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A THRILLING C(;MPLETE SCHOOL STORY IN WHICH BETTY BARTON
ND CO. OF MORCOVE PLAY A VERY IMPORTANT PART

ONE CLUE TO GUIDE THEM

UWazezD il im

Although the priceless papers relating 1o the Temple of the Moon are still safe,

Pam Willoughby and her chums of Morcove feel that af any moment an attempt

may be made to steal them. How their grave fear is realised, in a most dramatic
fashion, is related in this vivid story of the famous chums of Study 12.

By MARJORIE STANTON

After the Match

44 ESERVED,” said a printed ticket on a
R big tea-table in the Barncombe Creamery.
Otherw the town’s most popular tea-
room was full up.
Half Morcove School seemed to he here this
Wednesday afternoon. The Morcove hat was
everywhere, exeept at that reserved table with

its tilted chairs,
Whether they had been out for a crcle run
' in town for shopping or had ecnded up here

or
alfter a “hike” over the moorland or had been
playing tennis or other games, here the girls

were, now that it was tea-time.

There were chummy batches, but there was
much friendly fAuttering of hands in recognition
between one batech and another, much speaking
aer and so making the whole scene a lively,
sparkling one.

And now came Betty Barton, captain of the
Tourth Form, with a whole host of intimates, to
iilt back those chairs at the reserved table and
rathef thankfully sit down.

But if Beity & Co. were tired after a strenuous
“away " match against Barncombe House School,
they were also jubilant, They had won.

rate at this
rved by the

Accordingly, they could now celeb
table which had been speclally res
captain, in expectation of a win.

“Mon for—lot me see; fourteen, please.”

Thus Betty, very blandly to the comely waitress.

“And don’t forget,” shrilled that dusky imp,
Naomer Nakara, “cream-buns, plis, and mind zey
are fre Shift up ze bit, Paula, bekas T must
1 by ol
o expand,” said Polly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Would any geal like to change places with
asked Paula, suddenly realising that she had

“1 weally would like a
Theah you go, Naomer!
Ooch, gah!

me?"
got the imp next io her.
little peace Owp!
I say, I should like a little
Staph it, will you!”

“Naomer!" said the captain.
behave!”

“What ze diggings, it is-all Paula!”

“On the contwawy—-— Owp! Naow look what
she's done!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“All down my coat,” wailed Paula, getiing un
to drain a good half-pint of milk from the lap
of her frock. “Weally, this is insuffew g 2e

“I ought to have brought my ruler,

“If you don't

é:g}le(i
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Polly, who kept a fcot’s length of hard ebony
in Btudy- 12 for the special purpose of keeping
Naomer in order. “Oh, for a cup of tea, girls,
when it comes!”

“Bame here!” agreed others yearningly.

*“Insufferabubble,” said Naomer, “the way they
keep you waiting. Next thing we shall be tol
that all ze pastries arve gone. Bekas "—glancing
arcund—"some of these other girls are awfuliy
greedy.”

“People in glasshouses, Naomer.”

“T am not in a glasshouse; I am in a teashop,
and 1 expect my tea. Hoovay 1" as she zaw tae
i i "Now to get going.”

Paula,  wlting ~ her chin.

Gorjus

“Zen you mi t you sav.
arrived.

sparkled Nuomer, as the laden
000, zat frothy bun fer me, queek!

“Well, this 1s awfully niee of you, Betiy!”
cried Ifelen Craie.

“Not at all, g

“We won, yes
suppuse the bru
niere than a month ta go.”

Meanwhile, she very thirstily
captain start to pour ont.

Round went the we'come cups—*“delish!”
2ai Jove, most wefweshing, most wealcome,
yes, wather!” gighed Paula Creel, “Pawdeon,
Polly deah?”

1 said cheerio!”

“Qh, ch
dope, geals!

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"1 very sorry,” pleaded Naomer. wha |
ing for a caie—plafc had jogged Paul

1 take
watched the

r—— Owp! Naow 1
0

what she's

belief,

, bai
Na you did that on puwpose.

“Well, T didn’t. Bekas I have got too much in
zink about besides thi = about you.”

And Naomer showed the trend of her
k2 enirating on the eatables.
ping day it has been!”
ey present!ly. “And the
: ing now.”

“Iv'il be a fine evening, anyhow,” said Pam
Willoughby, “We can get back scon to somne

I hev a stwong

Jove !

thoughts

exciaimed Tess
weather lo

ai Jove!” gnsped Paula. “Some of yon
geals ncvah tire! Mockey in the aftewnoon, and
biking. and yet you ean go an again '
“Liko Tennyson's braok, for cver,”
Madge Minden.
“Or like Nacmer at the ¢

"Go en, Nuomer;

nodded stald

“T am going to.”

“The geal is 7 vely——  Ou
digdainful comment was checked by
lunge from the greedy one. .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We shall soon have to be thinking of Easter,”
came Beity’s blithe remark, a little later. * Ty
to arrange something execiting.”

“The last few days have been tame encugh,
that’s a faet,” cumpfained ‘Polly, who thrave on
sensation. “Just the ordinary routine ever since
the night Pam saved Professor Donkin’s papers
from those Eastman people.”

“¥or which Pam should have had her name on
the honours board, T think,” declared the captain
heartily., “Never mind, Pam."”

The consoling remark inspired a round of
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laughter. Ail these chums of Pam Willoughby
knew that she was the last girl in the world to
want any fuss to be made over a brave deed
performed by herself, At this moment Pam
smiled her serene smile,

“Don’t bring up what's ancient history by now,
Betty,” she pleaded carelessly. “Why, it was a
whole week ago.” )

“And nothing heard of the Eastmans ever
since,” Polly rejoined. “Well, I said that they'd
make themsélves scarce after that night, After
beirg as zood as caught in the act, was it likely
thas they would stay arcund? T ask you!”

" Shame, though,” murmured Helen, *for if the
police had been able to catch the pair, then we
might have found out why the Eastmans were so
desperately keen fo lay hands on those papers.”

“Then there was that Hindu johnny,” Polly
carried on the talk quite aggrievedly, “He hasn’s
been heard of again, worse luck” We thought
he was after the papers, too.”

“Bo he may have been,” smiled Pam,

feel as sure ever that he was.”

“"Then why has he chucked it in?” the madecap
demanded in a hurt tone. " A fizzle-out, 1 call it.
We tackled the Eastmans— "

““1 like the ‘we,”” said Naomer. *Bekas—-"

"The ‘we’ is guite right,” Pam put in calmly.
“Polly had a big part in tackling the Eastmans.”

“Oh, T didn’t!” Polly now dissented strenuously.

“In fact,

Yes, well, we won’t argue it,” smiled Pam.
*As for the Hindu, I no more want to see or hear
g of him again, than I want to hear of
The papers were saved that night;
I safe, and that's the great thing.”
Finding that a thoughtful pause was starting,
added quictly:

As for why the Eastmans, and the Hindu, were
after the papers perhaps I shall be able fo teil
you all some day. When Professor Donkin
com home from abroad and Miss

Somerfield
s the papers ont of her safe to hand them
c to him, then will be the time.”

“Or will the old professor be as mystified as

we have been?” wondered Judy Cardew.

“I should say not,” Pam answered, “Knowing
all about the Kastern temple to which the pape:s
relate he would surely be able to guess why therz
was that attempt to steal them.”

“And the professor is the sort

Fam?” she was 3

to teil you,
ked by one of her chums.

“He’s a dear, I know that, When he was stay-
ing at Bwanlake, where he was at work upon the
papers, you remember, I saw a good deal of him.”
“Anyhow, he ought to tell you when he does
back, if only out of gratitude for saving
," Pally declared. ~ “Only he won’t Ls
how long, Pam?"?

" Goodness knows !

Upon which Polly gave a grimace.

“So that's that, um! T do hate being kept in
the dark, If there’s a mystery I like it to be
solved. But all we can do now is to—— Have
another cup!” she suddenly decided. “Just half
a one, Betty, please.”

Givls at other tables having come in earlier
were now getting up to go. Some of them cams
over ta have a word with Betty & Co., wanting
to_hear all about the match.

In any case, however, the talk would have been
likely to become of a general nature. There
was a good deal of truth in Pam’s jesting remark

‘that the affair of Professor Donkin’s papers had

become ‘“‘ancient history.” Morcove was like
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that. A week without any fresh development
and the school was bound to have other things
to think about.

When at last the juniors rose to leave, some
were for staying on for a bit in the town, to do
some belated .shoppmrr But Betty had most of
her boon companions with her during the “bike
back 7 to Morcove.

This was another thing typical of the school;
the way certain girls went about, so to speak, in
coveys. The Study 12 number seldom varied;
nine girls there were, as a rule, always together.

It was when they were hall-way back to the
school that a strange thing happened.

It began with their suddenly sighting the head-
mistress’ cocker spaniel, out hunting over the
raoor all on his own. As that }oun" rascal was
under orders to stay in bounds, the chums hopped
down from their machines to go after him and
make himn follow back to the school.

The rough moorland was offering good hunting
just at present, however. 1If one frisky bunny
got away there was another to bob up, aud
altogether the girls had a mirthful, breathless
trying to pet hold of the errant

dowgic. Ie would not come to their calling, and
time after time they lost him in the dense cover.

Then just as N zhted him again and
was shouting “Hi, vou raskikle!” there came a

far from jocular ery fmm. one of the others,
Pally it was who suddenly panted:

P

did you sec?

rls, did you see
“See what. Polly?” )
She would not answer until they had run close
whisper to

erongl for B
sullice,

“Tha Hindu, girls! T'm
sare I glimpsed him  just
then. The same Hindu who
has haunted Swanlake !

Panger Stiil
s HERE, where?
clamoured one or
Retiy

o

g P

n\-(i atmed sceptically :

ow, Polly darling !’
"j{ur 1 did. T rell }cnf'

she insisted

“Jdust

strenuouszly.
a4 dark head bobbing
1 somoe gors o
over therc; bus ic
a turban, It was as
if the man \wrn making off,
fearing that e'd blunder
him.”
there?” echoed
“Then let's take a

0

queek, queek !
ain, however, they
scouted over a large area
of the gorsey wilderness,
Nothing rewarded 1
cautions search, and at las
Polly had to defend a charge
of having imagined it all.

“Well, girls, I didn’t
imagine it, =o there!”
“We were talking about

the Hindu, you know, Polly, =

and that may have i * Pam,"’
“Oh. rot! I'm not like

that!”” the madecap argued.
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“ Besides, why shouldn’t it have been the Hindu
after all? He hasn't been scared away as the
Tastmans have!”

The others stood reduced to silence then. Tt
would have been flippancy out of place to go
on twitting Polly with the suggestion that she
had suffered from a mere trick of the mind.

It was only too frue what she had said; the
Hindu could be still haunting the neighbourhood.

Nor was this to be forgotten; the papers were

still at Morcove School, as might very easily be
known to him.

all this, therefore, Betty and the
to realise that the danger still
mans had been disposed UfT but
H remained.

muttered Betty, when they
again presently, with the cocker
spaniel quite content to follow, now that he had
tired of the bunny-hunt. “Shocking shame it
will be, girls, il the papers have only been smcd
from lhe Kastmans, to be stolen by that Hindu.'

“Yes, well, he’ll have a job,” said Pam calmly.
“They are under lock and key in Miss Somer-
field’s safe. Still, T must mention it to Miss
S field when we get indoors.”

She added gravely:

ST Ynow ihis tauch abcut Bha Temple of tha
Moon papers. If ever they do fall into the
wrong hands, then the erowning work of
Professor Donkin’s lifetime will be ruined.”

“And we are nob going to have that.Polly
declared grimly. “So that's the thmnr to do,
Pam; let ] Somerfield know.”

;m'.rd
the Hindu—he

“Pretty awf
were riding on

* Aren’t
Pam smiled. ‘1 am very
How d’'you do, Professor Donkin ? "’
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Chatting on as they did the rest of the run
to the school they decided that the recent scare
need not affect current arrangements to any
extent. Pam would have to find Miss Somerfield,
but the others could change at once for tenmis.
And even Pam wonld soon be oub again.

As to that, however, they were reckoning in
ignorance of scinething that had happened at the
school. They were putting their machines away
when Polly remarked :

“Look, Pam, here comes Muriel Floddon, as if
she wanted you,"

There was good reason for guessing that Pam
was the one with whom this young girl in cap
and apron, now hastening across the grass, wished
Tor Muriel Floddon was that maid 1n
training whose cottage home was on the Swan-
lake estate, filteen miles or so from Maorcove.
And Pam—"the little lady of Swanlake,” as the
school had dubbed her—was faking a great
interest in Muriel,

Sure enough tha trim litile figure came straight
for tall Pam, who sk

accordingly brisked up her
step to meep this protégé.

¢ Wou want me, Muric?”

“If you please, miss, the headmistress——"

“Oh’ the headmistress!” with a rather falling
face, as 1f this were not so good. Pam had pre-
sumed that it would be something personal to
herself and Muriel, in connection, say, with some
of that self-tuition which Muriel was going in
for.

“Now 7”7 inquired. Pam, considering herseif to
be under orders to report to Miss Somerfield.
““What about, Murie, duo you know ?”

“Why, I think it mnst he because of someone
who has turned up at the scheal. He's with Miss
Somerfield at this moment, miss, and I was sent

to find you.

“¢He*?" interposed Polly roguishly. “Now
what is this, Pamn! Who 15 “he’? It can’t be
your father, because he is abroad with your
mother. Girls, do we allow Pam to have gentle-
men visitors ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Oh, but this one is ever so old!” Muriel shyly
luughed. “With shaggy eyebrows”

“Well, T wouldv’t—— I'm hanged if I'd have
a fellow wil.h shagey eyebrows. All right, Pam,
you may go.’

“Thank you se much,” the little lar?y of Swan-
lake howed, “But Murie, who is it then?
What's his name?™

And the answer came:

“Professor Donkin.”

SR
What Next ?

ROFESSOR DONKIN!

No wonder Polly emiited a staggered: “I1

say!” whilst Paula was one big: “Bai

Jove!” No wonder Pam and all her chums looked
utterly astounded.

Professor Donkin—and they had suppesed him
to be as far away as Egypt !

“What ze  diggings?” shrilled  Naomer,
“Bekas—— oo, gorjus, hooray! Now we can
ﬁet ta know why they were aiter zose papers of

igl”

“Ves, Pam}”

“Bai Jove—-

“ But—but—-"

“He's here—he’s here at the school!”
vejoiced wildly. ““Just fancyl”

“Come to get the papers from Miss Somerfield,

1

Polly
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“And he

of course?” Betty quickly reasoned.
He’s been

wants to see you, Pam, naturally.
told all about the aitempt.”

“Yes, wel'" was the characteristic response
from Pam. “But it’s funny, when we were talk-
ing about him only just now.”

It was like her Lo have recovered S\\‘ift]y from
the staggering surprise. On reaching the school-
house with her chums she parted from them with
one of her calm smiles, a smile that attendant
Muriel came in for a few moments later.

By the w Murie, 1 looked at that French
cxercise you A few corrections; I'll shaow
you later. But you're getting on. Soon you'll
be as fluent as Zelie Duval her:ef and she's a
’:alne of Franece, as you kndw 2

“Oh!” laughed Muriel. *“*Now xou re flattering
me, miss. Not that I mind a bit.”

“If you were Zelie now, Murie

“T'd much rvather he myself, miss.’

“And I'd much rather have you on hand than
Zelie,” Swanluke’s schoolgirl daughter chatted on.

A minute later Pam was tupping at the head-
mistress’ door.

“Come in.”

So Pam opened the door and entered, hardly
noticing Miss Somerfield, so extraordinarily
attractive was the other occupant of the room.

Here he was right enough, dear old Professor
Donkin, with his grizzled hand and a lean, clean-
shaven face, browned by the Egyptian sun, and
his clothes a little baggier and shabbier than
ever,

The clever, dcep-set eyes, overhung by bushy
brows, had the old quizzical look for Pam as she
calmly advanced.

“Yes, Pam,”

*And

said Miss Somerfield rather
excitably. aren’t you surprised about
this ?”

“T am very glad, at any rate,
Professor Donkin.”

“Excellently well, my dear, thank you!” he
eried, starting to polish pince-nez. Then he let
the glasses dangle, realising that he should be
shaking hands with Pam.

In a nervous manner he offered his hand—
bonier than ever, Pam may have thought. 8Still,
a [riendlier grip there never was.

“Let me see.” And to do so he struck the
glasses on the bridge of his bony nose. *‘Hah,
yes, more like your dear mother every day, my
dear! I—er Let me sce; yes, 1 Lnow, of
course. About some papers of mine——-"

“Professor Daonkin, you must sit down,” en-
treated Morcove's hed.dmlstreis for he was in a
very nervy state. “And, Pam, if you haue not
had tea yet I will ring for another cup.

“Oh, I've had mine, thanks, Miss Somerfield.”

“Professor Donkin turned np here only a few
minutes since,” said Miss Somerfield, whilst he
sat looking very grateful at not being ‘called upon
to explmn matters himself. ‘It appears, Pam,
that the Egyptian Government were stopped far
lack of funds over the work the professor was
engaged upon. 3o he has come home before the
time was up. He went straight to Swanlake from
the boat and found, of course, that your parents
were away from home. Servants at Swanlake
referred him to me, and so he came on in the
car at once.”

“1If either of you can suggest what’s to be done
with me now ?” the professor seemed to be saying
with his eyea.

“Yes, well,” smiled Pam promptly. "I am
sure, Miss Somerﬁeld. if dad and mother knew

Haow d’you do,
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they would wish Professor Donkin to stay at

Swanlake.”

The grizzled head was given a shake from side
to side.

“Qwanlake! But I mustn’t think of doing a
thing like that-—no, no!”

“Yet I think Pam is right, professor.
Mrs. Willoughby "

“Fxcellent people—my lifelong friends,” he
cried, rubbing his knees with those gnarled hands
of his. “But in their absence I could not dream
of doing it, no, Besides, my previous stay at
Swanlake brought trouble? I.understand that—
er—papers of mine o

e made one of his pauses, glancing first 2t
Pam and then at the headmistress.

I have told Professor Donkin about the East-
mans, Pam,” said Miss Somerfield softly. “1I was
going on to tell him about the Hindu when you
came in.”

“Hindu?" And the bushy brows flew up. “Buf
what about the Hindu then, and which Hindu,
pray, for there are, as of course you know, some
millions 2"

“Not round here, I hope,” smiled Pam. "The
one we had at Swanlake was quite enough to seare
those of us who saw him."”

“He was seen several times in circumstances
that suggested that he was hanging about in
secret, intending a felony,” the headmistress
gravely supplemented. “Pam here formed the
boelief that this Hindu was alter your papers,

 Professor Donkin, as the Kastmans were. He and
they oould nob have been in  league; mnever
imagine such a thing. Indeed, Mr. Eastman
one nmight was attacked by the Hindu in the Swan-
lake grounds.”

“And when Mr. Eastman came round,” Pam
carried on the narrative,” he murmured, “an
Indian eame. It was Hunda Khan.”

The professor got up.

“Hunda Khan? But bless my soul, Hunda
Khan was a great friend of your father’s young
lady, out in India. I knew him well, excellently
well myself.”

“Thers now !’ gasped Miss Somerfield. “And
doesn’t that tally with what we thought, Pam,
when this Hunda Khan person called at the school
at the time the Eastmans were at Swanlake? He
scemed sdch a nice gentleman.”

She turned to the professor.

“Tt was like this, or so we were given to under-
stand. Mr. Hunda Khan, being i England, had
come down to look up Mr. Willoughby at Swan-
Jake. Not having the Iuck to find Mr. Willoughby
at home, the Indian gentleman came on to
Morcove, to pay his respects to his friend’s school-
wirl daughter, It all sounded most plausible, and
I am sure, professor, we thought Mr. Hunda
Khan quite nice. Didn’t we, Pam?”

“And yet,” Pam exclajmed perplexedly, *it
seems that it was that same Hunda Khan who was
skulking about the place at home, wanting to
br in. It was he who went for Mr. Eastman

in the middle of the night and knocked him on
the head. What's more, the man is still in the
neighbourhood, for a chum of mine is sure she
saw him just now.”

“Saw Hunda Khan, you say,” stammered the
professor, knitting his bushy brows. *No, no—oh,
dear, no! 1t could never have been Hunda Khan.
1t could only have been his ghost.”

“(Ghost, professor?”

“No, .no, I am not speaking seriously when I
say that,” he cried. “But I am serious when 1

Mr. and
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tell you that Hunda Khan has been dead—er, let
me see—these last six months!”

The Naughtiness of Naomer

HANGING into tennis things had not meant,

so far, any tennis for Betty and the others.

It was not that all the courts were en-

gaged. Suspense it was that interfered with the
chums’ intentions,

Madge had even abandoned her idea of an
hour's piano practice, now that Professor
Donkin had turned up so marvellously, and Pam
had been summoned to his presence.

“T do wish,” fumed Polly, “we could get a
glimpse of him.”

“His ecar is still at the poreh,” remarked Betty
#Wa shall see him when—-"

“When! That’s no use,” the impatient madeay
exclaimed. “I want to see him now.”

“ Afraid you can't,” chuckled the captain.

“Don’t know so muchl!” retorted Polly,
brightening. “Come with me, girls, and we'il
see what can be done.”

The rather cryptic request was understood when
Polly led the others towards the high brick wail
that separated Miss Somerfield’s more or less
private garden from grounds of which girls had
the run. '

“T am not usually inguisitive as all this,” said
Polly, eyeing the top of the wall. “But if one of
you could give me a bunk up—"

“Q0oo, yes! Queek! DMe, too!” capered
Naomer. “Bekas you can see right into Miss
Somerfield’s room from ze top of the wall, 1
know, Paula, bend down.”

“Fr—weally, Naomer."”

“Bend down, queek, so I can stand on your
back, plis.”

“Weally, I must pwotest! I-— Ow!”

“Zen get on with it, queek,” said Naomer,
having taken the long-suffering one by the ear.
“ And don't topple over, bekas I shall only come
down on top of you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“33h1” gestured the madeap. “Not so much
row. I shan't want any-help, after all, T fanecy.
Easy, just here.”

She had spotted some footholds in the old wa!l
where bricks had come away. Agile youngster
that she was, in a few moments she had scrambled
high enough to be able to see over the wall.

But Polly in that position had the monopoly
of footholds, and so poor Paula was for it, after
all. There was some doubling up with silent
laughter by Betty and others as Paula herself
had to double down to make a back for Naomer.

“What ze diggings, keep still—"

“ O\\'(‘h !‘.

“And stop your noise. Making such a fuss
about nothing,” said the imp, as she performed
acrobatic tricks upon Paula’s back. Ooo, gorjus!
I can sce fine!”

A groan from Paunla.

“8hame!” laughed Judy
down, Naomer!”

“No, bekas zis is oggeiting. Ooo, zey have
taken in .tea for ze professor, and Pam is having
a cup. Sweendle!”

“(tirls, come and look!” Polly spoke down to
them. “T'll work along; I think I can. You
can see the prof——"

“Ze fuiiniest objick in all ze world!” Naomer's
excited whisper came. *“Bekas he can't have had
ze hair-eut for years. Whoa, Paula, hold still,
can’t youl”

Cardew. “Come
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“Tusuffew—— Owp! Why I should be the
one !” Paula groaned. “When you know I'm not
stwong.”

‘““Naomer, hang on to the wall,” the captain
laughingly commanded, “and let Paula =

“No, bekas zis is hetter.”

Naomer, however, had to hang on io the wall
ere another moment had sped, for the simple
reason that Paula collapsed. 9

The human scaffolding gave way, and her royal
impishness was left a-dangling, kicking out wildly.
- Two or three of those standing by simply
shricked with laughter and then clapped hands
across their mouths. Polly was saying:

“*Sh! 'Shy” -

Y Dweadful, dweadful 1" groaned Paula,
Aoundering up from the ecarth. “Naow look atb
me; look at my fwock, my hair!”

“You should see the professor’s hair,” Polly
whispered down from her vantage place. “He
doesn’t have it cut; he has it bobbed.” ,

“Oh, ¥ must see this wonderful Professor
Donkin !’ the captain declared, and next moment
she was eclambering up for a look over the wall.
Shifting along as soon as she had a goocd hold
Betty thus made for another sightseer.

In the end seven girls were hanging on by as
many puairs of hands, whilst seven girlish heads
adorned the top of the wall, Paula, as the eighth
girl, preferred to stay below,

“Bee him?” Polly whispered.

“I can see him,” chuckled Betty and others.

“And Pam—sweendle!” Naomer breathed
again. *“Ah, bah, T am disgustered with Pam
gotting  another teal He 13 a good one, I

surspeckt |

“Whilst we poor beggars
FPully, after nearly dropping down.
on the wall and be done with it?

“Miss Bomerfield might see us.” .

“Good job, bekas zen Miss Samerfield mighs
ask us into tea. But no such luck.”

Naomer, indeed, proved unlucky enough to fall
from her perch next moment, on the inner side
of the wall.

Crash, she landed, all anyhow, flattening out
a mass of herbaceous stuff that had been in a
promising state of growth.

“That’s done it; hop down!” Polly advised,
setting the example by a lightning-like dropping
to ground. Only Paula happened to be in the
way.

“Womp! Gow, theah-you go!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Meantime, Naomer, having mads
tremendous crashing noise in one of M:
ficld’s best Hower-borders, had the
looking about for an imaginary lost ball.

“What girl is that?” came the voice of the
headmistress suddenly from the french windows
serving her room. " You, Naomer!” k

“Yes, plis, Meess Somerfield. Bekas

phew !”  panted
“Can’t we sig
s

such  a

»

vy sorry, but I lest—I lost my balance,”
illed Naomer, deciding to stick to the truth
and not plead a lost ball.

“T must not be disturbed. Run away!”

*“L hcg your pardon, but did you say come in
and—-"

“1 said, go away!™

Iven this, however, did not turn Naomer bhack,
now that she was advancing most :nnocently to
the french windows,
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“Zank you, Meess Somerfield, I shall be much
obliged for another cup——"

“A what "

“Tet very good of you to invite me in to——"

“Girl, I said—"

“Hallo, Pam!” shrilled Naomer, looking past
the headmistress into the sanctum. “Ooo, ees zat
Professor Donkey? Bekas how joo do, professor;
plissed to meet you.”

“Bless my soul!” said the professor, fumbling
to get his glasses to his nose so that he might get
a proper look at Morcove’s dusky scholar. “Er—
ha, hi;l’Tn! Sxcellently well, I thank you, miss-—
er—-

“Her Majesty Queen Naomer of Nakara,” Miss
Somerfield was now compelled to introduce the
imp. “We have her here to bé educated on
British lines.”

“Nakara! Nakara! Bless my soul!” cried
Professor Donkin.  “1 know that country well.
T was acvoss it—let me see, two years ago.”

“Hooray, zen, bekas we can talk about my
country w we have tea,” was Naomer’s rejoic-
ing comment; and she sat down—near the cake-

stand. “But first of all, Professor Donkey, what
about ze jolly old Temple of ze Moon?
Bekas—"

“Naomer dear,” said Miss Somerfield, adopt-
ing the usual forbearance towards a scholar whase
impishness was incurable, “have this cake—""

“0oo, zank you!”

“And run away. No, Pam, don’t you go for a
moment. 1 shall want you.” ;

S0 tall Pam, instead of being able to escape
from the room and give full vent to her bottled-
up laughter, had to stay on hand, still repressing
it. As for Naomer, she marched away to the dooc
in joyful possession of at least one good slice of
eake, anyhow.

“And good-bye .for ze present,
Donkey. Al ze best!” her royal impishness
wished him, as she made her skittish exit. “We
must have a talk about my country some other
time-—~when you come to tea in Study 12.”

Professor

“sznv unique scholar, Miss Somerfield.”

“A very naughty, tiresome one, pro-
fessor,” laughed the headmistress. “But now thas
we are at peace again—Pam dear, something I
want you to do.”

Miss Somerfield turned towards the safe as she
said this. It was closed, and the bunch of keys
was not hanging from the lock. Of late the head-
mistress had been more particular about the safe
and her keys.

She drew the hunch from her dress pocket, and
selecting the right key, slipped into the lack.
Then she turned a large handle.

With a soft whoof, the massive steel door came
wide open.

“Your papers, Professor Donkin,” murmured
Morcove's headmistress, reaching a hand into the
safe. "As you have been told, it is thanks to
Pam here that they were not stolen after all by
those Eastman peaple. Most cunningly they had
made keys to open this safe of mine; but Pam got
tc know just in time and turned up from Swan-
lake in the middle of the night, frustrating an
attempt that was even then being made.”

“And how to thank this youny lady suffi-
ciently—-"

*“Oh, that’s all right, Professor Donkin,” smiled
Pam serenely. “I ouly did what father and
mother, T'm. sure, would have wished me to do.”

Miss Somerfield tock out the bundle of papers.
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She handed  them—

not to the professor,

but to Pam
e 3

¢ fitting.
that you
the one to
d these papers to
rightful owner.
saved  them.
, in faeh, you
aved them.”
well,

Thelr

him, JLFL
were, I hope, when I
fotched  them  awas

lake for

from

. old-
fashioned courtly

way. He did not
speak  unril lu~ be-
spectaclad  eyos  had
looked througn the

bondle very \nvm:wl_\-
and carefully,

Then ~ his lean
checks creased them-
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here  at  the
end of the p
rving  Miss
‘s room
and all
1

And
upper
sage
Somerfiel
were DBetty
the  rest,

¢
‘.‘v hat?’
11(. we saved the
s all.”
what  ze
he ox-
Pam?"”

s m mﬂd
i ¥

r..\ml'mf I call
a rotten do

that

Bvl. ns—— A nc
thing, Pam,
didn’t you azk

anm to eggsplain !
“Well, T couldn't,

selves into a smile of
iremendous  gratifica- shrugged  Pam - rue-
tion. = :ILU}”

“ Al intact! i f (“JLll‘F'r‘ vou
‘.0.1_'_“{“”;1[&“ H“ 1k con rln t laughed
my ear, ‘ou‘. T! pas fAnd  so
over  again. that !
h'm—or “Iiet all comes of
now I really must be my not staying to tea
going.” with  him,” Naomecr

So it did not appear statod disgustedlv.
s If one were going “Bokas zere would
to be told anything | have been heaps <;f
about = the  papers  With much stified 1aughter Poily and Naomer |07 Him. lf:hr!‘fll
S f,céy"_‘ o " scrambled up the garden wallNaomer impishly T L(‘JLH“.: Atz
1mrrxn‘luu-;:pon :;Oy using a vcry p:otcstu"” Paula as a foot-rest ! Zer thing: he took zo
aceount.  Professor funey to me, I know
DDI]](H: ’ he did, and he is not

“Niss Somerfield, it is more. than good of you. a bad old sort, althongh they do call hins
Puf 1 must be off, to get back to Swanla ssor Donkey.”

a few more papers that I ]nft in t
nothing important like tk

ung

Oh.

—not

Srill,

1 had better get them, and then——
“Won't vou be staying al ‘Bwanlake for
ane night, anyhow ?" Pam felt ent
pose. T am sure dad and mother
I am sure they would myself—such
,wople And perhaps I may so fa
33 Hpo- their hospitality as to stay the one
no longer—no, no!” cried the pro-

hall ﬁml some guiet little place where
Wor.
Pam gave a withdrawing bow.

“G bye then, s.l And do be caveful with
those pape in ca

“My des good- b\{‘ and lh:mL \'ml, thanik
vou §——r—
h'm, yes! -mm hvl eve Im\\ grateful I

K Ho you
am. Cood-bye, young lady.’
He attendad her to the door, apened it for her,

> old buffer.
her all aboul the Temple

bowed her out. Ni
But he hadw’t tol

'

e
And a bateh of girls
to a safer distance.

led irate Naomer quick!y

Another Surprise
bofore after
Floddon v

s dear to her

v got a mur ite

LITTLE
\furaw'!

-sufficient remark,
“Whilst

Pam’s all
ming to her.

“ITpstairs then,” w
as the little maid came ri
I have an odd five minates.

A good many girls were just then coming down
the stuc many of them Pam's Form-

But none made any attempt to turn the
little iady of Bwanlake from her purpose.

The nature of that purpose was
there was-an enhanced admiration for Pam on
that account. Only even her best chums were
saying nothing to Pam herself about it. They
did not dare.

known, and
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Then in the study itsclf there was Helen Craig,
collecting books for class.

“Ip’s all right, I'm off now,’
and was gone In a flash.

“How nice all your schoolmates are, miss.”

“Yes, well, no reason why they shouldn’t be,”
Pam answered the ardent murmur,  ©8it dewn,

smiled Helen,

Murie, and I'll have this chair clese alongside, ¥

and so we can go through that work of yours
together. Arith first, Murie?”

“Just as you please, miss.”

“You mustn’t mind the sight of a good deal of
red ink, Murie,” as I’am accordingly opened an
exercise-book which Swanlake’s novice in cap and
ad already half used. “Sums are awful
e 1’d give anything to dodge arith.”

“8till, miss, unless you learn——-""

“That's just it, Murie. And I am sure you will
soon be—"

But here Muriel could not help interrupting
with a dismayed: “Goodness!”

The folio at which the book was open held her
“workings out ” in black ink and Fam’s correc-
tions in red. Tt seemed to Murie that the red
predominated now.

“Am I as bad as all that, miss?"”

“Nothing, Murie—nothing to_get scared about.
You are unot the first girl to have made eleven
times eleven a hundred and eleven. And nine
from five, Murie, berrowing onc—so easy to male
it four. D've done so mysclf,” said Pam serenely.
“Qften.”

“I1 do hope my French isn't as bad as this,
miss.”

“Wo ghall come to that, Murie, in a minute.”

But they didn’t. They were still going over
the corrected “arith,” when a voice sounded in
the eorridor that made them both start violently.

“Felie Duval #” exclaimed Pam incredulously.
“Surely not—againt”

There came a tap at the door, and then Swan-
lake's French maid rushed in, gesturing wildly.

**Mademoiselle !”

“ Zelie—you again!”

“Mais oui! Oh, la-la! Oh, mademaiselle, how
I am happy! Buf ”—the French girl changed to
sudden disdain—"1 do not tell you whilst she is
thare."

Muriel was geiting up.

“Pon’t go, Murie,” said Pam quietly. “What a
nuisance this is, Zelie, your bursting in-—-"

“But, mademoiselle. Tt ie that wonderful
things have happened. It is that T am to be near
you again, ouil!”

“How do you mean? You haven’s come back to
be in the school, Zelie?”

“Mais non! Now T am content
vour woodchopper’s daughter to be in the ser
of the school. Ha, ha! Yes. Me, 1 ain proud
to be in the service of—— But I shall not tell
vei, mademoiselle, in her presence—no!”

“Then it must wait, that’s all,” Pam
flatly. “Tll see you later, Zelie.”

“* Mademoiselle, you are cruel.”

“T am not cruel, Zelie; but yon are very rude
to Murie. And I won’t have it.”

“Trés bien. Pardon then, mademoiselle, once
more. It is only that T am so excited. Oh, la-la,
how I am excited! Far, comprehend me, petite,
It is that I go to help keep house for your
professor.”

“Wha-a-at1”

“The milor’ professor, oui! Tast night he
at Swanlake,” Zelie panted on, still out of brea:
after her dashing upstairs. “This morning he say

to leave it to

said
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how he must find where to live and do his work.

So!” Bhe made metions as if ringing up on a
telephone. “And the agents in Barncombe, they

say how it is that there is a bungalow out here
at Morcove——"

“(Cliffedge ?” jerked out Pam. ‘“That bungalow
on the edge of the cliffs, only a mile from the
school 77

“Mais oul. Infin, mademoiselle, it iz all
arranged. And 1 am there to do everything for
the milor’ professor.”

“Yes, well.”

“Ah; but how he is droll, that man. Cela-ne-
fait-rien—doesn’t matter?” Zelie laughed on in
her highly-strung way. “He is ver’ kind, ver
famous, oui!”

“But how did yon manage to——"

“Mademoiselle, it is that I am recommended
for the post by the Swanlake housekeeper.”

“Qh, was that it!” smiled Pam.

She had a private faney that the Swanlake
staff had been only too glad to seize the chance
of, as it were, making Zelie over to the professor,

“Ii’s a jolly little bungalow,” Pam remarked.
“T've heen there lots of times. It has been unlet
for some little while > -

“1t is in a state—oh, terrible!” was Zelie’s bit
of hyperbole. *“The work I have to do!”

“Then the best thing, Zelie, will be to get un
with it. Perhaps I may look across, as it's the
professor who is there, and he is such a dear.”

* Ah, mademoiselle, if you will but come. He
arrives not until seven this evening. Alors—-""

“T'11 think abont it, Zelie. By the way, did he
have a good night at Swanlake? No excitemeunt,
no Hindus skulking about, and all that?”

“Ha, ha, ha! Mais non!” laughed the French
maid. “No more of that business. That is
finish, oui!”

“1 hope it is finished with,” Pam podded and
emiled.  *This, at any rate, Murie, is the finish
of our work together for a bit. There goes the
bell for school, bother it!”

Pam was not forgetting Zelie’s “down” on
Muriel Floddon. -Impossible to forget it, when
the French girl’s eyes held a glittering hostility
towards the woodman's daughter.

“¥You had better come with me, Murie. And
1 suppose, Zelie, you will be off back to tne
bungalow at once?”

“ But, mademoiselle—-"

“Oh, T can’t stop for anything more.”

An inviting gesture from Pam caused Muriel
to pass out with her quickly, and although Zelie
followed she did not get a chance to put in
another word.

The last Pam saw of the two girls in cap and
apron, one was hurrying away to the Morceve
domestic regions, whilst Zelie was stalking out
by the front door. And very glad was Pam fo see
Zelie going away.

The Forms were trooping in for afternoon class,
There was the usual last-minute chattering and
some playing abont; but Pam had most of her
chums crowding about her in gerious mood.

They had seen Zelie and wanted to know what
her reappearance upon the Morcove stage meant.

Pam gave the news, but by the time it was told
not a moment was left for comment. They were
all in their desks, and the Form-mistress was
commanding silence.

A special longing to he out of class again was
common to all the juniors that afternoen. It was
so tantalising to have strong sunshine pouring in
at the class-room windows. DBut Pam, apart from

’
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the outdoor nature of the weather, was eager to
get across to the bungalow.

She had soon made up her mind to go across
directly school was over. In her mind remained
an amusing image of Professor Donkin, that
nervons, highly-strung, rather flighty man.

Would he be comfortable at the bungalow,
Pam wondered? Zelie was a most excellent
lady’smaid; but as to being one to get down on
her knees and scrub or keep the kitchen range
as it should be kept-—perhaps not.

With loud cheers the Fourth Form came out

of class in due course, knowing the afternoon to
Le as fine as ever.
There was a stampede for the open air; a
twirling of hastily-seized tennis-racquets and
Loclkoy sticks and even a ericket-bat or so, and ab
the cycle-sheds machines were dragged out wilh
seant regard for plated paris.

T think T shall walk across to the bungalow
before tea,” FPam announced to her lchums.
“Qhan't be staying, so I shall be back in good
Ltime."

“May we come with you, Pam?” cried several,

“Do you want to come?”

Did they want fo let her go alone ! X

“PBesides, T zink we ought lo see how ze jolly
o'd professor is off for food,” shrilled Naomer,
“'Bekas he looked to e as if he could do with
some feeding up. Half ze jfly!”

“Oh, we are not waibing for you!”
“Zen I shall eateh you up.”

cried Polly.

Which Naomer did ten minotes later, over-
L‘kinf tha bateh about half-way belween the
schiool and the bungalow.

Some bulging paper bags, hugged under the
dusky one's arms, attracted scornful notice at
onee from_the madeap.

“What have you got there?”

G Jirom our corner cupboard, girls. DBekas, zis
will be something for him to be going on with
if zere is nothing in ze pantry.”

“Throwing a sprat to catch a whale, is that
it?7 Polly grimaced. “ Hoping that the professor
will invite you to dinner one evening.”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Y don't see why he shouldn’t” retorled
Naomer. “Bekas we did him ze good turn by
saving his papers.”

“q like the *we’”."”

“Yes, bai Jove; that is pwetty wich,” chortled
Paula. “I1f you ask me—"

“(:n on zen, 1 do ask you!" the dusky one
cried, planting herself inimically in front of
Paula. “So say eet, gueek!”

“Br—I was not going
dewogatowy, Naomer.”

“Yos, you were.”

“On the econtwawy, I— Owp!

to say anything

Leave off !

CGah! Healp!”

“ Bekas—"

“Wow! Naow look what she has done to me,
geals!”

“Tla, ha, hat”

«A week, a wuin!" wailed the langnid one,
righting her hat. “Naow I must go back, T am
not pwesentable—ah deah, dweadful life!”

“Why, who do you think is there to see you ai
the bungalow, Paula?” laughed Pam consolingly.
“Only Zelie, and she is the very one to smarten
you up again.”

But someone else besides Zelie was in evidence
when the chums got to Cliffedge.

The front door was wide open fto sun and
breeze, and so sounds could come forth that made
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Pam, for one, feel a bit self-ashamed during the
last few steps to the porch. Sounds of scrubbing.

Apparently then it had been doing Zelie an
injustice to imagine that she would shirk any
real hard work.

Next moment, however, Pam and the others saw
who it was, coarse-apron’d and on her knees to
the hall linoleum, giving it such a healthy
scrubbing.

Muriel ¥loddon!

She was going at the work with such energy,
the serub, scrub of her hard brush kept her
deaf to the footfalls at the porch.

“Murie!” eried Pam.

“Yes, bekas what ze diggings!”

Then: Morcove’s new recruit to the domestie
staff looked round and, red-faced from exerticn,
stood up.

Many Hands

& OU  here, Murie?
gasped Pam.
““Yes, miss.

“But why? What does it mean?”

“1 told off for the job of helping Zelie in
any way 1 could,” Muriel explained in a quiet.
contented tone. “She went to our housekeeper
the school to ask if someone could be spared,
4 was told she conld have me, So I came
along an hour ago.”

“Phew !” said Polly.

“Yes, that's all very well,” muttered Pan;
“but I am sure that sort of work for you was
never intended. Just a moment, girls.”

They understood, and they remained bunched
together in the porch whilst Pam stepped daintily
over the mewly-serubbed linoleum and so passed
through to the kitchen,

“Zeliel”

But she was not there,

“0Oh, you won’t find her, miss,” Muriel came
after Pam to remark. “She has cycled into
Barncombe to do some shopping, and she said
she wouldn’t be back until well after six. I'm to
keep the fire in; mnot go until she gets back.”

“That be hanged for a tale!” Pam said, with
rare heat. “Really, I'm tired of Zelie and her
annoying ways.”

“Yes, bekas—sweendle!” chimed in Naomer, by
now coming through to the kitchen. *Not good
enough to leave you to do all ze dirty work,
Muriel.”

Bang, clash, whang, clatter sounded from the
hall at this momeunt!

“And now,” sighed Polly, “Paula has fallen
over the pail.”

Paula had done just that, coming last, anl
there was a rush back to find the everluckless
one skipping about on the waterlogged floor in
sopping shocs.

“Cow! Ow, my gwacious—groogh!”

“Herve you tig}lt!" yelled Naomer. “Bekas
fancy not seeing the pail. Fancy falling over
him.”

“Ha, ha, Hal”

“You'll have to clear it up,
drop!” Polly declared grimly.

“But look at me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, go home!” Betty laughingly advised the
awner of that dismal voice. “ You're no use here,
Paula.”

«Biit-T am!” Naomer shouted proudly. *Bekas
here, Muriel, something for your tea, and I shall
help you to get if, queek! And eet only shows,

You doing this?”

Paula,. every
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girls, you never onght to be without some food.
Bekas you never know.”

“We had better all clear out,” Polly proposed.
“We are only making more work for others.
Unless ”"—brightly—" we stay and really get down
to it, girls How about that Shall we?”

“Yes, let’s!” was the chorus that made Muriel

burst out laughing.

“(Oh, you mustin’t!” she bleated.

But Movcove had already agreed to the
proposal “unan.” There should be a joyous

setting to work by all, excepting Paula, who
really must hurry back to school to find"some dry
stockings.

The bungalow, although comfortably furnished,
was in sore need of housewifely attention. The
previous tenants had unot left it scrupulou
clean, and the standing unoccupied for a mon
or two had not improved matters. X

Had Zelie put in a busy afternoon with Muriel,
working as hard as the latter girl had worked, it
wottld have made all the difference. But there
had been only the one pair of ha

ib waa to he n case of shaowing that many

Now
hands make light wor
“Come on, girls!”
We’ll all ‘get busy.”
“You take a rest, Murie,” sa;d Pam.
“But, miss—"

“Qrders, Murie, are orders
“Hear, hear!” laughed others.
After that Muriel, whether she wanted to or
not, could only stand for a little while, bemused,
fascinated by what was going on.

She saw these jolly juniors first of all preparing
themselves for really hard work. Sleeves were

the madcap cried gaily.

B

furled to the elbow. Oue or two skirts weie
pinned up. In. other cases coarse aprons ware
found. 1

Pam as well. Of eourse, Pam herself knew of
no reason why she should not do her fair share;
but to Muriel the “little lady of Swanlake ” was
a being apart. Yet this same little lady, after
donning a coarse apron, was now re-filling that
capsized bucket at the scullery pump.

As for Polly, it was like her to have found
behind a Lkitchen door an overall of outsize
dimensions.. Polly in that overall, when at last
it had been fasfened behind, was a scream.

~ Bekas eet is miles too big for you, Polly.
You look as eef you were wearing a bell tent.”

“Looks aren’t everything, Naomer.”

And the madeap, revelling in her farcical
appearance, began to rummage for black-lead
brushez and stove polish. All the stoves were
in a dull and rusty state.

From kitchen drawers and scullery boxes the

busy bees found things to meet their urgent
reguirements. Some hands wielded dusters and

tins of foor polish. Others had found metal-
polish and were bringing back tarnished brass-
work to a mirror-like state.

So the good work was started, and the only
difficulty was for the merry girls to keep out of
one another’s way

More than once there was a “Mind my paill”
;]mz:; Pam, down on her knees and scrubbing
ard.

But soon the slight cenfusion lessened. The
chums were not so much on top of one another, so
to speak. Madge and Helen had found plenty to
do in the sitting-room; Judy was “doing out”
the coat lobby, rendering that place twice as
roomy as it had been. eity was giving windows
the good cleaning that they so badly needed.
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All was not going like clockwork, needless to

say. There were slight catastrophes, as when
Naomer, lugging in a scuttle of coals for the
51[4;}1(-:1, spilled the lot all over the scullery
Qovy

“You would!” snorted Polly, busy putting the
ﬁnisrl}ling touches to the kitchen grate. “Sack
er!

“Eet all bekas we didn't have tea first!” was
the dusky one’s excuse. ‘But don’t you trouble,
Muriel, bekas I can sweep up ze——"

“Oh, miss, de let me do something!”

“All right zen, and I will get tea for every-
body.” i

“ Booh, slacker!” was the madcap’s comment on
that. Then smiling round at Pam, who was
going by with a pail of dirty water to be emptied
away,

“How goes if, Pam?”

“ Another pail and I'm through, I fancy.”

The bungalow was noisy with the varied sounds
of so much industry. The pump rattled and
surged; the piano strummed as Madge ran_all
up and down rhe keys with a duster; the window-
panes squeaked under Betty's “chamois ”; Polly’s
black-lead brushes whisked loudly.

As an accompaniment to all this and the
slamming about of chairs during a dusting process,
Nacmer rattled ont the crockery on the kitchen
table. She jingled spoons into saucers, shrilling:

“Spell-o!  Bekas tea, everybody!”

But her chums refused to knock off at present.
Not until they were thoroughly through with all
that could be done was there a tidy putting away
of household implements.

hen with the fresh air blowing in to dry and
air the bungalow after its lightning spring-clean,
the busy bees got a rinse for themselves at the
scullery sinl.

Off came all the aprons and overalls. Sleeves
were unrolled again, hair put to rights. And now
if anybody had suddenly burst upon the scene
not one of these wgood-hearted girls could have
been suspected of what they had done.

Pam, serene as ever again, found Muriel’s
etez upon her.

"1 don’t know what Miss Somerfield would
say, miss,”

“And I’'m sure none of us care, Murie.”

“Does the place look a bit better for it?” asked
Betty. “I think it does.”

“Shocking state it was in,” rejoined Helen.
“Enough work to have kept Murie, single-handed,
busy for a week.”

Qo now for a jolly good tea!” eried Naomer.
“Don’t be afraid to eat as much as you like,
everybody, bekas eet is all Study 12 stuff.”

“We ought to be off, I think,” said Pam.
“But it doesn’t matter really, The professor
won‘t be along yet, anyhow. I wish I had my
bike with me.”

“Miss, there’s mine round at the shed.”

“QOh, there is?” was Pam’s pleased cry. “Then
P'm, for borrowing it for a wee while, Murie.”

Nor did the Swanlake girl do more than drink

" down one cup of tea hastily before she was up

from the kitchen tea table to be off.

“1 shall find you others at the school later
on?” she inferred. “I must go into Barncombe
now, Ta-ta for the present, all.”

“And when you find Zelie, give her ze sack!”
cried Naomer. _

“Ves, well, I'd like Pam nodded and
smiled as she passed out.

to!”
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Those Papers Again
AM’S borrowed “bike " was not the beauty
that she was accustomed to ride; but it gob
her to Barncombe quickly enough.

A ride up and down the guaint old High Street
did not result in any discovery of Zelie Duval.
Had that girl been going in and out of shops
making purchases for the bungalow Pam would
cortainly have come upon her during this biv of
seouting.

Where then was the young woman?

Pam could have hazarded a guess. Aecting
upon a certain possibility that had been in her
mind when she set out for the town she now took
her stand outside the cinema.

There was no continuous performance, and any
moment now the afterncon
audience would be coming
ouf.

For a fow boring minutes
Pam was kept waiting. Then
soma_final clapping was fol-
towed by the vamping of an
organ, sounding louder as all
axit doors were thrown wide.

With a rush, old and young
came focking forth, looking
dazzled Ly the lovels
shine that had failed to keep
them away from the darkened
hall. Jabbering children and
adly-smiling men and
women came half stumbling
out to the pavement, and
ongst them suddenly Pam
picked out Zelie Duval

Pam sauntered to mcet hor

“Enjoyed yourself, Zclic?”

“ Muademotselle IV was  the
astonizhed gasp. “Oh, la-la,
how I was amuse, There
was one film, so droll.”

“VYeos, well, now what about

sun-

a

Tea. mademoisclle—with
w: Oht”

“1 was going to suggest a
epot of _work, Zelie—back
there at the bungalow, But
there, the work's all done

v

now. Still—
“But, mademoiselle. ¥ou
arve not angry with me!”
“I'mm afraid I am very

angry this time, Zelie- -really
play

disgusted. You don’t

the game.”

¢ At any rate,
* Ah, the poor Murie
“Zelie, I don’t want any
You had no right to impc
disgracefully. It was never
should borrow her for the af
to do all the work, whilst you

of your impudence.
npon that girl so
intended vou
ernoon, to leave her
went off to the

That, mademoiselle, is not the

“NMais non! 2
mischief

truth. Ah, she has been making the
again, has she!”
““Rubbish! When I have found you coming
away from this cinema.”
“O mademoiselle, but is that T only go
in to sit down for five, ten minutes. T am fatigue.
1 go to so many shops for things to buy for the
professor.”
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“Where are the things then?”

“They will be delivered, mademoiselle.”

“0h,” delivered! 8o all you had to do was
simply to leave the orders. You ean't have been
as tired, Zelie. as I and my chums found Murici
at the bungalow. Working like a charwoman.
And T believe you have been hours in the cinema,
so there.”

“ Petite, no!”

“&hall T go to the pay-box and inquire? Ah!”
Pam smiled bitterly as she saw how Zelie paled
and cringed. “Then don't fib to me any more
about that. I am going back to the bungalow,
You had better come with me.”

“Trés bien, mademojselle

The meek answer did not appease Pam’s wrath.

¢ Oh, mademoiselle,
‘“But ”’—as she noticed

whilst SHE is here !’

She eould have finished with Zelle
now, and for ever. But it would have been a
biz mistake to leave the French girl fo go back

he bunzalow by he Muriel would be
e alone.

That, at any rate, was the expectation. But
as soon as the bungalow came in sight after the
ride back from Barncombe, Pam realised that
Professor Donkin had turned up before his tima-

A ecar that®had brought hib and his belongings
to Cliffedge was now driving away. The profes
himself was taking some of the dumped lug:
indoors, whilst Muriel grappled with_the rest.

Pam put on speed, still preserving a stony
silence towards Zelie. More than once dnring the
cyole ride the French maid had tried to “thaw
Pam with a servile remark, but all in vain. Pam
did not feel like relenting.
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Abandoning her machine at the bungalow gate-
way Pam ran up the path, umehm" the porch
just as Professor” Donkin strolled forth * *trailing
clouds of glory.”

It must have been a favourite briar pipe that

he had charged with his favourite brand cof
tobacco. He looked v.nplems‘ly content.

“Hah, young lady!” he greeted her effusneh‘
“Well, ‘what do you think of this, my dear?

with a directing sweep of his pipestem to mdlcaw
the bungalow, its bit of land and its marvellous
views.

“1 should think you'll love it here,
Pam. “\iaj- 1 pop in when I'm passing

“And welcome, my dear. You know Tve stole
your mother's maid from Swanlake? Ha, thero
she is, 1 see! Another girl appears to be here
as well; excellent girl. I don’t know anything
.lbuut: mat Pam.”

“T'm tdkme; her back with me to the school now,
professor. She was—well, just lent to give a
hand, that’s all. I do hope you go on all right,”
Pam said, feeling very fond of him in his forlora
state. " Yowve a bulton coming off; if L could
find a heedle and thread T’d tighten it for you.

“Button! Button! Ah, yes, button,” he said,
as if suddenly discovering that coats had such
things. “But I shall be :.\H right, my dear.
Detore you go, just lyok lere.”

He took her by the arm and walked her on to
a sunny veranda and so through some wide-Hunyg
french windows into a kind (Jf study.

“There, Pam, I think a muan ought to be able
1o do pood work here. Desk, ink—bless my soul,
fresh blotting-paper!”

Pam did not tell him that one of her chuins
had given him fresh ink and blotting-paper. She
olanced at one bag that he had brought to this
room.

“Your papers, sir?”

“Papers, yes, my dear.”

“The—the Temple of the Moon
well 27

1le nodded,
zestful way.

Emlled

papers as

rubbing buny hands together in a

“Yes, well, T had better Ieave you to it,” Pam
smiled. “Good-bye for the present, Professor
Donkin. I must get back now, taking Muriel with

me. "
“Muriel 7 Is that her name? Tal Er—
let me see; you would give hm— that, my d
for her trcub]c Thank you. ood- hu,
lady. Bless you, my dear. qu are very
your mother—if you will remember me {o her
and your dear father when writing.”

“1 will, sir. Good-bye.”

Pam had such strange feelings as she left him
she tried to analyse them. Was it simply fomi
ness for the dear old buffer in his untidy, lonely
state that was making her think so muah about
him? Or could it be, she vaguely wondercd,
that some presentimem was whispering to her:
Danger now-—for him!

He himself seemed quite unperiurbed about the
Temple of the Moon papers, qmtc unconcerned for
their future safety. And yet——

And yet they had been in such imminent peril

of being stolen whilst he was still abroad.

The Eastmans, only to be feared no longer
hecanse their plans had been utterly exposed,
frustrated, rendering the pair of them fugitives
from the district.

And in addition to the Bastmans, that Hindu,
he was, haunting Swanlake like a
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N()u Murie, we can get away.”
Yes, miss.”

“Oh, and Mune, the professor asked me to
give you this,” Pam said, oifc)ulﬂ’ a ten- s}n- ing
note. ““In return for all you’ve heen doing.”

“Oh, la-la!” laughed Zeolie: but a more ill-
natured, envious Jangh it would have been diffi-
cult to imagine. “That is droll.”

Pam serencly ignorcd this, at the same timz
admiring Muriel’s” restraint under fresh provoca-
tion. There was silence, except for Zelic’s hiss-
ing inlake of breath, whilst Muriel quickiy
donned outdoor things.

Then Pam and Muriel passed out togcther into
ths- early evening sunshine.

“You might wheel the bike and so walk with
me, \im‘e ' suggested  Bwanlake's  high-born
(nu”htcr “They won’t be wanting you for any-
Hnw' at the school, after the w ork you've put In
here.”

“But you and the other girls didn’t let me do
anything, miss. And f'm('v the professor giving
me a ten-shilling tip. Is he very vich then?”

Pam smiled.

“T don’t think so,” she answerved. "Only rich
in good-nature, as you are, Muriel”

Naomer Feels She Must
EXT to Pam it was Naomer who saw most
of the professor during the first few days

after his going into residence at the
bungalow.
once or twice did Tam slip aeress from

the school on purpose to see how he was going
aiong. With Betiy and others Pam had various
glimpses of the professor whilst cyeling by
Ciiffedge.

He would be pacing thoughtfully abont the
garden when the covey of chums made its flight
along the road, and would come out of his
abstracted state fo wave very genially. But Pam
never suggested their all getting down from their
machines to go in, and after the first day or so
she decided not to make any more fleeting visits
by herself.

He was working hard, at the Temple of the
Moon papers, she belicved, and that master mind
of his was best left undisturbed.

did Pam nved to concern herself as to
he was u'ng )ﬂop(‘l]y looked afr(:['.
Morcove's lighting “spring-clean * as
Zel uld make the professor very
id yet noi have much to do

however—Naomer had misgivings that
a constant caller at Cliffedge. They
regard to food. She
professor was not gelting

Naomer,
made Jl@l'. nstan
were special iisgivings in

sure that - the
cnough to eat.

“ Bekas, what ze di

gings, et is not as eef Zelie
were a cook!” argy the dusky one, on her
hreathless arrival back-at Stady 12 with an empty
basket. “She may be all right for trimming your
ows; but when it comes to cooking——"
Oh, Zelie can cook di! right,” Pam tried lo
reassure the imp. “I will say that for her.”
“ Zen probabubbly wha e cooks she eals
cet all herself. Btlms he looks as skinny as ever,
any old how.
‘Duffer, don’t you understand #”’ snorted Polly.
“He is all brains. Not like you, all for stuffing.”
‘“Not ze bit of eet. he likes a snack as
much as any of us, 1 know,” aomer retorted
hllilrlp}leult' . “Bekas 1 have proved it. ile
was i when T got zere just now, and
so I sai ti ‘H:lli'}, professor, hiow sbout a spot

Bekas
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of jam sangwidee? Bekas I had some with me.
And we ate ze lot between us, which shows.”

“Bai Jove!” chortled Paula, from the depths of
the best armchair. “1 should have liked to see
the professor’s ration as compared with yours,
Naomer! Yes, wather!”

“He wouldn't like to refuse, so he ate a single
mouthful, of course, and Nuomer scoffed the rest,”
said Polly.

“Did she! Bekas she didn’t, so see! And eef
you say I did, Paula 2

“Owp! I dido’t! Ow!”

“You meant it, any old how. And so—"

“Yah-owp, ow! Healp! Betty deah, healp!
Speak to Naomer,”

“ Naomer, my advice, don’t call any more at the
bungalow until—"

“What, and leave him to starve!

Not ze bit}

of wet. Beokas I kuow what Zelic gives him, ecf
she gives him anythingk to eat at all. 1 know
that French cookery—ommerlettes and all that,

gone in no time. Besides, one of zese days
perhaps he will tell me about ze Temple of ze
Mown, and that will be one up for me.”

“Ohol” eried Polly witheringly. “Do you hear
this? Have you been trying to pump the
professor 77

“Not ze bit of cet! T have only asked him
now and zen what zere is in the jolly old Temple
of ze Moon., But he doesn’t tell you,” sighed
Naomer. "

“lHe must think you shockingly inquisitive,”
said Polly. )

“No, only very kind to him in his loneliness,”
wns Pam’s contrary opinion, and she stroked
Naomer’s dark glossy head lovingly. “Still, dear,
he likes to be alome, no doubt, and to give hia
mind completely to his research work.”

*All right zen, I won't trouble any more about
him.”

Cycling past next day, however, Naomer had
another glimpse of the lean and lanky professor,
and a little later her chums encountered her
coming away from the Barncombe Creamery with
a half-crown game-pie.

In vain Betty and others tried to keep Naomer
with them. Even a tempting invitation to go
into the café with them proved unavailing.

“Bekas, I have had all I want.”

“You can't have done!” gasped Polly,

“I am in ze hurry, any old how.”

They let her go, feeling more amused than

anything else. It was their increased amusement
to see her drop the game-pie in its paper bag
whilst mounting to ride away, and to see her re-
cover the half-crown’s worth in a very battered
state,

Then she was off, finally wobbling oub of sizht
in the direction of Morcove.

Perhaps the professor was at work in his little
study when Naomer got to the bungalow, At any
rate, he was not in view.

For such a “gorjus ” treat as a game-pie, haw-
ever, Naomer felt sure that the great savant would
weleome disturbance from his labours. She rang.

Zelie appeared.

“Comment?”

“Ees ze professor in, plis? Bekas =

“The milor’ professor is busy. Allez-vous!”

“No, bekas my complerments to ze professor

“He does not wish to sce you, dolt. Allez!"

“Not so much of it, Zelie, bekas you are not
his keeper. What ze diggings; I have a present
or him, and—"

“You can leave it with me, so!”
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And Zelie snaiched at the paper bag contain-
ing the game-pie, to hold it behind a shoulder for
a hard throw. 3
3 ‘!"1'hom is your silly fool present. Take it,

olt1”

And -the zame-pie whizzed past Naomer’s head
and landed, like a bursting shell, yards behind
her on the gravel.

“ And do not you or any of your silly fool friends
come here any more!” Zelie hissed, stepping back
to close the door. *“Imbecile, we do not want you
here. You can tell the others so.”

Naomer took that message, along with the re-
mains of the game-pie, to the school. There was
nothing of the pie for Betty and the rest to see
when they eame in by-and-bye; but Naomer
treated them to every word of Zelie's.

“Bai Jove, disgwaceful!” Paula was moved to
exclaim. *“Nevah mind, Naomer deah; the twuth
is, that Fwench geal doesn’t appweciate the fact
that you are a twifle—er——"

“Twifle what, Paula? You say, queek!”

“It’s all wight, Naomer; keep calm. Don’t
jump down my thwoat. On wecflection, pewhaos
1 had better welwain fwom expwessing my
opinion,”

“Perhaps you had!” laughed Betty, for Naomer
was looking very ready to swoop.

**20 you are going to call me mad now, are
you, Paula?”

“He-—no, Naomer: far fwom it. Only—er—
slightly accentwic. That is to say—— Owch!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaroop, gah! Ceals, staph her!””

“You meant well, dear,” Pam was presently
soothing the dusky onme, in allusion to the game-
pie, not to the hammering of Paula. “As for
Zelie, she will be wanting to see some of us long
before we want to see any more of her, I'm sure.”

And in that hour of thrilling drama which
was now coming fast, after the interlude of pure
comedy, Pam’s prediction would come true.

Found on the Moor
ONDAY eveninz at Morcove, and so loveiy
out of doors.

Girls were everywhere in the open air,
as blithe as the thrushes singing so lustily in the
elms that blotted sunlit grass with their lengthen-
ing shadows.

There may have been the usual Mondayish
feeling during the day; but now

“Game and set!” cried Polly, not a bit inclined
to take a rest after the brisk contest it had been.
“ Another, girls?”

“Right-ho!"”

“I (l(lIl’t mind.”

“That ball, please, Naomer.”

“Wiz ze greatest of ze pleasure.”

And Naomer, having retrieved the outlying ball,
sent it skythigh with her racquet.

four of the chums of Study 12 had this hard
court, and four more had the one next to it.
Reward of half an hour’s patient waiting for a
“look in" after prep.

¥rom the games
gack of a ericket-ball.
b

field came the occasiona!
It might not be even

aster yet, but the weather was like this—
wonderful weather. Like summer. Xear the
enthusiastic cries of girls who were busy garden-
ing; how they were declaring that you could sce
things growing.

A white ball popped up into the air and re-
ceived a forceful drive from Polly’s racquet. Nat.
Up popped another ball out of her left hand—
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bash! Over the net, driven back. Siither, whish
—the lightly-shod feet. Whack again; here was
a rally,

“Go on! Ha, ha, hat”

“Bekas—got him!”

“You shouldn’t talk, Naomer.”

“An, bah! Ooo, queek! Got him again.®
“Paula—now, Paulal”

“QOwp!”

“Brava, ze dufler!”

“Pouf!” panted Paula; but she was beaming
‘th pride.

" Polly—Polly I” her partner was next moment
imploring.

But the tennis-ball romped past the madcap
unheeded. Polly’s attention had been taken clean
off the game by a startling cry from a schoolmate
as she came running to the courts. .

“Girls, T say, look! Just look at what I've
lfound 1™

Tt was Judy Cardew, the one member of the
Study 12 “chummery ' who had not gone in for
tenmis this evening. She had a bit of an elbew
at present and was vesting it.

1o look ™

They were coming off both courts at a run,
eager to view her find, so excited she was about

=

tt. 3
An outheld hand, kept closed whilst the players

were rushing up to see, was opened as they
crowded around, Then the astounded cries that
went up.

"Goodness, Judy!”

“ Bekas Ooo, what ze diggings!”

“Bai Jove! Geals, geals!”

“ A monster dlamond, faney!”

*Must be!”

“Can’t bel”

“Yes, it is,” Polly insisted wildly. “At least,
perhiaps not, that colour. But——  Phew!”

" A rare jewel, anyway.”

“ Yes, wather! Bai Jovel!”

“What a find! Where, Judy, where did yeu
find it?" several of them clamoured.

“X took Miss Bomevfield’s cocker for a seampeor
on the moor, only a little way, outside cur bounds.
He holted after a rabbit, and, of course, I had 1o
go and get him back,” Judy panted her explana-
tion. “Then when I was putting him on the lead
again I saw this.”

“Lying on the. ground, Judy?”

“All amongst some bushes, yes. Nothing elsa
there—nothing. I looked, io make sure,”

‘But, bai Jove, haow wemarkable; haow
extwaordinawy [
“Bekas

“Judy, just a moment,” came Pam's interrupt-
ing cry, whilst she took a closer look at the flash-
ing gem on the finder's u ned palm. “T be-
lieve I have seen it before, girls., Yes, I'm pos.-
tive, by the size and the cclour; in the turban
worn by that Hindu”

“What-a-at!”

“Pam’s right,” Polly fairly shouted. *Re-
member Pam and I were together that night at
Swanlake when he looked in at the window.
Pam’s right; there was then a jewel like this in
his turban—a big, red jewel. But I didn't sce it
when I glimpsed him on the moor.”

“Perhaps he had taken it off the turban so that
it would not be something to attract attention by
flashing in the sun. Anyway,” said Pam, “this
used to be in the turban. And so——"

“Let Miss Somerfield knaw ?” suggested BRettr.
“QOh, but Miss Somerfield is out for the evening™
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“Let the professor know,” was Polly’s alterna«
tive. ““Girls, isn’t that the thing fo do? (le’s
over_at the bungalew, and so—7?

“QOoo, queek, queek, everybody, come on—
eek! DBekas you never know!”

SometTmes,” nodded Polly, “you don’t.”

“Yes, well, Pam, I'm going across—if you
others will come.”

“We'll come—straight away.”

“Yes, queck—queek!”

There never would have been this s
urgency if the find had been one relating
Eastmans. Tn that case it could have been treated
as a mere relic of happenings of a week or two
ago, with no bearing upon the present time, The
Eastmans had vanished, and with the police en
the look out for them, were not likely to come
back, even in the most secret way.

But the Hindu, he had never been disposed of.
Ouly a shadowy, sinister figure in the background
up till now, he yet remained.

“Hunda Khan!” he had been named by
Lawrence Eastman himself. “ Not Hunda Khan !
the professor had stated. *“Hunda Khan is
dead.”

By whatever name the mystery man went,
however, whatever his true identity might be, he
did remain,

And now Pam at any rate felt that here was
the substance of that shadow with which had
been upon her mind and heart lately. The
shadow of a fear that the professor himself was
menaced.

Bicycles were dragged out and hastily mounted.
Away rode the chums of Study 12, in fyll flight
from Morcove School to the bungalow.

Full pelt down the drive, a chiming of all the

q

cyecle-bells at the gateway, then the open road -

was before the riders, and how they thrust at
their pedals, how they raced along.

.“He may be still about.”

That dismaying thought, veiced by Betty, was
common {o ali. Therein lay the reason for th:s
great haste. Since the find related to the Hindu,
who had not, so to speak, been scared away by
developments in the past, it might easily mean
that he was still haunting the district.

Heads low over the handlebars, at top speed
the girls raced along, soon fetching the bungalow
into view.

It was away to the right of the road in front
of them, its red tiles redder than ever in the rays
of the sinking sun.

The pieturesque dwelling had nothing but the
alv of a pleasant holiday haunt on this lovely
spring-time evening. There was nothing of gloan,
nothing to suggest any evil menace; and yet the
vague dread still held Betty & Co. in ifs grip.
The Hindu was about!

“Can’t see the professor, girls!”

“No, Pam!” some of the others called out.

“He generally tukes a turn or two in the open
at this time, just hefore } ipper,” Pam further
remarked, pedalling on with her chums, * Hallo,
there’s Zelie!” she exclaimed in the next breath;
and ‘then:

“What's the matier with Zelie, girls?”

“Yes, bekas she wants us,”

Pam’s prediction coming true after all.  Zelie,
who had said she would not want any of the girls

any more, and now she was flying down the
gavden path, making frant igns,

Out by the garden gateway she rushed and
came whirling to meet tl orcovians. Another

AL
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“* The Professor | "’ panted the French girl, gesturing towards the bungalow as

Pam and the others came up.

moment and they had braked up and were down
rom the le saddles

“The professor!” cricd the French girl frantic-
ally  gesturing  towards the bungaloy “The
ps 010%01—\115‘, utc, quickly, quickly!’

“Why, what " gasped Morcove blankly.

But Zelie for the moment could only give a
moaning ery, whilst her extended arm stiil pointed
to the little dwelling from which she seemed fo
have fled in tervor.

Don’t Go In!
ELIE, pull yourself together.
“Oh, m;:dcmuisella; oh,
terrified !
“We are all here, Zelic;

but how I am

‘Not you, p
cried Pa

;}u‘

Don’t be sill;
Like the other sc
he roadside and let ir

ome on, girls, and let’s see for ourse

“Yes, bek we can’t get her to
Talk about imbereile!” wis Naome
retort to the French girl. “Booh!

They crowded through the narrow gateway
went swarining up the garden path.” The pmrh
door was wide open. Still there was nothing to be
seen that was out of keeping with this nial
evening hour. But if Zelie’s looks and eries had
meant anything at all they had meant tragedy
frealf

1 f.

So at the porech every girl stepped slower,
softer, as one might when entering a place to
which disaster had come.

Quietly, warily, they crowded into the pretty
little lounge hall. Their hard breathing and the
tick, tock of a clock were the only sounds to mar
a silence that was ominous.

“* The Professor—quickly, come quickly ! "’

" voiced Pam at last; aed
sor Donkin !
10NSE,
whispered Polly,
ke a look round.”
Pam pointed, with returning L(llﬂlﬂE‘E, towards
a certain door.
! ’s his favourite room,
nearly all his time in there.”
“Oni!”
They turned sharply
claimed Zelie's return
"\'!\n, in there,

“Professor De

then loude

“Bomething’s up.

givls. Tle spends

as that tense word pro-

to the house.
e \\J\Js'\)"'

the pro

1, pointing
ssor’s  den.

we're  prepared,” Pam  said

nd her were the other scholavs.
o from vague dread as Pam
e round.

w.

hPr] ‘]w drmr W
Aud then they s
The old professor was
1ich he mu to do 1
alike, and o
a scene i as bound to place a
spell upon ?]w ‘sch girls for a momeunt.
stared in upon the vietim for that

bound to the chair in
riting, bound hand aud

one moment.

Then Pam ran forward from the doorway, and
her chums joined her in the room. Theére was a
paper-knife upon the desk. SBhe snatched it up, to
t at once upon the tight throngs.

Lven as she did this she vaguely noticed that
papers on the desk were in confusion, and that
some drm\'o!"s had pulled and not
pushed back:

“ Bother !
was E\‘anm« nexg instant.

Here, try th

been apen

This knife won't cub the ropes!” she
“Someane- i
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Polly had rushed out to the Lkitchen and was
back again

Slash, slash! She fell to work upon cords that

wore cruelly tight and  double-knotted. They
came away in short lengths, and the lean old
figure that was bound so mercilessly began to
topple limply.

“Hold him!” panted Beity. “Oh,
awful he look

“Dweadful 1” wailed Paula, *“At his age, bai
Jave, such bwutal woughne. :

‘It has been too much for him, yes,
Madge.

Pol]v slashed at

wirls, how

" murmured

the last thongs. Then thase
who were holdi the victim felt the weight of
him more than ever, the dead weight of a form
that was limp and lxiu!cssr‘mok{ng.

They gently lowered him to the carpet, mean-
ing to get him to a couch as soon as possible,

“He's breathing, and that’s about all.”

That was Pam, after kneeling to bend over the
supine figure.

Sl-vo stood up agaln.

“Some water? Oh, thanks,

The captain had run to the

turned with a full tumbler.
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THE PAPERS MUST
BE FOUND!

If the work of a lifetime is not
to be wasted, those precious
Temple of the Moon documents
must be recovered. Can Betty

& Co, achieve this task? Can
they outwit the cunning Hindu?

Don’t fail to read

Betty 1
itchen and re-

By MARJORIE STANTON

which is complete in next Tues.

day’s issue, and which deals with

Morcove’s dramatic attempt to
find the vital papers.
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They tried to get some of the revivifying water
past the ],I(J[Lb‘-Ol s clenehed teeth, but there was
seant success. His eyes remained closed; the
lean, clever face was cold and grey.

“A doctor, girls,” Pam next suggested, and
there were murmurs of assent,

“Some of us will bike off to Barncombe;
ro back to the school and let them know,”

others 3
said 3

Hetiy, turning away.
“I’ll stay,” Pam remarked softly. *“With
Zelie” _
“Right-ho! We'll be as quick as we can.” :
Th who were to be off tip-toed from the room.

There came back the faint seurry of their
running down to the bicyeles. Then there was
that awful stillness within doors again, and the
figure stretched upon the floor, as Pam watched
it so pityingly, remained as mute and still as
ever.

1ck, Tock! The clock out in the hall. Tick,

tock ! .
Zclie, who had been whimpering, suddenly took
tiny handkerchief away from her wan face.
“Mademoiselle.”

“Well t”
“He may never Spcak again.
lxe scarcely breathes.”

‘It was the shock to such an old man—a cruel
thing!” Pam murmured. “You found him like
this only a few moments before you came
running out for help#”

“Qui! He say to me at fif o'clock, how I can
go into the town for a little time off. So I go,
and I come back in lime to prepare his supper.
Ah, I have been devoted to milor’ the professor,
petite. But 1 do not hear him. He do not make
a sound after I come in. And, mademaiselle, it
is that suddenly I am afraid. 1 tdap at his door.
Silence. Then I come in, and MHe is like that 'n
the chair.”

“And no si

“Of his assailant, mademaiselle, not one. On]y
it is that the e¢lass doors are open, as you ses
Mademoiselie, if he should rhc without telling us

®

V’'la, it is that

gn———

W then are we to think ¥’
O, we Il kuow what it meant,” Pam
answered, turning tragically to the desk. “The

papers—the papers have b stalen after all™
* Papers, mademoiselle ?
“Yes. The lvupl(, of the Moon papers; we
saved them from the Eastmans; but they are no

longer here. They’re gzone!” she said, more to
herself than to the girl who was standing by.
*Stolen, after alll”

“Stolen?” echoed Zelic } ly. “But by

whom then, petite?”
“Tha Hinduw.”

“That so terrible man! He has been here ?”
-.hudde;sd the French maid, looking this way and
that. “There is, m('u, a c] wet”?

“There is one clue to junlo us, yes,” Pam
nodded. “We girls were an our way here to tell
the professor that a jewel had been found, 1
jewel, it is certain, that was worn in that Hmdu 5
turban. He has beer lying low in the @istrict.” 3

A lengthy pause, with the clock tickfhg on in
the silence and the stricken victim still lying as
if indeed he would never speak again.

“One clue to guide us,” Pam repeated in a desp
whisper. “But whethe 1' it will ever help us lo
catch the man or to get back those stolen papers
remains to be seen.”

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.




