the

night elonds hanging low over the horizon, exactly
in the direction of Swanlake.

Or could it be only the wavering lights from
cars, making' for Swanlake? Headlamps, one
knew, could cast their light upwards, when 4 car
was set to take & run uphill.

That might be the simple explanation now, But
if—if it should mean the other! Swanlake—burm-
ing! Swanlake, in the griF of a fire that would
defy all the finest offorts of capable brigades——
Swanlake, when another day had dawned,
gutted !

“ And dad gone to India.” ran the mind of this
girl watching all by herself at the srindow of
fer study.  *“Mother, toe, just as it happens,
away on that voyvage to the West Indics— I'm
the only one of the three of us still 6t home.”

At home! What a mockory, that phrase, at
such a moment. She was ar Morcove School, and
not even there as Pam Willoughby, but as Monica
Gray, the new girl. As for home, that, the mes-
sage had said, was on fire.

he sky over vonder was black-dark again,
But then, it was the nature of a house on fire
fo send only a fitful light up to the sky; at one
moment a vivid glare, and then darkness again.

“TIf only T could be there—helping, doing some-
thing,” she said to herself, *If only could
have gone with Mr. Somerfield in his car—to help
save some of the pictures, anyhow. Our lovely
home—on fire! And I wander, is it an aceident ”
Or is ik the work of——"

A footfall behind her caused the
round sharply,

irl to turn
She, too, had kept the light off
in the study. In the darkness of the room she
discerned and recognised—Miss Somerfeld.

“’8h!" the headmistress soemed to imply, by a
warning gosture. And then, putting herself elose
to the selitary scholar:

“T was to tell you, Pam,” came the deep whis-

per. It was his last word to me before he went
off in the ear. Their doing——"

“He thinks $o0?"” was the deep whisper in
refurn,

“They are in the neighbourhood, as he taold
vou before tea,” the headmistress spoke on in
a guarded voice. “Their car—BAJ—010—he saw
it to-day.”

The listencr nodded.

“But what has made them do this?” she asked
in the same deep whisper. A fire at Swanlake ™

“He does not belicve there is actually a fire,
:Hl: tj.l'{inks. a smoke bomb——"

Ah Y

“They knew he was here at the school this
evening. They have ereated a false alarm, know-
ing that he would be rung up at the school.”

A pause,

“He is certain!” Miss Somerfield resumed her
whispering, “it was a ruse, to try and find ouf
if YOU are at the school.”

“You mean, they reckoned that the alarm of
fire at Swanlake—my own home—would ecatise
me to go off in the car with him?"
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S S
It was the warning gesture once more. Naot
that the “new girl ™ had needed to be warned.
Bhe, too, had picked up sounds which meant the
_eoming away of a few girls from Stndy 12 next
door. -~ And now there was the chummy cry:
" “"Monica! Where are you, Monica?”

CHAPTER 5.
Jimmy Knows !

WO mornings later, Fay Denver came inte
the study which she shared with her sister
Edna.

The latter had arrived upstairs from the class
room a minute or two since, resorting to an easy
chair as soon as she had dumped wchoal hooks,
Now it was Iay’s turn, after heeling shut the
door, to fling down a number of books bad-
temperedly.

“Swanlake!  Swanlake! Oh, T'm eick and
tired, Kdna, of hearing ihe girls still keeping
on about—Swanlake |
. “What else have they got to talk about?”
sneered the younger sister. “In a haieful place
liko Morcove! The only other * excitement —
hockey | : ;

“But there,” Fay grimaced, “the Form always
does make such a Inss about anything to do with
Pam Willoughby 17 .

“Bhe’s so grand, that's why.”

“Grand! - If the truth were known, I expect
the grandness of Swanlake is greatly exaggerated.
Shouldn’t wouder if all these wonderful pictures
are simply rubbishy copies, really, and the same
with a ﬁ)t else over there. Anyhow, it was only
a false alarm—"

“Only a practical joke, too, it appears,”
grinned Edna, ‘“Bo I agree with you, Fay, they
might get over the great sensation now.”

Then, rising, Edna added:

“All the same, Iay, I wouldn’t mind a Tun
over to Swanlake, this afternoon,”

“Why ?” stared Fay.

“Oh, it’s & halfer—the first of the termi—and I
cerlainly don’t fancy games.”

“Neither do I, for that matier.”

“Get away sharp after dinner, I suppose we
can do it easily on our bikes?”

“Then we will,” Fay prompily agroed.
“Grangemoor is Swanlake way. ‘e might sce
something of Cousin Bertie.” :

“I shouldn’t wonder if we see lots of Grange-
moor fellows,” Edna remarked with studied
casualness. I expect the ‘great fire '—he, he,
he l—will have made them want to gct a look
at Swanlake.”

“Bay, Edna! Sinece the opinion scems io be
that it was a practical joke—I suppozc it couldn’t
have been some of those schoolboys?”

“Oh, hardly, Fay! The firemen said it must
have been a proper smoke bomb. No; I reckon
that it was somebody with a grudge against the
Willoughbys—some man, perhaps, who had been
sent, to prizon for poaching.” :

It waz like Bdna to say this as if the Wil
loughbys were a hard-hearted lot. Had Befty or
other members of the Form been present, they
would have known hew much disgust to feel. In
all the West Country, there was no family held
in greater respect and affection by all clasees
than was the Willoughby family.

But Fay and Edna were, as usual, talking bhe-
hind a ci’nsed door. Knowing themselves to be
generally disliked, it suited them to affect an
air of aloofness. In other words, they would not
“eondescend U te mix with schoolmates who, - as
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8 fact, were glad to be without their company |
_There was the same false exclusivencss in the
sisters’ cycling away together, direetly the scheol
was up from dinner. Games, at Moreave, wero
not compulsory, simply because scholars se a
whole were much too keen on games to wani to
give them a miss.  Almost avery “halfer,” how-
ever, Fay and Edna were off out tegether, taking
goad care to let other girls see them go,

They gloried in ereating an impression that
they were doing things, on their own, which would
give the headmistress a fit, if she knew !

Miss Somerfield was to know, at any rate; that
the sisters had not remained in bounds for this
afternoon’s “halfer.” For it so happened that
she was doing a run in her car to Swanlake, and
the car overtook Fay and Edna on the road noross
the moor, half an hour afier they had started.

No signal came to the Moreove chaufieur to pull
up. . The headmistress, allowing the car to speed
upon s way as fast as ever, merely commented
to two fellow passengers:

“The Denver girle, T think??

“Ves, Miss Somerfield.”

*They are together, so they can’t come by
any harm. It is a nice afternoon, toe, for a cyela
ride. Already, Miss Merrick, the days seem to
be brightening; the winter sunshine—so much
stronger.”

“Tor the time of the vear—grand weather, no
mistake,” nodded the Form’s new mistress.

That young lady and Monica Gray were Miss
Bomerfield’s fallow passengers. They had been
invited to share the jaunt to Swanlake and back,
as they had never yet seen the famous home of
the Willoughby family.

At least, this, the Form understood, wae the
reason for its mew mistress and Moniea Gray
having gone off in the car. Very likely Miss
Somerfield knew of a different reason—and so did
Moniea Gray!

Conversation in the car was only desultory.
After a while the headmistress dropped out of
the talk altogether, leaving Miss orrick and
Mouica to chat away together. These twe mostly
talked ahout the school, and the pleasant ride
was proving an opportunity for the new mistress
to hint that there was coniplete satisfaction with
Mounica’s work.

As the great scare about the so-called Swanlake
fire of two nights ago, that was hardly menticned
until the ecar was nearing the end of the run.
Then a signpost:*““Swanlake—1." caused Miss
Merrick to exelaim: :

“Nearly there, Monica! And so we shall seon
be seeing this wonderful house—none the worse,
after all, for that disgraceful business with the
smoke bomb. Tt is a mystery why anyone sheuld
have perpetrated sueh a wicke deod—
Pardon??

“Lovely country, just here,” Monica was re-
fcu.tir]g, when the ear gave a sudden wild swerve.
t skidded along erratically for anether dozen
yards, and then—with all tgrae passengers flung
fogether—it went crash | into a grassy bavk and
]oﬁged there, half turned over.

Miss Somerfield, who had screamed mildly,
gasped confusedly:

“Oh! What's happened? You others—hurt 77

“No!" eried Miss Merrick; -and, “No; quite
all right " came Monica’s equally prompt assur-
ance.

But they were still, all three of them, in an
awful mix-up in the lopsided car. Monica's
glasses had fallen off, and her frantic attempt to
recover them had to be made whilst the two
ladies struggled along with her for extrication.
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Suddenly the uppermost door of ihe //
car was opencd by somebody outside on
the bank, They all three had a con-
fused idea that it was the chauffeur ;
but in a moment a boyish veice cried:
“Cateh hold of my hand, one of you,
and I'll putl! She won't go over any
"~ He meant the car, in its half-
capsized state. ““Hape there's no one

“Nen-no, only badly shaken, all of
us,” quavered Miss Somerfield, ““ Miss
Merrick—Pam—1 mean, Monica ! What
am 1 sayingl Oh, both of you go

first. Let this boy help von to
But I declare,” came with the next
gasp for breath, “it’s one of the

Urangemoor scholars.™

“¥Yes,” the boy spoke into the ecar.
“I'm Jdimmy, It's hare and hounds this
afterncon, and I'm i

He broke off as abruptly as that,
The sight of one of the victims of the
skidding seemed to be having the effect
upon him that seeing a ghost might
have done.

“After vou,
Monica Gray

Miss  Merrick,” said
breathlessl She had
found her glasses and was putting thom
on. “Halla, Jimmy Cherrol! You re-
member me, in London last week, don’t
you? At the Monopole Hotel—Monica
Gray ¥

“Oh—er—yes, of coursp!”

stammered
e

Jimmy, “¥Yes—Monica Gray !
Nice thing, this! Semebody, who

should have remained one of those who
knew absolutely nothing about it all,
had found outf

But the somebody was Jimmy—only
Jimmy—and he could be trusted to act
up to what must have been to him the
surprise of his life.

Fiven in these ‘tnoments of dire con-
fusion for herself, after the aceident,

- Pam could vividly imagine his be-
wildered state of mind,

He had found out that she, Pam Willoughhy,
had been Monica Gray up there at the hotel in
London, and she was still being Monica Gray,
down hLere—at Moreove |

Of course, he would have to be given an ex-
planation; hut it was not the time for doing any-
thing except get him to understand : he must not
let anybody know that he knew!

Miss Somerfield was in a shaken state, and so
was Miss Merrick. As for the chauffenr, at first
they thought he must bea ease for an ambulance.
Hle had nearly gone through the windsereen, and
had *‘seen stars ¥ for a few moments. But he
was not cut about the head, only badly bumped,
and the outeome of a parley at the roadside was
that théy and he decided to wall on to Swanlake,
leaving the ear to be feiched later,

“Jimmy Cherrol might stand by for a hit??
was Monica's bland sugeestion. At the same time,
sie gave him a look which meant: “I1f you will,
I'll wry to slip back presently for a word between
ourselves,”

“Would you, Jimmy?” asked Miss Somerfield,
to whom he was quite well-known as a friend of
Jack and Dave. “TIl be ever so grateful. I
am sure my chauffeur is unfit, affer such a
A 5,

Sl

“Yes, 1 stay around,” Jimmy eagerly
assented. b - car will have to be towed, I
reckon; just look at the front wheels.”

-

THE SCHOO

* T must tell you,
ered ; ‘‘the fire at Swanlake was the work of
your enemies—a ruse to find out if you are at the
school [ ' And, thought Pam, it was a ruse that
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gy W
Pam,”” Miss Somerfield whisp-

had failed !

“Just a skid, and vet it might have been the
death of some of us,” the headmistress shuddered.
“But, there, don’t let us think abont that. T am
so thankiul that no one was to blame and no
one has been seriously invelved. Very well, then,
we four will go along up to Swanlake, leaving
you 1o stand by, Jimmy "

“That's i1

“Br—will some of wvour chums be coming
along 7" Monica easually inquired, on the poirnt
of walking away.

“They may, but T should hardly think thes'd
hang about,” was his answer,

1o scemed to have sensed her anxiety lest zhe
should come back later, only to find a whole
crowd of his schoolmates round the ear,

“It’s _hare and hounds, vou see, and the scent
hasn’t -been laid ithis way really. I thought it
might have been; that's ‘all.”

“Oh, 1 seal™ 1

But Monica, as she responded so nneoncernedly,
managed to convey a “Thank goodness " look.
Then she hastened away, to put herself with those
who had started upon the walk to the house.

For as long as she remained in sight, Jimmy's
eyes followed her. Monica Gray—Pam Wil
loughby: one and the same girl!

If he himself had been in the car-when it came
to griet, he could scarcely have expericnesd
more chaotic state of mind than was his now.
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He felt as if he were trying to make sense out
of a wild dream—a nightmare. =

Pam—their Pam—had masqueraded as Monica
Gray in London; and was still doing so down
here, now that Morcove had begun another term.

To add te the mystery—Miss Somerfield and
that new Form-misiress scemed only to know Pam
as Monica now !

But perhaps Miss Somerfield was in the secret ?
Perhaps the Form-mistress was, as well? Bus, if
s0, then this was certain; they had not wanted
him to know that Monica Gray was Pam. They
had addressed her as Moniea, in front of him
just now. 2 :

What an extraordinary business!

What a mys-
tery !

The one thing aboub it at all elear to

him, at present—he was nob to show, by word or

sig, that he knew Pam through her disguise.

er eyes, just then, had implored him to go
on treating her as if she were simﬁly Moniea
Giray, the mere hotel scquaintance of the holidays.

But why? And here was another amazing
feature of the case: Betty and the rest of the
girls had been duped! There they'd been, up
in London, getting to know a zirl named Monica
Gray—who was really an intimate friend of theirs
at Morcove. A member of the “Co.” |

No wonder it became a great dread in Jimmy's
bewildered mind lest some of his chums of Grn.nglf-
moor should come along. He was going to be
in mental tormeni until he had obtamed a word
in private with Pam. BShe was going to try to
get back to him, on some pretext or other; but
if other fellows were,on hand when she turned
up, then she’d not be able to explain,

To his intense relief, nobody came by, and after
a while he concluded thai none of his chums, out
on the paper-chase, would be putiing in an ap-
pearance How.

As a matter of fact, he would not have strayed
this way, as one of the hounds, only Swanlake
always drew him. He conld never come this way
without taking a look over the fence into the
lovely old deer-park where Pam, when she was
at home, galloped her favourite pony.

Suddenly he heard a faint trr-ring! of excle
bells, and he switched his eyes from the lopsided
car to wateh that bend in the road round which
some cyclists were coming.

Then they appeared, and instantly he recog-
nised them as being a couple of girls in Morcove
clothes.

This seemed, for the moment, as unlucky as the
unwelcome appearance of any Grangemoorians
would have been.

Nor could Jimmy feel that it was any the less
unlueky when he identified the girl cyelists, as
they came riding np.

Fay and Edna Denver!

CHAPTER 6.
Someone is Listening

¢ ALLO! What on earth!™
This ery from Fay Denver, in zllusion
to the derelict car at the roadside, was
followed by an equally astonished comment from
Fdna: :
"%h, and
" 'Jr\"-‘ cs;”

right."” .

“But—but, goodness!” 'gasged on Iay,

{hat she and her sister were
spot, ‘‘this iz Miss Somerfield's car!
been a smash, then, and—and she—"
“No, a bad skid—one that her chauffeur
couldn’t. help. They weren't hurt, only badly

it's you, Jimmy Cherrol!”

he nodded - cheerfully. - “That's
now
ismounting at the
There's
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.;haks,z;n. So they’ve gone the rest of the way on
ook, S
“(Oh, whera tol?"”

“Why—Swanlake hounse, 1 su pose,”  Jimmy
grudgingly answered. “They'll 'phone to the
nearest garage .there, 1 expect, for a breakdown
lorry to come out and tow it in.”

“And you?” Edna?” asked sweetly.

She liked Jimmy. It was an extra reason for
that dislike which she had always horne Pam
Willoughby.

#0Oh, I--I happened to be close by, when this
hag enod. So they goi me to stand by for 4 bit.”

{)Vhat- a waste of tine for you—a halfer, too!”
Tidna sympathised. **No one to talk to either.”

“Qh, I don't mind. Prefer fo be alane, in
fact."”

“Oh, do you?” And Kdna, who had been goin
to lay her machine aside, changed her mind.

Yoy, welll—as Pam Willoughby would gy !
By the way, Jimmy, have you heard from Pam”

“Noa; why should 177 he said curtly.

“QOnly that she's not back at school this term,

-and, of course, you and she are great chume’

“She wouldn't think of writing io me” he
daclared huffily, ~ ‘‘She has heaps of chums
she’d be more likely to write to—ihe girls atb
Morcove—"

4 Ves " Fay interposed, with a nod, " and they
haven't had a line from her either ! We've heard
them saying so. Has Miss Somerfield come gver
to Swanlake, this afternoen, about that so-called
fire there was, the other night?”

“1 don't know! What's the use of asking me!”
Jimmy protested stolidly, ¢ ;

“\What are they saying about that fire, Jimmy,
at your school?”

«“Oh, I don't know—except that it was some
silly-fool business.”

“Bdna received this with a frown and a petulant
biting of the lip. Bheé was more seniitive to
Jimmy's brasqueness tlian was Fay.

“All right, Jimmy, I can tell,” she suddenly
ecmitted. “Even if you did knew, you wouldn't
tell us. Just Decause we are not on good terms
with Betty Barton and Co—including your won-
derful Pam, of course! Fay, tell you what; let's
go on up to Swanlake house ourselves, shall we?”

wgnlondid 1" was the elder sister's ery. “To
ask i? Miss Somerfield or any of the others suf-
fered any harm.”

“ But f tell you they didn’t1” Jimmy hlurted.

“Thank you so much for telling us!” Hdna
said tartly, as she and her sister remounted to
ride on. “All the same, we will ride on up to the
house. Good excuge for calling there—eh, Fay
darling ?”

That girl laughed merrily.

“'Bye, Jimmy. And remember us to Pam, won't
you?”

Now, he asked himself, as they hoth rode away,
what had that Bdna meant by saying that? Had
those two girls some notion that Fam was not
as far away from Morcove as she was stipposed
ta be? Had they some suspicion in regard lo
Monica Gray?

Tor a few moments he felt a sickening anxiety
on Pam’s account. Those Denver girls! One
could be mighty sure they were the very last
girls with whom any secret of that sort would be
sufe. It Pam, as Monica Gray, had concealed
her true identity from Betty and others, then
how much greater must her reason have been for
concealing it from the rest of the girls.

Ho decided that there had heen nothing in
Tdna's remark, perhaps, beyond a desite to twit
him. All the same, he wanted to warn Pam, at
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the house—get there before those two girls turned
up, Then he vealised that that was impossible,
They were on bicyeles, and even now they were
riding in at the entrance to the avenue approach
to the house.

B30 he could only hope that Pam wonld be as
much Monica Gray as ever she had been, when
those two girls did butt in up there at the house.

Five minnles after this, he
himself at having been so uneasy lest Pam should
be taken by surprise. He saw her hurrying across
the wintry park to rejoin him on the road, and
he saw that she was still being Monica Gray *“to
the life.”

Where Pam Willoughby would have been as
fleet and as graceful as a gazelle, in that running
across the grass, Monica Gray was displaying the
usual ungainliness. As a piece of aecting, it was
marvellous !

She ended her run at the fence, over the fop
of which she spoke to him breathlessly.

“L say, you needn't wait any longer, thanks!
They've 'phoned to the nearest garage about the
car.”

“0Oh, T see—Monica.” ;

They were Moniea’s spectacles, but the eyes
wore the eyes of Pam thal looked into his. And
suddenly it was the voice of Pam which whis-
pered :

“Jdimmy, cyou were splendid—not to give any

sign that you had found me out. It's all right,”
as sho glanced about to make quite sure that they
werp alone. “Bo T ean tell you——"

“Yes, do!" he implored, under his bLreath.
“What's it mean, Pam? T won't breathe a word
to anyone H

“You musin’t, Jimmy—not even to vour best
chums. Jusf realise, I have not been allowed
to confide in Betty and the rest even. But——"

“1 eouldn’t help recognising you, Pam, without
the glasses, just now,” he pleaded ruuh!]ly. “I'm

sorry. 1 expect you were furions— :
“Jimmy, how could I be—why should 177 she
answered him ever so softly. “No, Jimmy. It

was an accidenl—part of the accident to the car,
and how could that be forescen? Listen, Jimmy,
for I musin't stop. T'm not supposed to be out
alone, being in danger,”

“What 1"

“But I railer chanced if, to run down to von
like this. Jimmy, here is the reason for my being
Moniea Gray. Towards the end of the hols, up
in London, dad got to know that certain peaple
intended to kidnap me. They are peopla from
India—quite a little gang of them really.”

liBut_—_FJ 3

“!8hl Don't interrupt.
quickly, Jimmy, and then I must go back. It's
ltke this,” she spoke on aver the top of the
fence: “Dad was urgently needed out in India
to advise an old friend of his, a native prince.
Fnemies of the prince wanted to keep dad to
home in Pngland, but they knew they couldn’c
do if, except by creafing some frightful frouble
for him—some awful anxiety that would chain
him te this eounfry. And so they planned te
kidnap me. It didn't come off though—at least,
they did get me; but they only got me as Monica
Gray, not as' Pam, and afterwards I was resoued
by Mr, Somerfield.”

“And they never found von out?"

“That, Jimmy, was the seream,” she chuckled.
“And really it did more than anything else to
induce dad fo go to India after all.  Ile felt
quite, quite sure that my disguise had made it
perfectly safe for me to left—to come to Mor-
eove as a new girl, which is what T did, as you
know.?? -

Let me say it guite
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felt wild with

e

I5

She nodded a little solefin,

*Yos, Jimmy. Aund, oh, if ¥omwon!y knew what
it may mean—his going to India affer all. The
difference between peace and war on North-
West frontier, perhaps! Only, the Ameer andihis
lot—our enemies—they haven'| given up hope, it
seems.  As a malter of fact, some of the gang
dre ab thal bungalow, near Morcove.”

She saw how Jummy, in mingled excitement and
concern for her safety, was elenching and un-
clonching his hands,

“The smoke-homb husiness, Jimmy—that was
their doing. Again, it didn't come off! Now,
to-day, Miss Somerfield has run me over to
Swanlake—as Monica Gray—so that I can go inlo
eortain things with her brother, Jack Somerfeld.
The meeting had to be at Swanlake. He's living
at Swanlake, you know, at dad’s request. They
are to keep in touch really 5

“Yes, but, at that rate—— Oh, look here, T'll
walk with you up to the house now, Pam,” he
whispered earnestly, “I'll get over the fence, and

S No, Jimmy

“Pam, T must,” he insisted, already climbing
over. ‘“You said yvou oughin't to be out alaue,
and this park’s a biggish place. T'll see you to
the door. And, 1 say,” he continued, having got
down on her side of the fence, *did you see the
Denver sisters just now 2" :

“Fay and Ed]-na_? No—why#”

“They're about. They came riding by on bikes,
and now they've gone up to the honse.”

“It's like their cheek,” Pam muttered fiercely.
“Quizzy ! Of course, they want to go back (o
Morcove with something to tell the other girls
about the fire. Any rafe, thev haven't the faint-
est notion, Jimmy, that Monica Gray is really—
someona else!™ -

“It's to be hoped they haven't!"™ he mutterad.
“Of course, I quite see, Pam: so long as you
are only known as Monica Gray, at Moreove, it
doesti’t matter how many Indians are about. But
if ever they should find out that Monica Gray is
—sonieone ¢lsp—""

“Yes: well, they won't! Not if you kenp silent,
Jimmy, as 1 know you will. Not a word, mind,
to_anyone. And now—do turn back!”

“No, I shall do as I said. Coing this way,”
he added, as they bestrode the grass together, at
some distance from the avenue, * we shan't meet
the Denver girls. They'll kegp to the drive, over
there,”

A silence foll between them: sueh & silence as
can be so eloguent of the very best {ype of friend-
ship.

Not even the strangencss and the vague horror
and the present situation could cheat either Pam
or Jimmy out of a tranquil bappiness in their
being together for these few minutes.

He jogged wlong beside her, with that devotion
which Morcove so often joked about whilst really
admiring it. T his acute anxiety for her safety,
it relieved him a good deal fo see how carcfully
she preserved all the attributes of her part as
clumsy Monica.

“Tall Pam with her graceful step and delicate
loveliness was completely lost~in this rather
clumsy Monica.

The great old mansion eame into sight betweon
some leafless trees of the %)a.rk. and she found
him willing, then, to turn back, leaving her to
hurry on alone to the poreh.

I“K\Te haven't seen those two girls,” he remarked

adly,

2 “No. Shouldn’t wonder if they were told to
beat it, by Miss Somerfield. And so they were

“Has your father ggha,, then, Pam?”

»
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riding down the avenue as we came straight across
the park. 1t doesn’t matter, and don't you fidget
about them, Jimmy. They haven’t the faintest,
and neither has anyone else who belongs to Mor-
cove. Miss Somerfield is the enly person there
who is in the seerct. Hven Miss Merrick doesn't
know abenut 1t.  As for your having got to know,
like this—" E

She paused, smiling.

“Tt needed that accident for you to find me out,
you know! You remember me at the hotel, last
week—an evening when you took pify on Monica
Gray in the ball-room, because she was sueh a
rotten dancer—and is!”

o P&m.‘ I___n

“igh1?  she gurgled. * You musin’t call me
Pam !

But the reproof was only a playful one. He
and she could glance around, where they were
standing to say good-bye, and except for two or
three mighty old oaks that gave shelter to the
cattle in the height of summer, there was only
the grass of the park.

% (Good-bye, then, Jimmy.”

“(igod-bye. then—Monien. 1 wish Grangemoor
were nearcr Morcove, so that I could—— Oh, I
don't know: =ort of look after you a bie."”

“MThe will for the deed, Jimmy! "Bye !

And so they parted. 3
~ For a for fow momentshe waiched her going to-
wards the house with the fai-footed gait of
Monica Gray. Then he turned to wander back
to the road and the derelict car. The message
had been that he need not stand by any longer,
but he felt he must stay around.

There had heen more than time for Pam to get
indoors, and for him to get back to the car, out-
side the houndary fence, when What was
this that took place, just where he and she had
said theit strange good-hye?

An odd seufling sound, very faint, marred the
ctillncss of all nature out here in the park. It
was o tell-tale sound originating in one of the

huge old trees enjoying its winter sleep.

A few moments more, and a girlish figure might
have been seen, vr'riggiing and writhing to extri-
cate itself from the hollow stem.

She warily serambled into view, some zsix feet
or 80 from the base of the treetrunk, huddling
horself for a second or two where the mighty
branches forked.

Then she dropped to ground on the side away
from the house, and ran off.

And the girl was—Edna Denver!

CHAPTER T
The Secret Betrayed

e ERE, fell yon what, Fay: let's make for
Barncombe now, and talk it over in the
teashop.”

“Right-ho! But I just can’t believe what you
have. been sayingt - Its—"

“ge true, 1 tell you! Though what it all
means simply beats me! Turn to the left, when
we geb out on to the road, Fay. I faney Jimmy
is the other way, minding the car again—-">

“Well, then, why not tackle him akout 1t all?”

“No! Oh, the last thing we wait to do,” was
Fidua's very ecmphatic opinion, whilst she free-
wheeled with her sister down the avenue. “When
you've happened upon i seeret, you never want to
be in hurry to let others know that yon know.
Spoils_the usefulness of your knowledge!” :

“Oh, all right! But I don't See what use it
is going fo be o us. Far betier to be first with

the news. at Morcove, I think”

“yWell, I don’t! If you ask me, there momst be
something “fttemendons behind all this. Monica
Gray—Pam Willoughby ! That awful * new L girl,
with her glasses and her slonchy ways—Fam, in
disguise "

“But why, Edna—why?" :

< Ten’t phat what I'm saying? Why?”

“On, Edn

a, you must have been mistaken ™

“T tell you I wasn't! And if you don’t believe
me—well, T shan't say any more, that’s alll”

Edna, however, was far oo excited to be-able
to adhere to that petulant resolve.

As scon as she and: her sister had emerged upon
the road, turning to the left to aveid Jimmy,
<he jibbered a repetition of what there had been
to tell Fay, a few minutes since.

All the way to Barncombe—and that was a
ride of several miles—the sisters’ tongues were

never still. Over and over again, Edna deseribed
the manner of her finding out ihe true identity
of Monica Gray. And still it remained the one
thing to be talked about by the pair, when at lash
they were seated in the spacious teasroom at the
Barneombe Creamery.

The rush hour for teas had not yet started,
and of the few other customers, nane belonged
to Morcove. If other girls had been in evidende,
Fay and Edna would have taken carc o palect
o table at o safe distance from any of them.

“Tea for two, miss,” Fay ordered brasquely
and then, as the waitress moved away, the sisters
thumped elbows upon the table and leant across

to each other, for more excitable conveite
“ Are you still not believing e, Fayi”

“Oh, I don't know! Bui it's so amazng !l Are
vou positive—only overhearing them, as yeu did,
Wwhilst hiding in the hollow tree®” i

Bdna interrnpted with a fuming sigh.

‘“How many more times, Fay! Whay should 1
have fancied that I heard him call her Pam
wasn't expecking him to—just as if! You know
why I climbed into the tree; because I had seen
them coming, and I thought I'd spy on them for
fun. She was only Monica Gray to me, then, of
course she was! 1 was only hoping io hear some-

abo

ut the so-ealled fire, perhaps, that she

thinﬁ' 2 -

might be telling him, or he te Ling her. But 1
heard her say something about “ihe secret,’ and
a few moments after that 1 heard him call her

Pam.”

“Did he call her Pam because he was thinking
a1l the time about Pam? You know what Jimmy

==

“(h—no-0-0! The way she answered him
knocks out any idea of that sort. She 18 Pam!
That, don’t you see, is the seeret o

“(One that has been kepi from’ Betty and the
rest, even! Up thera in Londei, in the hols—she
was taking them in ‘even then 1

“Of course she was! I heard her reminding

— Jimmy of how he daneed with her onc avening,
at the hotel, never dreaming thaf she was Pam.

She was Monica Gray—a roifen dancer o

“Phen only Miss Somerfield is in- the secret?”

“Af the =choal, yes. I don't know about out-

Tt's queer, you know, but now P won-
dering why Miss Somerfield’s brother is staying
at Swanlake!”

The wailress arrived with the laden tray.
Whilst the things were being set dawn, Fay sat
back, sweeping o hand aeross her face to banish,
as it were, some of her oxcitable fuster. Bhe
was still far from bheing able to calm down.

The waitress’ montentary intervention® caused
both girls to glanee about.

They st

siders.

boura.

A

il had no Moreovians as near neigh-
t the table nearvest te the sictore sai a
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silent, mournful-lookinggouple; a man and a
woman of such strange looks and dress, Fay and
Fdna might have been’quite startled.

But, like the rest of Morcove, the sisters had got
to know that Cliff Edge Bungalow was being rented
furnished, at present, by some people from the

Bast—Hindus, they were presumed to be,
Obviously, here were two of them, getfing some
tea during an afternoon in the quaint old town.

Edna’s wrought-up state still betrayed itself.
She received her cup of tea from Fay with a,
shaking hand, and then made a face at the tempt-
ing array of eatables.

“I don't know that T want
any of this, Fay. Simply
can't get over this afterncon’s
business. Why the girl
should be doing it—with her
parents’ approval, must bhe!
Otherwise, Miss Somerfield
wouldn't be in the scoret.”

“Pam must have explained
to Jimmy., Pity you weren't
within hearing iien!"

“Oh, well, I reckon I didn't
do so badly, considering|”

“Then what are wo to do
about it—I mean, back at the
school? It would bhe a
seream, Hdna, to go straight
up to Monica and say: ‘ How
do, Pam! ™

“Yes, but we may be able
to geb more fun out of it than
that, by ‘holding our tongues
for a bit. Think of the game
we can have with  Pam 1"

“You mean, still treating
her as Monica Gray?"

“That's 16"

They did not notica

the mournful-looking Fastern
pair exchanging glances,

That the man and woman
could be paying heed to all
that passcd mever entered the
heads wof Fay and Edna.
They would have been sur-
prised to know that two such
people from the Kast were
even capable of following a
conversation in English.

But, presently. the dark-
skinned man and his sallow-
faced companion passed out
of the feashop, and in the
street they exchanged more
than meaning looks.

In a language of which Fav

and Fdna could never have
understood a word, these two spoke in exultant
tonea.

*“¥ou heard, Azaral”

“Y—EEL [,?

“Lio, what a thing life'is!” the man multerad,
buttoning his brown coal to what seemed to him
a cold wind. “We go to great risks, and reap
no reward,  Wa take our ease and drink a cup of
tea—and in a moment we Ilerrn a thing like
that 1

The woman nodded, her gliding step taking her
along the pavement with her husband.

“The name—let us not forgel it,”" she whis-
pered anxiously. “The false name——-"

. file-a Lir-r-ray,” he pronounsed i, in a
“\‘:}"a will write it down, Azara.
av.

\--;1iUE‘.
Mo a (-
**And so, we shall yet earn our reward fromgihe
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Ameer, Hazarin? "Phe daughter of the Sahib
Willonghby IS at the schéol; but she is known as
Mo-nic-a Gray.” -

The man laughed evilly. 2

“Mo-nic-a Gray does not fear for hen safety—
why should she? Truly, it was a clever plan of
t}mir,';q. We have been deceived, yeal But now

“Now all is known to us,” the woman took him
up softly. * And so we shall take her, afier all.”

“As the hawk takes the pigeon from the flock,
so shall we take this girl from all those at ths
school—yeal Mo-nicca Gray,” he repeated in a

¢l
\_//\l.!

LA

They were Monica's spectacles ; but the eyes were the eyes

of Pam and suddenly it was the voice of Pam which

whispered : ** Jimmy, you were splendid—rnot to give any
sign that you had found me out!”

chuckling undertone, “the Sahib Willoughhy’s
daughter, ours for the taking—now 17

CITAPTER 8.
Unwarned !

HERE were loud cheers for Monica Gray
when she turned up in the Form corridor
round about six o'elock that evening.

“Bekas, what ze diggings, we heard thal you
had been turned upside down in ze car, with Miss
Somierfield on top of you, and Miss: Merrick on
top of you both!"

*“Ha, hn, hat!”

" “Not quite as bad as that,” Monica grivned,
screwing up her faes. ¥ Luckily, it happened closo
to Swanlake, so we soon got anothor car to bring
us ‘home, and all that.?
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“And  what Jid you think of
Monica ?"”" cried Polly cagerly.
derful house?”

“Pam must love ity I'm sure! Oh, by the way;
girls; you remember Jimmy Cherrol—"

““As if.we eould ever forget Jimmy!" some of
the Stady 12 girls laughed. **Ha, ha, ha!”

“He turned up just after the crash, and was
quite useful.”

Monica had more to say abont it all, and she
continued in talk whilst going on to Stndy 12
with many of her schoolmates.

Then Fay Denver, who had been a listemer to
these first remarks, turned into the study which
she shared with her sister.

“¥Yon should have heard her, Edna, just then,”
grinned the elder of the two, after shuiting the
door behind her. “Btill keeping up the pre-
tence; still hoodwinking even her best chums!”

¥dna got np from a chair, her face assummng
a hard look.

“Yes, and I'd like to know why!” she mut-
tered fiercely. * Here, Fay, do you know what
I am going to do? I'm going to ring up Jimmy
Cherrol on the ’phone, pretending 1 am Monica
Gray!”

“What! - Edna, don’t be so silly 2

“Pooh, why shouldn’t I? There’s no such per-
son as Monica Gray, really, so anybody can pre-
tend to be that girl, can’t she? Anyhow, it's
what I am going to do, and it won't be me if
I don’t get some information éut of him.”

“You ean't 'phone from the school, Edna!
Think of the risk of it's being found out, later
on, that you—=-"

“1 wasn’t thinking of *phoning from the school,

Swanlake,
C“Ien’t it a wou-

Every Tuesday

l‘But___’!

“Oh, shut up!” snapped Edna, who was
irritable with the strain of wanfing to find out
more. *“It’s a dry evening, and I shall do as I've
done before—slip down by the ivon stairway, out-
side the schoolhouse. And yeu, of course; can
be ready for when I veturn. I shan't be long.”

Anid so, less than an heur later, a Morcove girl
was at the tiny wayside railway station, C-Ul'lﬁiﬁﬂ'ﬂ.
that no one had seen her shp away from the
schoolhouse pon the secret errand.

But someone there was who, lurking mnear the
schoolhouse with spying for the metive, had seen
the girl sneak out.

Someone feeling interested, had followed Edna
Denver to the station. And, when the nse of the
telephone was granted on the plea of urgency,
someone contrived to overhear Edna's side of the
ensuing talk over {he line.

Disastrons thing thas all this was to mean to
ldna—and she herself unwarned !

She gave the name of Monica Gray over the
telephone; bawled the mame inte ihe receiver,
when af last Jimmy Cherrol was at the other end
of the line.

Thus, fatefully, someone within hearing was led
to believe that Moniea Gray—THE Monica Gray
—was out of bounds to-night and would soon be
stealing back to the schoolhonse!

Tn due eourse, Fdna started back for the school;
but this was to be a return journey which she
waould never complete.

Suddenly she was seized, and from thal moment
she was a helpless eaptive—powerless even to cry
out for help.

Tdna Denver, with only herseif to blame, had

so see! I'm going to slip out and use the 'phone been quietly kidnapped instead of—FPam Wil-
at the railway etation. They'll let me, if 1 pitch loughby | :

the right tale.” [END OF THIS WEEK'E STORY.]
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Vanished From Morcove

EDHA DENVER has paid the price of her despicable hehaviour.
She has been kidnapped from Mcrcove—and nobody knows
where she has been taken!

What will Pam do, in this new and dramatic situaticn? Read
next Tuesday’s vivid long complete Morcove story and you will
learn how she dares discovery in order that Edna Denver may be
saved.

Packed with excitement, next Tuesday’s powerful story will
hold you enthralled from first to last. It appears under ihe
title of :

COMPLETE
NEXT
TUESDAY

BY
MARJORIE
STANTON
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