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MORCOVE

CHAPTER 1.
Off for the Holidays!
URRAH !
H * Hooray 1"
“Yeos, watheor, bai Jove! Hoo-
oy, geals!”
“Now we can feel we are off I

Tt was tho breaking-up day at Morcove
School. A

'he morning had fled by in a whirl of ex-
citement. The last muster in Big Hall had
been held; studies were looking all upside-
down after the packing up; dinner had been
scrambled through awidst a frenzy of talk
and delirious peals of laughter,

Now, in the corridors on to which study
doors opened, mountains of luggage stooa
dumped about, and to and fro went poriers
and cabmen, making light of their enormous
loads beecause of the tips they meant,

Tips—Christmas tips |

Everything .was “Christmassy” to-day.

The scholars” mood, their talk and their
Jjokes, their looks—all betokened the arvival
of the great winter festival. And so, hurrah
for Christmas! was the jovial ery, again and
again.  Hurralt for Yuletide and the holi-

ays |

In the Fourth Form corrider, a certain
number of the merry girls were, at this
moment, or the very point of departure
from the school they loved so dearly.
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Betty Barton, the Form capiai
one. Her bosomt chuny, Poliy L
cap Polly, of the Fourth—was

Then there was Paula Creel, the swell gl
of the Form; no “swanker,” be it unde
stood, but one of the nicest girls that had
the luck to be born with a silver spoon in
her mouth. Paula was dressed at ast, al-
though it was certain that she wounld want
to dodge back to her study irror ab least
once agaiu, before going off.

Tess Trelawney and Trixie Hope were also
hatted and gloved, and were saying good-
byes to friends who would not be leaving
until Jafor,

And liore was Dolly Dolane—alfection-
ately ‘lermed “Dolly the Doormat”—living
up to her reputation by s#pendi
noments in secing after every
overybody.

It was said of Dolly that she w
anything to oblige; that you could oven
ask her to lic down and lef_you wipe your
shoes on her, and she, the iJoormat, wouldl
oblige! But was that a quality to make
Delly at all unpopular?  Not likely !

“Pway welieve my mind !” pleaded Paula
Creel, coming into Study 12, whern Betty
and Polly were sitting on the table-cdge.
“Am I weally dwessed all wight, geals #7?

“Your hat is the millionth part of an
inch_crooked, Paula dear!”

“Gwacious " was Paula’s ey of dismay,

was
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and off shn went to put the hat straight,
passing Tess and Trixe on the way ouf.

“ Your study!” chuckled Tess, gazing ell
round tho den which Betty and Polly shared.
“Jt looks just about as forlorn as mine !"

“And mine,” said Trixie. “Cela ne fait
rien—-ik doesn’t matter !’ she added, flavour-
ing her talk, as usual, with a smattering
of French. “Wo are done with the old dens
for a few weeks, and so—"

“¥Yes, wather, geals!”" beamed Paula
Creel, reappearing. * And pway set my mind
at west, some of you. Do I look quite all
wight now "

“You mever look qunite right, Paula
dear,” Polly teased, swinging hor legs as
she perched on the table-edge. “But my
rooplc have met you before, and so 1 shan't

have to apologise for you!”

“Weally I protested Paula. “¥ can see T
am going 1o have o most distwessing sime
ot Linton Hall! Howcvah! Letty deah,
wely upon you for pwotection I”

“Don’t do anything of the sort, over
Christmas,” laughed Betty. “I shall be a
gucst at Linton Hall, the same as you nud
the rest, Pauln.  And Polly, being the
daughter of the house o

“Wili be_just fifty times more of a mad-
cap thun she is at the school I struck in
Tess. * My word, there'll be some fun 1"

Betty said suddenly :

“But where i Madge Minden? There's
the wien thking the last of onr luggage down
to the cnis! Vo were to start at two, and
it ia five past now 1"

“Hark 1" oxclaimed Tess. “Who is that
r the piano?”

“Who couli it ho bnt Madge—Mudge the
musician ¥ eried Betty, “ Queer gi i
has managed to slip back fo the mt
for a last five minutes’ practice,”

““Race you down to the my room ! chal-
lenged Polly, suddenly falling off the table
aud_charging for the passage. “Come on '’

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

-

i

Bhe
roem

The girls were pealing with merriment as
they dashed after the madcap.

In the luggnge bestrewn corridor, the
race became a steeplechase, one scholar after
snother jumping this hefty portmanteaun aid
rerambling over that othor, whilst sundry
frirlgilc hatboxes were scattered to right and
laft.

Polly, keeping the lead, got to the stairs
and went charging down them. Round a
Lend she whirled, and thepn—-

MOROCCOt

Biff !

Tho madeap girl had tumbled upon the
porer, carcying three bits of luggage all
al_once. e held on to a couple, but the
third went rolling down—down, with a

Bump. bump, bump! :

And the third bit of luggage was one of
Paula’s many belongings !

“Henh, help!™ yolled the dressy girl, as
she saw ber ill-fated possession thudding
down  the stairs. “My best fwocks!
Gwacious, geals!”

“Ha, ba, hat"

Then the porter missed his footing, and
he and the two other bits of luggage all
went shooting down the staivs together!

Bump, bump, bumpity—bump !
“Whoa!” ronred the porter, in a dazed
manter.  “ My hat o

“Your Irat! That is my hat you are sit-
ting uporn wailed poor Paula, as she saw
him flattening out u eardboard box from
Bond Street, London. " Weally, geals, tis
is most distwessing

It was—for Puula!

But for Betly and the-others it scomed to
be only a Christmas joke. On they stormed,
and in a moment they were swarming in
upon Madge Miuden,

“Hi, hi, hi!” yelled Polly, sbove ihe
erashing chords of a very wonderful rhap-
sody. '“Come on, Madge! We'ro off 17

“OIF your heads, T quite agree!” laughed
Madge, jumping up. “Well, I'm ready !

“Irall in Lthe party for Linton ITall I sang
ont Betty gai “And before we go. girls—
altogether ! Throe cheers for the dear old
sohool 17

“Hurrah ! Hooray | Nip, h

“Quick march!™ Beity
and then they a ¥
as far as the music room doorway.

There was, however, no keeping step after
that.

Down ihe stairs came girls who had al-
ready said good-live iwiee before, and from
dillerent paris of 11
other members of
the Linton Hall pa v pgood send-off !

Louder and louder swelled all the hearty
talk and laughter, as bigger and bigger
grew tho perty o ing ﬁot(‘y and Co. to
the front porch.

Miss Sowerfichl, the Feadmistress, camio
along, with Miss Redgrave, the Fourth
Form assistant mistress.

“Bo you're off ul last I” smiled the Head-

. cager to give
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misiress, shaking hands all round. “Well, &
very happy Christmas, girls!”

“The same to you—the same to all 1"
Betty cried out. -

* Qui—oui shrillod Trixie, in_French.
“ Heureux Noel-—happy Christmas!”

“(iood-bye, al chimed in Ethel Court-
way, the head i of the school. “I suppose
you mean to ]%ave a pretty crowdéd holi-
day 1"

“ Rather ! chuekled Polly.

I twust,”’ said Paula, taking out a pocket
mirror to look st her hat—"1 twust that I
shal able to west properly 1z the
holidays. Yes, wather! What with hard
work and stwenuous gumes of hockey, T fecl
downwight pwostwate !

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“I shall be secing all of you during
Christmas, so this is hardly a real good-
bye,” said Miss Somerficld. * As you know,
girls, Mr. and Mrs. Linton have insisted
that I and my brother shall spend a few
days at Linton Hal * 2

“To keep us in order!” laughed Polly.

“Oh, no!” smiled the Headmistress. “To
help swell the disorder, I expect! You may
count upon y brother doing that, at any
rate !’

“Yes, wather ! murmured Paula, whilst
her chums, as they all drified on io the
couple of waiting cars, talked delightedly
about what it meant to thom, to know that
Miss Somerfield and her brother Jack would
be bencath the roof of Linton Hall over
Christmas. )

Fven in her official capacity, as Headmis-
tress of the school, Miss Somerfield was no
spoil sport, Anything but !

As for Jack Somerficld, the girls had
seenn enongh of him, during the last few
days, 1o know that he was bound to be cupi-
tal compan

He was g
daring exploits would provide many a fine
story round fhe fireside—if only they could
get him 1o ialk about them !

The two cars had been sent from Linton
Hall to fo ihe party of chums, so that
all the bother of a cross-country journey by
train could be avoided.

Betty, Polly, Paula, and Madge were in
No. 1 car, with a good deal of luggage
syuashed about their feet. No. 2 car held
Tess, Trixie, and Dolly, also with a whole
load of luggage. 8

“ All right behind ?” Betiv cried. from the

te a famous explorer, whose |

OWN” LIBRARY 3

window of No. 1 fo the window of No. 2,
where Dolly was looking out.

“All  serene!” was Dolly’s cheery
response ; and so, at last, with a_jolly blax-
ing of the motor-horns, and amidst tremen-
dous cheering, both cars set off.

Down the long carriage drive they purred
slowly, with =cores of friends and well-
wishers running beside, to ery a last breath-
less adien

ye, Betty!

CGood-bye, all! Happy
Christmas
* Good-byo-—good-bye 1 yelled back Betty
and the others. their heads at all tho
windows., “We

shall think about you all I”

“And if you think of me, geals,” beamed
Pavla, “pway woemember that I am west-
ing! After the stwenuous term [ hava
had, T weally must wecupewate!  Yes,
wather !”” .

*Ha, ha, ha! Ta-ta!"

Out through the wideflung gateway of ihe
school sped the cars, and then, swinging
round into the mmin road they leapt iuv
thirty miles an hour.

And now, as

they waiched from the
windows, Totty and Co. wove silent—silenf,
and just a little grave, all at once.

There was the dear old school, its huge
range of fine buildings standing out againii
the sullen, wintry sky. And was it a w
der ihat the givls were fecling, cven at 1
joyous scason of the year, a little of the sad-
ness of farewell ? .

Good-bye! And what a good-bye it was
to rro\'e. indeed, for at least tws of thess
girls, little though they know it!

Yor two of them, though ihey bhad nn
premonition of it, what strange and perilous
oxperionces wore in store!

What thrilling adventures were they to
undergo, bhefore ever they wonld sce ibg
walls of Morcove School again!

CHAPTER 2.
The Watcher on the Crags!
l‘\: onc of the Gc:iy

highest, loneliest,

wildest parts of Exinoor, on ihis

gloomy winter's afternoon, & man
stood sentinel-like—watching.

The spot at which he had posted himeeif

was a craggy one, commanding stretches of

e road so walled-in by the giant hills that

it had all the romantic grandeur of a
mountain pass. 2
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#3¢ for the man himself, strangely garbed
¥ was, and keeping watch in such an
¢ place as this,%)n might well have
<n likened to a fierce mountain brigand
from & foreign clime,
A forcigner to KEngland the man was;
ive of a country even wilder than the
very wildest parts of Lurope. Those cagle-
like eyes had scanned, how often, the sands
of the desert; and, although he was hardy
enough uot to feel the biting cold of the
Exmoor heights on this half-dark winter's
day, it was the burning-heats of Africa to
h ke was better accustomed.

He was, in fact, one of a tribe of people
whose own mysterious haunts are in the
tezland of Morocco; that strange, ficree
the Susahlahs, \\-ixoae ways to-day are

trilb
the cachanged ways of a thousand years
ago.

Now, just as the fecble daylight was

giving out, and when a flurry of snow was
Talling from the darkening sky, the death-
iike stillness of this romantic spot wus
broken by the most unromantic of sounds—
the blare of a motor-horn!

e droning note came like a prolonged
moan from far off down the valley road,
and, although the watcher on the crags gave
a visible start, he knew therc was ample
time for him to guard against being seen.

In a leisurely manner that scomed to
bring out the lit]’;cnes: of his whole iniposing
figure, he sought a more sheltered spot, and
there he crouched.

With the snow falling ever faster about
his mantled form, he waited, those black,
picrcing eyes looking down through the
(icopcmng gloom at the lonely road.

Now the drone of motor engines filled the
silence, and suddenly a ear became visible,
grinding slowly, yet steadily, towards the
summit of the hilll

Behind it came a_second car, and from
both motor vehicles there issucd such a roac-
ing of engines, and such billows of oil-fumes
as told how heavily thoy were loaded, and
how great a test of cndurance was this
rlmost mountainous road.

But that test both cars accomplished with-
ont a hitch. They drow out on to the lovel
bit st the summit—only a hundred feet from
where tiie lonely sentinel was watching, all
unseen—and then they hummed on i

in easior
fg:izhion, to take the descent on the other
side,

A fow moments. and both cars were gone,

iven tho noise of the engines died away
almost Tmmediately. The watcher stood up,
laughing softly in a way that scemed to
make him shake from head fo foot.

Presently ho was joined by another man
of similar nationality. sccond man
however was cvidently a sort of chieftain,
for the other made gestures that were
piainly a saluto, bofore speaking.

Rapidly the two men of the desert con-
versed for a few minutes, and their foreign
talk was all so passionate and fiorce, one
might have thought they were quarrelling.
et, suddenly, the excitable talk dicd down to
the mere purring of their two voices, and
the chieftain ported from his sentinel, smil-
ing and shrugging. It

Out there in the falling snow and tho
deepening durknoess rempined the wateher of
the pass, whilst his superior zig-zagged
amongst the giant rocks and the wind-blown

trees, coming at last to the mouth of &
small, natwral cavern in a great wall of
rock.

How many holiday makers in the wilds of
Devon, next summer, would he visiting this
romantic spot, to poke about in the caverns
which, so tradition said, had once been the
lair of daring outlaws!

Always, during the summer-iime, ono
vould expect to find at lcast a few picnickers
here. But now it was the depth of winter,
and day after day would go by without any-
body setting foot inside the caves. ;

Evon the roadway hardly knew a pedes-
frian at such o scason as this; but if auy-
body should, perchance, come this way and
leave the roadway at the summit, thinking
to take o look round—well, what was that
watcher for, but fo give timely warning to
his companions ?

Stepping into the eave, the Susaliluh chief
commiuned for a fow minufes with another
of his subordinates. Then he returned to the
open, and worked round to the cntrunce to
another cave.

Here he was met by a woman in the
native dress of the tribe, and ihere passed
botween the chieftain and this woman a fow
words of hurried talk.

The woman passed farther into the cave,
ancd whilst she was gonc t ‘man  stood
about in the falling snow, minding it as

little as a_wild bird minds the rain.

Tn a minute the woman was back again,
murnring to the clfect. evidently, that he
might pass on. He did so, and a fow
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yards along the cave he was suddenly mot
by a second woman carrying a lamp.

She was qxeewﬂil_l%]y beautiful. Although
her native dress ineluded a flimsy veil that
passed across tha sjower half of her face, her
lar| eyes and the fineness of her brows
spoke for the queenly loveliness of her other
features,

This woman sct the lamp upon a con-
venient ledge in the cavern wall, and fell
into earncst talk with the chieftain—talk
which we must record, the reader bearing
In mind that we are pgiving the English
iranslation,

“Two cars, you say, El Valiante?” the
woman murmured. “I and my companions
heard the noise; but we were not uneasy,"

“They were cars with Euglish schoolgirls
as passengers,” El Valiante rejoined, “Girls
from the very school from which we have
sought to obtain that which we came to
seck 1" g

“That is so?” his companion returned,
with a look of quickened interest in her
lovely eyes. “Then Hussuf reported truly
when he told us that to-day all the girls at
Zaat school would be going to their homes.”

El Valiante gave a satisfied nod.

“Yes,” he muttered, and_bared his
white teeth in o smile. “Hussuf, thy
brother, was right. From to-day ibe school
is almost empty, and so we shall have a
good chance when we go there, by night,
to gain that which we came to seek! se
of the Desert, you like this country no
better than I; but patience for only a little
while now, and then »

“T am content,” Rose of the Desert made
haste to assure him. *“Was it not an
honour for all of us who are here—I and
my fellow women; you and your men—an
honour to be chosen for the adventure?”

“XNo greater honour could our master
confer upon any of his subjects 1" answered
1! Valiante proudly. *“Even to die in the
attempt to get what we seel, for the glory
of our master, and of our country—it would
be an honour all would envy us!”

“And we shall succeed!” Rose of the

Desert said, with an carnest elasping of her |,

small, shapely bands. *There 15 to be no
returning, El Valiante, without the prize
we seek. These English——"

E] Valiante interrupted her with a scorn-
ful laugh.

“Bak! They are but girls, all of them !”

“And yet, not quite all,” added Rose of
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the Desert impressively. “Remember how
it was reported to us by our spy. There is
that Englishman, the man Somerficld—he
is at the school! A man to reckon with 1™

“Ay, 1 do not forget that man!” EI
Valiante scowled. **He has come to the
school—and why, if not to be his own
protector of the thing we scek] But-—"

“Hark!” broke in Rosc of the Deseri,
with uplifted hand.  “One comes—it is
Hussuf, our spy! How well I know my
brother's voice from all others!™,

Back at the ecavern entranco
breathless newcomer wes purloying with
the woman there. He was evidently asking
for 1l Valiante, and that imperious chicf
now called softly, yet cagerly.

“Approach then, Hussuf! I am here,
and nﬁ, you have to say to me it is well
that your sister, Rose of the Desert, should
hear !

Then the new arrival into this strange
camp came quickly forward, and the Jamp-
light showed him to be dressed in ordinary
English garb.

Excepting, indeed, for the sallowness of
his face, he might have passed unchallenged
as a foreigner anywhere in the kingdom.

No one, certainly, would ever have set
him down as being a man with African
blood in his veins,

e Valiante, most favoured of our
mastor,” this man said, slponking rapidly
in the native tongue. “I come with all
speed to report many things!™

“*Speak, then,” said the chief imperiously.

“First, I would tell you how, at the
appeointed time, each night, our boat has
made the signal to show that she is there!”

“That is good,” commented El Valiante.
“To know that the boat is ready to take
us away, the moment we have seized what
we eanie to seek—it is much to make us
content, O Hussuf [

“But the rest!” exclaimed Rose of the
Descrt. “Hussuf, my brother, your
cunning has always been wonderful, Bay,
then—"

“The rest Is less plessant to tell,”
Hussuff answered, with a moody shake of
his fine head. “It is true that the scholars
are going to their homes, and that the school
will be almost like an empty camp after to-
day. But my ears have picked up news
which means that all our plans must be
altered !”

someo
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“Is_that so?” mullered Ei
frowning, “IHow then?”

“That which we camo to seck will not
be at_the school,” Hussuf answered, with
slow i ess, It is in the hands
i-ﬁuld, and he also is going

Valiante,

from the school.”
“With vwhat we have promised our mastor
i rovover!™
Desort.
“lven so,” nodded Hussuf,
this v

interjocted  Rose' of the
“My ears
her the man
him—always!

huve heard That
That.
carclessiy, novy,
might reach these cars!’

“How should that man think there was
need to be on guard against any spy ¢ said
Rose of the Desert.  “Did not El Valiante
here chionse you, from those on the vacht,
hecanse your cunning is so great? Ay, amd
beeanse,  like me, you can speak  the
English longue!”

Hussul drew himself up and smiled wiih
pleasure st his beantiful sister’s flattering
words.

“So, then,” he went on, addr g Il
Valiante, who was looking grimly per-
ed, “there must be a change of plans,
ot s0? The man Somerfield goes on
a visit fo a certain house not twenty miles
from ler It is a honuse where many
i be gathered, for this festival

such talk

ou know all this, of a ecertainty 7" Kl
unle questioned, lis brow clearing a
“Then the news is no great Dlow (o
0 I[l:‘ﬁ[!f. A house twenty miles from

paused to smile and to give one of
his expressive shrugs.

“Ir can he reached,” he said, “as easily
ns the school that stands upon the cliffs
by the seat™

Y Only,” rejoined Hussnf, “it will not Le
#0 ecasy to get away to the boat when our
task is finished! For many miles must we
make onr way throngh the coun to got
from hore to the seashore which is near the
tehool,  And yet—"

“Hussuf, iy brother,” broke in Rose of
the Descrt, “it cannot be that Tl Valiante
is to find you unwilling v

“ Unwilling—I 1" answered Hussuf, pro-
claiming himself every inch a son of the
dosort by his haoughty mien, *“Let E
Valiaute propose a plan, and it shall be

carried ont by me alone, if so he thinks
it

21 shall have a plan,” was Bl Valiante's
grim response.  ** And it is cortain the risks
will be great. Veos. But be assured, O
Hussuf, others will share those risks with

zou. Tt may even be that Rose of the
Desert, thy sister, must again play her
part 1

I am ready to risk all, oven death it-
gell,”  the beautiful irl  murmuaved
vehemently, “that the E;r_y and honour
ol our people may be up%ml('li"

“There should be liOanl't for you in anv
plan of mine, O fairest Rose of the Desort,

il Valiante aunswered, regavding her with
the

same admiration which was in her

eyes; avs there iz the
—the language. Alas! that I my-
ot speak the Fnglish. Of all of
us who have come so far from our own
land, on this great and glorious quest, only
you, Rose of the Desert, and Ilussuf, your
braother, who was oun tho boat, can speak
i

“Use me, then Rose of the Descrt
entreated, her dark eyes flashing. may
nol carry mysell as an Euglish girl—that is
forbidden to all daughters of the Susahlah
race. I may not disguise myself, as Hussuf
my brother is permitted to do, being a man ;
even so, I speak the English, and you shali
find me neither a bungler nor a coward !”

“Thou and thy brother both—thou shalk
be used to good purpose, never fear!” Il
Valiante answered, with a gesture of ono
arm betokening pride and confidence.  And
it shall be remembered in thy favonr, O
Rose of the Desert—in thine also, O
Hussuf l—when we are again benecath’ the
blue skies of our own country.”

“Day of glory and rejoicing,” wurmured

Tussuf, “when it is known in our land
that we have returned, und have brought
back what wo sought!”

“When what we sought isx no longer i
infidel hauds,” added Rose of the llesort.
with passionate fervour, “but is restored
once more to its home of a thousand
years!"

El Valiaute turned towards the cast and
bowed twice ov thrice.

“Yes,” he said. “And it shall be!
Yonder, across the seas, in the land which
is our own, in the great Mosque of
Susahlah, it shall be seen again by all our
people. That which we have come thus
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secretly in quest of, it shall be seen again!
The Jamp—7"

“The lamp!” echoed Hussuf, with all
s fanatic’s fervour, whilst Rose of the
Desert murmured softly :

“The Lamp of the Susahlah!”

CHAPTER 3.
Christmas Revels |

N the drawing-rcom at Linton Hall, all
l the jollity of Christnas Day was in
full swing.

For the last hour all the rich hang-
ings bhad been drawn across the Dbig
windows, to shut out the wintry darkness
and the biting cold. On the great hearth
a fire of Yule logs was sending its checry
flames towards the cavernous chimney.
Shaded lamps stood here and there, with
many a_ pretty Chinese lantern to add
extra brightness to the scene.

Ii was half-past six.” The adult members
of the Christinas house-party had all gone
wup to their rooms, to dress for dinner; and
even Paula Creel had felt she must change
into another frock for this evening.

DBut Betty Darton and the others had
heen content to run a comb through their
hair, and fine fun were they now having
amongst themselves, during the others’
brief absence.

For Madge was at the grand piano, play-
ing some dance music; and when Madge
Minden started a.piece like fhe iny
Waltz "—well, who could help making a
partner of the person nearest to hand, and
starting to float round the room?

“Faster, Madge !” eried Polly, eager for
a proper whirl, like tho madeap she-was.

“Qh, help!” laughed Toss, who happened
to be Puify‘s partner.  “L'mi just about
done 1"

“Done!” scoffed Polly. “Are you going
IF let Detty and Trixie beat us? Stick it,
Toss 1"

But now Tess came nearer than ever to
collapsing, if only bhecause of the fit of
laughter that seized her. For Dolly Delane.
left with nobody to dance with, grabbed
up & bolster-like enshion with gold tassels,
from the hearthrug, and made a partner
of that!

“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

At this moment, Betty and Trixie hecame
g0 helpless with laughter, they crashed into

Dolly and her “partner,” and down went
all three girls and the cushion, in a squirm-
ing, breathless, mirthful heap.

“Gwacious!” exclaimed Paula Creel,
suddenly floating into the room, in =
wonderfnl eveninf frock. “How fwivolous
you all are, weally!”

“Hallo, hallo! Danein h?” chimed
in handsome Jack Somerfield, coming in
beliind Tauls, in_ his inunaculate dress
clothes. *Then, Paula, I must beg the
pleasure I”

Paula looked dismayed.

““Are you pwoposing that I shall indulge
in a widiculous womp?” sho asked.

For answer, Jack Somerficld calmly took
her by the hand and whirled her off

Madge, entering into the joke, changed
fo a livelier measure; and then i’oll_u and
Dolly got going as pariners, whilst Betty
plumped down for a breather.

But now Polly’s brother, Jack Linton—
yes, another Jack; but he was full ten
years Jack Somerfield’s junior, being only
eighteen—whirled into " the room, also
dressod for the evening.

e looked round for a partner, saw
Betty resting, and had hev waltzing round
inside of two ticks!

“Bless my soul! " laughed Mr. Linton,
following his wife—the sweetest of women,
and the hest mother in the world, if you
asked Polly !—into the rool “ Do you see
what they are up to, m "

_“Ah, to'be young again!” Mrs. Linton
sighed, in mock despair to Miss Somerfield,
who had accompanied their entry.

“8till, my dear,” said her bushand,
taking her hand, “I think we might try
a round or two?”

“Yes, wather !" shrilled breathless Panla,
“Woeally, don’t you know, it's wipping!”

“Last timo round—and 8 good ’‘un,
Mudge!” Jack urged the willing pianisi.
“OFL

How Madge's @it fingers rattled the
piano keys then!

There was a despaiving shrick from
Paula, as she felt hersolf fairly whirled olf
the floor.

Polly and Dolly fell over a sellee, and
sal scroaming with laughter, whilst they
rubbed their bumped heads. Jack Linton
and Betty just steered clear of the human
wreckage and whirled on; and after them
came the host and hostess |
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. Then, with a final erash of notes, Madge
Jumped up from the piano,

Out in the raftored hall one of the maids
was striking the gong for dinmer—bong,
bong, bong !

“I am an uttah week
wailed Paula, in dismay.
in to dinner like this?”

Jack politely offered lier the ribbon out
of hev hair.

“You ha two minutes in which to
straighten yourself out,” he said gravely.

Mr, Somerfield !
“How can I ga

“If you are not down by that time, you
won't geb any turkey! T'm sitting next to
vou, and Ul watch that you ounly get
sausage!”

“Mr. BSomerfield,” said Paula, with

mock digt “I think you are too uitahly
fwivolous for words! Yes, wather!”

All the same, it seemed to please anla,
when she joined the Em‘ty round the
ch:-i\'e table, to find Jack Somerfield next

ey say that extremes meet, and Paula
the indelent found it very nice to bo taken
nolice of by Somerfield, the hero of a
hundred thrilling activities and adventnres
in forcign lands. And Jack, for his part,
seomed to find in Paula just the right
im  for, Christmastide = tcasing aud
Juping !

It was a proper Chrisimas
Mr. aud Mrs. Linton to see to that!
the  tuvkey and the pndding—such a
pudding l-—came the eracker-pulling, and
\ll'lwal: shricks of laughter shook the ceiling
then!

On the opposite side of the table, Madge
Minden and  Jack Linton had pulled
crackers with cach other, and now <
Linton was proposing that they should
Fewap, ™

“That paper flower,” he said to Madge,
after she had fastened the pretty imitaiion
carnation in her frock; “I'll swap with
yon for it—ch?”

“But what do I want with your lead
monkey ?”  answered Madge, pretending
great disdain for the tiny irinket that hada
come out of Jack’s Lon-bon.

“This lead monkey is wonderful,” he

“T’s a chiarm! X'l protect

feast—trust
fter

“But I dou't kmow that T want
profecting 1™
“You may, some day,” said J

ack.
And ah, some day, how all the playfal

any

talk of this never-to-Le forgotten Christmas
party came back to both of- them!

“How can a lead monkey, made in
Jupan, protect me!” argued Madge, just
for the fun of teasing.

“Well, anyvway,”  said  Jack Linton
desperately. “ I want that flower! I'll give
yon_the lead moukey, and—and T won't
cateh you when we play blind man's buff
prosently. There's a bargain, Madge!”

“But I don't know that T mind being
caught—by vou,” said Madge. “You
nobody to be afraid of! Not
savago, like those Susahlah people
Bat I forgot; we don’t want to telk

about that. Yonu really want the flower 7™
“1 do—awfully.”
“Why
“I don't know. I just want it,” said

Jack.

And so, of canvse, he got it, and Madge
got her lead monkey in exchange.

Sho slipped it into her pocket, and Jack
quite thought he would nover sco it again,
little dreaming under what strange and
ling  circumstances  was  that tiny
nket to meet his eyes one day !

Only a metal loy out of a Christmas
bon-bon—a thing valueloss in itseli. And
yet, what a vital purposc was it to serve,
m the time to come! %

What would the fate of Madge Minden
have been if she and Polly Linton’s brother
had never made the playful bargain?

“I am going to keep this paper flower
elways.” said Jack. “And you will keep
that little charm, Madge?”

“Oh, yes,” she laughed lightly.

And keep it she did.

Shortly after dinner Mr. Linton,
cigarette in mouth, sauntered with the
fwo Jacks into the drawing-room, where
Polly was  already  bheiu, blindfolded,
althongh it was only fon minutes since she
got up from two helpings of turkey znd a
very fair share of Christmas pudding !

“Will I play blind man’s buff 7 smiled
the genial host.  *“Why, of course.
too, my dear—and you, Miss &
he added, fo hi§ wife and the he:
“We are all in this, you lkoow

t!
i

Imistress,

“Pway exeuse me,” pleaded Laula, I

weally am——7
“There s no  exense for anybody
ed Jock Sowerlield steynly, = Fan

voung Indy



# THE SCHOOLGIRLS’

““Weal,” sighed Paula, “is my hair quite
wight, for a start?”

““Your hair is beautiful,” said Jack. *“1
am poing to have a Jock of it. Hallo,
they're off I

"And he only just evaded the groping
-Polly by jumpiug over a setteo!

Fast and furions grew the fun in the
next few momenis,

Polly mieant to make a catch somehow,
and she dived this way and that with all
the alacrity of her madeap nature, keep-
ing the others flitting and dodging breath-
Jessly.

Crash! went a palm-pot and stand, but
nobody minded—least of all, Polly! 8he
nearly caught Madge, and she nearly
caught Betty—but not quite!

Deftly the groping arms were evaded,
and down went a fire-sereen and a coffee-
table as Polly made fresh dasl

Then, suddenly, she looked like cornering
Jack Somecrfield. But he adroitly skipped
who promptly yelled:

Got you!” shouted Polly; but she was
a bit too previous.

A roar of langhter w up as Paula
just saved herself by dashing away.

Polly gave chase, following up Paula by
hearing that girl’s agitated gasping. The
drawing-room door was open, and the swell
girl of Morcove School thought it was best
to dash for the hall,

Worse things could happen than being
caught by Polly, however, as Paula now
found.

. Just as she went darting out of the draw-

wg-room, a maid came away from the
dining-rcom, carrying the relics of the
plum-pudding.

Panla  tricd €o pull up sharply, but
conldn’t, And next moment she gave a
scream as she and the maid col-

h
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My gwacious! Tlealp, healp!” yellod

Foa\' Panla, sitting up on the floor, with
alf a Christmas pudding in  her Jap.
““Heal, this is dweadful !”

“Ha, , hal”

“My new Fwock 22

“Ifa, ha, La!”

“Ilow perfectly nnkind you all are!”
wailed the swell girl, shooting the Cl

LIBRARY 9

owN "
mas pudding off her lap aud serambling to
her feet. *“*Howevah——"

“You have another frock to pnt ont”
grinned Jack Somerfield.

“Yes, wather! I have my gween one,’
said Taula, “I have a bwown one, too.”

“And a blue!” langhed Botty.

“And a pink!” chuckled Madge.

“Yes, wather!”

“Also,” said Trixie, “a pale yellow?”
“Yes, wather !
“Alm,‘: chimed in Deolly, “therc's a

FiaeH

wather I

said Trixie, *“therc’'s even a

“That is quil:e ktwue,” agreed Paula,

“The twouble is to choose, don't yon
know !
“Try a bit of each!” chuckled Jack
Somerfield. .
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whercupon the swell givl of .Morcove
School tricd to look at Juck with haughty
disapproval.

“IHow widiculous you are!” she said,
and marched off upstairs to make another
fresh toiletie.

CHAPTER 4,
Told in the Firelight!
= ALF-TIME!” cried Polly, still
H cut of breath with the game.
“I say, I vote we have chairs
round, and get Mr. Somecrlicld
to tell us—"
“Hear, hear!” burst in the other girls

cagerly. “A story, Mr. Somerfield! Tell
us about some of your adventures!”
“I'd rather play lcaprfrog',“' said  the

modest Jack. “Mr. Linton—"

“I am entirely in the gicls' hands,” said
the genial host; and, indeed, he was liter-
ally in the hands of Polly, who was push-
ing him into a chair by the fire.

“*Draw up—draw up, everybady t”
ordered Polly. *““We are going to have
one story, anyhow !” .

“The story of the Lamp of Susabluh!™
suggested Betby; and again there was a
chiorus of cager cries,

“Yes, yes! Oh, yes! Tell us the story
of tlipr!ump, Mr. Somerfield, and how you

e

ot it!
With a dismal groan of resignation,
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Jack Somerfield allowed himself to be
pushed into a chair, and n all the rest
of the company quickly settled down.

Mr. Linton turned over the logs on the
hearth, and brighter than ever leapt tho
Hames, shedding their dancing light upon
the half-circle of listeners, whilst the first
;\-ords of Jack’s story fell slowly from his
ips.

“The Lamp of Susahlah,” he said, “was
one that used to hang in the Mosque of
Susahlab, which is rather a top-hale place
of its sort, in the heart of the desert city,
and close to the sultan’s palace, No neced
to describe the lamp; you girls have scen
it when it was in the school museum.”

“But Mr. and Mre, Linton have never
seen it"” put in Miss Somerficld gonily.

“Well, Tll show it to 'em by-and-by,”
Jack said, in his happy-go-lucky way.
“Because I've got it with me, you know.”

“1lore, at Linton Hall?” exclaimed the
girls.

h, yes!” His nonchalence was amus-
ing. “1 just take it everywhere with me
now in case of any further trouble with
the Susahlah folk, you know, although I
vather fancy we shall nover see any of
their emissaries in this part of the world
again.”

He lit a cigarclte, and continued,

“As to how 1 first got possession of ihe
lamp. Tt was several year ago, at a time
when I was prospecting around the hinter-
Jland of Moroceo, disguised as a nati
And, by the way, I had an exper
there which makes u far more romant
story than the affair of the laump.  TFor,
d'you kinow, one day I found a wee
native girl, lost in the desert, and we got
quite pally, she and I! The litile minx
tound out my sccret, too—that 1 was a
*forcigner * in disguise, and—"

“Did she Letray you to her people?”
asked. Tess,

‘“After I had saved her life, as I sup-
pose I had? Not likely!” he answered,
smiling. “The little kid—Reose of the
Desert was her pretly name—she held her
tongue even when T was thrown into the
sultan’s dungeons, just because I had given
offence to some shickh chap or other.”

‘‘But surely,” broke in Mr. Linton,
“they found out that you were an English-
man, then ? -1

Your gaolers
Not they,” laughed Jack. Gven when
I was in fetters, end heing taken out now
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and then to be mocked in the market-
lace, no one ever spotted the Englishman

mcath the filthy rags and the stained
skin ! ever you want a good flcor
polish——"

“Now you are getting flippant!” Miss
Somerfield mmonisﬁud him. “And the
girls want a serious story.”

He ran a hand over his kinky hair.

“All right! Well, then, to cut a long
story short—m

“But we don't want you to cut the story
short

““Am T to tell this story the way I want
to?” he demanded flatly. " ** As I was going
to say, what I went tf’:mugll at the hands
of the sultan, and the shickh chap, and
the gaolers, and everybody olse out there
—it made me simply thirst for revengoe!
So, when I bad the miraculous chance, one
night, to escape——""

“Yeos, but how
clamoured the girls,

*“Oh, there was a mutiny amongst the
gang of gaolers, and whilst they were slic-
ing at each other, I and quilo a lot of il
other prisoners managed to escape. Noth-
ing to brag about. I just—"

“Bunked !” suggested Jack Linton.

“That's the word!” said Somerfield.
““And then, whilst I was living like a
hunted rat in the heart of the city, I somo-
how gat into the mosque. I konew all
about tho lamp, and so, naturally, I tock
it

did you escape?”

“To pay out the sultan for his crnelty?”
said Betty.

“*Aud the shickh chap, and the whole
boiling of ’em—yes! And as soon as T
could do so, you bet I—"

“Vamoosed ”  suggested
again, ;

“Your voeabulary, voung muan, is Al"
said the traveller. “I vaumnoosed, and got
to England at last, and that’s how the
Lamp of Busahlah came to Le in the school
muscum _at Morcove !”

Polly Linton pouted.

“You have made the story as Lnld as
1ossible 17 she protested, "I{ is really a
In( r-raising  story, teld properly. You
haven't said anything aboni the Susahlale
people—what a fievce, eruel lot they are!”

““And what about Rose of the Descrt?”
added Madge. “I like that name. Tt
sounds so pretty [V

“She was o pretty girl, take my word

Jack Linton
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for it,” said Jack, looking more musingly
into the fire. “But what do you think
ought to have happened in regard to that

irl? ‘Think I ought to have brought her
ﬁanm with me, and married her, and lived
bappy ever after?"

I expect she fell in love wltll you, any-
how,"” said Betly rogm«hl; When you
had saved her life, and she dlsm\vn.d
your, secret—the risks you were running

£ bl!o was ouly a kid,” he slu ugged. “A
smart kid, though, amho“' ‘he way she
picked up the English talk—it was won-
derful! But there, somchow 1 don’t care
to talk too much about Rosc of the Desert.
When I think of her—"’

He paused, and cvery one of his lis-
teners realised that, rﬁuuc suddenly, all his
Eilppnnc) bad vanishe

i He was staring into the leaping flame,
as if the bright fire was showing him a
picture of Rose of the Desert.

‘“She used to run all sorts of risks to
get a secret talk with me,” he said, mus-
ing aloud. “Fven when I was first put
in prison, she managed to see me now and
then. An remember how the tears
used to come to her bright, dark eyes,
because she wanted to arrange my cscape,
and couldn’t. Ah, Rose of the Desert!
For all you were only a dusky little maid,

standing no higher than my hips, I missed
you satgv when you came no more ¥

**8he came no morn" ochoed Mrs, Lin-
{on softly. “Wh;

He gave nnothor shrug,

“Who knows? She may have died, or
perhaps it was only that she grew old
cnough to taken inte the sultan's
palace. At any rate, I never saw her
sgam. Kisme»t—ih is Fate I he wound up
quictly.  ““Such ripping pals we were; and
then—good-bye! THow like life, always!”
A pause ensued,

« *“There was some Susahlah women in
the gang that made the attempt fo get
the iam)‘p, when it was in our school
museum, " Belfy said at last. “ How strange
it would be it one of those women was
really Rose of tho Desert!”
*%Pity Cora and Judith refused to talk
gbout their captivily after their escape,”
murmured Madge. ‘“But it was just like
those two girls to be in morfal terror—
afraid to speak, for fear the sultan himself

should hear!
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Jack Somerficld laughed.

“Yes,” he said; “‘I myself noticed that
the_sisters scomed to fall into a tremble
if 1 asked the most simple gnestions, eo
I thought it best mnot to poster them.
Come, though,” hc added, pushing back
his chair to rise, “we have bad enough
of all this talk about the Lamp of Susah-
lab, and Rese of the Desert! Now for
a—

“Hark!” eut in several of the girls,
stavting up in wild alarm.

From the upper part of thc great country
houso there had come a piercing scream.

“Paula1” burst out DBotty, suddenly
thinking of the girl who had gone up to
change her dress.

“That is Paula Creel, surely!”

Theve followed a rush for the stairease.
s tats Tl 1o, Bt onis by & pach Op
two. Ixcitedly the whole party made their
way to the first floor—and there, in a
dimly-lit corridor, lay Paula Creel, in a
deep swoon !

The girl's attack of faintness was no
laughing matter,

It took her astonished friends at le
a couple of minutes to bring her round
and even then poor Puula remained in such
a ahnky state, whilst she sniffed at Mrs.
Linton’s smelling salts, and sipped a glass
of cold water, int nobody liked to pester
her with questions.

At last, however, she steadied up, and
then they soon found out the reason for
her alerming swoon,

1

t

Paula had bad a fright—a ferrible
Eright.
Sho was just coming away from her bed-

room, she said, when sho saw a mysterious
figure flit into view at the far end of the
corridor.

“But, my dear girl,” exclaimed Mrs.
Linton motlxil:gly, “it was only one of the
maids !

“Pway excuse my contwadicting you,”
said Paula, who never. forgol to be polite,
“Xt_was not a bit like one of the maids.
I—I am twying to weeolleet just \\hu it
was like, don’t you knmow, but I can’t!”

“Man or woman, anyhow ?"’ questioned
Jack Somerficld,

“Oh, a woman—yes, wather!” declared
Paula. *“It was all dwaped like a—like a
ghost 17

* Hooray !” said Polly gaily.

“Just the
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for Christmas! Linton Hall has got
its ghost at last!”

“How__ fwivolons yon are!” sighed
Paula. She sniffed the salis again, “Only
[i'i\'u me time, and I shall wecollect wherve

have scen just the same sort of dwaped
figure before. At pwesent, howevab, 1
feel extwemely distwessed. Yes, wather !

Bo, to soothe her nerves, which really
were in a_shaky state, they all retwned
with her down te the drawing-room, and
Mrs. Linton passed a whisper around that
the subject had better not be discussed.

“Have you a ghost at Linton Hall?
Betty and Madge could not help asking
Polly, outside the room.

“No, worse luck!” grimaced Polly.
“Not to my_ knowledge, anyhow. Dt
what a lark if onc_is billeting here, just
for tho holidays! ¢, he, he!”

Then Mrs. Linton called to Madge to
come in and oblige with some of her won-
derful  music—“something  lively, my
dear!"—and in a few minutes the Chrisi-
mas gathering was as festive as ever.

Was it a wonder, however, if minds were
running on the uncanny, when at last wid-
_night fmd struck, and all the inmates of
the house were going up to bed?

It was that season of the year when all
of us are very susceptible to s
influences. cas we would law, to '
at other times scem véry plavsible on
Christmas night!

But the girls came in for a lot of nan-
sense from the two Jacks, to help them
fight against a certain feeling of **jumpi-
ness.”

To begin  with, Jack Linton, after
vanishing for a minute, suddenly appeared
at the head of the stairs, pretending he
was a burglar!

And then the other Jack—old enongh to
know better, as Miss Somerfield said—
started playing the ventriloquist.

He made dogs howl mournfully all over
the great house, and the place also scemed
to be full of parrots for a minute or iwo.

““How splendid !I” laughed Madge, whilst
her chums staggered about the hall, in fits
of merriment. “We'll have a proper en-
tertainment to-morrow night !

“Yos, wather!” said Paula, “Tlow-
evah, for the pwosent, give me some sweet
wepose | Good-night, all!”

*“ Good-night—good-night,

my  dears!”
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Mrs. Linton, the hostess, called out last of
all, as "the girls took their candles and

trooped up the stairs together. “No first
bell in the morning !” .
“No jolly fear!™ cried Polly. * Night,

night, mumsie !

. Their bed-rooms wero all in the one cor-
ridor, Betty and Polly shared one, just
as they shared a study at the school.
Madge and Tess were together in the room
adjoming; Trixie and Dolly bhad gone
‘“e0,” in tho next, whilst Paula wanted
at least & whole room to herself, since her
stock of “fwocks” was so enormons !

Fires were burning cheerily in each bed-
room, and so there was po shuddery feel-
ing of having left a cosy fireside for an
ice chamber.

Then, when the beds had really begun
to look more inviting than the fireplaces,
doors were finally closed and silence fell
upon the house, :

“ Bother ! I left my bracelot on the

piano downstairs I” Madge exclaimed with
a lJaugh, breaking the quietude of her
room and Tess’. *“I'd betier slip down for
it, in case it gets lost. I hate losing things
1 other people’s houses.”
She had not yet started to undress, and
she knew that the menfolk, at any rate,
were_ still keeping each other company,
smoking a last cigarette in the library. So
it meant no trouble at all, her slipping
down to retrieve the bracelet—no need
to take a candle, since the house was not
yet locked up and in darkness.

Quietly she went to the door and opencd
it, and passed out into the corrider. Tess,
with a silent yawn, was just silting down
to shake off her shoes, when——

“Oh, Tess, I've had such a scare!”
gasped a faint voice.

And there was Madge, back at the door-
way, looking ready to drop. .
handsome face was chall white,
She shook from head to fook.

CHAPTER 5.
' ¥ Help! Helpl™ "
ESS sprang to her feet and made
for her chum,
“ Why—what—~"
“Sh!” gostured Madge, pulling
herself together. ‘“Tess, is there someone
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prowling about the house?  Or is: there

mully a—a ghost?”
w

"1 s;m a figure just as T went out of
this room,” Madge rushed on, in a tonc of
suppressec excitement. “It was right at
the far end of the other corridor. It scared
me so 2

“But why, dear?
the mnidn surely 7

“Notr But perha sﬁ}mrlmpi it \\as only
my xnngmnnun, Fcr all,” Madge said,
sweeping a shaking hand acress her eyes.
“We have been talking about the Lamp
of Buauhlah, and these Moorish people,
and so—"

“You don’t
figure like—like—'

“Yes, like one of those women we saw
in Barncombe High Street that day! You
remember?”  whispered Madge “ And
perhaps they were the ﬁz-una thal Pauln
couldn’t recollect to-night 1"

Tess t a grip on herself.

“I'll come with you, Madge—to look
round, yes! We don't want fo raise an
alarm—""

It was only one of

mean to say you saw a

““No. Certainly not. It is so u}snﬂing
for everybody,” M&dge agreed. I you
come, then? TI'll show you where I saw
the fsgme

Tess gave a nod that meant “Right-h
and next moment both girls crept out inte
the corridor.

»yond the staircase landing there was
anotlier corridor, in direct line with this
one.  Madge peinted towards it
ight at the eud, there,” s)m whis-

pered.

“Isn't that the corridor where Jack
Somerfield has his room?” questioned
Tess.

*Yeny

but he and the others are still
do\\"nsflu's. Hark! You can hear them
talking !”

It was quite true, From below came
the pleasant murmur of the men’s voices.

Tess met Madge's eyes for a moment.
Then, together, they tiptoed along the
corridor, across the staircase landing, and
soon came to the other passage.

Thick carpet was under their feet, and
not & sound did they make, croeping
(‘]m\huusly past room doors that were all

Suddenly, almost at the end of the pas-
maca. they reached a door which was

| reachin, 4
| back ! here is someone—a thief—in M
| Somerfield’s room, and we must-
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slightly ajar. Inside the room, although it
was in darkness, somieone was moving
about.

And_this, the gzrla felt sure, was Ja"'
Somerfield’s room !
adge made a sign to her ¢hum not ta
for a moment, and then she herself
scouted forward to the end of the pas
sage and turned round the corner. All
this was done without a sound.

A few scconds later, however, Tess,. stiil
waiting breathlessly outside the half- -open
door, %mard a faint scufilling sound, as if
Madge, round the corner, iad blundered
in the dark.

Perhaps she had only just saved herself
from falling hoadlong down some flight of
stairs used by the servants.

The odd thing was,
Madge did not come back,

Tess would have prowled forward to in-
vestigate, but now those faint sounds canc
again from the bed-room, and she felt the
impulse to tap at the door.

That impulse she yielded to, and directly
she anpedpm. the duur all the furtwc notses
ccased.

“Who is there?” she whispered
easily.  “ Answer, 'please .
But no answer came,
Then Tess stepped away from the door,
feeling  suFe ‘that something wrong was
happening, and that an alarm must be

raised.

She made a dart for the end of the pas-
sage, meaning to recall "her chum from
round the corner.

“Madge, dear—Madge!” she whispered,
the angle of the wall. ““Come

however, that

-

Her agitated whisper changed smhicnly
to a startled gasp.
omething had rushed upon her, silently,
out of the deep gloom, and she ‘was grap-
pling with it
woman—yes,
arb !

Lithe as a panther she had sprung upor
Tess, clapping a hand neross the girl's
mouth to prevent her’ eryifg out.

And now—in vain, it scomed to the torri
fied girl, might she struggle with her mys
trious adversary. She had been taker
completely by surprise, just as Madge
must have been a few moments previously,

Yet struggle she did—desperately.

a woman in strange
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Visdently she tried to evade the hand
thai was pressed to her lips, whilst she
to oscape from the slim arm that
imprizoned her, The woman was as strong
as she was supple, and Tess was suddenly
lifted elean off the floor,

Then, to Tess' increased bowilderment,
this mysterious woman wi¢th whom she was
tussling  whispered fiercely in plain Eng-
1580 2

“DBe silent!
you no harm !?

Almost in the same instant that this in-
junction was hissed, the whole situation
changed.

Tess heard a quavering sigh come from
Madge, who had been lying in a helpless
heap upon ihe floor. Madge now struggled
np, and (ung herself upon the woman,
who thus had two schoolgirls to combat
with instead of one. .

That shoe realised her desperate situa-
tion the woman showed by. calling ex-
citedly to whoover was in the room round
the corner.

“ Hussuf ! Tussuf !” .

There were_ other words, but they were
mere gibberish to the schoolgiris.

“Mr. Somerficld! Mr. Linton
yelled Madge, and immediately
having got bor lips free of the
band, shouted wild? t

“Help! Help!”

That loud outery brought the woman's
vonfederate darting round the corner, after
he had fled the roem in panicky haste.

Something was in his hands—scme bit of
loot or other—and to the girls’ amaze-
ment the woman urged him to make off
with it.

All her excited talk, although it was in
hat  Foreign language, plainly told the
girls that she was urging him to think
only of geatting away with what he held.

The man stopped dead, however, and
there was the fraction of a second when
Madge and Tess expected to be struck to
the ground with ruthless blows. The
woman cried out sharply, and her ally
stayed his hand, strangely obedient to her
command.

But he ejaculated a few words that were
a warning to the woman to end the
struggle, or he must end it for her.

“Help, help?' both girls shrilled again.

They had (urned the tables by now, and
she was their prisoner; but it was like

Yield to me, and I will do

silencing

trying to retain one’s grasp of an ecl
Never had they cncountered anybody so
lithe and agile. .

How it happened Tess never knew
exactly, but suddenly her feet went from
under her, and she sat down on the floor,
only banging on to the elusive woman by
her raiment,

the same thing bappened to
Ee,

Down she fell, sprawling a'most a-lop of
Tess, but still clinging to the woman’s
outer mantle. i
. In a flash, that mantle was slipped ofl by
its cunning wearer, and she was feeing
with her companion—flecing down the side
stairs of the house.

Madge and Tess scrambled up, breathless
and shalky.  They heard many feet sound-
ing swiftly along the corridor, and in an-
other moment a whole erowd came swarm-
ing round the corner, f

Mr. Linton, Jack Somerfield, all the
other girls, Jack Linton, his mother—here
they were, within a few 1oments of
Madge and Tess' first wild outery, panting
anxiously :

“ Whad

the maiter? What lias hap-

pened ¢
“Down there—quick !” cried Madge,

pointing wildly down the dark stairs. “A

man and a woman—Moorish people, both

of them! They are in full flight!”
“What 7

“The Lamp of Susahlah!” gasped both
breathless girls, in the selfsame instant,
““They bave made off with it!” X,

Never would Betty & Co. forget the
lightning effect that cry bad upon the
headmistress’ brother.

ITardly had Madge and Tess vpiced it
before he was dashing down the darvk
stairease in pursuit of the fugitives.

Jack Linton followed, and Mr. Linton,
too. Nor would the girls have hesitated
about joining in the midnight chase, if
they had been equipped for out of doors.

But dll were without their shoes, and
some had even begun to undress when the
wild alarm went up. So—very ruefully,
it must be said—they could only stand
about at thestop of the stairs, leaving the
pursuit to the male members of the Christ-
mas party. o

Slam went an outer door, down thero
at the foot of the stairs, and then—click !
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sounded the hasp of a lock, as a key was
sharply turned.
A - moment afterwards,

all three men
came charﬁing back up the

stairs, explain-

ing breathlessly, as they dashed past the
crowd in_the passage, "that the fugitives
had got clear of the house and had locked
the door on the outer side.

It was another proof of their great cun-

ning, for they must have taken cure 1o
put the key in_ the outer keyhole when
they first entered the house.

But neither Jack Somerfield nor his fellow
pursuers meant to lose more than a fow
moments through this check.

Down by the main staircase they whirled
through the great, old house, and a few
su‘unﬁn more found them dashing out from
the front porch into snowy grounds.

There was no moon; no star shine even,
for the sky was overcast. Only the unfailing
luminosity of the snow saved the wintry
night from being groping davk.

Followed by Mr. Linton and son, Jack
Somerfield dashed on round to the rear ot
the house, hoping to pick up tracks in the
snow made by the fugitives’ feet.

Arrived at the back door by which the
couple had quitted the house, however,
there was a galling disappointment for the
three men. .

A swept path led away from the locked
door, aud so all tell-tale footprints
absent.  The three could only race along
the swept gravel in the hope of picking up
tracks by-and-by.

Thus, "in the next half-minute, they
reached what was the high boundary wall
of the kitchen garden, There was a green-
painted door in the wall, completely fitting
an arched opening; but the gate wos locked
~—again on the outer side!

Then Jack Somerficld, with a grim laugh
that showed he was on his martfo, made a
spring for the top of the wall, the other
ack instantly following his exumpl, ver
the wall they both scrambled, ghting
nimbly on a smow-covered bank of gras:
beside the main roadway.

. Jack Linton darted to the greon-painted
door, meaning to turn the key and let his
father through. But the key had been
taken out and thrown away—another cun-
ning action of the fugitives. Not that it was
to prove much of a hindrance, however, for
M; inton, with at least some of his son's
lity, was already starting Lo come over
ic top of the wall!
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Jack Somerfield followed some tracks in
the suow, but they only led him te the
centre of the road, where they were lozt
amidst so many others.

“Well, we must scatter now,” he mut-
tered. ‘ You each go cone way, and I'll go
another I

“Right-he!”  assented Jack Linton.
“You'll give a shout, of course, if—""

“Rather!"

And_with _that one word Jack Somerfeld
was off, racing alone along the nightbound
road, whilst his friends each set off in_other
directions. X
. As Jack went dashing along he was listen-
ing keenly all the wﬁilu for any sudden,
faint “Hallo !’ from either Jack Linton,
or his father. Nothing of the sort bucum#
audible.  What his straining cars did pick
up, suddenly, was a sound ahead of him--a
faint mouning sound!

On he bounded then, cven faster than
over, and all at once he had io pull up
shm‘lply to avoid stumbling headlong over
a fallan figure writhing in the roadway,

“Got-you!" he panted.

Suddonly he became aware
woman ! "

He bent over her, and, in the excitement
of the moment, spoke to her in English,
forgetting that he was a fluent speaker of
the Susafilah tongue.

“The lamp! Come on now, where is it ?"

It shall never bo yours—never!” the
woinun answered passionately; and  then
Jack suddenly realised how strange it was
that she, a native, had understood his
question. )

Not only that, but she had answered bim
in JEnglish !

“Why, how do you come to speak
English " he gasped, in sheer amazoment.
“1 only know ono Susuhlah native who
could do that, and she was the one I taught
—Rose of the Desert!” .

“Rose of the Desecrt!
Desert 1™

“What 1"’

He recoiled from her and stood starving
Blankly.

“You are pretending to be hurt so as 1o
detain me like this! Rose of the Desert,
I am going to catch that companion of
yours !"*

“He is my brother; Hussuf the brave!”
she panted, still clinging to Jack's arm.
“There must be no violence between my
brother and you!”

it was a

I am Rose of the
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I mush ]m\'c the lamp! Tt was a vow T
made, after my escapo from that vile

yrison nﬂ:cr all the cruclty and torture 1
hed undu:;,onu‘ Jack said, with returning
sEOriNess, vowed tIi.ll your peaple
should e their abominable frcaiment ef
me, and that Jamp must remain mine!”

Gently but firmly he disengaged himaclf

and ran on again, feeling pretiy sure he
Lnul:i soon find Rose of the Desert again,
after ha had caught his man. IFe dashed
on, and it was almost a miracle that he did
nat overshoot the mark.

For, suddenly, after rounding a Lend in
the lonely rond, it was by a mere chance
that he cavght sight of a vague ligure,
shrinking between iwo dark lmi!&- uehes,
beside the highway.

It was Hussuf, and all in an

instant Jack

Bomeifield turned and swooped upon the
man;

Neither of the two was anmed, bub sud-
deuly Hussuf, wrenching free his right

hand, dived it into the pocket of the greai-
coat that he wore, as part of his Englich
garb.  Jack quite expected to see tlm man
whip out some sort of weapon, bub i

it was the lanp itself that I uf
forth, whilst the struggle still

With this heavy cﬁx et Hussuf {ri
deal Jack a blow on Lhc head that uou \!
have stunned him.

H ed, and the blow fell wide, and
next 2t he had hold of the thing by
its chains, and was wrenching it desperafbly
from Hussuf.

It was Jack's ot last, and he sprang bacl
vith ughing hlunlph):\t)

Tak a lo instant for
rushed at the im{lulmmn aguin a
theie was a struggle. Then Jack, as 1o
have both hands free, sent the Imnp f
through tho air, and it fell upon the fr
roadway, smashing to fragments!

The splintering crash was not without a
distressing effeet apon Somerficld.

Lven whilst he was still at grips with
Tlussuf, ho was aware of a strauge, senti-
meutal yegret that the lamp was no more,
As for thauf, it must bave been a funutical
gricf which ecized him.

Uttering a wild, inarticulate cry, the man
from . the desert tore himsclf free of his
apponent with ench violence that it threw
Somerfield off his bnln.ncc on the slippery
rondway.

Thon Hussul’s nght hand dealt a light-
mning blow, end Jown went Jack Somerficld,
o lie there, ubmluuly stunned,
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When at last his swirling senses eame back
him, Hussuf was gone. bo, too, were tha
rents of the lamp, except one littie
piece, which Hussuf must have overlooked
m _his search for them.

Jack picked this picce up and pecketed
it, and then hurried back to the spot whero

he had left Rose of the Desert. But he
could find no trace of her,
Gone—clean vanished, and lie was all

ulone amidst the darkness and the snow.

Just as the dawn of another day was
slimmering in the leaden sky, Rose of the
Desert and her brother firished rolating the
story of their night’s fruitless adventuie to
LIl Valinnte, the chief.

Thus had they returned to that scerct
camp in the wild highlands of Exmoor—
with only the tragw news of disuster ut
their Jips, and only the inconpleto relies of
the lumnp to sct belore Vahoute's eyes.

For a time the chieftain seemod too over-
come for words. But at lust he stzmgl\touod
his dejected figure and sﬁmlm grimly.

“Kismet—it is Fate ™ he said, * DBut our
master, whai will he say to us if we back
with only this for the ¥ump—the lamp that
can never burn again in the Mosque of
Susahlah?™

“ He will sny,”

? rejoined Hussuf, “why did
we not bring back lmuhlgns—cuptivnsf\vho
would only be released when every *frag-
ment of tho lamp had been restored to us 1™

“The Tllg]lsh irls 1" put in Roso of the
Desert softly. %emcmbm the l:mqk would
have been ours last night—ouss to b back
to our master the sultan—but tlmm wern
two English girls who gave an alas

£l anmum gave one of his mngml‘cv.ut

shrugs.,

“le it ® he answered, with grim
finality. "1lzcv shull go with us; back 10
the land of Susahlah, two of these English

givls, and they shall never see their friends
again until the lost h'ngmems of the lamp
have been restored to us!'

CHAPTER 6.
Danger Ahead!
FEW evenings later, just befora
A Huner, Mrs. Linton came to where
the youngsters were  gathered
around the great fiveplace in the
lounge hall.
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Jack dear—all of you,” the hostess of
n Hall cried gaily, w:xving a letter
that ghe had just opened. *Here is some-
thing” that will provide -some fun. Tady
Elmsley is holding o sovt of ice emmival
to-morrow night.  She wants ns all to take
part in it

Lady Elnsley, as the girls knew, was an
old friend of Mis. Linton’s. Sir Timothy
Elmsleys big estato adjuined the Linton
property
nival 7 echoed some  of
Jumping up at the word,

“Ou the ice! Oh

“Hooway !
Paula.

“Lady Elnsley says,” pursued the hostess,
glaneing at the letter, “that all thoir guests
are g'umg to have a [mncy dress turn-out
on the ice to-morrow evening, starting at
e|ght o'clock. There will be torchlights and
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“And prizes for the hest cost.umna i
“Hooway! Bai Jove, e
“How splendid!” declnred all the girls

the girls,

How wipping!” chimed in

clutedly.

u"WIhnt ho!” said Jack Linton. “We'll be
e
“Then I'll send back a note at once,

thanking Lady Elmsley for her kindness,”
said Mys, Linton; and she burried away
to execute this pleasant task.

Amengst the half-civele of youngsters at
the _ﬁreplace,‘ all the talk was now of the

at none of them had ecome provided
with fancy dress clothes did not {rouble
them in the least.

“We can all tog up somchow!” declaved
Polly gleefully. “First thing in the morn-
ing, girls, I’ll show you lots of eupboards
we can twen out. Old lace curtains—"

“Wipping 1 uned Paula. “I can go as
a Spanish danéer!”

“On the ice? I can see you dancing on
the ice!” teased Jack Somerfield, coming
towards the givls, dressed for dinner.

“T think I'll be Charlie Chaplin,” said
Jack Linton. “The dad’s bowler-hat, and a
moustache—yes, that's my mark |?

“I know what I'd like to be,” said Madge,
when the other girls had talked themsclves
out of breal “I'd like to dress up as a
Moorish maid1”

“Rose of the Desert—eh?” said Jack
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Somerfield. “No reason why nof, young
T'm suroe Polly can rout out a fow

s to make you - “look quite a daughter

the desert!”

“Do—do!” Jack Linton wurged Madge
then.  “Thiuk of the fun it will enusc—
Charlie (h'lplm skntmg with a  Moorish
girl!  Ha, ha, ha!

“1f T can get Mr. Linton, our host, to
go as Mr. Pickwick,” said Jack Somerfield,
“T'Il go as Sam Weller I”

There was a peal of laughter over this,
d then the gong rang for diunor, putting
end to all the gleeful debate.

They all passed into the bright dining-
room, and presently, when servants had
ceased to go to and fro, the vast hall of
the mansion was left entirely deservted.

The dining-room door was shut, Out here
in tho hall all was now perfeot silence,
whilst slowly the dancing flames of the log
fire died down, shedding less and less light
upon walls and ceiling.

The old hall was amply furnished with
things in keeping with the stately architec-
ture of the place. Here and there rich
hangings served to duﬁe] any impression of
n coldness which the stone walls might
have ereated. And suddenly oue such costly.
hanging might have n seen tn move
slightly, as if someonc behind it were
stirring.

Someone was there, behind that great
curtain. Again it showed the least rippling
movement, and -

Round the edge oE it there peered a face;
not a man’s face, but the small, half-veiled
face of a woman.

For just a second the woman’s bright,
dark eyes sent their cautious glance all
round the empty hall.

Then, without a sound, she slipped clear
of the curtain that had scrcened her up to
now, and flitted silently towards the stairs.

With a burst of laughter over some bit
of merriment coming to her ears from the
party at dinner, the furtive figure ran
quickly, noiselessly, up the stairs.

Her dark raiment merged itsclf into the
gloom of the staircase and landing, and thus
she looked like some weird apparition
fAoating through the house.

On and on she went, now darting swifily
along some dim passoge, now pausing, with
mhe]d breath, to listen keenly for signs of
danger, hefm-e turning a corner.

So, at last, unseen by anybody belonging




13

to the house, she reached a remote part that
would have been utterly deserted to-night,
even if Linton Hall had been harbouring
twice the number of Christmas guests.

Coming to the closed door of what was
an upper room in this empty wing of the
great house, she turned the knob and passed
into the groping-dark chamber.

A moment and the door was shut belind
her, and she went across the floor as
dexterously us if her eyes were those of a
cat, able to see in the dark.

Then, stopping before another door lead-
ing to a room beyond, she tapped very
softly.

“Hussuf1” she whispered. “Iussuf, it is
1, thy sister, and I have news—great news!”

The door was opened at once, and the
encounter between that mysterious woman
and her equally mysterious companion took
place by the light of a lamp burning dimly
in this farther room.

His gestures to the woman proclaimed
great delight at her veturn. That dusky
face of his, capable of looking so fierce and
ruthless, was all smiles and tenderness. His
low voice purred a welcome; and when she
answered bim in the same strange language
that he had used, he again fashed a smilo
at her. :

Then they closed the door behind them,
and, in this empty room, whicl
evidently only one of several lairs they had
found within the great country mansion,
the pair of them fell to conversing excitedly.
We must vecord their talk, giving an
English  teanslation the whispered
dialogue.

“(reat mews—yes, my brother!” the
woman said hastily. “You know how,
when it was dark, I crept down to hide
behind that curtain—"

“So that you should hear all the falk

of

of those English girls, sitting before the
fire,” ‘he broke in, nodding. “And you
heard—"

“This, Hussuf my brother. A thing is

to happen that will give us the chance for
which wo have been waiting!”

“ A chance to avenge ourselves and our
country for the loss of the lamp?” he ex-
claimed.

‘“Even so,” she whispered back at him.
“When it is dark to-morrow, there is to

a gathering of sll these English out
yonder where the ice lies thick upon the

was
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fields. They go to a sort of festival there;
I hear talk of torches, and many lanterns,
and all will wear strange dresses!”

“These English girls—"

“Yea, Hussuf, even they will go to the
gathering. Think, then, what it will mean
ta us! They will be away from this house,
in the open country——"

« And it will be night!” mutiered Hussuf.

“Rose of the Desert, my sister, it is
indeed good mews! If our chief, El
Valiante, were here, then would he rejoice

with us!”
“Dark night; even the moon will be
down! We shall succeed!”

“Yea, surely!” he answered. “All is in
our favour, my sister. Even their wearing
of strange dresses will aid us. For, should
you be seen, they will but_think you are
one of themselves, even an English gil, in
disguise !

“That is so, Fussuf!”

The woman looked ready to laugh with
cunning delight; and then suddenly her
cyes were agleam with fury.

“1fearken, nlso, to a thing I have not yet
told you,” she went on fiercely. “There. is
one English girl who will dure to dress even
as T, Rose of the Desert, am dressed always!
It is an insult, truly! But—"

“That insult shall be avenged, my sister,”
Hussuf took her up grimly; “just as all
be avenged. When we have
doue El Valiante’s bidding; when there are
two English hostages on the boat that is
even now rogdy 4o take us back fo the land
of Susahlah-—then shall all insults be well
avenged !

“Your plans, then?” questioned Rose of

the Desert, in an ang;!er whisper. “Since
|we know all this, what must we do to
prepare ourselves? Hussuf, the time is
shovt "

He pondoved a while, with a hand
cupping his chin. Then:

“The hour shall find ws ready!” he der
clared sternly. “ Hearken, my sister; this
is my plan. I go at once to the place
where El Valiante is, to tell him that
to-morrow night the boat must be ready for
us all. You, my sister, will abide here—-"

“T shall obey, Hussuf,” she broke in,
“gven ‘as 1 would obey our master, the
sulf?n, for whom we are working!”

am thy brother, Rose of the Desert;
and were it not so, still would I trust thee
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to be wiso and cunning in_all you do,” he
continued, whilst his eyes dwelt admiringly
upon this tall, beautiful, queen-like girl.
“Since first we came to England, in quest
of the Lamp of Susahlah—which, alas! is
now no more—you have proved yourself, O
Rose of the Desert, worthy of all praise!”

“No more so than thee, Hussuf,” she re-
turned softly. “But where is the man or
woman amongst all of us, who has not
striven_to muke the quest successful? It
has failed—alas! as you say, the Lamp of
Susahlah is smashed, and there is one frag-
ment of it which we have failed to recover.
That fragment, we believe, the man Somer-
field must have found, and our master the
sultan will know how to wrest it from him!”

“True,” murmured Hussuf. “We return
to our country to tell our master how, when
the lamp was even in our hands, it was
snatched from us by the man Somerficld
and smashed! We return, and because the
lamp is lost for ever, we shall return—with
two hostages!”

“Yea,” exclaimed Rose of the Desert,
with extreme gratification. “Even two of
the. English schoolgirls—they shall go with
us back to the desert, to the_ hidden city
which is ours. And there, as El Valiante
has said, they shall remain as hostages until
'.hutJ fragment of the lump is restored to
us!”

A pause followed the sinister words.
Then Hussuf, after stepping to the door
and listening, looked round and spoke.

“] go then,” he whispered. “The time
is short, and I must waste not a moment.
Abide here, in hiding, Rose of the Desert,
and to-morrow: "

“Whither those English girls go, T shall
go,” she suggested.

“Whither they go, you must follow—yes!”
he answered. “We know not where their
strange festival is to be, but it cannot be
far from this use. So, then, you will
easily follow. And, Rose of the Desert,
hearken to my last words.”

“Yes?” she breathed, bending towards

him.

“T shall be there!” le told her grimly.
“There, away from light of the lanterns
and the torches, to aid you. Trust me, my
!iﬁtﬁl’!"

“May I never behold the land of Susalilah
again,” she returned vehemently, “if I fail
in the part that must be mine!”
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Once again he stood regarding her with
great pride.

Then, without speaking another word, he
stole Trom the dimly-lit room.

The door closed behind him, and without
a sound he made his way out into the davk
corridor.

Unseen, as his sister had been, by any
members of the household, he crept down
through the house and gained the open air,

By midnight he was twenty miles away.

CHAPTER T.
King Carnival!
EXT day the girle spent a good deal

N of time getting ready for the

evening’s carnival on the ice.

Polly Linton showed her chums
several odd cupboards which weve stocked
with just the right materials for “dressing
up.” So these cupboards were soon routed
out, with the result that each girl
“bagged ¥ whatever seemed most suitable
for the fancy dress she was favouring.

Polly Linton was going to the carnival
as “Miss Polar Bear.” An old sheepskin
rug seemed just tho thing for this purpose.
Betty Barton was hoping to cause some fun
by being an Indian sqnuaw, with a face as
brown as water-colour paints could make it.

Trixie Hope had got hold of an old red
dressing-gown, and she was ndu))tin%this
into a costume for Little Red Riding Hood.

Then there was lly’s choice. %

Dolly Delane’s haul, during the raid on
the cupboards, amounted to a skirt of very
full dimensions, an old-fashioned poke-
bonnet, and an out-of-date umbrella of huge
proportions. 8o Dolly was going to be—
Bairey Gamp!

Paunla Creel, on the contrary, meant to be
on the side of beauty—with a capital B.

Tt was Paula’s good luck to rout oul a
real Spanish shawl, as well as several yards
of snow-white lace curtain. Her ultimate
toilette would greatly depend on a lot of
pinning together, and so she made it
known that she would “wetire” to her
room to dress for the carnival directly after
teal

As for Tess Trelawney, she came off
rather badly in the hunt for old garmenis
that could be turned into an original
costume.
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In such a perplexed state of mind was
this girl, Madge Miuden thought it only
kind to suggest that she—Tess—should also
be a Moorish maid.

“QOh, but,” demurred Tess, “I wouldn't
like to be the same as you! People don’t
like to see two fancy dresses of the same
sort.””

“What on earth does it matter?” urged
Madge. “The whole thing is only a bit
of nonseunse!"”

“There are to be some prizes,” said Tess.
“My being the same character that you are
taking may spoil your chance of a—"

“Bother prizes!” exclaimed Madge.
“Look here, dear; I have routed oul ever
so much too much stuff for my own re-
quirements—enough for the two of us. So
we'll each dress alike!”

The two girls were alone together in the
bed-room they were sharing when this
dialogue took place. The things routed out
by Madge were all dumped on the floor, and
they indeed made such a huge heap of suit-
able raiment that Tess abandoned her
scruples, and so it was agreed that they
should both dress up as Moorish girls.

As*soon as tea was over that afternoon,
with a rush the girls stormed upstairs to
their various rooms.

Lots yet remained to be done to the fane;
dresses, and how busily did fingers stitch
away with needle and thread, and what
vells of langhter attended the
tryings-on !

Nor were the menfolk of the house one
whit less enthusiastic about the carnival.

They also were soon retiring to their
rooms, there to “make up ” for the evening.
And, whilst the girls on one side of the
house shrilled merrily over their amusing
tasks, the men could be heard guffawing
heartily as the good work went on.

Six o'clock was chimed by the stables
clock, then half-past six. Still the mirthful
Morcovians were putting finishing touches
to_their costumes! 2

Mrs., Linton had suggested that they
should all sit down to some light refresh-
ment before starting out, and then have
supper when they got home after the
carnival. But, when Mr. Pickwick started
banging away at the hall gong, to summon
everybody down to the light repast, the
fearful clamour seemed to fall upon deaf
ears.

various
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Then suddenly Betty Barton came down,
feeling almost afraid of heorself when she
saw her reflection in_a landing 1 ¥

“Good-evening, Mr. Pickwicl
greeted her host.

“Bravo—capital!” ecried that gentleman
jovially. “Betty, isn’t it? ’Pon my soul,
splendid!  Little Minnehaha!™

“What price me, dad?” sang out Miss
Polar Bear, now making her appearance on
the stairs. “I suppose I ought to growl.
Gureerrr!  Gurrrr!  Somebody give me a

bun!”

“Excellent!”  declared  Mr. Pickwick.
< And here is Little Red Riding Hood, and
—why, if it t dear old Mrs. Gamp! How

I think Mr. Pickwick

3

ave yoi, Sairey?
must o Mrs. Gamp into the dining-room
for a glass of lemonade!

“Wot I say is,” said Sairey Gamp, “drink
fair, wotever you do!”

“8o you know your Dickens, my dear?”
Mr. Linton said to Dolly. “I think you
are perfectly splendid !” A

At this instant a very excellent imitation
of Charlie Chaplin appeared. coming downs
tairs with “East and West ” feet, a bowler-
hat, moustache, and all!

The hall filled with the others’ shrieks of
laughter, and this greeting “ Charlie ™
acknowledge by taking off the bowler-hat
and twirling it in the well-known fashion.

Then, from abhove, appeared Samuel
Weller—another Dickens character. —This

was Jack Somerficld, made np so cleverly
that he looked just like the famous
“Samivel.”

But look, who is coming now!” eried

Miss Polar Bear. “Grand flourish of
trumpets | Enter the world-famous Spanish
daneer—"

Yoz, wather, geals !” panted Paula Creel,
pausing on the half-landing to admire her~
self in a mirror. “Pway welieve my mind,
geals! Am I all wight, at a distance?"”

They assured her that she looked superb,
and there was a happy smile on Paula’s
face as she came trippmg down tho stairs.

And now a couplo of figures appearcd, ab
the sight of which there was a series of
“Qhs!” like one hears at a gorgeous fire-
work display.

Madge and Tess came rustling down the
stairs, dressed in their Eastern raiment.
The lower half of each girl's face was thinly
veiled, and altogether they looked their
part to the life,
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“Bravo!” applauded Betty, Polly
rest, “TFirst prize, Madge and Te:
“Do we really look all right?” Madge
laughingly asked of Jack Somerficld, know-
ing that he, the travoller in Africa, was an
expert cntlc
*All rig ho echoed. “If I moet ou
in the Ianrurn light on the ice I wouldn’t
know you from Rose of the Desert herself.”
“T'd like Rosc of the Desert to sea Madge
and Tess!” chuckled Polly, as they all went
into the dining-room. "It wonld make her
feel ratiy, I know! Ha, ha, ha!”
Sandwiches were  hastily swallowed,
lemonade was quafied, and then the whole
party sct forth on foot, forming as weird a
i ﬂf figures as one could ever

nd the

The mght was bitterly cold and dark, and
the snow crunched—crunched mnder their
feet as they marched along in the usual
twos and threes. Some carried Chinese
lnnterus and very pretty was the cffect of
their hg ht upon tl r{w whitened ground.

s for the skating-ground, when the party
gotlf.o it they found it looked like fairyland
atself.

There must have been scores of Chinese
lanterns haugmg from the branches of irees
on the margin of the ice, and _more lanterns
still were to be seen on the ice itself, sus-
pended by means of tall poles’ Lady
Elmsley's guests were arriving in merry

artios, and the frosty air rang with all the

aughter and talk, whilst skates were being
fitted on.

The Linton Hall party had no intention,
of course, of keeping to itself. That would
not have been in keeping with the spirit of
carnival at all.

But whilst they were geotting on their
skates thoy remained a distinct batch, and all
their talk consisted of comments on the
other fancy dresses which the lantern light
continually reveal

Obviously a lot of these fine costumes had
been hired from London, All the same,
Lady Elmsley and her friends declared that
the Linton Hall costumes were marvels of
ingenuily, and that they did great credit to
lhulr wearers.

“Well, I'm off!” cried Polly the l’n]w

<,

Bear. as sho fastened the last strap.
tal”

“Half a sec.!” pleaded Betty, and next
minute the little Indian squaw was on the
ice with her chum.
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Then Dolly and Trixie got star
were soon mixed up in the gay thro
was whirling around in the lantern-light, to
the music of the gramophone,

Paula, bugging her Spanish guitar, trod
gingerly down to the edge of tho ice, to find
My, Samuel Weller chivalrously waiting to
give her assistance.

What became of the guitar in the next
minute or so Paula never knew, After
sitting down on it twice rather heavily, she
left it to its fate, and probably it remained
kicking about umongnt ell the skaters.

And now Madge and Tess were ready.

They were the last of the Linton Hall
m”ky to take to the ice, for, after fitiing
on their skates, cach had had to manipulate
the veil covering the lower half of her face.
And, as Tess chuck]ingly remarked, she was
not exactly used to this sort of thing!

Very pretty both girls looked—no mistake
about that—in their picturcsque garb.
Directly they were on the ice the attention
they attracted was so great as to beecome an
embarrassment.

“Shall I find you partners?” asked Lady
Elmsley, who looked very sweot as a China
shopherdess.

Shyly they intimated to Lady Elmsloy
that thc{ would like to skate together for a
lltlln while, and next minute they were
skimming hand in hand round the outer
cle.

Four or five acres at least was the arca of
the ice, and cven so large a number of
revellors as was here to-night could not
mmbd the place.

“ Look, Tess ! exclaimed Madge suddeniy
pulling up at a quict spot. “How pretty
the whole scene is fiour herel”

Tess agreed. She and her chum bad
reached the far side of tho sheet il ice, well
away from the lanterns and clear of other
skaters. © Thus, with darkness all around
them, they were in the right position for
viewing the carnivel as & whole,

“TIt would make a lovely picture; think
T'll do it from memory when I get back to
school,” said Tess, who was quite a promis-
ing artist. “Those lovely lanterns dotting
the scene, all the glow of torches and other
lanterns amongst the people over there—>

“Beautiful!” Madge murmnred, still

azing enraptured. “One only gcts the real
Ecuuty of the scene by standing apart from

cil

¥

e ys lovely here!” repeated Tess, stilt
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i g in the glowing scene which was
suvrounded by the wintry night.

So they lingeved there, watching the ever-
changing group of fantastic figures, whils
their cars caught the pleasant medley of
laughter and tallk, and the ring and clash
of skates,

Behind them, on this remote side of the
ice-covered field, was a big larch wood, the
straight-stemmed trees bordering the tem-
porary lake. Utterly still was the winter's
night—not a breath of wind stivring, or the
girls would have heard the larch wood whis-
pering in its own soft, sad way.

Suddenly, however, Madge and Tess heard
a rustling footfall just inside the woodland,
and thoy looked behind them sharply.

“Someone theret” inuttered Madge, in
surprise. “I should not have expected it.”

“If it is somecone,” said Tess, “I suppose
it is only one of Lady Elmsley’s guesis
coming later to the carmval. t—-

*“Hark!” broke in Madge.
spoke 1"

They listened eagerly, and now, from out
the darkness of the larch wood came a low,
pleasant voice—the voice of a woman—call-
ing them,

Come and help me, please!” was the
tive ery. “Iam in need of help!™
fadge and Tess looked at cach other,
feeling puzeled.

Then, of onc accord, they got off the ice
and advanced between the trees.

et "
“ Someonc

CHAPTER 8.
Prisoners1

i HERE are you?” called Madge.

But that plaintive voice did not

speak again. The only response

to Madgo’s cry was a sharp rustling of the
undergrowth in the woodland,

The two schoolgirls were groping in dark-

ness, and their skates hampered their move-
ments.
“This is rather strange,” muitered Tesa.
“The person might at least answer, Hallo,
lallo!” she called out, “Say what is the
miatter 1™

And again there was no spoken response—
only that continuous rustling noise, as if
somebody was oll entan%lcd by brambles.

Suddenly Madgo halted.

MOROCCO!

“Tess,” she whispered,

shan’t go any farther!”

“And yot, supposing somebody is lying
ill#” returned Tess uneasily. “That may
account for our mnot getting an answer.
']l'lmlo‘rc was certainly that one faint call for
help 1™

“T—I had not thought of that!” exclaimed
Madge. “Then we must go on. But—"

" Better keep together, yos,” broke in Tess,
and they held hands after that, whilst they
pressed along o brambly path between the
dense trees.

All at once Madge Minden was greatly
startled by the way in which her chum fell
to the ground, as if she had had her feet
pulled from under her.

There was a sharp cry from Tess, as she
fell; but in the moment following she
neither moved nor eried ont again, 1t was
j = if she had fainted!

‘ess!  Why, Tess, what's the matter?”
gasped Madge anxiously.

Close though she was to her fallen chum,
she could not see her. N

Pitch dark was the niﬁlthuund wood,
and now, more than ever, Madge regretted
that the pair of them had let themselves
be lured away from tho open ice-field.

She bent down to try and see what was
I.hr: matter with Tess, and then—

“T don’t like it!

It was a sharp, bewildered ery from Madge
as her own feet were suddenly pulled from
under her. .

Down she erashed to the ground heavily,
and beforo she could voice another ery there
was a hand clutching her.

“Silence, English girl!” spoke the sane
female voice that had sounded the alluring
cry for help just now,

Then, whilst Madge and Tess began, both
of them, to struggle desperately, their
mysterious opponent called to someone who
was evidently close at hand: -

“Hussuf { ssuf 1™

Other words went with that namec: but
they were the.words of a forcign tongue.

Fven so, only too well the schoolgirls knew
the fate that had suddenly befallen them.

They were in the hands of Rose of the
Desert and her brother!

Here, withiu,ahoutinf distance of all the
throng of skaters, they had been taken com-
pletely by surprise—made helpless prisoners
almost before they could utter a sound or
offer any resistance !
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Tn a fow moments tho man Hussuf was at
the spot, and what happened after that
filled " the still struggling schoolgirls with
wilder dismay than ever.

Already part of their veil-like raiment
had been wound about fheir heads, so that
each girl felt as helpless as if she weve in a
sack. Now tho enfolding wraps were drawn
tighter, and the two girls were lifted by
strong arms and horne swiftly through the
larch wood,

For perhaps a hundred yards they were
rushed along like this, with ihe springy
branches of the trees lashing and scratching

. their swaddled forms, Then each girl
realised that her captor had got clear of the
wood with her. The hurrying feet crunched
hard snow Jying in the open, whilst all at
once both eaptives heard the [aint humming
of a motor-engine.

Madge realised
hu]r_n[mn next.

Frantically she struggled, but although it
was Roso of the Desert who held her, that
woman seemed to be just as strong as a
man.

Into the waiting motor-car the hapless girl
was bundled, to find herself sprawling
beside her equally ill-fated chum.

The engine roared to life, and the car
went bounding off over rough. ground.

. . . . . . .

then what was going to

"'I."nll?'—"

“Iallo-ce, Betty! What's up?*
- “Have you seen anything of Madge and
Tersis 997

y Barton asked the question fully an
hour after the carnival had started.,

“Queer you should ask me that!”
wed Polly. “I was just wondering
what had become of those two girls
and Dolly came skating by, and
ty called to them:
HSeen Madge and Tess, you girls?”

“ No,” answered Trixie and Dolly breath-
lessly, as they pulled up on the ico for a bit
of falk, “Nol since we first got our skates

. -

“Well, that is funuy!” answered Polly.
“Where ave they, then*”

“ Perhaps Panla ean toll ns. Pavla, dear,”
'!:slh(m!.cd Betty, *bave you scen Madge and

"oss T

And again
ANRWEr.

“I have been dwagged wight and left—

ex-
¥

&

there was a disappointing
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positively dwagged!” declared Paula. " But
I have not seen those geals, no!”

The rather puzzled silence that followed
this statement ended with a muttered
“Um!” from Betty.

“I suppose they must have gone back to
the Hall for some reason or other,” she re-
flecled aloud. **But I should have thoughr.
they would let us know before they went.”

“Yes, wather!” agreed Paula. “I twust
we bave not offended them in any way,
goeals 7™

“ Absurd !” said Polly. *“Madgo and Tess
ave not like that; they don't take offence.
Besides—an  evening of this kind, when
everything is a joke|”

“Ti §s no joke, wondering what has bo-
come of those two,” rejoined Dolly Delane.
“T think something ought to be done about
it.”

“Yes, wather!”

Betty was of the same opinion, too, and
the upshot of it all was that they found Mrs.
Linton and Miss Somerfield, and explained
their anxiety,

“What's that T hear you saying?” cried
Jack Linton, suddenly joining the group on
the ice. **Madge and Tess not here?”

“No. It's very peculiar, Jack, but—"

“P'oculiar 1” he cried. *‘ Here, Mr. Somers
field, and you, dad! These givls are say-
ing that Madge and Tess are missing I*

And so the news spread until the whole
gny carnival had been brought to a com-
plete stoppage by reason of this unlooked-
for incident.

The more it was discussed the more
uncasy did everybody feel.

Lady 1lmsley’s people tried to dispel the
alarm™ by edvencing various plausibla
theories, but none would hold water.

Jack Linton quitted the ice suddenly, and
started to take off his skates. That done,
+ explained his intention with business-like
erispnesa.

“(Uoing back to the Hall,” he said. “And
I'd rather not wait for the rest of yon.”

Then he was off, his familiarity with cvery
yard of .the couniryside enabling him to
makeo good speed in spite of the darkness.

This business about Madge and Tess was
worrying bim.

p to a minute or two ago he had been
larking about as gaily es snybody; now,
even as he ran on, he got rid of most of his
absurd make-up, feeling that the time for
fooling was over. *
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He flung away the bowler hat, rubbed off
the painted “moustache,” and, one way and
other, looked quite his normal self again by
ihn" fime he rcached the gates of Linton
Hall,

Streaking up the carriage-drive, he burst
into the entrance-hall, crying eagerly:

*“ Madge—Tess! Madge!”

There was no answer. Two or three of
the servants came from the kitchen, agape
with surprise, and he panted a question at
them :

“Have a couple of the girls been back
since we staried out?”

‘No, sir! Oh, no!”

“Then whero—what——"

He checked his bewildered cries, and
mado a rush for the stairs. Mounting
them three at a time, he was soon in the
corridor outsido the bed-room occupicd by
the missing couple.

“Madge—Tess 1

Tor he thought they might have come
back to the house, and come up here with-
ouk being heard by the servants.

But again there was no answer.

Down the stairs he wont. and as soon as he
was oub in the grounds he sent a ringing

shout into the durkness:
“ Madge—Tess! Hallo, hallo! Coo-ece!.
Coo-cce I

Still no answer.

All he heard at last was the excited voices
of Botty, Polly, and tho rest, heralding the
husty return of all the Linton Hall party
from the ice.

Ho ran to
excitedly :

“They are not at the house!
oE“tbgm a'nywhnre!”

hat "

mest them, crying out

No sign

“The servants say nobody has heen back!”
he panted, facing the scared-looking throng
on the snowy drive. “Sa what does it
mean? That’s what I want to know-—what
does it mean?”

Mr. Linton, after the moment’s balt,
resumed his hasty strides towards the house.

“Tho telephone!” he muttered. “I am
going to 'phone the police!”

And by the time the rest of the party got
indodrs they could tell, from his exasperated
cries, that he had already been ringing and
iz at the instrumont until his patience
lost.

o girls raced u
to change ont of all

to their rooms, theve
their ridiculous attire
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with lightning speed. Like Jack Linton,
they felt that it was awful to be made-up
in carnival attire now that matters had
taken such a serious turn. They knew, too,
that Jack Somerfield was also getting rid of
a costume which had ccased to be amusing.

“What a time.dad is getting on to the
police ! Polly exclaimed, as she heard her
father almost raving at the 'phone down in
the library. “I've never known quite such
a bad delay!”

“Would it be tho veather?” asked Betty,

“But it was all right—no delay at all—this
aftornoon,” answered Polly.  “Dad was
using it then, you rememb

They hurried away, mecting their chums
in the corridor, and all five girls passed
down the stairs together, $

“Exehange! Hallo—hallo!™
was still s}mutiu!;{ in the libra
thore, exchange 1™

Hec gave another twirl at the instrument,
still hoping to make himself heard by the
exchange operator sevoral miles away.

“ Always the way !” he fumed, whilst the
girls ho d at the threshold, watching
and waiting. “ Whenever thore is an urgent
call, T—7
“Hark, dad!’ eried out Polly. “Some-
one is calling to you from upstairs—it is
Mr. Somerfield, I fancy!"

In the selfsame instant, a basty step
sounded on the stairs, and the girls fell
apart as they saw Jack Somerficld dash
down into the hall and eomoe whirling to-
wards the library door.

“You can't get on, Mr. Linton?”

“No, bother them!” shouted the gentle-
man, still holding the instrument in readi-
ness for the call. “There has not been the
least answer!”

“No wonder!” was Jack
grim reply. * Vou are cut off !I"

“Cut off—"

“Yes. I have just discovered that the
telephone wires have been cuf, ocutside a
landing window, upstairs.”

“Then we are isolated !” gasped Mr. Lin-
ton. ‘““A proof that there has been some
villainy afoot!™

“And those two girls—oh, what has hap-
pencd to them!” eried out Miss Somerfiold,
in great distress. “Mr. Linton, you know
I am closely concerned in’ all this—"

“You are bound to be,” he said hoarsely.
“You are the girl's headmistress at Mor-
cove School, hough they were hére as

My. Liunton
“Are you

Somerfield’s
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guests, and you were in no way respouns-
sible for them, any harm that may befall
them is bound to grieve you terribly!”
“Po Madge—poor Tess!” exclaimed
tv.” “But what hn.rm can pmsslblv have
bc‘fallnn them?  Tinless—"
Unless whai? jerkel oub

Jack Linton

eagoer

“Unless,” sail Betty slowly, “they have
heen u\nhuml by Rose of the Desert and
her people!

As those words weve uttered, Jack Somer-
field struck a clenched hand to his head in
sudden horror.

“Betty is right!” Le panted. “That is
the explanation! Madge and 'Toss are in
the bands of the Susahlahs! Those ser-
vants of the sultan have made captives ot
the girls!™

“For what reason?” quavered Diss
Sometfield, looking as white as death.

“For what reason indecd!” was Jack
Somerfield’s  groaning  answer. “The
Lamp of Susahlah bas bheen destroyed for
ever, and this, surely, is their method of
re\'(\nga"’

“You mean that they will be taken out
of England?” asked Mr. Lmtcn huskily.
“Taken fo their far-off country?”

Jack Somerficld shrugged his shoulders
helplessly.

“I am afraid that is what I do mean,”
he returned.

Tor a tense moment silcnee lelgnod.

“In that case,” said Betty suddenly, “we
must go afte them.

“Hear, hear!” rnnd Polly excitedly.

“Of course 1 shall go after them,”
Jack Somerficld. “Naturally——"
“we,’ ¥ pubt in Betty l"tm]y

“But, my dear young lady

“ Morcove to the resen eried Polly.
“You can’t leave us bebind, Mr. Somer-
ﬁz-]d, ean he, zw]a""

No, no, no

Jack gazed at their cager
brief instai

“By Jove,” he said at length, “if by any
possible chanee it conld be managed— il
vou could all accompany N0, TV,
don’t all spuak at once! T must think this
out: I won't promise. Still, there’s an out-

de _chance. " To-morrow I'll give vou a
finite answer,”

said

faces for a
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CHAPTER o,
The Schoolgirl Hostages!

LL through the hot African day not
A a living being had visited this tiny
oasis in the heart of the desert.
The glassy surface of the shady
poois had never once been rippled by the
touch of man, beast, or bird.

Vividly green, nmndt the surrounding
waste of white sond, this cool, verdant spot
had scemed as lifcless as they.

But now, towards sunset, the tall date-
palms werc canopying quite a fair-sized
party of travellers.

They were natives, and they had come
in, an hour since, upon the backs of their
tireless camnels.

Here, evidently, they would rest for the
night, for already a fow quaint-rigged tents
of camel-cloth had been set up. The un-
laden beasts of the desert had beon taken
apart to be tended by their men, and were
now all a-kneel, but with heads still ner-
vously ercct, after the manner of their
kind.

Already, too, a camp fire had been lit,
and to and fro between this fire and one
of the still pools went a man, who was pre-
paring an evening real.

Tt scemed as if the tiny camp was to be
kept in two sections—one for the men-
folk and the otber for the women. The
choicest spot had been set apart for this
latter scotion, and its tents were the first
to_be completed.

Down dropped the fiery sun to an_horizon
that was dead level, and swiftly the deep
shadows of moving people and stately trees
lengthened upon the grass Then, sud-
denly the light seemed all gone. A wind
stivred across tho sun-baked sands, and the
palms rustled.

Checking all the excitable yet quiet move-
ments of the whole party, there now
sonnded the winding note of a horn. Tt
was a eall to prayer, and all in a moment
these people had ceased their activities.

They turned to the cast, where already »
few stars were flashing forth in the velveh
sky. Silence reigned, and then the faintest
murmur of musical voices, murmuring some
formnla in unison, blended with the whis-
pering of the palms.

Whilst all ible in the opon air were
still dr-\outlv knecling. the flap of one m
the women’s fents was drawn aside, o

owxN "

-
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two girlish figures in native dresses stepped
forth together,

Not only were they taking no part in the
sunset call to prayer, for all -they were
dressed as daughters of the desert, they
stood and looked at the kneeling figures
with all the awed expression of strangers
in a strange land.

In a few moments one girl plucked the
other gently by the sleeve, and they passed
in silence to a part of the camping ground
remote from the rest of the party,

Then one of these girls spoke.

“The mountains, Tess!” she said, in the
English of any British schoolgirl. * How
close they scem to us now!”

“Yeos, Madge,” sighed the other heavily.

“One more day on the back of that camel,
and I suppose we shall be all amongst then).
They look pretty black and terrible, don’t
they? And I had a sort of idea that there
was no mountains at all in this part of the
world, only hundreds upon hundreds of
miles of smooth desert!™”

“QOne lives and learns, Tess dear,” mur-
nured the other girl, with an air of being
desperately - cheerful in the fact of gr
adversity. “What an interesting experi-
enee it would be, if only—"

1f only we were tourists ! struck in the
girl Tess. “Cooks' tourists, secing the
tame part of North Africa ns thousands of
British _tourists will see it during this
winter holiday-time! But we are off the
bcnlf-:;n track, Madge—we know it only too
well I

“Winter 1” Madge mused aloud. “Yes,
it is only January, and how many days is
it since_you and I wero spending Christ-
mas in Linton Hall, with Polly Linton and
Betty Barton and Paula, and——

“0Oh, Madge darling, don’t!” quaveved
Tess. “When we don’t know for certain
that we shall ever see the Homeland again,
it gives one such a pang to think of old
Morcove, the life that was ours before we
wore snatched away like this!”

Madge made no rejoinder, but slipped her
hand into Tess’, as if to restore that girl's
fortitude.

“Now it is quito dark—so suddenly the
night falls!” Tess exclaimed, in a moment,
“Yet I can still see those mountains over
there in the east, Madge. The stars—oh,
sco what millions of stars! They come
right down to the mountain crests. And

to-morrow ! Madge darling, oh, Madge!
Am 1 poing to be a coward?”

“Hush, dear! No, you are very brave,
Tess. How can cither of us, mere school-
girls from England, help feeling just a
little afraid when the night shuts down?
Even if wo were with our own people, Tess,

there is something in the vastness and,
silenco of the desert that is ferrible!”
“And we are not with friendst We are

helpless captives who were snatebed from
the very midst of those we love, to be
brought all this way, to this strange land,
to bo taken beyond those great mountains
which hide the city of Susahlah!™

Toss Trelawney’s voice was full of
anguish as she said this, and hor companion
wag going to murmur some further hearten-
ing words, when both girls were startled by
a light footfall close behind them.

Against the firelit background of pr
tive tents and clustered palms, they saw a
young womwan advancing towards them.

Hers was a lithe, slender figure that had
never known any other dress save that of
her native country. IFor she was a woman
of Northern Africa, and another day or
two at most wonld seo ber within the white
walls of her people’s secret city.

Although this woman was the girls' chief
custodian, they did not shrink from her
with any shuddering sense of aversion.
Maybe hor breast harboured a spirit that
could be stern and even erucl; but Madge
and Tess would have been the first 10 give
her credit for having treated them gently
ever since that fateful hour when they
wera made captives.
k‘sllm spoke to them in English of a quaint

ind.

“Were you not tired, English girls, abter
the long day on the camel’s back, that you
bad no desire for restY And yet it was
our first thought, to prepare a tent for you,
before night should fall.”

“Surely,” protested Madge, *‘there was
no harm in our taking a turn in the open?
haps you fear we were planning to

escape
“1f that is s0,” added Tess heavily, “you
need not b& uneasy, Rosc of the Desert.
Escape! Is it likely, now?”
The beautiful”woman cast her dark eyes
round about, and laughed musically.
“The English girls would be foclish in-
deed to flee when I and my peonle are ok

-
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Jooking I she said. “For the stranger to
this Jand ouly death in the trackless (lusé-rt
o,

will never be so mad as to think
1 be safety for youw in flight. Be-
trist you—>"
hat_is good of you, I am sure,” said
Madge Minden, with a touch of hauteur.
“But you will remember that we have not
given promise not to escape!™

“Al, you English girvls!” Rose of the
Jusert ¢xclaimod, Jaughing softly again.
“How idle it is for you to tell again
and again, that there is no promise not to
escape!  Yet it is a thing that pleases me,
too. I am of a race that despises those
who would give their word and then break

cant be the end to any wanderings!
then, yol

it

The darkness fell a shade deeper ar
them, and now the desert wind came i
sudden cold blast against their faces.
" “Come!” Rose of the Desert ordored
them, not toe sternly. “You would do
Dieteer to rest, Bnglish givls. Night is upon
us, and in the (fnrkness the voice of the
desert somnctimes speaks sadly! I would
not have you suffer moro than is ncees-
sary

vl
a

so of the Desert—oly, listen for a

moment pleaded Tess, “You seem o
pity 2

“One may pity, and yvet be firm,” the
woman answ quickly. “This night
vou narn in ht of the inountains of

Susahlab, and your own country and those
you love must seem far from you indeed!
T am young; my heart is not much more
than the beart of a girl in many ways,
and so I can sorrow’for thee in thy cap-
tivity, Liven so "

Making another pause, she suddenly drew
hersell very erect, assuming all the pose of
a very queen amongst women.

“F tell thee this, English girls!” she ex-
claimed, her dark eyes Hashing like the
stars overhead. “If it were to be done
again, T wounld.do it!”

“I ecan hardly believe it possible,” de-
murred Madge, “Like my fellow captive,
T Teol flink You Jook &t ta ofben, i our bolg:
lessness, and fecl regrot—

“Never!” Rose of the Desert declared
vehemently. “The thing that and my
companions did was for our country and
our master, the sultan. So would we do
it fifty times over, rather than prove our-
selves to be only worthless cowards!”
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Tess heaved a hard sigh
“Well, it is a crucl shamo!” she ex-
claimed,  with intense  bitterness. A

shame that what you consider your duty to
your conntry has led you to bring us away
from England. Apart from the misery
and suspense it means for us, think of
what our people at home are suffering I

“Yes,” added Madge sadly. “They do
not know——>

“They will know, ere long,” Rose of the
Desert broke in.  Her soft tone showed that
she was not untouched by the girl’s dream.
“To-morrow, we reach the mountain pass
that fakes us to the city of Susahlah; that
secret pass through the mountains which
only one man of your race has ever found—
the man Somerfield. Socon, O English girls,
you will be inside the eity walls——

“And then?” questioned Madge breath-
lossly,

“Then—I tell it for+thy peace of mind—
thero will go forth a message to yourg)copln
in Enxlnng, from the sultan himself. e
will say, ¢ Deliver into my hands tho miss-
ing fragment of the Lamp of Susahlah, and
the two English girls shall be delivered up
to you.' "

“The missing Iragment of the lamp!”
echoed Tess, in a dull, despairing tone.

“That is what our fate is to turn upon!
If the missing fragment is not in anybody’s
possession—what then?”

“Night has cast its gloom upon your
mind, English girl,” returned the Rose of
the sert softly. “Take comfort from
what I tell thee. That missing fragment
is not lost for ever! T and those who were
with me in England—we say it cannot have
been utterly lost. It was found—by whoin,
we cannot guess; but it was found! And
so it will come into our master the sultan’s
hands at last, and then wilt thou be let to
go in peace.”

How remote, indeed, seemed all hope of
their secing England again!

CHAPTER 10,
From England, Perhaps!
ITH heavy hearts they followed
Rose of the Desert benecath the
alms to the low tent that had
cen set apart for them.
A quoer little lantern was shedding its
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bluish light upon the interior, and the girl
saptives saw fR'at. blankets bad been spread
for them upon the dry sand, whilst on a
metal tray some food and drink had been
set for them,

“Is there anything you lack?” Rose of
the Desert asked, standing just inside the
tent. ‘““Tell me, and I, Rose of the Desert,
will bring it with my own haads.”

“Qur English clothes,’”. Madge seized this
opportunity to mention. *You have m
us wear garments like yours, and we do
not like them, We are not_used to them.”

‘“And yet,” Rose of the Desert retorted,
with a faintly mocking smile, “were you
not dressed evon as I am, on the night
when we captured youi”

“That was only for fun,” sighed Tess.
“It was a festival on the ice—what the
English call a carnival, Madge and I only
dressed up like that—"

“TFor a mockery !” exclaimed Rose of the
Descrt, as if she felt it as an insult that
her Eastern garb had been imitated. “ But
you have not been made to wear those
things as punishment for the mockery. It
was said to me by El Valiante, who is chicf
of all of us, that you must wear tho dress
of this country across the desert.” :

“We were wearing ordinary English
clothes under our disguise, at the carnival,”
Madge said; “thoso clothes are with us
now, Why cannot we be allowed to wear
them, then?™

“When the desert !5 behind wus,” said
Rose of the Desert, “when we have passed
the mountains of Susahlah, and are in
sight of the city then shall you drvess as
English girls again, But until then, it is
not_safe.”

“Not safe? Why—"

“El Valiante himself has said it. Per-
chance, someone that is not of our tribe
might pass us in the desert, and he would
go his way, to talk to others of what he had
seen.”

As she finished this explapation, the
woman turned with all her native grace
to leave the tent. Holding the flap aside,
she looked round yet once again to speak
a final word,

A huge moon had risen above the jagged
outline of the rmountain range, and Rose
of the Desert’s queenly fignre was sil-
houetted against the silvery light.

“May thy sleep to-night be without
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dreams,” she murmured, with the old hint
of compassion in her tone. “ Th art
prisoners for me to guard carcfully, not to
befriend, And yet I pity thee.” .

Then she was gone, letting the flap of the
tent fall behind her,

Madge fastencd it for the night, and
then she and Tess ate a dittle of the food
and drank some warm coffec.

It was a meal that occupicd only a ninute
or so, and it was eaten in silence. =~ DBoth
girls were as weary as they were dejegted.

The long day’s ride on the pitching back of
a camel had made them feel far more
fatigued than ever the longest cross-
country tramp had done, in the old days at
Morcove School.

Ah, those happy schooldays !

Little had they dreamed, when they were
saying good-bye to the dear old school, on
break-up day, that hundrods of leagues
would lie between them and Morcove before
half the winter holidays were over |

‘When they had laid themselves down, close
together, upon the spread blankets, and had
drawn_others about them for warmth—for
the night was alrcady bitterly cold—they
could not sleep at once, although they were
50 Weary.

The tired minds retained thoughts of Eng-
land and those desr to the bearts of tho
girls; their parents, their school chums—
all the lmpély company with whom they bad
been :Een ling C{\]nstmas at Linton Hall,
when this strange fatc overtook them.

There came a moment for Madge Minden
—and perhaps it was the same with Tess
Trelawney—when, lying here in the desert
tent, on the borderland of sleep, she fancied
she was back in England.

It was the night of the ice carnival, and
she was with all the Christmas revellers
again, skimming around on her skates by
the light of all tha pretty Chineso lanterns.

Aud, in twos and threes, she saw all her
dear friends afnin; was exchanging happy
talk with Betiy Barton and Polly Linton;
could hear Paula Creels drawling voice; was
having a laugh with Trixie Hope and Dolly
Delane over some joke or gther,

Then she scemed to be with Polly Linton’s
brother, Jack; handsome, manly Jacl
Linton, who had sat next to her at the
Christmas dinner,

He and she had pulled bon-bons together,
and had exchanged trinkets—just for fun.
There was that other Jack, too—Jack
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Bomerfield, brother to the headmistress of
Morcovo Scheol; again  Madge, iu  her
dreamy doze, could see the tall, impressive
figure of the adventurous traveller, and she
felt how wonderful it was that a man who
had faced such dreadful perils out here in
the wilds of North Africa had cver been
able to remain so boyish and light-hearted.

Bilent was tho wluﬁc camp by now, and
all around it lay the vast desert, just as
silent, too, Yet even this deathlike stillness
served to bring Madge back sharply, now
and then, from her flights of fancy to'u pain-
ful sense of her actual position,

For, i this intense hush of night in the
desert, there was a veminder, more emphatie
than any sound co have been, of the
hundreds of miles that lay between these
two girls, and the mere edge of civilisation,

Such silence—it was not merely the silence
of a countey different from England; it was
like the silence of another world !

And yet, suddenly, out of the intense still-
ness of the sandy plains and the starry
heavens, there camo one sound inscparablo
from llwuﬁht of civilised places.

Madge heard it, and she lifted her head
to listen keenly. E

The hum-hum-bum of motor
droning far-off in the darkness!

Hum-hum-hum !

The faiut noise persisted, although it did
not grow much louder.

“Toss!” whispered Madge.

There was no response, and Madge knew
then that lLer enua{‘ly hapless captive had
fallen asleep at last.

It scemied o shame to wake her; and yet

engines,

—— "That sound, of all sounds, breaking |

the solemn silence of these African wastes!

Was it a motor-car? How could it be
o car, oub here in the desert®

Hum—hum—hum ! The noise went on, as
constant as the droning of an acroplane,

An acroplane!

Madge caught her breath excitedly as this
explanation Hashed upon her mind.

ot a car, but an acroplane !

Even now, however, she folt it was kindest
not to wake her chum. Only, she must get
up and go Lo the door of the tent, to look out
and listen.

Gently she turned aside her coverings, and
tried to rise without disturbing her chum.
But that girl was uul}y sleeping lightly,

I in a moment, Toss was starting up,
fully awake,

“Why Madge—"

“Hush, dear! It is all right. But T heard
a sound outside. Hark! Isn't thap an
acraplane, 'L'osst"

For barely a moment did Tess give her
ear to the droning sound before she ex-
claimed softly :

“Yes! You arc right, Madge, that must
be an acroplane | But—oh, Madge, darling,
doesn’t it make you think of Engfami again!
That sound—out here !”

They rose lo their feet very quietly, and
went fo the tent entrance.

Unfastening the blanket that was drawn
across the opening, they stood close to-
gether, peering all over the inarvellous sky
with its myriad flashing stars,

Yes, it was an acroplane.

They traced it by its sound lo a certain
part of the heavens, and, although they
could not sce it, cven a$ a speck in the moon-
light. they still gazed in that direction
yearningly, -

“The people in that machine are most
likely Britishers,” Tess said, in a whisper of
intense anguish. “If they knew, Madge—
oh, if ouly they could know that we are
horo, helpless captives in the hands of these
Alfvicans [

“Look " Madge exclaimed, in sudden
great excitement. I can see its light, Tess1
Can you mako it out—that light like a mov-
ing start"”

“Y¥Yes! Oh, Madge, how good it is«to
sce and hear it! A bit of civilisation—a bit
of Englund! Which way is it going, Madge?
How strange for an aeroplanc to be going
ri.\]i,;’ll)_t over tho desert!”

adge answered, trying to keep the note
of despair out of her voice:

“I expect it is some long distance journecy
for a race or a test. Somcone has probably

got up onother trans-African trip. You

know there was one some time ago, Wo

used to read about it in the papers.”
“¥Yes,"” responded less heavily. “And

thn;-flhny won't come down anywhere near
here! Even if it were daytime they would
have nothing to land for here. And_ they
are going over us in the night. They’ll be
gone soon !

Even as tho poor girl said the words, it
seemed as if the drone of the powerful en-
gines became a Httle fainter.

And now, still standing at the opening in
tho tent. the hapless girls heard sounds
which told them that the acroplane had dis-
turbed others.

Closo at hand they heard the voices of
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Rose of the Desert and her women com-

is.

e men’s tents were a couple of hundred
yards away, and yet the muttering of El
Valiante and his inferiors was also audible.

Fainter and fainter the sound in the
became, until it died away altogether. An
then, with only the murmur of barbavie
voices to listen to, tho girls fastened up the
flap of the tent and turncd back to their
pile of blankets, almost wishing that the tan-
talising hum of the ’planc had never reached
their ears.

“You will think me silly, Madge dear,”
was Tess’s rueful remark, when they were
sottling down again; *“but I couldn’t help
thinking, perhaps it was a rescue-party from
LEngland 1”

“T had just the same thought, darling,”
Madge answered consolingly. “So if you
were silly, I was, too! The momont 1 fivst
heard that sound and knew it for what it
was, I thchht to myself : * Supposing—oh,
supposing—friends_have come by acroplane,
to try and find and save us1”

CHAPTER 11}
Waiting!

{ the glare of high noon, on the following

l day, a young man in Arab-like dress

stood scarching the horrizon of the

desert with a pair of British ficld-glasses.

The spot on which he stood was a rocky

one, at the foot of a mountain forming part

of the giant range secn by Madge and Tess
on the previous evening.

At first sight, it would have seemed as 1f

i

this Jonely figure was in a placc morc appal
lingly desolate than cven the
desert. Yet he hi

imself knew that within a
stones throw of where he stood there was
that which the desert did not hold—a
definite track for such native travellers as
ever came this way.

He was at the very beginning of the pass
across the mountains into the fnnd of mys-
mry that lay beyond.

““Nothing " he said to himself, in perfect
English, lowering the glasses for a moment,
after his fifticth sweep of the horizon. *“ But
they will come—they must come this way,
and no other. Somerficld said so—and
Somerfield knows !”

He had only just comforted himself with
this muttered remark, when the rattle of a
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pebble close behind him made this strangs
sentinel face about sharply.

The field-glasses fell from his grasp and
hung by their strap, whilst he clapped a
hand to some weapon that was ready for
service.

Then came a sound that banished the
ready-to-fight look from his handsome face.
Hi heard a girl's voice whispering in Eng-
ish :

“Don’t shoot, please! It's only me—
Betty 1"

“ Botty 1"

“ And your own sister Polly!” added an-
other girlish voice.

Next mowment, the speakers emerged from
cover; and here, in this barbaric wilderness
at the foot of the Susahlah mounating, stood
a couple of English schoolgirls—in English
clothes, too!

“ My word, if you don’t clear out sharp!”
the young man ih native disguise said, half-
seriously, shaking a brown fist at the couple.”
“(ict back to the others, I tell you!"

“You never know who may sec you

“Gracious, I didn’t think you would_ be
so huffy with us!” said Betty Barton. “1I'm
sorry.” she added, with genunino regret; but
her chum, the madeap of Morcove School,
struck in scornfully :

“Took here, Jack darling, you and the
pater and Mr, Somerfield are not goiug io
have all the thrills! Betty and T didw’t join
the expedition simply to look on. Neither
did mother, and Paula Creel, and Trixie
and Dolly ! :

Jack Linton came away from his look-out
post to reason with the girls.

“You'll get your whack of peril and excite-
ment before we are back in Euvgland, never
fear,” he said grimly. “ We may yet sec you
having te disguise yourselves as Susahlah
girls, to help in the rescue—""

“1t is the reason why we were allowed to
join the expedition,” said Polly Linton, “so
if you think such talk frightens us, Jack, you
are mistaken 1"

The brother cyed his cheeky sister with a
cortain degree of admiration.

_ “Jove, but you ave a couple! In fact, the
whole lot of you, including DPeula the
drawler, are the limit for nerve!”

“Yes, wather!” came jn an eoric sort of
murmur from amongst the giant rocks.

“Whaty you, too!” gasped Jack Linton,
gazing at the dainty figure of Paula Creel,
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as that girl suddenly appeared before his
eyes,

“Yes, wather 1 Paula answered—more by
habit than by way of soothing the indignant

Jack.

Soothed he certainly was not.

*“ Look here”--and he would have clutched
his hair desperately, if it had not been for
the risk of spoiling his skilful disguiso—
“have we come nll the way from England,
by aeroplane, for a picnie?™

* Anything Lut [ said Polly, with a grim
smile. i

“Then what the dickens—"

“Gwacious, how extwemecly cwoss you
ave |” protested Paula demurely. * Weally,
geals, this life is vewy twying, don’t you
knowi If I siay at the seerct carup we have
made for ourselves, 1 have to put up wfith

I

Mpr. Somerlicld’s fwivolous woemarks,

take a bwiof stwoll to see if Jack has any
news to weport, I get my head snapped oll'!
Howevah A

“Well.” burst in Jack, with a resigned
shrug, ©it's your look-out !

“¥Yes, wathor [

“Hxcuse me, Jack darling,”” said Polly,
it is your look-out, isn't it? You bhave
been keeping a look-out ever since mine
o'cloek this niorning, and we have got simply
fed up with suspense !

*Besides which, we felt anxious on your
own account,” said Betty.

*Oh, of courso!” scoffed Jack. “I'here is
‘not a liviug being anywhere round about
this part,” he added. “ You know what Mr.
Someriteld said—and he knows. Natives may
come down the pass, or may come towards
it from the desert; but all this wild, rocky
ground round about us—it is lifeless from
one year's end to the other,

“ Just =0 !” his sister took him up triwnph-
antly. “And so what nonsense it was to
suggest that we were running into danger |
Besider, we cume along very cautiously.”

“Yes, wather !’ agreed Paula. “1 find it
exliwemely adl ble to cweep vewy cauti-
ously wound the wocks ! Betty deah—Polly !

ave you scen the dwoadful lizards? They
are a8 big as dwagons!™”

“Ahem!” said Polly. “As big as that!
Well, put it all down when you come to
write your book about the expedition, Paula
ﬂoa‘r‘! Ha, ha,

L)

It _was good to hear that nmrrﬁellug'h
ringing out in such a spot as this—the samo
mirthful langhter which had so often grected

Lizards as big as drugons !
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TPaula  Creel’s fatuous talk at Morcove
School.

But now Juck Linton was again soanning
the sandy plain with his glasses, and thera
came n startled exclamation which drew a
panted question from the three girls.

“Y¥Yes, Jack, what is it? Do you see—

“At last!” he burst ouk, still peering
through the glasses.

They were levelled to the far-off horizon,
where the hazy white of sun-baked sand
merged into the azure sky.

_Betty, Polly, and Paula gezed with un-
aided vision in the same direction, but could
see nothing—nothing | Only the level plains,
with the heat quivering above them.

“I tell”you they are coming!” Jack ex-
claimed & moment later. “ A party of travel-
lers on camels—natives, of course, And it
must be El Valiante and his people—""

“With Madge and Tess as their
prisoners!” chimed in DBetty tensely. “Oh,
how this makes mc tremble with excitemont
—the longing to do semething—anything !—
for thosn girls!”

“Yes,” nodded Polly, who was grave
enough now. * Even if it wero only to let
them know that we are out here, determined
to rescuc them | We bave reached the Pass
of Susahlah in advance of them all, thauks
to that wonderful acroplane. = ut Madgo
and Tess—how it would surprise them cven
to know that we have left England, let alone
that weo arc here 1™

Jack lowered the glasses for & moment.

“Now, girls, go back to the others, and
you know that the timo for all fun is over,
I think you a lot of bricks to keep smiling,
as you do. It was fine to hear you joking
about things, a while back, as if 1t was
all a spree within a mile of Morcove School !
But now &

“We will go back, yes,” Belly assented
gravely. “Only—oh, Jack, do lot us each
have oune pesp through the glasses

“Well, sharp about it!” he said, “That
caravan is coming along ut a puce, and they
may havoe glassos, too!”

“Bai Jove!” Paula said, ducking low. "I
nevah thought of that!”

Betty took her pecp through the lenscs,
and wonderful it was to sec whal they madoe
visible amidst the noontide haze—a snall
procession of camels, the beasts swinging
along one behind the other, each with its
burden of passenger or baggage.

“But 1 can’t see Madge or Tess! Oh, 1
can't sce them ! the girl fumed regretfully,




wling the glasses to DPolly. “They are too
off, of cour:

Polly took her good leok at the advancing
party, and Paula had her peep. Then they
zig-zagged their way amoungst the giant rocks
and boulders, leaving Jack still on the look-
out.

Tho rocky wilderness abounded in Flm'g:s
where scores of people might surely le in
wait and spy out upon the camel-riders when
they went past making for the monutain
But the girls had resolved when they
ked upon this daring adventure, that
the most trilling order from their elders was
to be obeyed implicitly. And the order was,
at present, no Ehowmf even a hair of one's
head over the tep of uny shelicring rock
while the caravar went by |

Tt was Jack Somerfield who had decreed
this, and, as Polly’s brother had said, Jack
Somerfield knew! 2

He knew—no one bettor—the most un-
canny powers of the people of the desert to
know when they weie being watched, oven
from afar. I was a_ saying of his, a man
like El Valiavte could see round a rock with
that eagle eye of his.

“8o they ate in sight, Jack?”

That cool remark made Polly's brother
jump with surprise, for, with the fiekl-glasses
again gluod to his cyes, he had been quite
unaware of a solitary figure, dressed as he
was, coming up behind him,

It was Jack Somerfield; but it is sale to
say that this bearded man might have
walked through the very sirecets of the seeret
city of Susahlah yonder beyond this moun-
tain range, and uone would ever have
scented the Dritisher beneath the disguise
he wore,

1t was not that he was mpade up for ihe
part better than Jack Linton. But Somer-
ficld, the adventurer of old, in this barbaric
land knew how to live the part as well as
look it. That tongue of his so fond of boy-
ish witticisms coul sg‘ea the Susahlah
langnage as it was spoken in the sultan’s
own palace.

Polly’s brother handed the glasses to his
friend who was his senior by ten years or
niore, and for a full minute not a word
pa;

Then Somerfield returned the glasses with
uick ¢

“Thanks. Yes, Jacky boy, ‘the camels aro
coming,’ if you don't object to my taking
Kbertios with a certain phrase. And we are
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going to stand in ihe very dust they kick up
as they go by 1
“Yes,” said Jack, with a thrust of the

jaw, as if the lighily spoken words were
rcally o rallying cry fo one’s fighling spirit.
“Well, you know I'm ready. lleady for
anything 1"

“Huh 1” said his friend, and that was all
for the moment. Then he said, laying a hand
upon the lad’s shounlder :

“But it will he all right, my son: trust
me! T shall pass the time of the day with
El Valiante Eimsclf, as if I were an old
pal of his, you sce.”

I trust you right enough, sir. And, cven
if the lh:'nIg were a hundred times riskier
ihau it is, I'd still be game for the venture !
'1§ only we can catch the cye of Madge and

‘ess——

“We shall have made a good start, that’s
a cert.,” agreed the elder Juck. “Dan't
forget you are deaf and dumb, Jack boy.
Quite a_ common complaint amengst theso
people, I assure you 1™

So they talked on, with the cheerful forti-
tude of Britishers ready to come to grips
with the foc.

Out of the shimmening haze came the
camel-riders, drawing swiftly ncarer.
was a long line of beasts, no two of them
abreast of cach other. Foremost rodo the
men of the party, and it was probably El
Valiante himself who sat the first camel.

Baggage. beasts came next, and last of all
were ﬁlu women and girls, with only one
man riding at the very tail of the long pro-
cession, by way of guard.

Another hour brought the camels so close
to the foot of the pass that tho two Jacks
could hear such minor noises as the proces-
sion was making.

“We shall be all right,” Somerficld mur-
mured steadily, “if only they do not halt
here for a rest! If the; Yei El
Valiante will surely push on as far as ho
can during the day. So we'll hope for the
best, Jacky boy 17

Young ]{inmn made no response,

With the foremost camel now only a
quarter of a mile away, he had started o
act as well as look the part he was to play.

A vacant look camo into his intelligent
face; his figure grew slack, giving him al-
together & very half-witted appearance.

n a sort of childlike way, he shuffled
around, stooping to pick up bits of stones,
twigs—anything that seemed to catch his

o
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becile fancy. And, after toying with theso
for a little while, ho dnnpped them idly, only
mek up other foolish trifles.

nd now both he and his trusly friend

heard the veice of 1l Valiante, tulling back
over one shoulder to the man an the =econd
camel,

“Steady does it, Jack Loy !”
field's last myrnur to young Linton, *
ure splendid 1*

Then the last chance for a final word had

' was Somer-

Yon

Steadily the camel-riders came on. A few
more minutes, and then—what ?
This daring encounter with the CLf)'Oh of

Madge and Tess—how was 1t to en

CHAPTER 12.

“Qur hands have touched!'
EL VALIANTE checked his sulky-look-

ing camcl as he drew level with the
lonely beings standing togother be-
side the rough trac

Jack Tanton, still picking about amongst
ﬂm stones, was aware of the whaole proces-
sion coming to a stop. Then El Valiante
spukl.—m bis native language, of course.

* Peace be on you!” he sai his eaglo eyo
looking down upon the disguised couple.

Quick as-a flash, and with an accent that
could have had no flaw in it, Somecrfield an-
swered in the usual formula :

“QOn you be peace, O my master I’

“Ho then,” El Valiante continued, still
taking stock of the couple with his “dark,
fierce eyes.  “ What do you, {riends, thus far
from any habitation, without aught to aid
your iravels?”

Somerlield spread out his brown hands in
a gestuvo of sadness,

* Alus! my master. This my son is but an
imbe

o, grown almost to man’s estate, and
yei js he as the creaturcs of the wild in his
Dabi But he is my only son, and precious
in mine eyes, O my master 1"

“Thon amd he ave to be piticd, friend,”
murmured 13 Valiante. “I'ruly, life is sad
for these who have no wits, and for those
who havc the care of such, Whence came ye,
tell me?

“From the eity whicl
city of Susahlah,” Son
all the dramaiie ox
knew so well how fo act.
wandered off, even as a wi

is great, even the
ield answered, with
ssi which  he
5, Iy somn.
cheep will
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wander from the fold, and for days have 1
sought him. And also, this son of mine was
born even deaf and dumb 1

*“ Better he had died when ho was born 1™
El Valiaute snl(l, with & shrug. “ Farewell,
then, friend ! For iy comfort, then, 1 vull
e thee this.

lI(. llLl.lchod a sort of pouch of food uml
drink that huug at his side, and flung it
down to Somerlield, who eanght 1t eagerly
and with graieful cries.
llah attend thee on thy way, my
master! And when I return to the city of
our [nﬂ\ms, it shall be known to all what
merey theu dost show to those in distress!
Farewell, my waster—peace be on yon 17
ud on thee, friend 1 said El Valianta,

And ho set bis camel plodding forward to-
wards the pass.

Then, as the long procession began to file
past, Somerfield squatted upon llm ground,
and began cagerly to open the pouch.

He gave guttural eries of delight over
what he found inside it. Jack Linton sham-
bled up to him, and stood gaping fooli shily,
as if, in a sort of animal fashion, lLe realised
that his fond “parent” had come in for a
Lit of Juck.

The cameols stalkod by, eric bobind an-
other, and thc men who were riding cried
down greetings, receiving excitable responses
from Bomerfield. Jack Linton had alrcady
taken o crust of bread from his fuilior, and
was gnawing it in a stupid way.

Then the baggage camels passed, and after
them came the beasts wpon \‘lnch the
women and girls were riding,

Somerficld got up off his haunches, and
stoond in an attitude of profound respect.

At the same timo he murmured “ Peace be
on you!” and added words that told Rose
of the Desert and hor nalive companions
that the “witless one” was not auswerable
for his actlions.

As_for Jack, he stared at them all vacantly,
recoiving in roturn compassionato Jances,
Then, just as the camels bearing Madge and
Tess were almost Jevel with himi, he emitied
a foolish cry-of chjldish excitement,

He had dropped the crust of bread, und
was holding a flower between his lips, as if
sucking its stem gave him_ pleasure. Tess's
camel took her close past the stupid fellow,
and sho cast him a pitying glance, as the
native woman had done. .

Then Madge Minden drew level with him,
and, suddenly, he taok the fower from his
lips and ran towards her, offering it,
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The whole. thing was exaetly the impul-
sive, childish action of a balf-witted lad, und

Madge, thinking he really was but a sort
of harwmless lunatie, took 1"3 flower quickly.

Then, as her hingers closed about it, hor
heart gave a violent leap.

For the flower was & paper onc.

It was the same flower that she remem-
bered taking out of a bon-bon, pulled on
Christinas Day !

All this happened in a single nmmnur Tn
the next, Bowerficld acted bis part by
ing up to the “witless one” and diﬂgglug
hin: Liack.

Behind Madge, who was the last of the
gicls, rode the une male guard—a very 0.
locking fellow. He came charging fo
with cries of resentment at what had hap- |
poned ; but wily Somerfield was in time with
pleas for pardon. .

“Hold then, 0O friend!”” Somerfield
shouted. “As I told thy moster—peace be
on him and all his house!—this my son is
but a child in all his ways!""

“Ho, then! T sec my mastor has given
thee food nnd driuk,”” muttered the other.
““Take this from me, theu; for if El Valiante
has pity on thee in thy affliction, friend, so
shall Hussuf his servanfl”

Another pouch was flung at Somevheld,
who canght it as deltly as before; and next
moment he was calling blossing after its
giver.

‘“IInssuf-—Rose of the Desert’s brother!™
Somerfield murmured in plain English, when
at last he and Jack were alone tog %

“Hussuf, who was the spy in E
Hussuf, who had that tussle with mo
u mile [rom Linton Hall, for the L
Susah
onr disguise !

It was the old, light-hearied Somerfickd
who was speakmg now.

“I wender,” muttered Jack Linfon---‘I
wonder how Madge and Tess are fecling,
now that that carnation from the Christmas
cmnker is back in Madge’s hand !’

You did a daving thmg, Jacky boy, in
rushing up to offer it!”’ Somerficld said
grimly.  “Our plan was that you should
merely hold it in your lips, for her to sce
it. Still, so much the better. Only, what
a pity it wasn’t a note you smuggled intn
her hand, like that!™

“All the notes in the world could not tell
her more than that paper carnation told

p of
I—anfl, even le did not see thiough

lier,” was Jaek’s decisive answor.
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And Le was right.

At this very moment, Madgo Minden was
almost swooning with the revelation that
had taken place.

The little bon-bon flower—the very fower
that she had given Juck Linton on Christmas
Day, in exchange for his ““find *; here is
her own hand once more!
had been rcturned to her by

now
Jack himself!

¥Yes, she undervstood. If the paper flower
had been a letter of muny pages, it could
not_have made things clea

The lad in native dress Jack himself;
and it wus Mr. Somerficld who had mas-
queraded ns the bearded father of a witless

1.
’J‘Im[v were here—here, in Africal They

at the very foot of the mountain
range which shut oft the City of Sumh]ah
Frow ol the vest of the world !

Wonderful—oh, it was more than won-
derful! Tt was as if sheer magic had been
brought into usec.

The would-be rescuers had not merely left
England in pursuit of Bl Valiante and his
peoplo. ey had reached the Pass of
Susahluh even in advanee of the party I:hey
were pursning !

How Madge longed to ery out the ]u]-'fu!
news to her follow eaptive!

But it would have been sheer madness
to do this, for Rose of the Desert would
hear and understand every word that passed.

Hour after hour the journey went on, with
the camels still in single line. The path
was nat stecp; bub surh a gradual ascont,
continued for so great a di meant

ﬂ'\cI attainment of a great .xlln.udu in the
end.

Aud all the time boih captives noted how -
rauch  wilder wrew ] surroundings  as

higher and higher they were carried by tho
patient beasts. What vegetation there had
been down below now ceased altogether.
On botl si the winding track was shut
in L:y rugge Ils of rock.

AL last a halt was made, and Rose of tho
De: herself helped to dismount the girls
from their ungainly quadrupeds.

“Rest where yon will, English girls,”
Roso of the Desert said to them, when she
had taken them apart from the rest of tho
party. “We do not camp here, but at
sunset we go on again, and to-night, when
the moon is risen, you will seo-~the City of
Susahlah!™




“THE SCHOOLGIRLS’

Her dark, lovely eyes scamned the face
of each captive in turn, perhaps to see what
effect those impressive words had made.
And so it was that she noticed how pale
and excited Madge looked.

“Does the thought of the qu ey's end
terrify you?”’ she exclaimed. “*You turn
.'\lm{..ngh;h givl—you, who have borne the
d ert journey so well up to now !’

‘I fecl—shaken up,” Mudge
ly. “I am not afraid!”

Reast, Lhen,” Rose of the Desert enjoined
them again; “and in a little while I myself
will bring you food and drink

She went with wonderful ngxhty over ihe
rough ground, and not for the first time
did the girl captives watch that graceful,
lithe figure, in its becoming Bastern raiment,
with fascinated eyes.

Tess was even going to exclaim what a
picture for any artist to paint this daughter
of the desert wounld make, when she felt
Madge pluck her by the sleeve in an urgent
way.

“Pess darling—oh, Tess!' Madge whis-
pered excitedly. ““I have touched hands,
to-day, with Polly Linton’s brother!"

Tess Trelawney staved as if she felt that
Mndge must have lost her reason.

““You have done what, Madge ™

“Hush! We are at a safe distance for
talking, dear,”” Madge whispered; **but we
must keep a guard on our voices. Tess,
you remember that bearded man and ihe
foolish lad—-""

“*At the entrance to the pass?”

“Yes., You didn’t recognise them, of
course. I myself would never have done B0,
and thng knew it, and that js why they did
such a bold c.hmg

“Madge, dear, I-fluall_y, I don’t under-
stand what you——

“The man in the beard was Jack Somer-
ﬁehll The lad was Jack Linton!"

Somerfield—Jack Linton? Oh, what
eraziness is this, Madge? How-~how is it
pessible 777 gasped Toss.

“I asked myself that guestion again and
again, Tess,” answored Madge, “and sud-
denly I saw the explunation. Last night

falterad

Oh, the aeroplane!”

““¥es! It must have been theirs, Tess—
there is no other explanation of their getting
all the way from England in advance of us.
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When we were carried off, they must have
guessed that it was El Vn]mntL s doing, nmi
so they have come, stage by stuge, by air!

*“To rescue us!™

“To rescne us, Tess darling, or die in the
attempt! Oh, you may be sure that that
is their resolve! Others must be with them,
too. I suppose Mr. Somerfield is the pilot;
he was in the Air Service during the war.
There are modern ’planes with big snloom
able to carry guite a number of passengers.’

“But if you did not recognise them,
Madge—that man and the lad—""

“They did a daring thing, I tell you.
Look " Madge exelaimed, showing the paper
flower on the palm of her hand. *'Jack
ran at me and gave me this, behaving ns if
were just o harmiess idiot. But he knew
hat the flower would hl] me
A paper flower

““One that came out of the bon-hon 1
pulled with him on Christmas Day, at
Linton Hall. His bon-bon had a trinket in
it. and ve swopped. I gave him this paper
earnat; he gave me—see, 1 still have it
about, nm"‘ Madge broke off.

Putting a hand into the neck-opening of
her dress, she drew forth a little metul
i et, no bigger than the half of a walnui.
It was the shape of a miniature monkey.

“He gave me that to keep. Oh, it was
ail a f::ke at the time,” Madge went on
excitedly, “‘He said it would a charm
to save me whenever I was in danger.
And now o

“*8h!” gestured Tess sharply.

Rose of the Desert was refurning, bringing
food and drink for the girls.

She remained with them for the rest of

halt, and so any further talk about
or rescue was out of the question,

Very careful they had to be, tou, not Lo
display even the slightest excess of spirits,
lest Rose of the Desert should wonder why
they had suddenly gained heart.

But the joy of knowing that rescuers were
not far off was theve, in the girls' minds and
hearts, and how it altered all their thoughts
of what the next few days might have in
store!

The journey was resumed at sunset, and
Madge and Tess both felt that even their
first sight of the dread city would cause no
shiver of dread to seize them.

They ponderéd the cunming and darinz
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which their would-be reseuers had alveady
shown; they realised how entirely successiul
the couple had been up to now; and so they
were still buoyed up with hope.

What need to fear the journey’s end, when
all the time trusty friends were near—were
following mile for mile, perhaps, with daving
pluns for the rtescue! y

They had pussed the summit of the pass,
and were now descending on the other side
of the great mountuin range. More wild
and desolate than ever were their rocky

surroundings in the blanching light of the |

moon.
Ou and on! taking one turn after anothe
in the ill-defined track, until all at once it
widened out into 4 mountain road, and they
saw the moonlight fleoding down upot s
vast plain that was like another desert.
Both girls were almost nedding off to
sleep whilst they rode their camels, when
this wider road was reached. The whole line
of beasts was checked for a moment, at

some order from Kl Valiante, and Rose of

the Desert brought her camel alongside the

captives,

abreast.
“‘See

who were mnow able to ride

murmured Rose of the Desert,
It of exultation in her clear voice.
Y, on the plain—there in the moon-
Tight, English girls, is your journey’s end!”

She swept one arm forth fo point to a
part of the plain immediately below the
mountains nd the two girly, their fived
minds rousing to activity again, guzed ex-
citedly in that directon.

Like a_cardboard model was the secret
city, as viewed from such a height. Bright
moonlight and black shadow made all its
features clearly visible.

They saw the ancient wull encireling the
hundieds of squave, flat-roofed houses; they
saw larger buildings with only the tiniest
windows in the great, white walls, There
were tall towers, too, and minarets, and—
most striking feature of all—there was one
huge edifice with a dome that shimmered
like silver in the moonlight.

““Now, see,”” went on Rose of the Desert,
her own eyes gazing rapturously at this
bird’s-eye view of her native city. “To the
left, as I am pointing, is the palace of the
sultan.””

She poiuted, next moment, to the domed
building.

“*Behold the Mosque of Susahlah!” she
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cried. *“There—there is the great mosquo
where, for a thousand years, the Lamp of
Susahlah burned night and doy alike, until
the man Somerfield took it in’ his folly.”

“¥You know why,” Madge eould not help
saying, in defenco of the oxplorer. *“‘Ho
was brutally treated by your sultan!”

““All that he sufered, I know—yes,” Ruso
of the Desert broke in, in a softencd voice.
““There, with your own eyes, Engicesh girls,
behold the very prison where he was kept!”

Madge and Tess had shuddered now, as
the awful place which Somerfield had once
described to them was actually pointed out.

Was some such prison to be theirs—some
other prison, given over to female captives,
and yet just as awful in the dungeon-liko
nature of its gloomy cells?

1f so, then what hope had they, even
with brave and desporate rescuers working
for their relense from the hands of these
people ¥

Rose of the Desert said no more, and in
a few moments the signal came that the
last stage of the great journcy was to be
resumed.

On the jogging backs of the camels the
hapless schoolgirls were borne forward once
more, down the steep mountain roadway
towards tho diead city; and—such was the
absence of all traflic between Susahlah and
the outside world—not a living being came
that way for tho rest of that night or during
all the succeeding day.

But, when another night had come, with
the moon almost as large and luminous as
ever in the clear heavens, another party of
travellers, all in nativé dress, made o halt
on foot at exactly the same spot where
Madge and Tess had caught their first
sight of the scerct city.

They were in native dress, but all were
British!

Mr. and Mps. Linton; Jack Linton and
Jack Sowmerfield; Detty, Polly, Trixie, and
Dolly—yes, and even Paula, too! ey were
all here, on the mountain read above tho
great plain of Susahlah.

For an hour they rested, looking down
wpon the ancient town that lay bathed in
the moonlight. .

Then they moved on again, always on
foot; and, with young and old alike, the
resolve was jnst the same.

No turning back, until Madge and Tess
were safely in their midst!
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CHAPTER 13.
The Sultan's Decreel

CONFUSING babel of bavbaric cries;

the baa-ing of sheep in pens; the

lowing of starved-looking cattle; the

chanting cries of bheggars asking for

nhr}w, ns they squatted in the shade of white
walls,

These were the sounds which fell upon the
unaceustomed cars of Madge and Tess when,
on their second day in the City of Susahialh,
the two girls were led through what seemed
the market-place of the strange Alvican
stronghold.

One at least of iheir greatest dreads had
not been realised. Instead of being cast
together into some dark, primitive sort of

aol, they had been housed with Rose of
gha Desert and a couple of other women, m
a weird dwelling-place that seeined to be
part of the ancient city wall.

It was the house of Hussuf Ben Nazar,
Rose of the Desert’s brother; and here, she
told the girls, she had lived with him since
their parents’ death.

Now, at this late hour in the afterncon,
the unfmppy girls were on their way to the
palace, to be taken belore the sultan!

They had been given their ordinary
English attire to wear, as Rose of the Desert
had promised should be the case, when onee
they had passed beyond the mountains and
come to their journey’s end. Se, if poor
Madge and Tess stared in amazement ab all
the people who thronged the narrow streeis
and the cobbled market-place, it may. be
guessed- how their stares were J-eiumcdsj

Men and women bargaining at the quaint
stalls broke off their guarrelsome clack of
tcmg:zes to gaze spellbound at two such girls
as these, going by with Rose of the Desert
and two other women companions.

It was an ordeal the girls were never to
forget. Not a voice was raised in savage
anger; but most of the haggling women
were so old and ugly, and the men so fierce-
looking, even a look from any of them was
cnough to make ono shudder.

After going past hyndreds of such terri-
fying native people, 1t was almost a velief
to the girls to find themselves at the palace
gates at last, and to see El Valiante and the
men who had shared his journey to and from
England standing there.

Es; ‘Valiante was, in his way, a gontlemanly
fellow, with a certain chivalry, for which
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the girls had not failed to give him credit
since they fell into captivity.

Ushered by Rose of the Desert and her
compunions through the massive ﬁumway of
the palace courtyard, the bemused girls had
time to gaze around whilst the men and
women talked together in the native tongue.

Presently Rose of the Desert turned to
the schoolgirl captives.

“Come!’ sho ordered them, with onc of
ber graceful gestures. “‘Into ithe very
prescnce of our master, the sultan!”

Then they went forward in_an orderly

arty, EI Valiante leading, TRose of the
Desert following next, with Madge and
Tess side by side behind her, whilst the- rest
walked two by two in the rear. =

Mounting some shallow marble steps, ihey
passed into the palace through a porch that
was as big as the stage of an English
theatre., Like an English stage, too, it was
hung  with cnormous curtains of rich
material, and these had been drawn apart
by attendants as the party approached.

Madge and Tess heard the curtains [all
back into place behind them, and cach gi
looked at the other with desperate fortitud:

If prison doors had clanged shut behind
them, the sound could hardly have been
more appalling than was that soft rustle nf
the closing curtains! So, at any rate, it
seemed to both the girls.

All that came before their eyes, in tho
next minute or so, they only remembered
very vaguely afterwards. ere was jush
the dim consciousness of being led through
oue magnificent marble court after another,
each more beautiful than the one before it,
until sanddenly there came another halt, in
front of curtains that were surely made of
woven gold,

Not a whisper was audible whilst the two
girls und their custodians waited there. In
dead silence_did they stand, wutil a hand-
clap sounded on the inner side of the cur-
tains, which at once rustled apart.

Then, with senses almost reeling, Madgo
and Tess were led on again; straight on, for
perhaps fwenty or thirty paces, until they
found themselves at the very foot of the
sultan's couch-like throne!

‘He was al y there, to give audience
to his rcturned emissaries from Xngland;
but his talk with El Valiante was to go on
for a full minute or more before either ot
the schoolgirl hostages could ventwre to
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taise their cyes from the marble floor and
look -at him.
He was not looking at them for the
moment. Tl Valiante had launched forth
into the fuli story of the journey to England
in quest of the Lamp of Susahlah, and the
sultan was hanging upon every word. So
Mudge amd Tess were able to study him.
JHe was a middle-aged mun, but had
lost his good looks, e had grown a trifle
stont; his cheeks looking all the ter
hecause of the long, black beavd that jutted
from his* chin.
is eyes were like Xl Valiante's —co.

black and always a-glitter. But they did
not_flash with the spirit that one saw |
El Valiante at times. e was not half the
man El Valiante was—so the givls decided
in their minds.
Valiunte finished his dramatic story,
been interrupted many times with
and interjections.  And now the
sultan ris same barbarie despot ut whose
hands k Somerficld had suffered y
ago—cast his flashing eyes upon the wirls,
theu signed to Rose of the Desert to draw

4

ne

With many an expressive gesture of his
hauds, he jabbered some orders to the giv,
now on her kuees before him.

The speech lasted but o minute or so,
oud then he lolled back, fixing his eyes upon
Madge and Tess to see the effect Lis verdict
would have npon them.
then, O Engleesh girls,” Rose of
t said, after rising from her knees
ing the captives. **Hear the wishes
most high, my master, the Sultan of
Busablah! It is as and those who were
with me in Ingland knew would be the
deeree.  The sultan is angry_ that the Lamp
of -Busahlah is broken, and that only its
fragments have been bronght back to this
country. Morve angry still is he, 30
une frugment still remains to be recove
before the lamp can be made whole again.”

She took a pause for breath, then
resumed ;

““Ii is the sultan’s good pleasure to pra
us for bringing back you English givls s
hostages. It is his decree that here. in the
City of Susahlah, you abide with me unti
that missing fragment of the lamp is brought
to nst”

Madge and Tess gave a sigh of great

volinf,
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Iver sinco they set [oot inside the palaco
they had trembled with the fear that they
would not go from it ngain, and that Rose
of the Desert would be repluced by somn
less plensant gaoleress.

““Come, then!” said Rose of the Ies
imperiously. ““The andience is ended!’

ut, even as Madge and Tess were taking
the first tottering steps away from tho fook
of the throne, the sultan flung out a hand
to check them.

He spoke excitedly, fiercely, his cyes
agleam w a roddish light, and Rose of
the Desert was on Ler knees at once listén-
ing in all humility.

“One thing more the sultan my master
bids e tell you,”” she said, when at last
Bad finished and she was on her feet
g “Tt iz his wish fo see the man
Somerfield in this city agaiu—yea,_ in the
very prison where he languished years ago!
Therefore, English givls, when El Valinnte
goes to Englamd to tell thy friends, he will
take letters from you to them.”

““Letters” Madge and Tess whispeved.

It was the only word that had come from
the gidls, throughout the audience.

+ “Letters, yes,”' said IRose of the Desert.
“ Aud in those letters you will say that when
the man Somerfield has returned to this
country with the fragment of the lamp—
then, and then only, will you be set free!”

““And he—Somerficld 77

“HMe will never go free aguin,” Rose of
the Desort answered softly. 1t is the
sultan’s own decree!”” G

When the sun was set, and when the city
had been silent during its allotted time of
evening prayer, tongues wagged continu-
ally with talk of the beautiful, pale-faced
givls who were the sultan’s helpless hoslages.

The merchant in his cool comdiyvard; the
poor man in his house of mud; the boggar
still squatting on the filthy pavement—ail
were willing to talk of what they had seen
and heard to-day. And happy weve thoss
who had the pride of telling the whole story
to the new arvivals in the —travellers
who had come in at the gales round about
sundown, after journeying from other parts
of the great plain of Susablah.

‘“Alms, then, good master—for the love of
Allah, alms?’ whined a poor, half-blind
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beggar, ns he finished telling the day’s news
t2 one such new arrival.

This was a_white-bearded man who looked
very old and sad, as if his years had been
full of great trouble. But he was not poo
that was evident from the richness of hi
attire, and so the boggnr had whined louder
than ever as this siranger came his way.

““Of a truth, poor wretch, thou art to he
pitied,”” the old man sai d, throwing coins to
the beggar. ‘‘Besides which, thou tellest
a thing that must please the ears of all
the su}tan s faithful ones?”

“T tell thee more, kind master,”” fawned
the abject creature on tho pavement. ‘Lo,
where ‘my hand is pointing now; I can tel!
thee what all in the city du not know about
this thing. That is the house where the
hostages abide!”

“Shrewd one,” said the old man, casting
move coins to the beggar. "**What dost thon
not see, with that one eye of thine? It is
a goodly house—-""

“Tt is the house of Hussuf Ben Nazar,
who is brother to her they call Rose of the
Desert, my master,”’ pur the mendicant,
Jingling his handful of coins.

“Then should the sultan’s hostages be in
safe hands,” answered the old man, going
slowly on his way. ‘‘For Hussuf and his
sister, Rose of the Deserf, are of good
reputel”

“‘Yea, so my master!
whined the beggar.

“‘On you be peace, poor wreteh!™”

Then the 013 man, staff in hand, made
his way to one of the city gates, and was
suffered to pass out on explaining his busi-

Peace be on you!

ness.

The night came down, and beneath the
dark heavens, with their myriad stars, he
suddenly changed his feeble gail to the
sprightly step of a much younger man.

Mile after mile he hastened along, until,
towards midnight, he was in the wild, rocky
caun at the foot of the mountain slunsa

ave been into the city—yes,” said
Jack Somerfield, taking off the white beard
that was part of his new disgnise. ‘‘An
things mmght. be worse—I can tell you that
much.””

“Where are they—where ave they being
kept 7’ clamoured those who were grouped
about him. **Can we rescuo them?”
© “They are at the house of Hussuf Ben

Nazar—Rose of the Desért’s brother. Tt is
a house in the city wall—"’

OWN " LIBRARY 39

“And we can rescus them?” panlﬂd his
hearers, again. '‘Oh, tell us, Mr. mers
field, do you think there is a chance?”

“There is a chance,” "he eaid quietly.
“And we are going to take it! But th»
risks are very great. It is only fair that
I should tell you this. And if we are h-
covered, the consequences will be terrible.'”

““We know that,” returned Mr. Linton,
““8till, we’re not going to turn back at the
nlmenfh hour, are we, girls?’?

“No fear!”

““Wather not "

““And what are your plans, siv?”’ asked
young Jack Linton.

Jack Somerfield shook his head.

“*Ask mo that to-morrow morning,” e
replied. “I am going to devote most of
to-night to thinking. Several schemes are
flouting about mif brain, but they are all
too shadowy at the moment. At any rate,
wa can do nothing until sunrise. Thank
goodness, Tess and Madge know we are
near

“Poor givls—poor girlal?
Linton. *“It would be terriblo
arriving here safely, we failed!”

“But we're not going to fail, mother!”
cried Polly. “It’s Morcave to the rescue,
and Morcove always wins!'”

“That's the spirit!’”’ said Jack Bommﬁeld
approvingly. ‘“And now, all' of you
what rest you can and leave me to think.”

sighod  Mis.
if, after

CHAPTER 14.
Messages of Hope.
T was the hour of sunset.
I Already, only the open spoces of
the town, such as the market-place,
were rotaining a sort of half-light. Iu

tho byways of the city, the crooked alley-
ways running between the moeaner homes,
night was nlveady obscuring scoucs that
had known no change for a thousand years

and more.

Along one such deeply-shadowed, nar-
row street came a native woman, followed
by two others, who, by their mode of keep. -
ing at a respectful distance behind her,
seemed to Lo her personal attendants,

The woman herself was quite young,
perhaps =till in her teens. S‘]le wore the
white robes of an ummnarried girl,

ber face
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Leing veiled after the fashion of hes coun-
bry.

Passing, with a gliding step, along the
rough cebbles, sho emerged into & more
importani-looking  thoroughfare, on one
side of which was a very imposing line of
white-walled dwellings.

In this wider strect a man, in the pic-
turesque native dress, was striding to and
fro, as if it wore his duty just then to
keep up o sentry-go in front of one of tho
flat-roofed, barrack-like buildings,

Tho girl, still altended by the two
women, halted to exchange a word with
the young man.

““All is well, Hussuf, my brother?’ she
mitrmured, in a very gentle voice.

“All is well, Rose of the Descrt, my
sister !’ ho answered, his fine figure scom-
ing to stiffen with greater pride as e sur-
veyed this queenly figure now poised be-
fore him.

“Thon and I, my brother,” Rose of the
Desert murmured, “we have a great trust
to fulfil! We must not woeary—="

“We shall not, my sister!” he made
haste to declare, his dark eyes flashing.
“Lot it bo the sultan’s decree that the
English givl hostages abide in our house
for many years, still will my watch be an
unwearying one!"”

“And. mine, Hussuf,” answercd Rose of
the Desert.  “But now, since I am ro-
turned to the house, take thou thine ease.
There are friends who would welcome thee
in their midst, valiant one! Go then, for
it is safe. s for me—"

She looked towards the stont house-door.

‘“Now thot night is here, T go no more
abroad in the streets. I go fo speak with
the Engleesh girls, ITussuf; then to my re-
pose. ™

He murmured approvingly, muking a
dignified gesturo of loving respect for his
sister as she turned away, gliding towards
the closed door. .

With a huge iron key, which sho took
from the folds of her white garment, she
opened the stout old door, and passed in-
side, her attendants following, mute as
over.

With the hollow thud of a prison door
was this house door forced shut. Cloing
fo rd; with her gliding stop, Rose of the
Desert emerged from a short archway, info
a sall courtyard.

Here she dismissed her eompanions, who
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passed swiftly into one of Lhe buildings
whose small windows looked out on to the
paved yard. .

The air in this tiny quadranglo was
sweeter than the atmosphere of the eity
streets. Roso of the Desert removed part
of the veil from her face, and scemed to
spend a moment enjoying the peace and
loveliness of this retreat.

She looked up at the Afr
which a vast square scction was visible,
crammed with flashing stars. In some re-
mote corner of the house-Lnildings, nesting
doves cooed in the darkness.

Then, suddenly, the murmur of woemen’s
voices in one part of the anciont habita-
thramming of some
musical instrument like n lute.,

Rose of the Desert sighed—why, perhaps
she would have found it hard to say, ex-
cept that she was still young, and tho stars
and the stirred wp somo  youthful
emotion. Crossing to a corner of the tiny
quadrangle, she passed through an arched
doorway, and then stopped, in groping
darkness now, to knock twice upon a door
on the left,

“Come in!” called a voice that surely no
ane would never huve expected to hear in
such a place as this—the calin, sweet veice
of an English girl !

Then Rose of the Desert turned back a
big key that was already in the lock, and
swung the studded door wide open.

The room she entered was large and
lofty, yet, if only beeause its walls were
of o stone, and its one slot-like window
heavily Dbarred, the place suggested a
prison,

Nor was it anythin,

an sky, of

clse bnt a prison to
these hapless Jinglish echoolgirls—two in
number—who staod up when Rose of the
Desert appeared bofore them,

A duaint, globufar lamp hung fromn the
lofty ceiling, “and, in the bluish light dif-
fused by fhis feeble luminant, the face of
each girl captive looked deathly pale,

ut, if Rose of the Desert scanned ihose
pale faces for signs of fear, she was not to
detect any.

Suspense  and  anguish  the
would own to sulfeving, hnt fear-—never !

The native girl had not spoken a word
before she took ber dark eves off the girls
and Jooked - at the clumsy fable set in the
middle of the room.

A bottle of ink, a quill pen, and somo

two girls




$#THE SCHOOLGIRLS'

small sheets like parchment were there set
out, bub never a word had cither of the
captives sat down to write,

“How, then!” exclaimed Rose of tho
Desert, letting a slight frown draw her
fincly-arched brows together. *““You have
not written those letters?”

“No!" both girls said togoiher,

There was no insolent defiance in thei
tones, only o certain stoicism, which,
hups, Rose of the Desert secretly admired.
For she came of a race of people brave

and spirited, even if they werc utterly
Liarbarie.
“8o, then,” Rose of the Desert ex-

claimmed soltly, “you Engleesh girls would
put the future safely of the man Somer-
field before your own?”

“If you were in our position, Rosc of
the Desert. ** Madge Minden began.

But the imperious girl checked her with

a gosture.
- “Falk not of what I myself might do
for the man Somerficld,” srl('. said, with o
sudden passionate ring in her voice. “I,
Rose of the Desert, am the girl whose life
he saved, when, years ago, ho was a
traveller in this country, in disguise. I
owe my life to that man, and I would give
it for him at any time, if my life were my
own to dispose of. But——"

She drew a deep breath,

“Ile is the man who took away from the
Mosrque of Susahlah the lamp that had
burned there for a thousand years and
more!  And. in England the lammp was
smashed, and now ave ye held hostages
here until one lost fragment is restored to
the sultan,”

Bhe took a step closer to Lthe girls, and
brought her small hand to rest upon the
blank sheets of parchment.

“0b, foolish ones,” she rebuked them
gravely, “heed my warning! Tt shall not
be reported to the sultan this nighi that
you refuse to write the letters for Kl
Valiante to luke to England. But if by
the time another son bas set you still re-
fuse to write, then must I go to the palace
and report it.”

The two pgirls now Jilted their shoulders,
with sighs that sccmed to suggest an in.
clination to think better of their obstinate
refusal.

“We are helpless
claimed despairingly.

Madge Minden ox-
“We know ib is no
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use hoping that the sultan will make
lighter terms for our release. And so——-""

“You will write those letters even
now?' Roso of the Desert struck in
cagerly. ‘‘It is weakuness if I plead with
thee, und I must not be weak. ¥Yet do I
feel that in this heart of mine, because
I s but young myself, which urges mo
to entreat “thee.  English girls, be not
stubborn !

“But- il

“Be warned in time!
are not written, then w
thee !”

Again the two girls sighed heavily, as if
resigning themselves to the hopeless situa-
tion.

Y Very well, Rose of the Desert,” Madge
said despairingly, whilst Tess murmured
to the same effect.  “Give us until fo.
morrow evening, und weo will tiy to bring
ourselves to writing the letiers.”

The - beautiful African givl flashed her
captives a look of satisfaction,

“Until to-morrow, then,” she said, and
turned back to tho door, i

Halting there, she spoke a last gentle
word to the girls, over her shoulder.

“ Night is upon the city, yot will I como
again to you before your eyes are full of
sleep. Do 1 tend thee well, Engleesh
givls? Is there anything ye lack

“You have given us everything for onr
comfort. We give you credit for that,”
Madge Minden answered.

“It is as much my duty to iend thee
well as to guard thee closely,” she ro-
turned, and then was gone, shutting and
locking tho heavy door behind her,

Madge Minden at onee tiptoed across the
floor to the inper side of the door, and
listened cagerly.

Perhaps her equally hapless chum eould
only hear the weird musie of the African
lute, as its strings were still plucked kv
some distant player. But the listener st
the door heard the faintest sounds of Roig
of the Desert’s receding step, and at lact
she came away, sighing with rolicf.

“Yos, she has really gone, Tess,”
whispered. “And so we can talk,
oh, keep a guard upon your voice!”

“Trust me,” whispered back Tess,
“How can we ever know but what she haz
some mcans of listening? his strange
house in the ecity wall, as they say it is,
it may bave its scerct means of enabling

If those lctters
it go ill with

Mady s
B,
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!n-\;‘:;, to spy upon us when we little know
it !

Madge nodded,
cautiously again:

“I think we managed it all right, don't
vou, Tess—that bit of bluﬂ, as I suppose
people wonld call it?*

“Splendidly,. I felt,” answered Tess, just
ns cauntiously. “Slho thinks we are \ionl_y
resigning ourselves to the writing of those
letters—7""

““And, in the meantime, we hav.
a day or two!” Madge rcjoined, wi
prossed oxcitement.  “Supposing we are
compelled to write the letters to-morrow
evening, Tess. That will mean El Valiante
cannot start away from this city with them
until the next day. And so—-"

“We shall have done all we could, any-
way, to delay his departure,” broke in
Tess. ““And, oh, how I do hope that when
he does sturt upon his journey he does

then whispered very

not come by chance upon—you know
whom !—in the mountain pass!
* Hush I'”

Finger on lip, Madge seemed to feel
they must both listen again, to try and
make certain that Rose of the Dosert was
not. playing eavesdropper outside the door.

They could hear nothmg at any vate,
and at last the whispered talk was re-
sumed.

“That_would have been the [atal thing
—\es,' \In(lfe agreed,  below her breath,
‘for El Valiante to have started to-day,
perhaps, and to have reached the moun-
tain pass just as—we know whom—were
tcmmg through it, making for this town!”

oss turned towards the barred window
in the wall oppoesite the door,

It was o window that looked out nejther
into the courtyard of the house ner into
the city's streets. Instead, it faced towards
the barren plains that lay all round the
city's wall, of which this house of Rose of
the Desert was an integral part.

The moon had risen. Tis silvery light

ing down upon the siretch of
n Jand at which Tess gazed out as she
stood peering between the iron bars.

She could even see, far off in the dis-
tance, tho great range of mountains,
throngh which there was a pass—io the
wesert and the sea.

Madge came and stood beside her fellow
saptive, and for fully five minutes both
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girls remained mute and still,
wards those moonlif mountains.

“Tt is all guesswork!” Tuw exclaimed
at last, still guardedly. ““We can only
guess that Mr. Somerfield and his com-
panions have been coming through the pass
in the last £urty—uglu hours,

“Bo much is guesswork—yes,” answered
Madge, her wistful gaze mi] directed to-
wards the mountains, ut this much
we know for certain, Tess, darling—and,
oh, what comfort it gives us! There are
those who have come all the way from
England, by nuruplnne. to rescue us| Mr.
Somertield is one—"

“And Jack Linton—"

“He is another. That we know, be-
causo_we saw him and Mr, Somerfield, in
disguise, when we were brought across the
desort. They mean to rescue us, somnchow.
But I wonder. 3

Madge broko off abruptly, startled by
something that made her jump away from
the window.

Tess also fell back sharply,
startled by what had happened.

A ﬂultcrmg object had hit one of the
thick iron bars of the window,

Was it a bat, flying about in the moon-
light, or o bird that had been frightencd
from its roosting-place?

It was neither,

After a moment, the two girls stepped
close to the window again, ex cotin
see some poor maimed creature lying ﬁelp-
less upon the stone embrasure. What they
saw, instead, was a folded shcet of stiff
paper.

Madge snatched at it with a leaping
heart.

Exchanging a wild-oyed glance with her
fellow captive, she unfolded the picce of
paper, and took it to the lxgh

Written in a bold hand, in pencil,
tlmw words :

“Bo brave still
ng!"

gazing to-

equally

werg

Deliverance is com-

CHAPTER 15,
Wiil Their Dreams Come True?

IDE by side on theiv prison couch that
S night, tho schoolgirl hostages lay
awake for hour after hour, excitedly
pondering  the thrilling thing that

had happened.
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Here, whilst under lock and key in this
house of Rose of the Desert, a message
E{ud como to them through the barred win

ow !

A message in their own English tongue
—a message of hope from iheir would-be
rescuers !

“ e brave still,
ing ™

Midnight came and went, and still the
sl cnptives felt their minds all in a

with  this amazing development,
whilst their hearts pounded with joyous
Lope.

Sleep fell upon them at last, yot cven
in their sleop the girls’ minds scemed to
carry on the train of thought started by
the receipt of that startling message.

0 dreamed,” suid Madge, in a guarded
tone, to Tess, when thoy both woke up,
o little after daylight, “I dreamed that
half Morcove School had come to Africa to
roscue us "

“Why, so did I!"” answered Toss, with
a queer sort of smile. “At any rate, in
my sleep I saw some of our bLest friends
@ . There was Betty Barton and Polly
Im;tsnlnll,md Trixic and Dolly-—-—"

“HSh

Deliverance is com-

he door had Leen rapped on its outer
side, and now Rose of the Desert unlocked
it and euteved, bringing food and coffee
to the girls,

“8ee bow I, though I have many at my
command, attend upon thy comfort,” she
said, seiting down the brass tray. :

“You are treating us kindly,” Madgo
‘hastened to say pgratefully. “But are we
to rewain all through auother day in this
dingy cell? We are used to the fresh air,
and without it we shall perhaps fall ill.”’

The idea had flashed upon her—perhaps
they could be granted the privilege of tak-
ing the fresh air on the flat roof of the
house, in which case they could hope to
make themselves seen to any would-he
reseuers who were close at hand in dis-
Buise.

.To communicate with any such rescuers
would be absolulely out of the question.
Bat it would be a great thing achieved
if  they—Madge Fess—could  show
themselves to be still safe and well,

Rose of the Desert contemplated her
two charges for a few moments without
speaking.

The girls had made a very careful
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toilette, and their appeavance seemed to
be pleasing in the eyes of this native girl,
with whom personal cleanliness and care
in dressing was a strong point.

“ Hearken, then,” she murmured, in
her silken voice, ““when avother hour hes
gone you shall go to tho housctop for a
while,”

She added, whilst the two givls were show-
ing theic dolight:

* From the hol op, Engleesh girvls, may
ve look out upon a city that is fairer tha
all others my eyes! A city that wi
great when yo tics were yet unthoughy
of ! A city that only one other Kn, + be-
ing has ever gazed npon, and that was tho
man Somerfield I

Then she withdrew, leaving the girls ta
make their meal,

The food was good, and the coffee d
livious. 8o it had been from the very fiest,
bitt not until now had they felt any zest for
their meals.

This morning. however, with that won-
derful messago of lope ever repe r i
i uds, they bad the appetite of
ne at Morcove School!

Then, until Rose of the Desert reappeared,
the two gils stood at the barred windew,
feeling the hot air from t sun-baked
desert fanning their faces,

They were exchanging subdued remarks
when Rose of the Desert came in,

“Come, then!” she =aid, beckening to the
girls. “Yon shall sce the city that I, with
my own ears, have heard the man Som
field say is wonderful.”

Madge and Tess followed cagerly as she
led the way to a tiny rectangular tower, the
ihick walls of which enclosed nothing but
flights of shallow stone steps.

Ascending these, the schoolgivls cmerged,
bebind Rose of the Desert, upon the fat
roof of the ancient bouse. Only the lowest
parapet ran round the edge, although the
roof was fully thirly fect from the ground.

At fizst the givls were complet dazzled
—Dblinded—by the fierce glare of 1io African
sur Its heat seemed to them enough to
shrivel up auy living thing.

Then, by sereening their cyes with their
hands, they were able 1o goze arcund, view-
ing a scene of which they had been able to
see nothing from their chamber window,

With their backs to the open conntry: and
the distant mountaing, they looked out
across the teeming city.
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It was all a-quiver with the heat, and
Tess' whole artistic nature could appreciate
the vivid contrast between blinding white
walls and the pnk:!.m.r- of cool shadow.

As for Madge, in whom nusic was cve:
ilio ruling passion, she reared her head, to
listen enraptured to fragments of barbaric
musie, which her  keen hoamng detected
amidst the hum of the city's life.

Tlhen both girls, by shifting their position
on ihe flat roof, were able to see an open
space some distance off, where several
native minstrels were pmv:dmg’ the music
for all who chose to dance,

It was a glimpse of the happicr life of
the strange city, amidst so much whining
for alns and cry of wares and quarrelsome
bargaining, suc{; as made a chaos of the
town from sunrise to sunsch.

Madge and 'Less were still spellbound
with what they could sce and hear, when
one of Rose of the Desert's attendants ap-
peared upon the housctop, and spoke to her
rather excitedly.

The girls saw Rasu of the Desert raise her
brows in surprise, aud then she hastened
below  with ler  attendant, leaving the
FCthJlgll'l hostages alone on the flat roof.

“She doesn’t secem to fear we shall take
our chance, and try to escape!” grimaced
Madge, looking over the parapet into the
streef below.  “ And.no wonder, cither! It
is a bigger jump than even  we Morcove
girls would ever like to—

She broke off with a startled gasp.

" Tess—Tess, darling}  Quick!
down!” she burst out, in an
whisper, next moment. * Look !"

Tess quickly did so, and there, on the
pavement below, outside the house door,
which had not yet been opened, stood a
very old man and a younger onc,

The latter was looking straight up to the
roof parapet, nnd his eyes met those of
Madge and Tess

“ Jack Lnllml 1
her breath.
disguise "

© This was an even grealer shock to Madge
and Tess than the message on paper lad
givon them.

All of a tremble,- they clutched ecach
oiher steadyingly, whilst they still stared
down at the uptorned face, which, despito
its siained skin and other features of the
rise, they knew to be Jack Linton’s,
‘hen, becoming instantly on guard, they

Lool
exeited

Madge panted, below
“It's Polly’s brother, in a new
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heard the stout door being unbolted and
unlocked.  They drew away from the
parapet, to stand mute and still, wondering
what was going to happen next. 5

Were the two disguised DBritishers
actually daring to scok admission to this
house? And, if so, on what pretext?

“0Oh, Madge, lelmg Mndge‘” exclaimed
that girl’s fvllow captive, in greab agitation.
“I feel it is more than I can bear! For
those two friends of ours to be as near to
us as this—so near, and yeot so far!”

“Hush, dear! Hush!" cmrt.atod Madge.

She was fumbling in her dress pocket, and
next momeni she drew forth a quaint litile
object, no bigger than the balf of a walnut.

“The little leaden monkey that Jack
Llui‘ou gave me, out of his Christmas bon-
bon,” Madge murmured to Tess. “If T get
darling, I shall shp it into

the dlnm:c, Tess,
s hands.  Somehow, I feel sure it will tell
1 that we got the message safely, that
»

wo are full of ho
“Hark !’ Tess cxclmmed, with upraised
finger.

'lhv ineredible had happened.

Jack Somerfield, disguised as a very old
native, with stout staff and o flowing white
beard, and his companion, Jack Linton,
they hud gained admission to the house!

At this very moment thoy were with Roso
of the Iesert in the inner courtyard.

The two girls on the housctop tiptoed to
the parapet that ran round the walls form-
ing the well of the yard. Ever so cautiously
they peered over, and suddenly Rose of the
Desert glanced up and saw them.

SBhe evidently felt it was only natural
curiosity on their part. At any rate, she
did not motion them to. stand away.

Neither Jack Somerficld nor Jack junior
glanced up, They knew theiv part too well
to make such a blunder as that.

Rapidly the white-bearded old man
jabbered away to Roso of the Desert, ac-
companying all his talk with many a ges-
ture of sad entreaty.

“Oh, T do wonder vn}mt it is all about!”
‘\imlgo whispered to Tess. ‘It only we
knew a few words of this language ™

As it was, they could only waich the
interview in this bird’s-eyo fashion.

When the old man had ccased bis en-
treaties, Rose of the Desert scemed to voice
some reluctant refusal, and then he renewed
his_supplications.

Nor were they renewed in vain,
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Utterly unintolligible as was all the
talk to Madge and Tess, they could tell
that Rose of the Desert was at last assent-
ing to the old man’s request,

Finally, she murmured some definite
phrases that secmed to overwhelm both her
visitors,

Down ou their knees they wont, bringing
their white-draped heads to the very pave-
ment,  And, whilst- the pair of them we
still at the girl's fect, the old man poured
forth the most cxtravagant thanks.

Rose of the Desert was evidently flattered.
When the two at last stood up, she motioned
to fhem to wait, and went indoor uite
“the lady of the house’—as if to sce about
refreshment.

It was Madge Minden's chance, and she

seized it,

Deftly, she tossed the little lead monkey
down into the courtyard.

It fell, with scarce a sound, right at Jack
Linton’s feet. He did not look up even then,
nor did he immediately pick up the tiny
trinket,

Only when Rose of the Desert had como
out to them again, followed by a veiled
attendant, bearing a tray of refreshment, did
he pick up the lead monkey whilst fiddling
with the strap of a sandal, .

Rose of the Desert was clearly unaware of
what had passed. She talked with the old
man whilst hie and his companion gratefully
accepted the refroshments, and, finally, sho
escorted them, under the archway, back to
the hbuse door.

Madge and Tess thought it wisest not to
run to the front parapet and look down into
the open street.

Trying to appear unconcerned, they were
studiously gazing towards the domie of the
mosque whon Rose of the Desert rejoined
them on the roof. .

CHAPTER 16.
‘What Pluck Can Do!
e NJOY the sunshine while ye may,”
E said the Rose of the Desert
quietly,  “At-noon I reccive a
party of travellers in this house,
and t]:‘nn must ye abide in your chamber
w.

“Travellers?” echoed the girls, with not

téo much curiosity.
“From afar, yes,” answered Rose of the
Desort. “They are a family who go a long
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{)ilgriumgc becauso of great troubles that
have befallen upon their house.”
“ Poor things!” exclaimed Madge.

“Pity thein ye may, indeed,” Rose of tha
Desert rejoined, growing more and more
confidential. “ 8o great is the loss they have
suffered that all, save the old man, whom
ye suw—him of the white beard—-have taken
a vow of silence.””

“That is a common custom in this country,
I suppose?” said Toss quictly.

Rose of the Dezert inclined her head.

“It is a cusiom, yes. And these travellers,
when they arrive, ye shall sce, will neither
speak nor shew their faces, nor will they
heed & word that is spoken them. So do they
keep their vow, until the pilgrimage is
ended 17

“How many are there?” Madge asked,
still trying to suggest mere idle cuviosity.

“Of those for whom the shelter of this
house has been craved, one woman and five
girls,” was the answer. " The two men whom
ye saw a whilo ago, and another who is of
the party, they will abide outside the eity,
even nigh to this house.”
“They will camp, do you mean®” asked

“Nay,” answored Rose of the Desort,
“No camp will they make, for there is no
need. They do but stay the night long, with
the camels which will [v)u theirs,"”

“Oh!” said Madge, with affected light-
ness, although her heart was Huttering ex-
citedly. *They will have camels?”

“To pursue their pilgrimage, even so,”
returned Rose of the Desert. “Last night
they were resting on the plains, thoso
pilgrims we speak of, and, lo, their camels
took fright, and are gone beyond recall! So,
he who 1s the veverable onc of the house, he
entroats me to give shelter to the females of
the party, whilst he, alas, must search tho
city for those who can porhaps scll him
fresh camels.”

“Well,” eoxclaimed Tess, glancing out
across the teeming town “let us hope he

ets them, and gets them cheap! Poor old
chap! I do pity him—don’t you, Madgoe "

That girl nodded. Like Toss, however, her
real pity would be for the “old man,” other-
wise Jack Somerfield, if he was unmasked
whilst bargaining in the town for those
camels !

Never in their lives had the two girls felt
..:-:lch thrills as were running through them

o, .
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From the tongue of Rose of the Desert
herself they had learned the whole daring
plan for rescuing them ! And an amazing
plan it was—one to take one’s very breath
away.

But, above and beyond all the sceret ex-
citement raging in_ the hostages’ hearts,
over the thought of possible freedom cre
another day was here, there was the thrill-
ing anxiety as to whut was happening to Jack
Somerfield and his companion now—now, at
this very moment !

They ‘were  abroad in the streets of the
city, in the full blaze of the morning sun.

Their task was to mingle h all the
native population, without making onc slip
that would be their undoing.

The scarch for camel-owners, and the sub-
sequent bargaining, might occuopy severval
hours, and from moment fo moment there
would be the dreadful peril of sclf-betrayal !

What audacity these two Britishers were
showing indecd—audacity only cqualled by
their splendid courage !

And their disguised fomale companions—
what wonderfu!l courage was theirs, too!
Who were they? he schoolgirl captives
were wondering exeitedly. A woman and
five girls! Did it mean that——

h, wonder of wonders! Was it possible
that the one woman was Mrs. Linton, and
that the five girls were no other than the
very five who had shared Christas with
Madge and Tess at Linton Hall ? .

Betty Barton and Tolly Linton, Trixie
Hope and Dolly Delane, and, then, making
up the total to five, actually Paula Creel!

Were these the givls, veiled from head o
foot. all of them deaf and dumb in the eyes
of Rosc of the Desert, on account of a vow,
heneath the shroud-like disgu » brave
British woman, and five brave British girls!

“Well, Toss, darling,” Madge whispered
very_ cautiously, when she nnﬁ her fellow

captive were back in their shadowy prison |

chamber, an honr later, “one thing is clear.
We must make no aitempt of any kind to
communicate with them.”
“But, Madge—""
“Hark " broke in Madge, stariing vio-
lently. “ A knock at the house door !”

“They are here!” breathed ‘Tess,
{rembling from head to foot. “Thoy have
vome !’

Strange, indeed, was the variety of human
beings gathered that evening in the spacious
old house of Hussnf Ben Nazar !

in one section of the foriresslike habita-
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tion there were Rose of the Desert and her
women-folk. !

In that prison chamber on the ground
floor with its one barred window looking out
across the vast plains were the schoolgirl
hostuges, 3

And there, in the upper rooms that bad
been set apart for them, were the captives®
disguised rescuers |

Mrs, Linton was arrayed in black raiment,
according to the custom of married women
in that country.  Her youthful compunions
were all in spotless white, and ucither the
one woman nor any of the five girls bad
suffered the native ocenpants of the house to
«ee behind that muslin veil which concealed,
in every instance, an English face !

Rose of the Desert was fotally unsus-
picions. OF that the whole purly was con-
vineed.

In posing as an afllicted family making a
long pilgrimage through the country, ihey
had adopted a ruse as safe as it was in-
genious. i

That supposed vow of silence was a thing
Rose of the Desert and her houschold were
quite accustomed to mceting with, as Jack
Sowerlield’s previous expoerience of ihe
couniry had told him.

, since the Part_y‘s arrival, at midday,
all had gone well. Food and drink had been
brought to them by attendants who refrained

rom addressing a single remark to the
strangely silent group. And when Rose of
the Desert herself conducted them over the
house, and cven took them to view the city
from the housctop, it was all done without a
word from her I

She was respecting the conditions of
silence which that old man, the patriarch of
the family, had told her his people had
placed upon themselves.
| . Nor did she eye the silent ones with p
ing contempt for their sclf-imposed disabi
tics. In certain circumstanees, she and her
brotlier, Hussuf, might have acied just the
same.

And now—now that night was here again,
and a_million stars flashed and hurned above
the silent city of Susahlah, the shrouded
occupants of these upper rooms had been
left to enjoy their repose.

Only one outer door served the apari-
ments, which consisted of a large chamber
and a smaller one, with a eurtained arch-
way in between. That outer door was now
closed and made fast on the inside, and at
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last the disguised reseners felt they could
veniure to whisper in onc another's cars.

“Betty "' whispered Polly Linton, bring-
ing lips ‘elose to one of Betty Barton’s
shell-like ears, “this is rather quicter than
after “lights out’ at Morcove School!”

Belty only nodded, feeling she had better
not encourage such a chatterbox as her
chum, Polly!

What Polly must have suffered during the
last fow hours, as the result of having to
keep o still tongue, Betty could bardly

agine.,
. Then another pair of lips tickled Betty’s
other car in the darkness.

“Betty gdeal, how do you like it—what ?”
came, in lim very faintest of whispers, from
Paula Creel. “ Weally thwilling—what "

Betty turned to whisper back in Paula’s
car, and so the two girls bumped their fore-
beads together ! 3§

At this instant a2 firm hand was suddenly
pressed upon Betty’s shoulders, and sho
guessed that it was Mrs. Linton ‘who had
crept close to her in the groping darkness.

* Betty 1"

Sure enough, it was Mrs. Linton who was
now whispering.

*“Pass the word round, Betty, but quictly.
You girls must all lic quite still, as if you
were sound asleep.™

Betty put her lips to Mrs. Linton's car:

“ Right-ho!" :

Then she listened to the whisper that came
in reply :

“Do not stir if you hear me going o the
door. It will not be time for you to acr.
Another hour yet !”

“Right-ho!” was again the whispered
rosponse from the captain of the. Fourth
Form at Morcove School,

“Then from one to another of the gids, the
aword was passed around, always by means of
lip to car.

Auyone standing in the darkuess of ihe
main apurtment would not Lave beard even
the merest breath of a whisper.

The same silence was here as hroeded over
the whole house of Hussuf Ben Nazdr and
the whole city.  All a listener would have
heard was the hooting of au owl Trom the
open country outside the cily R

And that sound fram the outer darkne
gh at joy it brought to the hearts of Petty

‘0. |
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It was a signal from Jack Somerficld that
all had gone well with him and his twa
compauions, Jack Linton and Mr. Linton.

Three hi:ul'inF nétes in the darkness, the
agreed signal thot tho camels had Leen ob-
tained, and were cven now on the open
ground, close to the outer wall of the house !

Several minutes erept by. Then, sudden
each of the girls was aware of Mrs. Linton
rising to her fect.

Ini her black raiment, her figure was abso-
lutely Jost in the darknoss; yet, somchow,
the girls ki when she had got to the door
and was silently opening it.

Then sho was gone!

Without a sound, sho went down the stone
stairs and emerged inlo the cloisters on onc
side of the inner courtyard of the house.
--A few scconds later she was at the door
of BMadge and Tess’ prison chamber.

Mrs. Linion did net enter it, although the
tomptation to do so must have been almost
overpowering.

She felt about until her sweeping hand
touched the key in the lock. Satisficd that it
was theve, sho now bent down and slipped a
folded note under the door.

No faint rap could she bestow upon the
stout timbers, to cell attention to the note.

Madge Minden had thrown tho foy mon-
key to Jack in the courtyard, at widday,
thus telling him that sho and Toss wero alive
to the whole daring plan. Mrs. Linton knéw
about this, and so she could hope and trust
that no tap at the door was necessary.

Nor was it.

Barely had that slip of paper been pushed
under the door before Madge and Tess saw
it. They had been lying down, ready to
sham sleep, but not for 2 moment had they
closed their eyes, .

Madge erept across to the door and
snatched up the note, The lamp was still
burning diwmly, as on other nights.
Trembling fingers unfolded the paper, and,
with dilating eyes, the two girls read these
words @

o hf":xo“ hear four hootings of an owl;

1d

be r !

Thoy stifled gasps of exeitement, Refold-
ing the note, without any crinkling of the
paper, Madge at ouce made a sign to Tess
that they must both lic down again., And this
they did, without the interchange of a single

whisper.

Things were all so critical, they felt they
durst not veice even a whisper in cach
other’s ears.
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After that, what scemed an ciernity of
suspense drageed by, Sileoce, Jdead silence,
hoth do the house and everywhere out
of doors.

How the two girls Jonged to vise f
iheir couch and stand by the thickly-bavrad
window ! Tor ihey kncw that, only [ifty
yards from that window, a nun wels

rom
vrod

were tethered, with toree Bridishers—dis-
guised Dritishers—keeping watch upon the
Deasts

iits |
ie  schoolgivl hostages had seen ihe
camels brought to that bit of epen ground

i before sundown. Watching, then, from |
iheir bavred windew. they had seen 1he dis-
uised Britishers sct about making the cawels

seeure for the night, and then yig up some
bit of shelter for themsclves. And now-
Invk! What was that?

On the dead silenee of the night ihere
was sounding the hooting of ihat lurg
horned owl, which is so common in A

* Haw-oot, haw-oot, haw-oot, haw-oot !

That was the sound, as ncac as one can
deseribo 1t, repeated fonr times,

It was the signal to be ready!

CHAPTER 17.
The Moment Comes!
UMY BARTON and her four dis-
guised chums heard that hooting of
the nighthird, and [or thom it was a
signal—uot so much to be veady, but.
lo act! ) .

They had their instroelions. Not one
of these five intrepid givls was to he without
her part in the actual corrying ont of the
plan.

Directly that last menmful ** haw-oot” had
died i
T

Then they stood as motionless as well-
ained soldiers standing at avie

In the next few moments, M
went Lo the door, as she had done
30 before, and opencd it stealthilv,

This time sho did not at once creep on
down the stene sieps.

Instead, after listening for n space, she
came back to thg girls, now gronped to
gether in the pitch darkness, and whizpered
a word in the leader’s car.

* Carey on ™

That thrilling order
Low transmitted to her chums, whilst Mrs.
Linton now passed back to the door and out
of the rocn.

o

Belly Barlon some-

wwny, the girls silently gob upon their |
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She could not have been half-way down
the flight of steps before Betty was creeping
forth from the upper room, followed by the

y did not creep down in the wake of
Linton.  Trixie and Dolly stood sen--
< e on the stone landing, their part
being to listen, aud give warning of any
sound betokening danger. x
'he three remaining girls, Betty leading,
climbed the few stone steps that were au
they had to ascend to gain the flaé roof.
_And now Paula, faithful to her instrue-
tions, halted at the top of the siairs, thure
to keep watch, leaving only Betty mn(i Polly
to crecp-forward across the open raof
These two girls went swiftly and ently
to the parapet above the western, or outer,
wall of the house, that wall which fronted
towards the open plains and the vast moun-

tain range in the distance.

The might sky was as clear as {he sky
scems always to be in these Jatitudes. Tho
moon had come up later, but ib was all too”
much in vvidence, flooding the whole world
Mah in its blanching light.
ring over, the two girls plainly saw, in
the bright moonlight, a number of camcls
close to the house wall. They were no longer
icthered, but were being held by Jack
Somerfield, Mr. Linten, and Jack Linton,
iwo beasts to cach man.

Doty Barton took somethi
neath the folds of her white r:

t was a rope-ladder. 3

Uncoiling it, she paid it over the stone
sarapet, whilst Polly made all baste to
fasten its upper end to tho wall.

The end Polly was dealing with had
shavp grappling-hooks, and it was her iask
to 1nake these grip info joints in the
masenry, with no possibility of the prongs
slipping free at a cvitical moment.

ﬁicmnvhi]e, Alys, afton had stelen down
to the door of the ceptives' prison chamber.

Fven whilst her hand was feeling for the
in the lock, she could hear somcone
coughing softly ouiside tht house door.

That was Fussuf, Rose of the Descri's
brother, keeping formal watch in the streot,
as he had perbaps been communded to do
by his masier, the sultan.

That no sentinels had been posted on the
other side of the house did not aigue
stupidity on the pert of those respensible for
the custady of the ecaptives.

The city ended at the town walls, and on
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that side of this house there was, in the
apinion of Hussuf and his sister, absolutlely
no necd to post a guard.

Tonight, it was true, those threo men,
with their camels, were resting there; but
the bona fides of the pilgrims ” had been
established.

What more natural than ihat the men
should bring their camels close to the houso

where their wom olk were sleeping, so as
to be ready for an carly start on the
morrow ? .

“They little know !”” Myrs. Lintop was say
ing to hersell, as she reali {hat, whilst
Rose of the Descert was sleeping peacefully,
Hussuf was keeping this uscless watch at
the front of the house.

Cautiously she turned back the big iren
key, and swang the door open

Next moment her loving arms were em-
bracing both girl caplives, as Madge and
Tess pressed about her in silent demonsira-
tion of their joy.

With the dim lantern
covered faco, Mrs,
motion with her lips:

“Hush !I”

ight upon her un-
Linton made the

Then she whispered in the ecar of each
e

girl:

“ Follow me " 4

Back to tho open door she turned, and
how her heart wes bealing with the fear
lest, at this vital moment, some alarm
should go up!

But, no! "The whele honse still remained
as quick as ever.

So, with the utmost stealth, she led the
irembling girls along the cloistered pave-
ment ung up the flights of stone steps.

Madge and 'Tess almost screamed oub
when, suddenly, they saw two ghostly
ligures in the moonlight. They thought
Rose of the Desert und one of her at-
tendants must have been arvoused. and were
standing here, ready to raise a wild alarin.

And then—oh, joy! All in a momeidt
Aladge Tess saw that they were two
of theiv own ehnmns of Morcove School
standing there. Trixie and Dolly!

Not a word daved any uiter.  All Madge
and Tess could do, -all Trixie and Dolly
could do in retwrn, was to let their cyes
proclaim the delight over this reunion.

Making a gesture imploring the greatest
eaution still, Mrs. Linton moved on, and
now Madge and Tess suddenly beheld
Panla—dear old Paula, the Drawler—
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standing, sentinel-like, at her appointed
=pot.

Again  there was an  interchange of

rapturous glances, and then the party, now
grown to five girls and one woman, stolo
out across the flat roof, 1o where Betty and
Tolly had made fast the rope-ladder.

Mrs, Linton tapped Madge upon ihe
shoulder, and pointed over ihe parapet,
meaning :

“You first!”

In a twinkling, Madge obeyed.

Down she went, as if her very life de-
pended upon hor agility, as perhaps it did!

Betty and Polly Teept their hands to the
grappling-hocks, to make suwre that there
would he no disaster if a prong should slip
free. But Polly had done her work well,
and the hooks held splendidly.

Tess went next, for it had been agreed
among the rescuers that the captives should
be the first to get clear of their prison
house,

Thew Trixie and Dolly "went down the
ladder, to be followed by Paula. And if
ever Paula  was inclined to yell out

“Gwaecious!” it was now! . Bub she keph
her mnerve, roaching the’ ground without
having voiced the faintest cxclamation, a
thing that was to be for ever afterwards
remembered in Paula’s favour!

Over the parapet Polly swarmed, and it
was just like her, the madcap of Morcove
School, to let a few comnic anties.accompany,
lher descent of the ladder.
here remained Betty Barton and Mys.
Linton.  Betty got the gestured order,
“(io!”  And she silently clambered over
the parapet, and got her bare feot on to
ihe rope-ladder.

The givl did not expect Mrs, Linton to
follow until she—DBetty—had reached the
ground, for, so far, no two of them had
been on the ladder at the samo time.

What was Betty's surprise, then, to
realise suddenly that Mps. Linton was al-
ready elimbing over the parapet!

Noxt moment that surprise of Detty’s
gave place to wild dismay.

“Quick—quick! Down!”
Linton, in a frantic whisper.
the escape has been discovered 1”.

“Oh!”

“Hush! Down, Botty! Faster—faster!”
Then—deafening sounds, as compared
with the excited whispers that Mrs. Linton
had voiced—Betty hcard the hollow boom

urged  Mis,
“L belicve
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of a door being slammed somowhere in the
great old house!

Almost in the same instant the voice of
'iRuse of the Desert was audible, crying
ou

“Fussuf ! Hussuf 1"

Words in the native language followed
this first outery, and Beity, of course,
could not know their literal meaning.

But she knew what form they would be

taking if thoy were being spoken in
English,

“Hussuf! Hussuf! Quick, q\m,l: The
Ingloesh prisoners have esca;

In that moment of wild alarm Bett felt

that the ladder was morc of a hin
than an aid in getting to the ground.

Its rungs of rope scemed like ihe meshes
of a huge “nb designed to entanglo her
foet !

With the whole conirivance pitching and
twisting violently, she clambered down as
fast as she could, knowing all the time that
Mrs. Lmﬁou was following, rung for rung.

Ten feet from the ground, the girl
t'houflnt she had better jump the rest, and
she

Taking "both feet from the dangling
ladder, she hung for the [raction of a
second by both hands, and then let herself
drop.

Crash! She came to carth, tumbling
backwards helplessly. Before she could

ranee

scramble up unaided, someone had hold of
her by a_firm grasp.

It was Jack Linton.

“All right. Keep calm! The oiliers are

mounted. It is only you and the mater.
Mater!™

“Yes, Jack; here T am,” his mother
answered, os sho scrambled down the last
Tungs.

“Come on, then!” Jack urged them both,
and, taking each by an arm, he ran them
towards the camels.

Jack Scmerficld was upon his fect still,
doing things with lightning speed. The
rest were all mownted.

“Up with yon!" he panted, with more
cheery composure than agitation, “This
one, Betty, girl!”

And in the next brief instant Betty found
heyseif hoi-ted on to a lumpy back that
was already senting Madge.

"Mndnn —aoh, Madge!” gasped

davl

-
b the cnptain of the Fourth Formn at
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Morcove School. *“The joy it is, to—""
“Yes, Betty., DBut what is the matter?
Aren’t we all making a lot of noiso now?”
exclaimed May
“We are L]u.ovclcd " Beity
answer, as calmly as sho could. * But—-"

“My gwacious, we'll neveh do it, aftah
nil"’ bul-;t out Pawla, in exivemo dismay.
This is dweadinl—dweadful !”

“Bteady does il
quietly.

ﬂbc “camol of his own he got astride
whilsk it was still patiently knecling. At a
word of command in the native language
the brute stumbled on to its broad feet,
and forther ecries sent it striding to the
forefront.

How, as_ a united party, they would over
got started, was a maftter already cousing
terrible auxicty to Betty Barton and tho
rest of the girls,

The whole moonlit scene_scomed to them
one of the utmost confusion.

And now, suddenly, a wild outery drew
the girls’ scared gazc back to the housctop.

There, with one or iwo d:mglmg Tanterns
among them, were Rose of the Desert, her
brother Hossuf, and all the rest of the
household.

had to

Jack Somerficld said

“My gwacious!” palpitated [Daula.
“What are we waiting for, geals? Heah,
get on!” she yelled at the camel. “Pway.

pwoceed, you widiculous ewenture!”

Such strange injunctions, however, had
no effect upon_the camel.

He stood sulkily motionless, like all the
rest, except the one which Jack Somerfield
was riding alone.

“I say, lock!” Polly could not help ery-
ing out, in frank dismay. * Hussuf is com-
ing down the ladder!”

But now that Jack Somerl‘cld sang out a
sharp cry that acted like magic upon the
trained beasts, Away they all trotted,
getting into their lolling stride at once.

“Now, on—on!” the cxplorer shouted,
whilst ho brought his - beast round, and
charged back to tho head of the party.
“Hang on, all of you! Keep together, if
you can!”

He followed tho words with semo weird

cries to the excited beasts, and next
moment
*‘ Hurrah 1

“ Hooway I

It was not n__l'oud cheer. Tt was nothing
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more than a gesping murmur from all the
girls, in fact; but it meant all the relief
and joy that they had ever oxpr(med, in
times gone by, when their united voices
made tho walls of Moreave School shake
with a proper Fourth Form cheer.

Off at last—yes!

Away, aeross the moonlit plaing, away
from fthe walls of that barbaric city, the
stronghold of the snltan, from which the
schoolgirl eaptives had leen snatehed!

Pitching and jogging, jogging and jolt-
ing—away they were going—and keeping
together, too!

Are -you all there?” shouted back
Somerfield.
“Ves, yes!"

“Yes, wather!”

With that reassuring ery coming back to
him, the leader set his own eame! going
faster than ever. And fastor still followed
the other ungainly beasts!

As often as they could venture to do so,
whilst clinging for dear life to the speeding
animals, tge girls looked back at tim eity.

The brilliant. moonlight showed them all
ihe domed buildings and the tall minarets,
and how the fugitives fervently hoped that
these might be their very last glimpses of
ihe sultan’s city !

But was safety assured even now?

Far from it!

Already there was an uproar in the town
which told of excited preparations for a
pursuit,

As the girls continued to dart backward
glances over their shoulders, the could
even see that the city’s gate on t{ﬂs side
of the town had been thrown wide, and
a whaole mob of natives was pouring
through it,

Happily, all were only on foot; but every
onc of the fugitives could imagine with
what haste the sultan's men would get
mounted for a chese in the moonlight.
Oh, on! Faster, faster!

Tarther and farther the town was left
hehind, and fainter and fainter became the
Trly-burly of the populace in the fugitives’
ears. s

Vet fastor still, if that were possible, the
flcet-footed beasts were being urged.

There came a sudden shout from that
loader on whose skill and judgment surely
the whole success or failure of the flight
must turp,

Jack
is a

“Wo must get on faster!” was
Somerfield's ringing cry. “There

mounted party—""

Coming after us? Oh!”

Steady, steady!” he cried back to the
givls. “Only let us rcach the mountain
pass ahead of them, and we’ll beat them
yet
And so they raced on—on, across the
moonlit plains; faster still, and ever faster!
And, all the time, knowing that behind
them were the sultan’s men, making their
mounted pursuit with the promise of no tell-
ing how great a reward for a capture, one
anxious thonght was filling the minds of all.

Would they—could thoy—do it?

When these million stars above them had
given place to the blaze of another
African day, would they be safely flying a
mile high above the limitless deeert? Or
would they be captives together, with ne
hope of ever sceing the homeland again?

With whom was the final trivinph to
rest—pursyers or pursued?

The plan of rescue had suceceded; bub
whether this subsequent flight would be
suecessful, too—who could say?

¥or ihe fugitives knew, as thoy forged
on across the moonlit plains, making for
the one pass that would take thom over
ihe mountains of Susahlah, that the sul-
tan’s men were alroady in pursuit.

No doubt the pursuit was coming on as
fast as ever; but just at present the fugi-
tives scomed to bhave the whole barren
wilderness to themselves.

“ Hillo—hillo! Pull up a moment, all!”

Such was the loud ery which at last
came from the rider of the foremost camel.

Having checked his own camel skilfully,
he {zulled it round and brought it {rotting
bacl Fnat bis companions” beasts,

“Which of you are the most tired—the
camels or yourselves?” he asked, with the
cheery humour of a Britisher 1 a tight
corner.

There was no® answer for the moment.
Perhaps the unskilled riders were too
breathless to be able to voice even a singla
syllable! Buk, presently, one of the mirls
did manage to give a feeble sort of wail.

“YWeally, it is ewuel!” she complained,
in a drawling voice. “Talk about being
pwostwate, geals! This is worse than fifty
hockey matches wolled into one!™

Then her chums laughed, being of the
same spirit which enabled the intrepid
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Somerficld to laugh in the face of danger.

“Tt does mako one a bit stiff, sticking to
a camel going like the wind'” chuckled
Polly Linton.

“Stiff1” cried the drawler. “I am
bwuised all over! Weally, geals—"

“Half a sec. with the talk,” Somecrfield
now cried ocut, in his genial tone.

He hod dimonnted, Now he dropped
to his knees and placed his ear to the
groun

So he remained fob at loast Lalf a minuto,
whilst one of his men friends—it was Mr.
Linton, Polly’s father—guessed what the
]mowmg explorer was up to.

“ Listening Eor sounds of our p\lrsucrs.
he explained, in a low voice, to the s,
“Unless they are miles and ‘miles be
Mr. Somerficld will hear them, trust hin

“Gwacious "’ commented the drawler
“How wemarkable !”

“How very satisfactory, that is what I
say!” rejoined the listener, starting up and
bcatmq} the dust from his hands. “Not a
sound !

“What!” came in a positive shout of wild
relief from his companions.

“But we are going to push on still!”
Jack Somerfield said, and he remounted in
a jiffy. “We must be well up the moun-
tain pass before sunrise.”

It was only too true.

Though the pursuit had, apparently,
been abandoned for the plcacnt the fu
tives' knowledge of the sultan’s methods
convinced him that his men would never
darc turn back at this stoge.

His wrath over the daring, despernte os-
cape must be tervible, and it was easy to
imagine the fabulous reward which he
\\mﬁd offer for the capture of ono or all
of the Britishers.

So, for another hour and more, on and
on sped the girls and their older com-
panions, whilst at_intervals they still cast
anxious glances behind them.

The moon_traversed the star-bejewelled
heavens, and sank towards thp mountain
range. Yot another hour of breathless rid-
ing, and then, as the fugitives looked back,
:'dt was to sce the east brightening with the

awn.

Then, with a rush, the dawnlight flooded
. the whole wilderness with rosy light.

By that time the untiring camels were
crossing the last mile of the open plains.
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A few minutes more, and then they would
be at the foot of the mountain

But what if, after all, the pursuem were
cven now overhauling them ?

There could be no feeling eertain that the
chase had been abandoned. Supposing, just
at that moment when Somerfield had laid
his ecar to the ground to listen, the pursuing
party had been halting ?

That would account for Somerficld hear-
ing nothing—nothing whatever, with that
trained ear of his. When they, the fugitives,
had pressed on again, it might be. tgat. the
pursuers had also started off once more!

No sign of alarm was Somerficld betray-
ing; yet there was that about his actions
which showed that he was fully alive to the
gravity of the situation.

He would allow mno slowing up, even
though the commencement of the pass was
now but a few hundred yards off.

Faster still, if that were possible, he led
the whole pnr on, and the dust rolled in
clouds behind the great, padded feet of the
racing beasts,

The pass at last! Here it was, the begin-
ning of a track which was amply wide at
the start, although they all knew that in a
Tittle while they would find it narrowing to
a rough defile, more like the dried up bed
of a mountain torrent than a proper pass.
But they had gained the mountains, and
that seemed everything! .

Impossible to proceed with any speed
now. The camels were just as unsuited to
tho rough ascent as they were mado for the
sandy wastes of the desert.

Paula Creel's frantic holding-on was no
longer a joke with the rest of the party.
They really pitied her, as they saw her
bumping and jolting about more than ever,
whilst her pretty- mouth gaped wide open,
emitting one cry of alarm after another!

The road up the slopes was & winding
one. But, altheugh there were intervals in
the ascent when the fugitives were so shutf
in_by walls of rock that they were totally
safo from observation by any party coming
after them across the plains, there were
other times when they reached un exposed
position, And then——

With what dilating cyes did they peer
behind them, looking down now at a sea of
desert spread out befors them like a
featureless map ! :




#*THE SCHOOLGIRLS

Nothing down there, save the vast, arid
wildeyness!

Stay, though! Was there indeed nothing?

It was at a moment when Somerfield, still
leading, looked round to scc that all were
following safely. He sent his keen eyo
travelling ont and down to the great plains
which had been the scene of the miduight
ride, and suddenly his brows drew together
in a heavy frown.

He had seen something to cause him un-
casiness, and next second every one of his
companions was gazing in the same
direction.

And there—down theve, in the full blaze
of the morning 1un°|llnu-~th(,y all saw a
party of camel-riders, coming along amidst
such a cloud of dust as told what speed was
being made!

Somerficld at once decided what to do,

“Now, listen,” he said tersely. “We shall
all push on for a bit, but as soon as we have
reached the summit of the pass, I must
trouble you to dismount.”

“Dismount ?” echoed the girls in dismay.

“If we are to elude them, we can only ('In
s0 by a ruse,” Somerficld went on. *Mr
Linton—and you, Jacky boy—I can t.rmb
you to escort Mrs, Linton and the girls
through that hy track down the Sther side
uf Hm mountains "

“To where the ’plane is hidden?” re-
turned Mr. Linton briskly. “¥Yes. Trust
my boy and me.’

“We have compasses,”
with fine eomposure.
astray, anyhow."”

Sumcrﬁcld nodded.

“Good! Then I shall take all the camels
and rush them down the main pass, to draw
the pursuers after me on a wrong irail.”

“How, splendid [ cricd the gurls admir-
ingly. ut, Mr. Somerfiold——"

“On again, friends!” be interrupted, no
doubt guessing that delight had quickly
given place to auxicty as to whother tho
ruse might not involve him in fearful peril
—peril which he would have to face alone.

Giving his companions not  another
mowment for speech, he®unttered one of his
strange mnativo cries to the camels, and tlno
whole party of fugitives jogged on again.

Up and up they wont, the beasts’ broad
feet padding heavily upon a stccp path that
was all too rnugh an

Agam and again one of “the awkward

Jack Linton said,
“We'll not get far
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animals stumbled and almost went down
with a crash. DBut the disaster never guite
happened, and in another hour the fugitives
were at a high altitude—at the very head
of the mountain pass.

“Dismount!” came Somerficlkl’s cheery
order to his companions; and, all shaken
to bits as they felt, the girls and Mus.
Linton, and the fnthm and son, simply
dropped anyhow from the beasts’ backs.

Somerfield kept the eamels together by
clucking words at them which they clearly
understood.

He was still mounted, and Mr. Linton
and Jack spent a few moments at the
explorer’s saddle-side, exchanging final
remarks,  whilst pocket compasses were
brought into play.

Then, with a promptness that left the
girls almost bewildered, Somerfield pushed
on alone with ell the camels,

“T ought ta be with you by sundown!” he
cried gaily. “If not—until we moeet again "
And he waved a hand.

“Good-bye, Mr. Somerfield! Good luck!”
they all cried, as cheerily as pbssible. At
sundown 1"

DBut, even as they voiced the words, how
their hearts fell heavily with the dread of
what might be!

This ruse of the false trail was the only
thing, it was certain, that could save the
entire party from bmng captured and
dragged back to the sultan’s city. Yet how
loath the girls were to sce it being put into
operation !

Only schoolgirls though they were, all
that was British in them made them far
more inclined for a last stand together.

Somerfield rode on quickly, and after him
and his own camel followed tho now bare-
backed beasts, None gave the lcast
trouble, and once again the ecxplorer’s
friends murmured their admiration of his
skill and knowledge.

For a few moments he was still bla,
going along the level of the track’s highest
point. Then he and all his beasts dlppnd
out of sight, as a ship passes below the sea’s
Horizon. )

The last they saw of him—when only his
head and shoulders were ble—he was
flinging away the half-finished cigarette
which he had lit only a minute ago.

“Did you see that?” exclalmcd Mr. Lin-
ton, turning to the girls. “Done on pur-
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pusc, you may be sure—that business with
the cigarette!”

“You mean— )

“The sultan’s men will see it. Nothing
is too small to escape their eye. They will
sce the half-used cigareite, and will fecl
sure they are on the right track !

“Instead of which,” said Jack Linton sig-
nificantly, “we shull be picking our way on
foot down the mountain slopes, [nr away
from the track!”

“But what about Mr. Somerfield?” ex-
claimed Betty Barton, still gazing at the

oint where the intrepid explorcr and his
casts had vanished out of sight.

“Don't worry, girls,” Mr. Linton said
confidently, “That trusty friend of ours
knows his job, if ever a man did!”

Then, with a look that eollected the whole
party, he set off at the head of them with-
out ancther moment’s delay.

He and his son marched together, in
front, with the pocket compasses ready to
hand, And behind these leaders followed

I Linton and the girls, divided into
various couples,

It was terribly rough going. Even if they
liad been covering level ground, the rough-
ness of the way would have been trying
enough.  But it was all steeply downhill,
and to keep on and on with the deseent
sectned even more exhausting than  stiff
uphill work would have becn.

More than once, during the next half-
hour, Mr. Linton looked vound upon his
wife and the girls with eyes that told of his
vearning to give them the longed-for halt.

But, mingling with that compassionate
look, was one of intense anxicty.

“Just a little longer!” he cncouraged
them all presently. "

“All serene!” said Polly.
worry, dad!”

“FEven Paula ean manage anoiher mile,
can’t you, Paula dear?” Detty said, giving
a helﬁin hand to the girl who had found
mven hockey an exertion in term-time.

“Yes, wather!” was the faint but resolute
answer.

Fiercer and ever fiereer blazed down the
sun upon that rocky wilderness, where
hardly a stunted tree or bush was able to
find an existence. Constantly the girls saw
large lizards streaking out of sight amoengst
the boulders, whilst overhead they saw, now
and then, birds of prey winging this way

"

“Don’t you
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and that. These were the only living
creatures, unless one counted the flies. But
the flies were countless!

At last, after he and his son had con-
sulted  their compassses again, and had
r heads, Mr.

made cerfain reckonings in thei

Linton called a halt.

e very instunt he did so, down flopped
the whole party, to crawl here and thero for
any bit of shade the great rocks afforded.

“DBai  Jove panted  Paula, creeping
along to the bit of shade which Betty and
Tess asked her to share with them. “What
awe geals!”

“Bravo, Paula!” Madge called neross,
from her bit of shade.  “You bave done
[amously !

“1 have twicd to be a bwick, like the wesk
of you,” said Paula, with a modest shrug.
“I am, as you are awenh, wather a [wai
eweature ! Howeval, neyal say die is my
motto, after this!”

Mr. Linton came and sat down by lis
weuary \‘\'ifu,

“%o far, so good,” he announced. “We
are six miles or more from the point where
we parted from Somerficld.” .

“ And the mountain pass "

“ As the crow flies,” Mr. Linton answered.
“Jack and I reckon we must bo at least
four miles from any part of the mountain
pass |

And then, to the amazement and delight
of all, he and Jack both produced from the
folds of the white garments, which were
part of their disguise, enough food and
drink to afford a snack and a wetting of the
lips all round.

“Weally, geals,” said Paula, after shd

had had her “rations,” “I feel I could
owy 17 .
“ Whatever for?” exclaimed her friends,
laughing c
“Recause evewybody is such a bwick,
don’t you know! Howevali, pway forgive
the wemark if you think me at all

widiculous [

“1 shan’t say what I think of you, Paula
doar, until we are all back at Morcove
School I said Betty Barton.

“Dear old Morcove!” murmured Polly
Linton, *“When the summer comes again,
a’nd'ma get a roasting day on the beach

“Wo'll think of Africa,” struck in #ladge
Minden, nodding.
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“Oui, oui!” agreed Trixie Hope.

“Yes, wather! Howevah, geals, pway do
not wefer to M at p ,'" pleaded
Paula. “To be reminded of the cid school
—our jolly times wound about pwep., dont
you know—it is too distwossing I

“When Tess and I were priconers in Rose
of the Desert’s house——" DMadge began
quietly, and then broke off at a sudden,
silencing gesture from Mr. Linton.

He and Jack both sprang to their feet
and stood listening intently.

Mrs. Linton and the girls, still sitting
wearily upon the ground, also listened, won-
dering why they had been induced to do

s0.

Then suddenly thoy understood.

From afar—from what must have been a
great way off indeed—came the faint halloo-
ang of a human voice.

The voice of a Susablah native!

That faint sound died away, and was
heard no iores Hut it was enough!

Silently Mrs. Linton and the girls rose to
their feet.

All weariness was forgetten now.

Mr. Linton and his son_ took the lcad
again, and on—on went tke whole party
once more, rofraining from the merest
whispered remarks, as if they felt_tho vory
rocks around them might be hiding some
of the sultan’s men! w

CHAPTER 18,
At Dead of Nightl
HORTLY after midday, the silent fugi-
S tives were following a zigrzag path so
extremely narrow that they had to
walk in single file,

Tt was just as if they were hurrying
along a trench designed for warfare

But human hands had never fashioned
this sheltered track along the foot of the
mountain range.

It was a jogged fissure in the rocky earth,
stretching for how great a distance the
girls could only wonder,

Woearier than over though tﬁe{ were,
their spirits had just received a big lift-
up.

The moment Mr. Linfon and his son
came upon the walled-in track, they had
made known the glorions news that the
end of the exhausting tramp was at kand!

Sure enough, Mrs, Linton and the girls

OWN ” LIBRARY

soon saw the father and son halt at a spot
where it would be easy for all of them to
clamber out on to the open ground.

Cautiously, Mr. Linton made his way to
the top of the trench and peered over, as
a Tommy often enough had to peer over
into No Man’s Land during the Great

ar.

_ And if ever there was a No Man’s Land,
it was herol

So the girls thought to themselves, when
their turn came to climb out of the trench
and they could look around them.

The ground in front fell away gradually
into a sort of barren glade, with moun-
tainous land engirdlinE 1t

“The valley of rocks!” Madge at once
exclaimed sofily, thinking of the namo
given to that impressive spot so famous
in her beloved Devon.

-Rocks there were, in plenty, bestrewing
the sun-scorched glade—rocks and nothing
else. Not one sign of life! And here,
in this ent-up  valley, the desolation
seerned a hundred times greater than that
of the open mountain. slopes, .

“Hurrah ! Polly Linton breathed softly.
“Now we know where we are, don’t we,
girls 1"

“Yes, wather Paula found a particle
of breath to exclaim. * Bai Jove, we are
weally thesh !”

“There?” echoed Madge, and Tess, with
raised brows,

‘Then their chums explained. "

This was the glade where the neroplane
had made its safe descent, after bein,
piloted all the way,from England by Jacl
Somerfield. He had been an air pilot dur-
ing the war—what hadn’t he been, indeed,
at differont periods of his adventure-
crammed carcer !

Betty Barton pointed across the great
glade to a sort of gully in between two
of the surrounding hills.

“Tt is thero—hidden there!” she said to
Madge and Tess, who were trembling with
eagerness for their first glimpse of tho
aeroplane.

“We came down in ihe middle of the
glade, where there were no rocks,” Polly
chimed in graphically. *‘Out we bundled,
and helped to wheel it to a biding-place!”

Madge and Tess oxchanged glances.

“That was the moonlit night when wa
were _camping in the desert, with Rose of
the Desert and the rcst, who brouzh: us

£
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away from England,” said Tess. “How
well’ T rnmember bm\.rmg the sound of a
Buluh ueroylun

“ And " rejoined  Madge, “We
thought |t was making a trans-African
trip.  We_ would have felt it was madness

to hopo that those who loved us could be
in the 'plane—could have come all tho way
from England, by air, to rescue us!”

“Ob, welll” said Betty lightly.
are rescued, and now—hurrah, for
journey home !™

“Yes, wather !'* .

Paula had taken on a new leasc of life.
She hobbled nimbly across the glade, in
company with her chums, who were fol-
lowing c¢lose behind Mr. Linton and Jack.
e minutes later, Madge and Tess
were giving a %'rc:n. “Oh!” of wonderment
as they stood close to the ’plane.

Fven if they had lmen qunto familiax
with the ordinary type flier, this mar-
vellous aircraft would siull have held them
speltbound,

ts size was cnormous. The body was
one long, torpedo-shaped saloon, divided,
as tho girls afterwards discovered, into
ihree compartments.

In addition, in the front section there
was a sort of tiny conning-tower, rescrved
for the pilot.

To raise such a commodious air vessel
ifrom the ground, and to keep it stable in
tlie air, ils planes, of course, had to be of
huge proportions. There were three pro-
pollers—one main one and two auxiliaries.
Through n glass inspection window Madge
and Tess had a peep at the engines.

“¥You should just hear the noisec when
Mr. Somerfield starts her up!” Polly said,
with a grin. *A thousand motor-"buscs
all lol!ed into one!”

ith a few taxi-cabs and machine-guns
thrown in!"” added Dolly Declane.

";Icn, wather |” _agreed Paula, “How-
evi

And the weary one made signs suggest-
ing that she just wanted to flop down
somewhere and go off to sleep!

They found her, presently, curled up in
the bit of shade cast by an overhanging
rock, with a brown lizard putting out its
harmless forked tongue to sample one of
the sleeping beauty’s shoes!

“Dreaming of tea-time at Morcove, I
know !” grinned Polly. “It would be a
shame to wake her, oven though we are

“Yon
the

ready for the first proper meals for ages!”

o Paula slumbered on. When sho
awoke, it was to find the African sun much
lower, in a sky that had changed from bril-
liant” blue to a coppery hue, suggesting a
change in the weather.

Betty was the first to notice that Paula
had woke up, and in o moment the captain
of the Fourth Form was stepping across
the rough ground with a cup of tea and
ample eatables.

“Bai Jove, how extwemely wefweshing !”
was Paula’s gratified comment, as she took
the refreshments. “Yon geaTs, you have
been l.augih'ng about—ch, what?”

“Quite enjoying the job, too!” laughed
Betty. ‘“However, your assistance will be
required when the storm bursts, and we
have to hang on to rhe acroplane to keep
it from blowing away !

“Eh, whatt" Paula looked aghast.
“Storm, bai Jove!”

Paula looked at the acroplane, She
could imagine the amount of - *‘hanging

on” there would have to be if the wind
got upr and the vast planes caught the

force of the gale. Howevah—— And she
sipped her tea. s
But she came strolling up, presently,

when her chums wore all bustling through
the hundred and one jobs that make up
camp life, and sunset found her just as
busy as any.

p to now, Madge and Tess' rescuers
had not troubled to change out of the
flowing reiment which had made up tho
disguise adopted for entering the sultan’s
city. Mrs. Linton now set the example,
however, by reti ng to ono of tho tin
saloons, and getting into ordinary Lnglu\%
garb, and as soon as she had come forth,
the girls took turns at using tho saloon for
the same purpose.

The short-lived twilight had now given
place to night—a piteh-black night, too,
for the moon would not be up until late.

Not n Jantern dared they set match to,
for fear its dim rays should be scen, from
afar by some unsuspected wanderer, As
for awxlcluug on any of the electric lights,
in the acroplane’s saloons—ihat would
have been sheer folly!

Most of the gnls lnv down fo get a little
sleep, and never in all their lives had decp
slumber followed so swiftly upon the clos-
ing of their eyes.

Last mghl.‘.q loss of sleep, all the thrilling

o
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aus cnsc thot had ended in the dramatic

ght across the plains; and then the hours
oI weary tramping dcnm the rugged moun-
tain slopes—it had meant four-andstwenty
hours of wear and tear,

Worn out though they were, however,
at least two or threo of the girls awoke
before long.

The moon had not yet risem, and the
valley was still in pitch darkness, so these
girls who had now woke up knew that the
|%}1¢ could not be far advanced,

adge Minden was onc of them. She
raised herself on one elbow and peerced
around, wunaware that others had also

opened their eyes.

She saw, ever so dimly in the darkness,
the manly figure of Jack Linton, keeping
watch zlone. He and his father had agreed
to take spells, and this was Jack’s turn, at
present.

'l‘hen Madge heard a whisper at her

si

"That you, Madge?" asked the voice of
Betty Barton. “I say! Mr. Somerfield
isw’'t back, then?”

“I'm afraid not, Betty, dear.”

Silence for a few jmoments, Then a
thhd voice took up the hushed talk,

“I say!” exclaimed " Polly Linton.
“We'll be in a nico fix if Mr. Somerfield
can L get to us!”

“Ay!” murmured Rpity.  “He is the
only one who can drive t{m acroplane !”

Tt was a thought that bad troubled their
minds during the day; but now, in the
d1r|mrss of night, and with Somesfield not
back from the laying of that false
lr'ul, they felt more than troubled.

It was hard, indeed, not to feel almost
panic-stricken.,

Here they were, still in the heart of an
uncivilized land. ‘They had no camels now
—only the acroplance. And how if the acro-
plane’s pilok never returned to take his
place in that little conning-tower! What
would become of ihem all then?

What else could be the ond of such a
disaster, buf. captivity from which: there
could be no hopo of cscaping—no hopoe
whatever !

There ensued a few maments of gloomy
silence amongst fthe girls who had
wakened. Then Madge was about to dispe]
the horrid cling of dismay =vhich Lad
erept  upon m all, by making some

OWN " LIBRARY 51
courageous remark, when she heard a sinis-
ter sound close at hand in the darkness.
The others heard it, tool
They grew rigid with suspense, uttering
no comments, but keeping their dilatin,
eyes upon that part of the m]ght boun

rocks from which the sound had been
audible,
And  then, suddenly, their hearts

thumped violently.

Out of the inky darkness of the might
the shape of a white figure eval\ud ltseﬁ
a figure exactly like all one's notions of
an apparition.

A white-robed figure—and the nplpnilmg
thnuﬁht that scized tho three girls was
that here was one of the sultan’s own men,
who had ‘tracked them to their lair!

CHAPTER 19,
The Hoot of an Owl!

HUMP, thump! went the hearts of
all three girls, as thoy crouched
there, with chums_sleeping peace-
fully beside them in the open air.

Their peering cyes were glued to the
ghostly figure,

Haw-oot ! Haw-cot! sounded a hooting
ory, just like that made by the common
African owl.

And then the girls understood.  Their
penh’nﬁ‘ hearts fluttered with sudden wild
joy. hey sprang to their feet, and their
unloosed tongues uttered eries of un-
bnuu(le:l relief,

r. Somerfield !

ficld—back at last 1"

Next moment, \ulh the white-robed ex-
plorer sauntering quite coolly before them.
Madge, Betty, and Pnll} burst out laugh-
ing at their own oxpense

They had forgotten that the Britisher
had beon disguised as a Susahlah native
when he parted with them, taking the
camels down the mountain pass,

Jack Linton came nipping neross the
night-bound camp, to join in the laughter
when he heard aboupt the reeent ba
scare,

“Berve you_ jolly well right!” he said,
chuckling. “If you girls bad remained
fast asleep, as you ought to heve done,
trusting to mo and dad to guard the cams

Oh, it is Mr. Somer-
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“Oh, we did trust you!” they protested,
in chorus., . “But, confess now, Jack!
You didn’t see that white figure, and if
it really had boon one of the sultan’s men

“I saw the white figure, and if it had
come much nearer without giving the
signal—well,”” said Jack grimly, *some-
thing was going to happon!”

By now tho whole camp was awake, and
tha  joyful excitement was unbounded.
The girls understood that Somerfield had
already vanished, to change into ordinary
British garb, and that as soon as he had
done this he was for giving the signal:

“All aboard for Englanﬁ 16

He came away from his rough and ready
dressing-room whilst he was still Pu:tling
on his last garments, Betty and Dolly had
got him something to eat and drink, and
they brought it to him as_he stood with a
cigarette dengling from his lips.

“Thanks! Yes, I can do with this,”
said gaily, sipping the cup of hot coffee.
had a ;l.nunk or two with me, you know;

ho
oy

ul
“You must have had a terrible time, alto-
gother,”” Madge exclaimed. “‘Do tell us
ho« you managed!”’

‘¢ Yes, wather!” Paula joined in ecagerly.

* And keep you all here, like a lot of
modest violets, wasting your beauty on_the
desert air?’ ho 1aug§erL ““0Oh, no! You
must have tho full story some other time.”

“But just while you are drinking the
coffee, Mr. Somerfield!””

He gave a mock groan of resignatiorn.

“‘Bother me if I ever personally conduct
another party of schoolgirls from England
to Africal’ he sighed, but his lips curved
in a smile. ‘Never knew such obstinate
monkeys! Well, I just rushed those cfimels
down the mountain pass——""

“Yeal”

“Taking care to leave all the tracks T
could—cigarette-ends and what not. At the
foot of the pass I turned off to the left—

1 left no tracks then, I can assure you!
1 found a place where I could leave the
camels with no fear of their wandering for
a day or two; quite a nice spot, with a it
of feed and a water-hole, They’ll be bappy
ihere.”

“And then—-""

“Why, tlien, don’t you know,” he said,
handing back the empty eup. I just
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scuttled across country for this rendezvous
of ours!”

“Did you see any of tho sultan’s men?”
questiened Polly.

He shrugged.

“That is going into details, which I can’t
ha bothered with now. All aboard, young
ladies!”

These last words threw Beity & Co. into
a joyful fluster.

The signal had been given: ““All aboard
for England!”

It was enough to make one swoon with
excitement.

After their hunted life_of the last four-
and-twenty hours; after all the thrilling ad-
ventures which had preceded the flight from
the city of Susahlah, it seemed too much
for the human mind to take in, that in the
next ten minutes they would bo sailing
right away from this strange land.

Straight for the resting aeroplane rushed
the excited girls. Mrs. Linton and her
husband were there, and—still dispensing
with even the dim light of a lantern—one
by one the passengers took their places.

It was going to be a bit of a squeeze, of
course, But who would mind that, when
the pace would be a hundréd miles an
hour, and they could make a halt at the
end of two hours, knowing they were two
hundred miles beyond the sultan’s reach.

Jack Linton remained outside to give
what help he could to Somerfield, who was
already ‘‘starting up.”’ The rest of the
party bad all fitbed into the tiny saloons, tho
low basket chairs winning high praise from
the girls—especially from the luxury-loving
Paula!

“Bai Jove, geals!” said Paula Creel. *‘L
must invest in one of these comfy ¢hairs
for my study! They are weally wipping!™

Next moment, the girl who was &0
“comfy”’ gave o faint scream of alarm,
whilst “she gripped the arm-rests of the
wicker seat for all she was worth.

Somerfield had ‘*‘started up.’”’ With a
deafening roar the engines had leapt to life
—and now, woe betide the fugitives if there
was any delay in getting off and away!

This hurtling roar of the mighty engines
must have been audible, in a few seconds,
miles upon miles away!

Amidst such deathlike stillness as brooded
over tho mountains and the plains, day and

night alike, the noise of the mammoth ‘plane
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taight be very possibly be heard even as
far as the distant city of Susahlah!

o, in the grip of fresh suspense, the pas-
sengers waited for the start,

Juck Linton came running round to the
tiuy entrance to the forward saloon. This
cabin was the smaller of the two, and was
to be occupied by himself and his parents.
He scrwmnbled to his seat, gesturing amidst
so much noise lo indicate that Somerfield
would do all the rest.

Rouar—roar—roar-r-r-r! went the engines,
whilst the pilot now climbed into his seat
in the little conming-tower. And then——

Ten times louder than ever sounded the
shrick and roar of the engines, as he sot
the propellers going at such speed as would
start them "pulling.”

The trembling ’plane began to move for-
ward over the giound, running upon ils
wheels,

“Hureah—hurrah 1"’ yelled tle girls, with
E&“},‘% reason for their wild relief, “We are
off !

“Yes, wather!

**Hurrah!”

For o few seconds they felt a slight jolting,
amd they knew that the wheels were stil
skimnming the rough ground. Then, sud-
denly, all sense of motion ceased, and they
knew that the vast 'plane was actually off
the pround!

“Hurrah! ITooway!’

They har taken to the air,

Oun and on—u;) and *still upwards the;
must be going, climbing towards the stavs.

Wonderful—macvellous! Only a few
momentz since, the perils of the strange
conutry were still around them; and now

Bang, bang, bang!

What was that?

Violeut explosions had interrupted all the
rhythmic hum of the engines. Something
had happened—somgething must have gone
wrong !

Fleart in mouth, the girls sat mute and
still, hilst the mawmoth ’plane simply
rushed on, with hardly a sound, through the
empty air.

The propellers were revolving lifelessly
now. The whole ’plane rocked gently, still
floating on—on. Some of the rost anxious
moments the girls had over known weut
by, perhaps mounting up to a full minute;
and then—

Bump!

Hooway! Ilip, hip, hip
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Tt was only the very gentlest jolting of the
whole construction, ang not one of the girls
was bounced out of her seat.—But—it was
a bump, all the same, and a bump meant a
bump to carth!

They had come down!

. Whether a mile from their starting point—
two miles—ten miles, even—they Imgo coms
to earth again. And, wherever they had
alighted, they were certainly still in danger
of being captured!

The 'plane rocked and jolted to n stand-
still. For several minutes the girls remained
in their seats, trying to conquer their wild
dismay. Mr. Somerfield had clambered out,
and was inspecting the engines-~doing some-

thing to them. Perhaps he would over-
come the fault in a second or two. Per-
haps——

No!

All at once he appeared at the door of
the forward saloon and called into it:

““All change, please!"

Tt -was the smme old jesting veice; but
full well cverybody on board knew the
tragedy that might be wrapped up in the
cheery words. '

This was a serious breakdown—it must
be, or the pilot would not be asking them
to get out. Aud so, that sharp fear of u
few moments ago was being fully justified.

The ’'plane was unable to fly! Here it
lay, a wounded bird, still in the land of
sublah, leaving all the helpless fug
to face with even greater perils

ever!

A gloomy dawn found them still at the
spot whore they had come down, several
hours ago. i

All thay had been able to do, in the des-
perate hope of evading their enemies, was
to wheel the mammoth 'plane to a sheltered
bit of ground surrounded by rugged rocks.

They were still at the foot of the moun-
tain range, and there is no need to say
what thought caunsed them the greatest
amount of anxicty, The thought that all
the noise of their false start, in the night,
had perhaps been heard!

Somerficld had taken his coat off to the
job of h\cklingi the engines’ faults, and Jack
Linton and his father were doing their
utmost to help him.

Luckily, Entrner and son were familiar with
motor engines, so they were uble to render
really useful service.

Mrs. Linton and the girls, whilst they
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busied themselves with all the routine work
of camp-life, were hoping at any moment
to hear the welcome sound of the engines
leaping to lifc once more. But they listened
in_vainl

Now, too, there came another grave cause
for alarm by the sight of the overcast sky.

For the first time since rescuers and
vescued alike had come into this land of
blue skics, the day had come without bring-
ing ils brilliant glare of sunshine.

A murky haze was all they saw when they
H!l]“m:ed overhead, whilst every now and
then a hot wind came in a sudden blast
from down the mountains.

The wind, at such times, blew along the
desert land, stirring the sands with its hot
breath.

Altogether, daylight had found the fugi-
tives in a sorry plight indeed.

Still within reach of their enemies, the
mammoth aeroplane helpless to carry them
a mile farther upon their journey—and, as
the crowning misfortune, bad weather at
hand!

A time for hearls to give way to utter
despair—that is what it was.

Myrs. Linton could not help exclaiming
earnestly:

““We must hope that the danger will pass,
girls! Trust Mr. Somerfield. Ie is sc
clever, he will surely be.able to—""

And there the speaker broke off abruptly,
t Betty & Co. saw her face turn deathly

rough ground behind the girls, and round
they spun, fully expecling to sce the alar-
ing spectacle of g Susahlah native.

A figuve in native dress thers was, stand-
ing only fifty yards away—but it was a
girlish figure.

““Rose of the Descrt!” gasped Madge and
Tess.

For, in a flash, those two had recognised
the beautiful native girl in whose custody
they had been, at the time of the escape.

CHAFTER 20.
Farewell—farewell !

HILST they were still agape with
stupefaction, she advanced with a
step which, weary as it was, stiil
retained some of its old gqueenly

W

grace.

a.
Bhe was slarinr, wild-eyed, towards the |y
1D
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Meanwhile, the three who had just finished
tinkering at the neroplane, looked up, hear-
ing the ery of alarm, and now they cume
rushing towards their fellow fugitives.

“Rose of the Desert!” jerked out Somer-
field, looking as astounded as any. “‘Rose
of the Desert herel”

“Kismet—it is fate!’” she answered dully.
“T have not sought you—no, no!”

“Bu v

“All yesterday—all through the night-—
and now to-day,” she went on, with tragic
calmness, “'1 wander away from the city of
Susahlah, resting but a little while now and
then. I am sad—tired——""

“The poor girl must be ready to drop!”

Mrs. Linton exclaimed ecompassionately.
“*What can we do for you, Kose of the
Desert? Food-—water—""

The girl made a_gesture of indifference;
but when Dolly Drﬁnno camo rushing up
with a small jug of cold coffee and a metal
cup, the weary wanderer drank eagerly.

“Thank you, Engleesh girl,”” she mur-
mured, returning the cup. **Such kindness
shall 1 not forget!”

“¥You were kind to us, Rose of tha
Desert,”” Madge Minden said, *‘when Tess
and I were captives in your house. Let us
all repay you as much as we can—please!
'!(()g:i must be hungry—and here is some
food.”

“Not now,” the wanderer answered,
the same tone of deep dejection. *““Oh, I
care mot if I never taste bread again, for

i "decp disgrace over my captives

escaping !

She wrung her hands in a most tragio
fashion, and then resumed her faltering
speech. ' _

“The moment I knew that my prisoners
had gone, despair fell upon me. And so [
have wandered away from the city of my
fathers, evon the great City of Susabah, to
hide from my people and the wrath of our
rujers.””

Madge Minden made a sudden start fore
ward, and would have plucked the native
girl by the hand; but Rose of the Desert
recoiled sharply, drawing herself np.

It was a reminder to the whole party
that a touch from any of them was, in her
eyes, a sort of defilement.

In spite of this, Madge was not to be
checked in her desire to display compassion.

“Mrs. Linton—all of you!” she appealed
to her friends, *‘Oh, can’t we do something
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" for Rose of the Desert? Let her come with

ch yeos!”’ burst out Betty and the rest
cwc:tedlg L

““Wather, bul Jmal Wose of the Desert
—pway wegard me as a sympathiser—ch,

vhat ¥ id Paula. “We all feel sowwy for
yon—yes, wather!”’

“Jolly sorry!”’ agreed Jack Linton em-
phatically.

“It cannot
respor “*Engleesh people, I am gratefnl.
I am the daughter of a race that is strange
and wild in its ways; even so, we of the
land of Susahlah have hearts that can over-
flow with gratitude! All the blood in my

be!” was the sorrowful

veins, all my loyalty to my people, bids ine
regard you s enemies.  And yet—and
yot—"*

Her voice broke, and it was a moment
before she could continue.

““And yet do I see much in all of theo
1o admire. But when you offer to take me
io England with you, in the machine that
is as the eagle in its flight, then inust 1
. answer nol!’

A hard sigh came from SBomerfield.

“Perhaps I can understand your reasons
for refusing, better than my friends,” he
said sadly. “I have spent yewrs in this
country of you Rosg of .tho Desert. I
know that Kast is East, and West is West,
and never the twuin shall meet [

““Yea,”” she responded, turning her half-
veiled face to him, so that her lovely eyes
m:ght dwell upon his handsome features.

“Well do you know the ways of m
country, O Engleeshman with the heart that
never quakes !’

She lifted o draped arm to hide her fnce
for a few moments, half turning away, and
the girls could guess what deep emotions
wern flooding through her soul.

“Farewell, then!” she exclaimed, when
she had controlled herself. “‘Farewell,
Engleesh people! I go my way, and never
more will your eves behold me! Never
move will |?|c oyes of mortal being, it may
be, behold Rose of the Desort! In the great
desert will I lose myself, and this timo no
brave Engleeslman will be there to find and
save me!”

Be'f.bil, Barton turned away, orying. She
couldn’t help herself. Nor was she the only
girl to feel surlrlenly broken ‘down by Roso
of the l}egert‘s tragic despair.
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““Thiuk not, Engleesh people,”” the native
girl went ou, as she stepped a little apart
from them—*'think not that I will betray
thy presence in this spot if the sultan’s men
come upon me. I would not have theo made
captives.”"

““Rose of the Desert—""

I would have my last thoughts be of all
my Engleesh friends safe back in the land
from which they came! Farewell, farewell,
and all good speed take you to the land of
your [al.hcre:' Only, when thou art come to
thy journey’s end—""

She falterod again, her dark eyos
scanning the great desert.
“When thou art safely home,” she mur-

mured faintly, “give a thought now and
then to poor Rose of the Desert!”

Her draped arm made a queenly
gesture of farewell, and she was going
from tho hushed group, when SBomerfield
mado a sudden start after her.

“Wait—wait, Roso of the Desert!” he
eried rxmtudly “Listen, and perhaps I
can yet do_something to sond you back to
the city of your fathers with a lighter
heart.”

She faced him with dilating ' eyes.

- “How, then?”

“The two English girls were brought
from England as hostages,” he answerod
quickly. “They have told us that they
were to be set free when the sultan had
regained the lost fragmont of the Lamp
of Susahlah.”

“Hren so—!

“Phen look!” eried Somerfield, whip-
plng a short lcugtll of fine chain from his
Jacket pocket. ere it is—you recog-
nise it, Rose “of the Dosert! Here is tho
gy fragment on which the sultan’s
eart was seb!”

“Yes!” ghe panted, gazing cnraptured
at the bit of chain. *That is the one
fragment that was left behind in Eng-
land! With that one-fragment, the lamp
can bo restored: it will burn again in
the Mosque of Susahlah!”

“Take it then—tako it!” Somerficld ex-
clalmed and nl.sl('ed it in her cager hands.

“ And with that in your possession, Rose
of the Desort, surely you can return to
the city and face the sultan! Angry ho
may be, abt this moment; but when he
soes that fragment of tho lamp—"

“Tle will forgive all, yes!” she eried
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out joyfully. “With this—oh, Rose of
the Desert need fear nothing! And so,

onte again, I owe my life to thee, brave
Englishman! Onee again you have saved
me—me, your little friend of the former
days—from death in the desert!”

“Ah, Rose of the Desert,” he said, Took-
ing greatly distressed as sho suddenly
knelt to him, “how wish I could do
more than ‘this for you! How sorry I
am that we must part, to-day, pever to
meet  again !

“Kismet—it is fate!” she said resign-
as sho arcse from her servile afti-
“It is a true word, O brave Eng-
leeshman, for whom this heart of mine
is full of love. East is East and Wes
West, and never the twain shall meet!

Then, with an abrupt gesture of final
farewell, she went swiftly from the spot
her gliding step.

At the same instant a strong wind sud-
denly howled across ~ﬂlu wilderness, and
Somwerfield tore his wistful gaze from that

receding figure to look anxiously at the
aeroplane,

It was rocking all too violenily in the
sudden squall, and he ran towards the
mammoth machine, followed by Mr.
Linton and Jack,

“Poor Rose of the.Desert!” murmured
Madge Minden, still gazing after that
picturesque, pathetic figure, as it zig-
zogged amongst the boulders strewing the
ground. “7Mr. Somerficld is  right.
Thore's a heart of gold in her breast!”

“I1f T were Mr. Somerfield,” said Toss,
“I think I should be in love with Rose
of the Desert!” ¥

“Isn’t it pretty clear that he loves her
just as much as she Joves him!” said
Betty Barton softly, ‘“But—"

“Hallo! Oh, look—look!” burst in
‘Trixie Hope excitedly. * Bonheur—bon-
ieur ! Joy. They've got the engines to
work !”

It was true.

Above the fitful howling of the rising
storm, the mighty engines had suddenly
shricked to life. And now Mr. Linton
and hlis son were turning round to gesture
y:
nick, quick! All aboard!”

With a rush the girls started towards
the seraplane; at the same time, how-

AMORCOVE IN MOROCCO!

ever, they felt they mmst give a last
glance to Rose of the Desert.

She was still in sight, and what was
their amazement and dismay to sce her
standing still on a bit of elevated ground,
pointing out across the desert,

They followed the direction of that
pointing arm, and therc—only a mile
away—was a party of camecl-riders charg-
ing towards the aeroplane!

One dismayed glance the girls gave to
that hostile party of men, riding their
Heet beasts and with spears brandished
above their heads. Then Betty and Co.
dashed on again, and simply syarmed
into the ’plane’s saloons,

Mrs, Linton followed, whilst her
band and son also scrambled to
places.

The small doors were slammed shut,
and now the engines shricked louder than
ever as the pilot settled himself in the
conning-tower and handled the controls,
as the mammoth machine
there came once morae
ang! of engines that

hus-
their

The acroplane was not rising from the
ground! TI& was nob yet even moving
on its wheels,

And all the time, whilst the ,excited
fugitives were still helpless like this, they
could see the hostile camel-viders drawing
nearer—nearer !

During those thrilling moments of
terrible ~ suspense, the calm courage of
Betty and Co. was a_ thing th com-

panions in the acroplane noticed more
than all else,

Mrs, Linton, her husband and son—they
themselves were calm enough; but then
they felt calmness was to be expected of
them, Two of them grown-ups, and the
other a sturdy Britisl lad—what  else
should they be but calm in the face of
this climax to the whole secries of peri-
lous adveniures? i

But to think that Betity and the other
girls—mere schoolgirls!—should be just as
calm, too; it was wonderful|

White to the lips, but betraying only that
one sign of agitation, there they sat, muie
and still, whilst the engines of the aircraft
snapped and banged fitfully, trying to get
properly started.

- -
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On came the camel-riders—nearer, nearer!
Half a mile away—only a few hundred yards |t
now—and yet nearer they came!

Then, suddeuly, the passengers felt the
aeroplane shiver and stagger as if it were
moving along in a clumsy fashion.

Eagerly the girls gazed out through the
tiny porthol only to find that there
was no forward movement at all, only a
violent pitching about. “And mnow they
understoud.

The desert storm had burst with all jts
savage fury, und the eraft was feeling the
force of e shrieking gale.

Was this to be the end then—the end of
The neroplane, lying over-
1 and wrecked by the time the camel-
ndcxs circled round it, zm-] all its passen-
gers ubterly at their mercy?

For just a few seconds that seemed to
be the inevitable finish to all their efforts
io escape. And then—

“Louk, look! Oh, look!” the girls fairly

screamed out to one ancther.

For they saw that the very slorm was
going to i
Bk

-

e their salvation.
and thick rose enormous clouds of
pt up into the air by the furious
evspouts pass across a_tornado-

3 s« 1he clouds and eclumns of
s.mll were sweeping across the deserk.

Blotted ont were fhe eamel-videvs, as ihey
might have heen blotked out by a raging
snowstorm. Not a speck of sand was falling
upon the acroplane, for it was on the rocky
ground at the vory foot of the mountains.

And now—hurrah! There rang in Bctry
& Co.s ears the sudden rhythmic roar of
tho engines, and in o moment the machine
was bonnding forward in the very teeth of
the gale.

Tho opposing wind gave its own lifting
power to the planes. Up rose -the giant
eraft—ro roar. roar! Nu misfiving now;
not a'b in Lthe engine’s smooth ruumngl
W:- veally off at last!” yelled
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iho thanl.ful gitls. “Just in the nick of
“Yee. wather! Howevah—"

“We are saved—saved!”

Whilst their chums were still repeating
that joyful cry, Madge and Tess and Betty
returned their eager geze to the portholes.

Peering down, they saw men and camels
alike enveloped in the terrific sandstorm,
whilst clear of all the drifting clonds of
black dust, one lonely figure in white rai-
ment was visible, amongst the mountain
rocks.

It was Rose of the Desert.

They saw her, as she stood there, Wu\'u?
again and again—waving her last farev\el

Four days later Madge Minden, Tess Tr e-
lawney, and all their rescuers landed in
England.

Cablegrams to friends and loved ones
preceded the whole party’s safe avrival—and
what joyful scenes were witnessed at that
spot where Betty Barton & Co. first set
foot on Eunglish soii againl

The January holidays had still a fortnight
or moro to run, and each of the chums of
the Fourth Form was thus able to enjoy
a happy time in her own family circle.

Perhaps life seemed just a wee bit tame
to tho girls after their days and nights of
constant peril in the land of the Susahlah.
But that iz not to say that any of them
regretted being home again!

More than once the girls were to be
troubled in their sleep, at m"hr.'l, h¥ dreams
of the strange city in far-off Alrica; of
Rose of the Desers and El Valiante, the
sultan’s emissary; of the thrilling rescue
and flight into the mountains.

And how deep were the sighs of relief
which the dresmners gave when they nwoke
in their own beds at home, and could tell
themselves at never again would they
be involved in such strange adventures!

THE END. -

Three: more splendid numbers of * The Schoclgirl's
Own” Library will be on sale on Friday, July 2nd.

See page iii

of cover for further particulars.
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On the iwenty-first of this month the eyes
of the whole tonnis world will be fixed wpon
Wimbledon, for ghat day will see the open-
inge of the chamfionship tournaments.

How important an institution Wimbledon
has become can be judged by the facts that
all available seats have been booked months
in advance, and for such scals as remain
unreserved it is safo to say there will be
bigger queues of people than can ever be
accommodated. %

If you eannot go with the hope of getting
a seat amongst the lucky ones, you would
almost find it worth while to pay a visit in
order to sce the immense interest that the
givls of this country show in the tourna-
ments. One is struck by the fact that they
casily forn the bigger portion of the
queves.,

Unless anything unforeseen happens, the
meiches that will provoke the keenest in-
terest will be those in whieh Susanne
Lenglen, the girl champion of the world,
takes puth.

Excopt for some sensational surprise, such
as none of the tennis experis are prepared
for, wo shall once again scc the famous
Freneh girl defending her title in the final
of the ladies’ singles. -

Who will be her opponent ?
in this country should like to see an English

irl in competition with the wonderful

uzanne, the prohehility is that the honour
will go to Helen Wills, the American_girl
champion, who fought such an cxciting
niatch with the chawmpion at Cannes last
Fobruary, and- Jost only by 3—6, 6—8.

This is the hardest fight the French girl
has over had, not forgetting even tho occa-
sion when, at the hands of Mrs. Mallory,
she encountered her one and only defeat.
But ill-health ?lnyed the biggest part in
Busanue’s downfall in this game,

Without a doubt, Susanne is a player
without an cqual. The year after the war
she won the ladies’ singles championship of
the world, and for four years after that she
successfully defended her title, and won_so
froquently without losing a game to her

Much as we

opponents, thai sho gained the title “Six-
Love Susaune.”

The following year, in 1924, ill-health
prevented her competing i the finals, but
ast year, at Wimbledon, she again played
for and won the title, addiug to her honours
by essisting Jean Dorotra to win the mixed
doubles,

The wonderiul French-girl champion her-.
self started collecting homours at a very
early age. She was only fourteen when she
won the -championship” of Picardy; whi
meant, of course, that she had been playing
tennis seriously for years before that.

Sho was only nincteen years of age whon
sho first won_ the world’s championship.

And Helen Wills, who at the moment seems c
to be her most dangerous rival, is only ]

twenty.

It is not the ambition of overy girl to
win fame on the temmis courts, but most of
you have & keen interest in the sport, and
have a matural desive to do well amongst
more average players. Whether you wish
to become champion, or just nseful with the
racket, you cannot start teking your tonmis
serionsly too soon.

As qniy champion wonld tell you, the firs
essentials are good tuition and heaps of
practice. Susanne obtained her early

tuition from her father, who himsclf was
far from beoing a noviee, and in_ his cager-
ness to see his daughter gain big honours,
he gave her a racket to handle as scon as
she could conveniently hold one, and then
kept her regularly at work on the court,
making her_ master cach siroke by pains-
taking practice. Susannc did not find the
task itmposed upon her at all ivksome, Sha
revelled in the game, indecd, and was fired
by the enthusiasm of her tutor.

Tf an English girl is cver to wrest tha
championship from her, or another holder
of the title, it is certain she will have te
putsue similar methods. So, if you have
any hopes—well, start now! .
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If you like this story of Betty Barton and Co. and her
chums you will also enjoy

‘Zﬂ' v ’
Every Price
Tuesday Twopence 25
LS
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Every week there is a long complete tale of the girls of the j
Fourth Form at Morcove School, together with a second 7
special complete story, needlework notes, cookery hints,

etc., etc.
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A Grand New Serial commences this week :
“THE TRIALS OF THELMA WADE!"”
By MILDRED GORDON. M
Another fine Serial starts scomn! |

‘: DO NOT MISS THEM! [
— e )
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% FEdited by Betty Barton and Co.
w}t GET A COPY TO-DAY!
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