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FROM DESERT

MORCOVE!

An  Enthralling Story of the Ear‘ly
Adventures of BETTY BARTON & Co.,
the Popular Fourth-Formers of Mor-
cove School,and Introducing a Favourite
Character—Rose of the Desert.

By MARJORIE STANTOHN.

Author of ' THE CIRCUS GIRL OF MORCOVE," “ 4 DISGRACE TO MORCGVE,”
“ MORCOVE IN MOROCCO,"” elo,, elc.

CHAPTER 1.
The Girl from—Where?

'Y BARTON stepped out of Barn-
combe  High Street into  the
Crecamery Tea-rooms, and spoke gaily
ta the lady in charge,
“Am 1 the last?" asked Betiy.
“Qu tho contrary,” said the manageress,

who knew all the scholars of Morcove
Schoal almost by name, “vou are the
- first!”

FOh!” - Betty laughed. ““All right, T'li

go up, anyhow.”

And, passing amongst tho litile round

bles that were dofted about the shap,

e mounted some dingy stairs to a tea-

m on the first foor.

This was the usual spot favoured by
Betty Barton and Co. for tea and cakes
at the end of+an afternoon’s jaunt into the
town. The pretty waitress, recognising the
girl who, as captain of the Fourth Form
at Morcove School, had often presided over
the teapof, smiled a very gemial welcomo.

“¥ou aro early, miss.”

“The others are late!” was Betty's
laughing answer, whilst she stood in front
of 4 mirror to tidy her hair. Very pretty
hair it was, too, clustering about a very
pretty face.

“But they won't be a minute now,”
eaid Betty, turning away from the mirror,
"aa}d 20,” she continued, walking to the

Ol .
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window, “perhaps you will bring in the
tea, pleasot” :
The waitr

53 aed to think this en

admirable cgestion.  She flitted away,
whilst  Betty, peering down into the
n w High cet of the aveient Deovon.

shire Lown, denly rapped the windew to

[ attract attention,

“Cooee!™ she called down softly
some chum of hers who was just e
the road. )

The girl looked up, waved, and then
hastened into the shop, joining Betty in a
few moments in the upper room,

* Where are the others, Betty 7 T thought
I should be late.”

“You are late, Madge dear,” said Betty,
*T myself was late, and T was the first to
get here.  Oh, theso shops on a Thursday
afternoon |

Madge Minden had laid aside a rolled-up
piece of music, and Betiy now took it up
and_seanned the title,

“Um! Another awful-looking rhapsady-
thing, Madge? But it is bound to ho
wonderful-—as you play it." 3

“That remains to he seen,” smiled
Madge, taking & seat in her own scdate
manner. “If you hear the most awful din -
coming from the music-room before brekker
to-morrow, you'll know ihat's me Jearning’
another vhapsody! Hallo, here sre Tess
and Trixie ! ‘ \ *

“Hurry up, slow coaches ! Betty Barton

One simply can't get sprved !, *
Py get sp
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chided the two neweomers, as they romped
into the room. *What a time you have
been geiting away from ‘that drapery
coimter | 3 .

*And where is Paula Creel now " asked
Madge.,

“ Payla—oh, we. left, hel
chuckled Tess Treluwney,
mg the shop .

% Qui—yes,” agreed 'Irixie Hope, who
always spoke Frencli when she could, and
tried to when she conld not.  *Some day
I mean to'count up how many pairs of
gloves Panly Creel always has in stock!
As for me, I bhave only the one pair, and
cela me suffit—that’s enough for me!”

Two other girls came upstairs and into
the room, full’ of high spirits. They were
Dolly Delaie—popularly known as *the
Doormat”—and Etta Hargrove.

“We are late,” suid Eita, Uopping into
u chair.

“You are,” agreed Betty.

“!That makes us all the thirstier,”
Litta, unpinning her hat.

“Here is the tea, so cheer up!” cried the
Form captain, as the waitress entered with
the tray, *Shall we make a start, givls, and
then—"

Beity broke off abruptly, turning swiftly
to answer a romark that had been addressed
to her by a young lady who had followed
the waitress up the stairs and into the room.

“I beg your pardon,” said Betly, “you
were asking me—""

“Do you mind my having tea up here, ab
this side-table?” the young lady said, very
gracio . “The shop below i3 very
crowded,

“he chums answ
“0h, not at all !
“Thank vou so much !” said the stranger;

and with that she sat down at the side-table,”
which was in a dim corner at the far end
of the room. .

Botty found herself taking an interested

look at this girl, for she was certainly not
more than cightoen years of age.
extraordinarily pretiv. .
. Perhaps she had bren staying long enough
in this holiday district to feel the effects of
sca and sun upon ber face and hands, for
her skin was nicely tanned.

Tt certainly could uot be that she ewed
such a nut-brown eomplexion to any foreign
blood.  Her refined features were purely
Rritish, as were all her manners and her
speech,

v still at it1”
“Paula is buy-

added

ered in chorus:

She vds |
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Betty looked at her more than once, not
because there had been anything unusuel in
the request to be allowed to sit at that small
table. This upper room was not reserved for
Morcove scholars, No; Betty’s ouly reason,
at present, for (celing so interested, was that
the girl was so strikingly beautiful,

“Hark! That's Paula!” cried out Tess
Trelawney, as a girl was heard climbing
the narrow stairs in a very languid fashioh
whilst she complained wearily of the heat.
“Hurry up, Paula [”

“Bai Jove, how widiculous you are, ex-
pecting a geal to huwwy this hot weathah !
exclaimed Pauly, floating into the room with
her usual air of prostration. *Geals, I am
gwieved to have kept vou waiting. The
twouble I have had buying a few twifles
at the dwaper's—it would be widieulous if
it were not so downwight aggwavating !”

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Betty. * Poor
Paula! Draw up and have a cup of tea,
dear. You'll suon feel betier, then.”

But Paula, having found a scat on a
velvet couch, preferred to recline there.

“ Pwostwale—thowoughly pwostwaie !
sho said, fanning herself.  “The heat i3
tewwifie—what 1" il

Just as ber chums were ebout fo ma
some consoling remark to the swell girl of
the Fourth Form, they heard a tell-tale
scampering of fect on the stairs, ;

“That's Polly I” . E¥

And  Polly it was—boisterons Polly
Linton, the madcap of the Form, Lursting
in upon the tea-party at this moment, just
as she always burst in upon her chums in
their various studics up at the school.

“Penhio 1 sang out Polly, shying a small
parcel into a corner.  “ Hallo, Paula!
room for me on thag sofa?”

% l’o]ly.,denh, how fwivolous you are§
P

way——"

“Pon’t disturb you
| said Polly. 1

And down she sat on the swell girl's lap,
causing that spick-and-span young ladys to
send up a wail of distress,
V' , Polly!  Bai Jove, you know,
I'm extwemely fond of you and all that,
but—— Help! Cet off me, Polly!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Paway welvain, Polly!
ing me ™

EPiffle '™ seoffed Polly, teasingly boune-
ing up and down. “Tm as light as 8,
| feather, Pauvla!”
LT light as

f; I'll find room!”, .

You are ewush-

CGweat  pomlnesa,

[ —
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Polly ! T shall 'be a w'eck ! This hot weathah,
too, bai Jove! Betty, Madge—all of you!
Pway dislodge this tiresome cweature fwom
my lap 1 .
“Here, sit this chair and behave,
Polly1” Bctty Barton said, whilst she
grinned as much as the others at Polly’s
teasing of the swell girl. *What made you
so late, Polly 7"

“ (}h, I suddenly thought. T would send o[f
a picture posteard to the people at home,”
ihrugged Polly, belping herself to a cream-

un.

Then, as her teeth met in the squashy
pastry, she suddenly thought of something
worth telling.

“And what do you think,
eried, with all the eream frothing round her
prctty lips.

“T think you will choke, bai .]'mc I gaid
Paula softly. ““Weally, Paolly

“I'll teli you!"” rushed on the madeap of

- the Form gaily. *“They have included the
dad’s own old home in the series of picture
posteards of histm'ic Devonshire houses !”

*Bai Jove I” Panla said, whilst the others
murmured their dolight, *Tow extwemely
gwatifying 1

‘What-ch I" said Polly proudly, “You
Creels will have to sing small now, Paula
ear. I'm going to put on no end of
(iu:mty, now thag,I can boast that Linton
Hall is on the icfifre postcards !”
a, ha, hal”

All the glr]s were laughing merrily.
They knew just how impossible it was for
Polly Linton to fulfil any threat about

in

" being on her *“dignity.”
Madge was looking across at Betty
pBagton.

Penny for vour thoughts, Betty !"

Then the Form captain gave a little
start, and smiled again, after locking
serious for a moment.

During that serious moment she had been
logking at the girl who was a stranger to
them all.

For Betty had noticed that when Polly
Linton mentioped Linton’ Hall, the voung
lady at the small table turned her head
quickly, as if her interest had heen aroused.

“I mush get a picture posteard of Tinton
Hall,”” said Etta Hargrove. “I'm not like
some of your other chums, Polly ! T have
never been invited to your home.”

“Cheer up! You shall come home with
me, some time or other,” Polly answerced

girls?’ The |
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lightly.. “Meanwhile, for goodncss' #ke
don’t get a posteard. The photo of e
place docsn't do a bit of justice to it.”

“I am not surprised,” said Betty. “Wo
girls who were at Linton Hall for (,hrlsr‘
mas remember what a gorgeous place it is!

“Yes, wathah !” agreed Paula Creel, sip-
ping her tea, *““ Ah, talking of (,hwmtmus,
geals, mow I know \\hat ‘this stgwing
weathah weminds me of.™

“Not of Christmus, surely?” eased Polly.

“How fwivolous 3au are!” protested
Paula. “Howevah. you are not far from
being wight. This hot weathab, bai Jove,
it does wemind me of the Chwistmas holi-

3

days I
““Oh, now we, catech your meuning "
chuckled Tess. Ynu mean those da\q

when we were out in North Africa, after
Christinas 1"

“Yes, wather!”

“My_ word, what a time that was!” ex-
clnimed Pol]v vivaciously. “Do you remem-
ber the glare of the s Paula dear, and
how it took you all yonr time to keep your
face from getting freckled?”

Paule looked indignant,

“I have no wecollection, Polly deah, of
twying not to get fweckled! I have a |
wecollection of thinking of nothing but how
we were going to wescue Madge and Tess
fwom the howwid wascals in that Cily of
Susahlah.”

“Quite right, and it is a shame to tease
youl!” said Belty. “Paula, vou were o
brick from first o last durmg that never-
to-bo-forgotten adventure.”

“One we never want to have the like of
again,” said Madge, in her sober tone.
“Tt is all very well to look back upon: but
at the time, when Tess and T were in tho
hands of the Susahlah—kept in that strange
house in the city wall by Rose of “the
Desert and her womenfolk—"

“And never knowing whether we shéuld
ever see England again!” struck in Tess.
“Yes, those were trying times, and no
mistake !

The girl who was a stranger shifted her
chair a little, as if to sit in a more ecasy
attitude,

Betty noticed, however, that the alterod
position would enable the young lady to
pay more attention to the talk going on
at. the big table if she wanted to.

“Howwid cweatures!” Pnula Creel ex-
claimed again, slluding {o the nativo
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population of the mysterious City of
Susahlah, where she and several of her
chums had been involved in such strango
adventures. “ Without wishing to use a
stwong expiwession, cals, I wather fancy
it is time those husashlnh poople became a
little bit civilised, Yes, wather "

“Wait = .bit, though, when you pass
judgoment on the Susahlah people,” said
Mage “Some of them had their good
pmnts hadn’t they? That big fellow, El
Valiante, who was sent to England by the
Sulten to recover the Lamp of Susahlah—
_ho was a gentleman at heart.”

““One of Nature’s gentlemen—yes,”
Tess. *"And how
Desert 1"

“ Ab, Rose of the Desert !” several of the
girls echoed, in tones of pure admiration.
“8he was a darling!”

“I agwee !” Paule Creel hastened to say.
“I quito agwee, geals, about Wose of the
Desert.  ‘The whole time she had charge
of Madge and Tess, when they wero

said
shout Rose of the

prisoners, she was o bwick—a pwoper
bwick

ey :hmk." said Detty pensively—"in
fact, I am sure Rose of the Desert ended

up by being awfully fond of her school-
gl captives !”

“And I think that Rose of the Desert
wished we could all have brought her away
with us from Susahiah when we escaped
from that awful city,” said Madge. ‘Poor
Rose of the Desort! She was so young and
beautiful, it did seem a shame that she
should spend all her life in that strange,
wild land !”-

“But she was a native of the place,”
Kita.

And thero all the talk was suddenly in-
tefrupted by a long, low rumble out-of-
doors.

“Hark—thunder! Ts that thunder?” ex-
elaimed Betty, jumping up to dart to the
window. “Oh, see how the -clouds have
come up all of a sudden !”

“Bai Jove,” said Paula,
known it, guals‘
bound
“storm.’

“Malhour—bad luck !" grimaced Trixic
Hape, »s :hrv all looked at one another
in dismay. fow are we going to gel
back to the school without a drenching 77

Again tho thunder rolled above the little
Devonshire town, whilst the light faded as

said

we might have
This distwessing heat was
tu bwing on a sudden thunder-

the inky elouds closed together, thicker
than ever,

The young lady sitting at the side-table
got up from her chair, as if to make a
speedy departure,

She gave a half-smile to all the school-
girls who stood grouped by the darkening
window, and then spoke.

“Are you far from the school?” ehe
asked,

"Only a few miles,” said Belty. “We'll
manege ! We have our bicycles, and T ex-
pect we can make a spring for home in
between the showers.”

“It mey all be over in a few minutes,”
the young lady said cheeringly. *Well, I
hope you get back all right ! I think I hear
my father’s car I

A fine limousine was, in i'"ul, just then
drawing up at the kerb ocutside the shop.
The girl bestowed another friendly smile
upon the Morcove party, making Polly
Linton the recipient of her very last glance, *
Then she passed to the stairs and wenb
down them, her every movement full of

grace,
“What a beautiful girl!” exclaimed 7
Polly. * And so friendly, too!” 1

© “Yes, wather | Bai Jo‘n, geals, I envied .
her that pwetty frock—and the 2at!” said 3
the swell girl of the Form., *Howevah, my -
own clothes are not such wags, don’t you. -
know, that I want to get them dwenched!
Bntty deah—"

“Yes, we had better get on qllcldv,
Betty sa:d taking another glance at the
inky sky. “If t.he rmn starts, we must take

cover, that's all,”’

“That's the idea ! Poliy s.'n(l hgbtly, as
they all moved towards the staivs. “MWh
worry ? Think of the good it will do th

er :
“FTIunk of my fwock!" Paula' elmost -
groaned. It is bound to shwink with a'.

E dwenching, even if it isn't uttahly wuined 1"

The swell girl's chums refused to share
Paula’s panicky alarm, however. They
never weore girls to mect trouble half- -way,
and, as Betty cheeringly remarked, when
tlmy had paid the tea- glil and got their. -
bicycles from the store, even the first drops
of rain had not yet fallen. L

With a bit of luck, they might vet speed =
honlm to the school before the thunderstorm
broke. g

So away they went, pedalling as rwiftly
as possible through the quaint old High?:
Street, and so out into {he open countryi ]
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There the undulating road was clear of
all other traffic, and so the girls could ride
abréast of one another in a nice compenion-
able way, although Paula Creel was more
often than not lagging several yards
behind, her wails of distress causing the
others great amusement.

After the first mile Paula’s bat was all
awry, and her pretty face looked red-hot
with her exertion. For once, however, she
was less concerned about her appearance
than the threatening look of the cloud.

“Gwacions I she palpitated, plugging
along as hard as she could. “Bai Jove,
geals, it will be a miwacle if we don't get
dwenched! Betty——" .

“Come on, Paula!”

“ Polly 1"

“Hurry up, slowcoach I

“How fwivolous you are!” wailed the
breathless swell girl. “Are you aweah,
geals, that the clouds aro—— Theah! It's
/waining now !”

“Oh, dear !” chuckled the others, as they
saw the first heat drops splash down into
the dust,

“Geals, pway be sewious!” entreated
Paula, It is pouwing—simply pouwing!”

“I can't feel it yet!” cried Betty. *“All

. tho same, perhaps we had better—— Oh I”
L7 -And “Oh!” echoed all her chums, as a

brilliant streak of lightning suddenly zig-
zagged all down thoe inky sky.

‘Here, out_of this—quick!” Betty now
'sang out, for it was time to take cover, that
was evident. “Never mind the bikes!
Dump them anywhera 1”

."17]:35. wather I’ Panla palpitated.

And, almost faliing oub of her saddle.
‘she ran the machine to the side of the road
simply heaved it on to the bank,

The others followed suit, and then,
whilst an appalling olap of thunder burst
right above their heads, they looked wildly

round in search of a refuge from the

CHAPTER 2.
What Betty Saw.
URRAH! Look, girls, look!”

Tt was madeap Polly who sang
out so joyfully,

She was pointing eagerly to-

swards a low-built country house of the

. Georgian type. which chanced to be situ-

ated, amidst lovely grounds, just at this

- Minden,
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part of the road where the girls had been
caught by the storm.

“Can’t we find shelter there?” Paolly
ericd above the rumble of the thunder.
A needless suggestion that1 For where clse
could they all find shelter if not in®
tho porch of the house? Not another
habitation of any sort was to be seen.

The mansion was just a fine residence,
standing quite isolated at one of the pret-
tiest points on the road betwecen Barncombe
and Morcove,

“Oh, gwacious, what a welief 1” Paula
cried; and this was enc of thase rare
moments when the swell girl became as
nimble as any o her chums,

Forgetting her “fwail” disposition, Paula
footed it through the main gateway of the
garden and up the curving drive as last
as Beity, Polly, and the rest.

In fact, it was Paula who first reached the
shelter of the porch, thereby escaping the
heavy spattering which her less panicky
chums came in for.

Even gs they all scampered under cover,
and huddled there, panting for breath, the
rain streamoed down in torrents:

Flash, flash went the lightning, and time
after time the thunder crackled and rum-
bled, whilst the heavy deluge hissed upon
the gravel, washing it clean.

“Our poor bikes!" said Polly,

“Oh, bother bikes!” shrugged Tess.
“They can't cafch cold; but if we had been
a minute later——"~

“Pway don’t ‘elk about it!” pleaded
Paula. ~ She had taken out a little pocket-
mirror and comb. and was having a tidy
“We might have been dwowned,
Even as it is, my hat is wuined !”

“Ha, ha, ha! You and your hat!”
teased Polly. “T say, though, girls! Whose
house is this? Rather a fine one—eh 77

: bit of a hasbeen,” said Madga
“I fancy it is one the agents in

arncombe let furnished—when they can!
But it isn't everyhody who wants fo rent
such a big place for a mere holiday.”

“Well, it is let to somebody now,” said
Betty. "I hope they won't mind our tuking
shelter here!”

“Hallo! T say, girls, someone is coming
to the door!” Polly suddenly interrupted, '
es she put her face to the old-fashioned
coloured-glass panels. »

“Gwacious, i3 my hat on stwaight?”
Paula inquired anxiously. -

ere was no fime for any of her chums
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to relieve her mind on that point. Click!
went the latch’ of the ponderous front door,
and then—
Then Bettv & Co. gaped with surprise.
“Oh!? they suid at last, in a sort of
chorus.
For the person who had opened the door
was the same beautiful girl who had been

with them in the upper room of fthe
Creamery ! .
“What a drenching!™ she exclaimed,

lnughing musically. here only
just in time!”

“Only just!” agreed Belty umphahcnlh
“I am sure you don’t mind our—"

“Just as 1f'” the girl hasiened to say.

“Cowe in—yes, do! I couldn’t dream of
letting you Yona thore ™

“You are awfully kind ! murmured the
girls, gladly aceepting the invitation. “We
are not a bit wet. Stifll—"

“Will you.sit down?"” the girl broke in,
airily waving them to the various chairs,
which were ready te hand in the well-furn-
ished lounge hall.

Then she made one of her quick, grace-
ful turns te spesk to someone who had
come to a door opening on to the hall.

“It is all .right, father!” she said. “1
have asked these girls to wait inside until
the storm is over.

“You got

“Quito right—qnite rlght Pearl!” the
father answered,
This should have hnan good enough, wet

all the Morcove girls had a feeling that this
gentleman who slood revealed to them was
not really as nice as he was lrying to make
himself out to be.

He was a very tall, lean, clean-shaven
man, with scanty hair well-brushed back
from his high forchead.  Dark, piercing
eyes, set in a face that was so very bonv,
mave him a sinister apearance,  Like his
daughter, whese name scemed to be Peari,
he was very sunburnt.

“Scholars from the school—eh?” he re-
marked. with what was meant to be an en-
gaging smilr\. “Morcove School—eh *”

¥ Yes, sir,” Betty answered. “We ran
into Barnevbmbe to get a few things at the
shops and have a cup of fea, and the storm
has caught us by surprise.”

“Exactly,” he necdded, still lingering in
e doorway., “You are a well-grown girl.
What age would you be—and your name?”

“Petty Barton sir; Fourth Form.

And | her inquisitivencas,

DESERT TO MORCOVE!

these are all my best chums. Polly
inton—-""
“What! Tolly Linton?”

The gentleman had given a very sur-
prised ccho of the name, as if its utterance
had startled him. But in a moment he was
smiling in the most nonchalant manner.

“Polly—a good old English name, yes!”
he romarked. It was the surname that
surprised me, however, Linton! Do they
call the town of Lynton, Devonshire, after
your family, ]’ol!_y Linton

“Oh; no, sir!” laughed Polly. ~ “I\Iv
people do, however, live in Devonshire
Linton Hall, a good many miles '1c1‘cm,
country.”

“Ah, indecd ' commented the genile-
man, nodding. *Well, young ladies, you
may feel quite at ease. I and my daughter
are venting this place, furnished, for a little
time, She has no mother now, so it is for
her to do the honours. Pearl, thy dear,
you will make the girls feel quite at home.”

“Yes, father,” said Pearl, in that low,
sweet fone that was so in I\eapmg with her
dainty figure.

Then the father withdrew into his rcom
and closed the door, and Detty & Co,
thought it only right to put a few fncndly‘
questions to the daughter. ;
fio you are new to this neilhbourhood 1"
said I%nth “How do you like Devon-
shire?”

“T think it is oharmmg
“After living so long

She checked  her
quickly :

“You had some tea at the (‘roamerv 1
knaw. But would you hlce another eup ?

“Oh, no, thank you!” chorused Bg:.ty
Co. And Tess pursued: .

“Were you going to «ay you lived a lobg
time abroad”

The question producsd a pause—an a\\'k—-

pausn.
s girl Pear' was hesitating over her
reply. Why, Betty & Co. could not umlv.xn
stand.  And suddenly they all felt a devper
interest in her and her father.

said Pearl.

and then  said

nge mystery.
t was Polly who trm(! her hand at
a question, Polls. the madeap, wus just

»%&,

felt that they were on the fringe.

the sort to step in where angels fear to,

tread. No shyness about Polly !

with a breeziness which uum-d

* India 7"

she asked,

“ What pinrn ahroad do you coxe from ¥
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“Oh, no!” said Pear], quite readly.

"1 guess it was some hot country,” rafiled
on Polly, “because that’s why you are so
brown! We know how brown we gon last |
January, cut in Africa.”

“I—I heard you saying in ine tcashop
that you were ont in North Affica,” Feart
remavked.  “What an exciting time you
must have had!”

" Yes, wather!” exclaimed Paule Creel.
“Howevabh: {

What Psunia was going to say was that
Pearl had vet to tell them where she camme
from, . But at this moment Paula stocd
mute and open-mouthed, as she noiiced the

% ?xlmordmary expression of Betty Barten's
ace,

Betty was not attending to the telk et
all. 8he had chenced to glance up the dim
staircase as far as the half-landing, and her
eyes were now fixed in that direction, as if
fascinated by somcthing she saw there.

And yet—what was there, up there on
the first landing, to leave one spellbeund?

“Nothing, Paula deeided, as she herself
glanced in that direction,

“Gweat goodness, Betty deah!” the swell
girl managed {o exclaim at last. “ Whatevah
is the mattah?”

“With me?" Betty roturned, pulling her-
self tagether. “Oh—or—nothing, nothing !

"I wathah fancied you had seen a ghost,
bai Jove !

Betty forced a laugh at this playful re-
mark of Paula’s, and then the girl Pearl
turned to the pair of them. g v
“A ghost! I hope not,” she said, with

& light laugh., “The house scoms old and
dingy enough, without any neced for;
ghaosts 17

It was Betty’s turn to laugh,

.“One doesn’t see ghosts at five o’clock
in the afternoon, I fancy,” was her jesting
remark. “I wonder if the rain is showing
signs of giving over?” . i

Then Pearl opened the front door, and, to
“the girl’s relief, -they saw that the storm
had already spent itself.

So torrential had heen the deluge from

- the moment it started, already the rain
was slackening. Pecring out, at the sky,
they saw_that here and there the clouds
were beginning to break,

“Hurrah |7 exclaimed Polly, and the

threezy expression seemed to amuse Pearl.
8ha =miled upon the schoolgirl madeap, as
if to_encourage her to be quite lLersell in
this house,

| answer,
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And—ah, how well Betty Barton, for oue;
remembered it afterwards I—the ten minutes
or so during which they stood beneath-the
shelter of that roof, waiting for the rain to
ceaso, Pearl's interest in Polly Linten
was a very friendly one.

Polly had even been led inte talking
about her own people and hér home at
Linton Hall, when the cry suddenly went
up that the rain was all over and the sun
was actually coming out again.

“Oh, that's splendid !’ Pear] said, head-
ing the sdvance into the open air. © Yes,
you will have it fine now, and T suppose you
will soon be indoors, since you each have
a bicyele,”

“Twenty minutes will see us back at the
school,” Madge Minden answered.  * Aud
what do you say, girls? Don't you think
this young ‘lady should honour us with a
visit. one fine day?”

“Yes, wather!” -

“Topping notion !"" eried Polly. “ Perhaps
you mever went to school in Eugland, and
so you would like to see over a place like
Morcove.”

“I would indeed!” was Pearl’s eager
“Yes. if T may come and sco

you

“Any day after .half-past three!” they -
clamoured. “We are finished with classes
then.  And we can give you tea, and-—"

“I know what.” Polly shouted, above all
the others, causing Pezrl to smile again at
the madcap’s boisterous manner.  “Belty
Barton and T will arrange a tea for you
in our study.  We shars a den, vou know.
and Betty iz captain of the Form.” Betty—I
say, Bettyi"

Polly started to look about her in sur-
prise.  Betly was not out here.  She had
lingered behind in the house.

“Betty ! Oh, there you are! I wondered
what had become of you,” said the Form
captain’s chum, as Betty came hurrying
out. “T say, this young lady is coming over
to Morcove to have tea with us, one after-
noon !” ¢

“Your friends have all baen kind encugh
to ask me,” Pearl smiled. “Does it meet
with the captain’s approvel t”

“Why, of course!” Beity said heartily.
“Good-bye for the present—and thank
you 1"

And two minutes later the girls had all
picked up their bicyeles, wiped them more
or less dry. and were pedalling along the
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sodden road, with the sun breaking out
hotly upon them.

“Hurrah | chvered Pelly, purposely
lunging towards the shaky Paula as if to
upset that leng suffering chum. “This is
gorgeous ! Cheer up, Detty ! What's the
matier?”

* Nothing—nothing
promptly. 5

Dut something was the matter, as all
Betty’s chums were =oon convineed,

Something had affected her spirits.  To
look at her now, as sho pedalled along the
open country road, was fo fecl that all the
freshness of sunshine after rain was lost
upon lier, and that she had brought away
with her some of the gloom of that dim old
house where Pearl and her father lived.

Reaching the school, the girls_soon dis-
pesed to their various studies. It was the
lrour for “prep.” to be done. In Study
No. 12, Polly Linton slung out her books
upon the table, whistling ihe while, and
p!unmcd down to attack a bit of Irench.
But Betty-—-——

Betty, with & hovk lying open in front of
her, sat mute and still, even now under the
strange spell which had seemed to fall upon

in thot old house on the Barncombe

Betiy  declared

her in
road.

“i. wake up. Botty ! her high-spirited
chum suddenly sang ont. “T shall begin {o
think saon you reaily did sce a ghost at that
house |” .

“If T did,” Betty answered, forcing a
mirthless smile, “shail 1 tell you whaose
ghost it was?"

“What-ho "
ing!”

“Polly dear you will think_me clean
cruzy,” Doty eaid grovels. It was the
ghost of Rose of the Desert

chuckled Polly. “I'm listen-

CHAPTER 3.
Real or Unreal?

OLLY stared for a few moments at
P her churr.. as if this really did seem
nothing but sheer eraziness.

“Betty! How can you

such nonsense—such sheer piffie 7"
Before Betly rould make any reply to this
scoffing remark there was a tap at the door.
Panla Creel and Madge Minden came in,
and Polly Linton furned to them, grinning.
4“1 say, here's a go! Betty has been

seeing visions 17

talk
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1 “Oh, weally *” exclrimed Paula.  “How
i wemarkable:”

“Petty has been seeing Rose of
Desert, eo she tells me.” !
“Whea-nat?” eried Madge and Paula,
“1 knew vou would scoff,” Betty said.
“That is why I didn't like telling you. But
we are all such geod chums.. L never feel

1 can keep anything from you."

“But, weally, don't you know,” pratested
Paula, dropping into her favourite arm-
chair, “this is too widiculous!”

“I'll explain,” the Form captain went on
gravely, * When you were all stunding in
the hall of that house on the Barncombe
road, did you happen to ook about yout"”

, YeF

" Yes, wather 1"

“Did vor happen to sce that on the first

the

| large mirror®” i
“Er—no, 1 didn’t pwecisely see a roiw-

| wor,” confessed Paula. “Did you, Madge
deah?”

| Madge shook her head.

| “Thore was a mirror on that landing

wall,” said Betty. “One of those big ones
that they often have on a stuircase in old-
fashioned houses to ralieve the gloom. Well,

was glancing up the stairease whilst you
were all talking to that girl E,‘cuﬂ;--

“And you saw——" struck .in Madge
eagerly.

“1 saw the reflection of a person wha
was evidently coming down to the ground
where we were all standing togother, DBut

wirned back. 5

“She?” cchoed Madge and Polly.

“T told you the person_was a female,”
Betty said, “She was dressed in white,
flowing garments. Her face was half-veiled.

of—

“Rose of the Deseri!” cried Betty's
listeners ineredulously. “No, Belty—mno!”

“].gut*-—'—‘n

“The whole thing is perfectly simple,”
Polly said. *Your imagination has been
running away with you, Betty. .- Don't
forget we werz all talking abont Rose of
the Desert in the teashop. That was not
long before we tock shelter nt the house.
Your mind wa still running on Rose of
the Desert, and so——"' .

“You just fancied eversthing! Polly is
right. Betty,"”
explanation,”

In every respect. the figure I saw was that.
]

halflanding of the slaircasc there was a .

she suddenly stopped, and then must have
»

said Madge. "1t is the only’
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But Beity stil! looked unconvinced. As DBetty made a rush for “it,” it look ta
“Bai Jove, gealy, I tell you what!"” [its heels in a very sprightly manner.
chimed in l’auh‘ with &n air of being in- All down one side of the dormitory “it*
spired. “I wather fancy the person Belty | rushed, and then up the other side, with
suw must have bren some geal in u dwess: | Botty in hol piwsuit.
ing-gown, or something of that sorf, bai| "Overone bed after another it * bounded,

Jove l” She may have been having a lnlh.
don't you know, alter a long jowrney.’

“And was coming away from the bath-
room all wrapped up in some towelling.
Good for you, Paula!™ eried Polly. “Quite
an casy tlung for any young lady to look
a4 bit Eastern, under those circs,  Betty,
you duffer, don’t vou ever talk again abom
Rose of the Desert buur,r over liere in
England! Tf you do—-"

*All right. [ suppose you are right and
I am wrong,” Betty said, with a rueful
langh. “I'm bound to say that I could
hardly believe my own .senses. That a
native girl whom we last saw in the heart
of the African desert should have como to
England—it is too wonderful almost to
believe 1”

And there the subject was dronped.

That wnight, however, Betty Barton had
to put up wilh a good deal of banter in the
Fourth Form dormitory before lights-out.

All the Form had got to know about the

“vision ” she had seen in the house on the
Barncombe road, and twenty -times over
Betty was NLP(“ if she felt better now, or

was she still “seeing ghosts "7

Nor was this all

At the last mmmate befora lights-out the
dormitory door swung open very slowly,
and into the room glided a ghostly figure,
arrayed in flowing robes,

Thon all the girls who were "in the
Lknow * pretended to be struck all uf a houp

JTransfixed they stoed, whilst the mysteri-
ous figuro pansed just inside the doorway.

At last Tess Trelawney and a few others
whispered excitedly to Betly:

“Da you see, Betty?  Who is it—who is
ite”

“It is Polly !” zail Beity, refusing to look
the least bit startled. *Come off it, Polly!
The joke is getting stale!”

“Peace be on you, O captain of the Fourth
Form ! said the mysterious ngre solemnly,
“I am Rose of the Desert—"

“TlIt give you Rose of the Desert ! Betty
eried, sm]r!mh making a rush at the draped

figure. Hup it!”

Then the “vision”
alive indeed.

became  very

much

drawing mozk groans of t\.r#r.r from the
beds’ aecupants, whilst these girls who were
still standing about the room simply doubled
up with langhter.

At last Botiy seized the “apparitison ™
by a trailing end ot its whife sheet.  Betty
pulled hard, and down wont the figure
plump on top of Paula Creel, who had just
~got into bed.

“Help!” yelled the swe'l girl of the Form,
“My gwacions!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hc.lh bai Jn\e get off me, Polly!
are ewushing me!

“I am Rose of thu Desert!” moaned the
“apparition,” still refusing to own te the
name of Polly Linton. *“For many moons,
O daughter of idlen !

“Pway stop it, Polly!  Weally, don’t ycu
know this is no joke; it s mnost distwess-
ing!” wailed poor Paula, trying to dis-
lodge her unwelecome visitor.  * Betly deah

“All right, Paula; Pve got her!™ Betty

Yon

laughed. “Now, Polly, just’ you— &,
ha, ha!” .
And “¥a, ha, ha!” pealed all the girls

who were looking on, as they saw Detty and
Polly start a real mix-up on Paula’s bed,
with Paula all the time trying to escape
from the fray and unable to do so.

The end of it was Polly Linton pgot so
wound up in the white sheets which she had
put on for the jape, she could not see what
she was doing.

She mistook Paula Créel for Betty Dar
tan, with ‘results that sct the onlookers
laughing louder than ever,

Betty slipped away, and there was
muffled Polly,
in the belief
Botty.

By the time Polly had got her head clear
of the sheet, and ecould sce what was doing.
Paula Creel was just about as “ pwestwate »

the
struggling with Padla Crec}
that that luckless girl was

as she hud ever been. !
“Hallo!” panted Polly. “Oh, it's you!”
“Yes, wather! And, bai Jove, Po!ly

Who—how—-
Jove!” raved Panla,

“ Whare is Betty, then?
“Look heah, bai
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bounding about in a state of great indigna-

tion.  “Once and for al, I will npt be
dwngged into these widiculous japes of
yours J—I—

*But you were so-keen on it!” Polly pro-
testdd demurelg.  “ Really, Paula, how un-
reasonable you are!"

“ Unweasonable ! cried Paula. “Just bo-
cause I pwotest against being tweated like
a punch-ball! I—I Howevah, I am
too pwostwate to argue the mattah! Pway,
go awny !”

“My dear Paula—"

“Pway go to bed, Polly! I am gwieved
—gwieved that evelybody seems to think it
funny that you have wuired my bed for the
night 1"

* But—"

“I wefnse to discuss the mattah! T am
fodhup!" said Paula, punching her pillow to
rights,

And down went her head upon the pillow
a moment later, just as Miss Massingham
eame in to see what all the noise was about.

The talk and laughter that went on after
lighits out was mostly at Panla’s expense,
she having proved mor- of a vietim to the
jape than Betty Barten,

All the same, Botty could not help fecling
rather foolish iu the eyes of her chums.

Tt scemed as 1[ they were never going to
forget her folly in imagining that she had
scen Rose of tha Desert—and no wonder!
As she had frenkly owned, it could only

“ have boen some trick of the fancy.

And yet—

And yet that very night Betty Barton
dreamed that it was all quite true—Rose
of the Desert really was back in England !

- CHAPTER 4.
The Suhstance of the Vision.
ORNING had come again to the
M romantic world of North Devon, and
a hot sun was shining down upon a
countryside boautiiulﬁ' refroshed by
the thunderstorm of yesterday afternoon.

It was close upon nine o’clock—an hour
at.which all the scholars of Mercove Sechool
were ready to go into their various classes.
Vet heve, in the old house on the Barncombe
rond, the girl whose name was Pearl had
only just finished her toileite.

'lummg away from the mirror of her
dreessing-table, she stood for several minutes

;
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looking cut of the window, her lovely eyes“

dwelling with obvious delight
green fields and the distant sea.

Then suddenly she faced about and gave
two claps of the hand us if to summon
semeone from another part of the house.

Instantly there was a light footfall at the
door, which opened.quickly. Aud there, on
the threshold, stood a very strange figure
to be found in an English couniry house!

For it was the figure of a tall, queenly-
looking girl in Eastern garb.

She wore the white robes of a malden,
and from the crown of her head (o the soles
of her feet, n':tlnng was lacking from her
appesrance to proclaim hes a true daughter
of the desert.

Of her dark-skioned face, only the upper
half was visible, her dark eyes peering out
over the edge of the white cloth that masked
her mouth and chin. Gold bracelets jangled
at her wrists, whilss her small fect were en-
cased in richly- decoralecl shoas, *

Thus she slood—thc mmg N,)lan'\hon of
Bn!ty Barton’s puzzling ion ” of vester-
day! She was the quaintly garbed being
whose reflection Betty had seen for just one
instant in that mirror on the stairs.

“ Good-mornin, Pear! said, just as if
she were addressing some English gitl
“Will you pay close atfntion to what I
have to say, Rose of the Desert?”

Rose of the Desert!

The name had been voiced by one who
secmed to have authority over the daughter
of a barbaric race. So this was no foreign
ii” merely resembling Rose of the Desert 1n

et style of dress. It was the Rose herself.

She made a sweeping bow that was the
very essence of gracefulness.

“T am the servant of the young Englxsh
lady,” Rose of the Desert murmured, in her
musical voice, I
decree that I serve thee as a slave, O
daughter of the one white man whom the
Sultan calls his friend. Say omn, then, and
I listen.”

The British-born girl smiled, as if amused

upon  the

by Rose of the anemt s poetic style of spcal:- *

n

“I like the way you describe my Iathar,
Rosa of the Des It is quite true, too.
Mr. Hartry is the only white man, T be-
lieve, whe has ever been able to win your,
Su]l:m s friendship and protection.”

“Yea, it is eyen_ as thou
answered Rose of the Desert,

sayest! "

“In the City

is the Sultan’s own -
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_of Susahlah, all know that cur master, the
Sultan, has no love for any people from
other countries. Thy father has verily been
luckier than one other traveller I could
name, who came from this land of England.”

“Ah, yes! You mean the man® Jack
Somerfield,” nodded Pearl, “He travelled
through the land of Susahlah a few years
beforc my father came that way, I know

“He was the first, the man Somerficld,”
Rosoe of the Desert said, with a sudden rise
and fall of the breast, as if talking of the
man Somerfield made her excite “And
vyou liave heard how he found—indeed, any-
thing but friendship and protection at my
master the Sultan’s hands.  He was kept in
prisen in chains, and would have languished
there to this day, but he escaped.”

“Lucky man!” Pearl seid, & trifle flip-
pantly. “Well, well, Rose of the Desert,
I don’t wish.to hear all the story of the man
Somerfield over again.  Now, listen !”

ST 13

oly.
Pearl Hartry took a slow turn about the

Toom.

“When my father came away with us
from the City of Susahlah, after making
friends with your Sultan, you were ordered
to come with us, to be my cowpanion across
the desert.”

“Your companion until such time as you
no longer desired me,” Rase of the Desert
assented. It was my master, the Sultan’s
own decree. Thy father and he are now
eworn frionds, and if I fail thee, then do I
also fail the Sultan himself!”

“That is the exact position,” nodded
Pearl Hariry, “and T am glad you remem-
ber it.  Now I want you to remember one
thing more. It is what I called you in to
tell youw.”

Rose of the Desert stood as submissive

and elfentive as sver, And yet there was
that in her mein which suggested how hard
she found it to be a mere vassel in the
hands of this British girl. Now and then
her eyes seemed to, say. resentfully:
- “Am I not your egual, and more than
your equal—I, Rose of the Desert, sister to
Hussuf Ben Nazar, daughter of a family
that has served the Sultan and the Sultan’s
ancestors for how many years? Who art
thou, girl, that T should bend to thee?”

What, indeed, was Pearl Hartry in the
eyes of Rose of the Deseri? Not the splen-

murmured Rose of the Desert |

1

did type of British girlhood which Rose of
the Desert had already met with, and
learned to admire so greatly, in the person
of l;icrt:,' Barton and other Morcove scholars !

Roso of the Desert knew a little about
Pearl Hartry and her father, and that little
was nothing to inspire very great respect.

She knew thut only a short time ago the
man Hartry had turned up in the City of
Susahlah in a camel-caravan party, which
also included his daughter.

By conduct of he most cunning kind,
Hartry had won favour with the Sultan,
and it was common talk all over the City of
Susahlah shat such favour had been grantec
by Hartry's extravagant promises of being

able to swell the Sultan’s vest wealth.

The Sultan was a covetous man, and he
had listened greedily to Hartry’s talk of
vast gold resources—a veritable El Doreda
—which he. Hartry, was on the track of.

Hartry, of course, needed the Sultan’s
protection, and so, like the shrewd fellow
he was, he had purchased that protection
by promising to “gy halves ” over whatever
wealth was finally discovered.

In all this, fully known as it was to Rose
of the Desert, there was something that had
aroused her contempt for Stephen Hartry.

He was not like the other British explorer
she had known years ago—the man Somer-
field, No gre:d for gold about Lim!

Somerfield was a young man who had ex-
ploved for adventure’s sake, and for the sake
of studying a then unknown race of people.
Somerfield was a white man in more senses
than one. Stephen Hartry was not!

"It is possible,” said Pearl Hartry, after
a pause, “that I shall be making friends
with certain girls at Morcove School, I
do not wish them to know that I and my
father have ever been in the land of Susah-
lab. You understand?” i

“8he whom I am beund to serve is saying
a strange thing,” Rosa of the Desert
answered,  “But the wish shall be obeyed.”

“More than that,” Pearl Harlry went on, |
with inercased sternness, “you are to do-
your best to avoid being seen at any time
by the giids of Morcove School.”

Rose of the Desert bent her tead and was
silent.

“If you should encounter any of those
girls by a eudden accident, then you must
be dumb,” Pearl said, “That is my express
command to you, Bose of the Deecert, If it
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is disobeyed, and if you ever speak a word
to-any of those girls, my father will report
it to the Sulten, and then you will be pun-
ished.”

Again the daughter of the desert gestured
submissively. .

“Remember, for it is a thing on which
much may turn,” Pear] impressed upon her
listener. “Be duamb, if ever you happen to
meet those girls, and then, although they
may think that you resemble Rose of the
Desert, they will say it is not she, but only
an African girl who is dressed like her.”

Rose of the Desert dropped her head lower
still.  Her small hands were tightly
clenched. Perhaps no one would ever know
how she was feeling the humiliation of
Pearl Hartyy's every word,

She, Rose of the Desert, was to sink the
identity of which she was so proud, and was
to become a mere nonontity—“only an
Africen girl "—being the dumb slave of this
white gir! who, with her raseally father,
was surely a menace to the welfare of those
English schoolgirls for whom she, Rose of
the Desert, had nothing but the .deepest
regard !

“Go, then, and pay heed to your ways!”
Pearl said, pointing haughtily to the door.
“Nothing is easier than to be dumb when
you arg spoken to. Not one word from your
?!ps‘ Rose of the Desert, if ever you should
chance to stand face to face with the English
schoolgirTs, or 2

The daughter of Stephen Hartry had

bent forward a little to say the rest, Jetting |

her heautiful eyes fill with a stern, cold
look.

"I obey your orders, even as I would
obey the Sulten's,” Rose of the Desert said.
“T have heard all your commands, O daugh-
ter of the man who is the Sultan’s sworn
friend. I shall not forget!”

Then she was gone, and after a minute or
so Pear] also quitted the room, passing down
to the spacious hall in which Betty Barton
and her chums had received shelter from
the storm yesterday. 5

Throwing open one of the sitting-room
doors, the handsome girl sauntercd grace-
fully into a well-furnished apartment that
her father appeared to be using as a sort of
study.

He was here at this moment, sitting at a
roll-top desk, on which a few maps and
other papers were spread out.

“"Morning, Pearl!” he grected her, smil-
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ing whilst he still kept a long, ivory cigar-
ette-holder between his teeth, Nor did he
remove the cigarette from his mouth when
his daughter came across and kissed him
carelessly on one cheek.

“I didn't wait breakfast, my dear.”

“That was right, father. 1 had all the
breakfast I wanted in my room.”

Pearl glanced at the littered desk.

“1 ses you have already started in for an-

other hard day at the maps, father, Still as
puzzled at ever?” |

“Ay! Tt is a  problem, Pean,” he
answered, with a hissing breath, ‘“More

than ever I am being made to realise woe
shall never find the exact locality of that EL
Dorado out there in Susahlah unless—unless
we get hold of that one other document!”

-“But we shall get it, father! You have
said—-"

"““&hall we, Pearl? Shall we get that
other document?” Ie looked at her ex-
citedly. It is going to depend upon you,'
Pearl. We know where it is. To-dey we
are only a few miles from the house where
it has been placed for safe custody. But
— »

He made a sudden, uneasy pause, and

crossed to the door. Opening it a few inches,|

he peered oui—the action of a man whe
fears eavesdropperg.

No one was there, however, to be caught
in the act of listening at the keyhole. So
ho closed the docr again, and came back to
his daughter.

“I don't know," *he muttered, sheking his
sleek head dubiously. “I don't feel alto-
gether easy in my mind about ihat native

irl.” 3

“Rosc of the Desert?’. His daughter
shrugged. “It is all right, father. She is
under strict command from the Sultan to
give us absolute obedience, and -that is
everything, Anyway, she can’t be got rid of
now.”

“No,” Stephen Hartry assented, rather
gloomily. “Impossible to send her awey.”

“Besides,” Pearl went on, “I_have
warned her that she is not to show herself
{o thase girls at the school. By some mis-
chance they may get a glimpse of her; but
that will not matter. We can easily lead
them to think that she is any ordinary
eirl.” |

“But if they speak to her?”

“8ha will be. dumh,

My orders to her ..
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are—not a4 word from her lips to any of
those girls,” Pearl said. *“So that’s that!"
For a moment Hartry surveyed this beau-
tiful daughter of his with fatherly pride,
mingled with admiration for the way she
was acting as his confederate over the
nefarious schemo that was his,
“Something tells me,” he said gravely,
“Rose of the Desert is going to be our
stumbling block! When the Sulian sug-
gested that she should accompany us all the
way to England, I thought it a capital thing
for us. We were told that she actually
knew this district of North Devon—that
she was one of thy emissaries the Sultan
'previously sent to England to recover the
lost. lamp of Susahlah. Now I sce that
her very knowledge of the place and the

* people may be a disaster.’”

“You mean—-"

. “The trouble for us is, Pearl, that Rose
of thé Desert grew to like those English

schoolgitls. They won her regard, and you
know what that means. Once you win the
trust_and loyalty of a girl like Rose of
the Desert, she is with you to the death!

. Still worse, from our point of view, she—
o

" invitation-to Linton Halll

.ma, Pearl!

He made another pause.

“Hang it, what's wrong with me this
‘morning that I feel so uneasy? Things
are not shaping so badly.”

“They- are going well, father, if you ask
me,” Pearl said. “Already I have scraped
an acquaintance with the girls af that
school,  To-morrow—Saturday—1 am going
to tea at the school. I shall take care to
sit down next_to Polly Linton.”

‘*And you think you may get so friendly

" with her that she will invite you to Linton
“Hall7”

Stephen Hartry suddenly held his
daughter by one wrist, whilst his eagle
eyes flashed into hers. He looked wrought-
up, fierce, but Pearl remained as cool as

ever. ;

“Yes,” she said slowly, “I shall get that
And if T do nok
get hold of that paper which we stand
in need of whilst I am there, it will not
be for lack of trying.”

. “Clever girl!” Hartry exclaimed, smiling
in.a foxy way. “What a help you are to
Perhaps sometimes you think
the whole thing is too risky—too daring—-""
““No, father.”
2If ever such a thought does eross your
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mind,” he rushed on, in a low, impressive
tone, “remember the prize we are striving
for! Out there, in the land of Susahlah,
there is certainly a wonderful gold area
that has yeb to be exploited. Jack Somer-
field—that young dolt of a wanderer—ho
has had a native plan of the country in his
possession for years, without troubling to
turn it to his advantage. But we, Pearl—
we will not be long in improving our for-
tune, ‘'once we have got hold of that plan.”

““We shall be proity rich, then, father—
eh?” smiled P’earl, glancing at the mirror,
as if she was a girl who loved fine raiment
and rich jewels.

“Rich!”

He chuckled exultantly, whilst he patted

er again.
“We shall be rich,” he said, “beyond the
dreams of avarice!”

by

CHAPTER &.
Whilst Morcove Bhpf.i

HAT night a strange thing happened

I just outside the bownds of Mercove

Schoal. x
Under cover of the darkness, a
silent-footed person, cloaked from head to
heel in some dark raiment so as to avoid
being scen, crept close to a wall that
formed part of the school’s boundary line.

The figure was that of a girl or woman,
and in a moment her purpose was disclosed.

Taking something from the folds of her
dark cloak, she judged the height of the
wall very carefully, and then made an up-
ward cast with tge object.

Over the brickwork it sailed, falling
exactly in thé middl> of a shrubbery path
on the inner side of the wall.

And there is lay all through the right,
so that morning found it saturated with
dew for the sun to soak up. )

But ere Old 8ol had had quite sufficient
time to change the dew dened object
back into a dry, crinlling state, it had been
found.

A couple of girls belonging to the Fourth
Form chanced to be sauntering through the
shrubbery a few minutes hefore morning
school began, and suddenly one of them
pounced.

“Hallo, what's thizs?" she exclaimet egs
citedly. “My word, Judy, a note—a note
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for one of the girls, flung over the wall in
the night!”

Then, hefore-her sister Judith could make
any oomment, Cora Grandvieys scanned the
writing on the envelope,

“Oh-o! This is interesting!” Cora_said,
her eyes lighting up with all her old ani-
mosity against Betty Barton & Co. “It is
a nate for our precious captain!”

Judith Grandways made a snatch at the
missive. And then she also smiled|
maliciously ns she read these words, done
in hand-printed letters for the obvious
purpose of concealing the sender’s identity:

“GIVE THIS TO THE CAPTAIN OF

THE FOURTH FORM.”

“Give it to the Form captain—hot likely!"
muttered Cora, taking back the letter from
her equally malicious sister. “I say, Judy,
isn't_there a chance in this for us to score
off Betty I¥

“Question is, who is it- from?" Judith
said. “Open it, Cora. Dol”

“No, I don’t like to go as far as that,”

said Cora turning the note over and

about. “But—but I tell you what, Judy
dear—we’ll destroy it—eh?”

Cora tore the letter—envelope and all—to
little pieces and flung them away. hen,
with a repetition of that malicious laugh
of hers, she sauntered on, with Judith at
her side.

“What a lark if Betty gets inlto a row
for tearing up papers and making a litter
with them!” tittered Judith.

“Better still if someone finds the bits of
paper and puts them together,” added
Cora. “Then they'll sce it's a letter be-
longing to Betty, and they’ll think she
threw them about.”

And so the gpiteful pair, still as eagor
as ever to involve Betty Barton in trouble.
went into school that morning feeling that
they had had quite a bit of luck.

This was Saturday, and Cora and Judith
had great hopes of the litter of papet
attracting somebody’s attention before the
day was out; fpr, after dinier, the whole
school would be out-of-doors, and quite
likely some of the girls would take a
saunter through the shrubbery.

In the hope of witnessing Betiy's sudden

. discomfiture, Cora and Judith even put in
an appearance at the hard tennis-courts
that afterncon.
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Betty and some of her chums were hav-
ing an hour or so with the racjuets, and
the sisters hung around, longing to see
somebody—preferably a mistress or a senior
scholar—suddenly turn up with the seraps of
paper and demand an explanation.

And suddenly Cora and Judith nudged
each other excitedly.

To their malicious delight, they saw one
of the maids come from the schoolhouse
with some verbal message for Betty Barton.
In a flash the sisters jumped to the conclu-
sion that the affair of the letter over the
wall had become known to the headmistresa
herself. She had sent at once for Betty,
and now—hurrah! A dice peck of troublo
was Betty in ford

Oxnlg{ to see ho“ abruptly Betty had to
stop her game of tennis was enough to
convince the spiteful sisters that she was
under orders to report at once to the head-
mistress over a very serious matter. ¥

Polly Linton, Paula Creel, and Mad
Minden hud been playing this particular
set with the Form captain. They picked
up the balls at once, and went with hc1 in
haste towards the schoolhouse.

“Come on, this is great!” Cora whispered
gleefully to her sister. * Betty 13 in the
soup this time, for a cert.”

Only a minute later, lm\w\cr, wlmt a
blow did the sisters receive!

Instead of finding that Beity had been
called away from the tennis to tos the
line in front of Miss Somerfield, they found
that a most pleasant surprise had been
awaiting the Form captain and her chums.

The maid from the house had merely
fetched Betty & Co. from the hard courts
because a young lady had called to take tea
with them, h

“How nice of you, Miss H;\:hv[ We
wern so hoping you would tum up |”

“Yes, uath(,r, bai Jove

“Do sit down.!™

Such were a few of the dehghted cries
that Cora and Judith Grandways over-
heard as they stood in the Fourth Form
corridor.

Whoever Betty & Co.’s visitor was, she
was most welecome—that was evident! And
so, feeling mad with disappointment, Cora.
and Judith could only stalk into their own
study and shut the door against all the
happy laughter and talk with a violent slam,

At that instant, Betty was also closing a
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study door, but witl. anything but angry
viclence.

$he and her delighted chums had per-
sueded Pearl Hartry to take the best chair
in Study Ne. 12, and now there was to be
“just aclittle pleusnml talk before the tea-
things were rattled out of the' corner cup-
board on to the teble.

“Haven’t I spoilt * your
though?” Pearl asked, glancing at
sunny window.
of-doors 7"

“Only a game or two of tennis on the
hard cour Betty broke in lightly. *“And
we can get tennis any day, not a treat like
this 1"

Pearl bent her beautiful head and smiled
to show her appreciation of ihe compli-
ment. She was quite at her case amongst
these girls, who had given her such a glad
welecome.  Not & word could she say, not
« movement could she make, but what it
seemed to express good breeding. And
yet, all the time, bow terribly deceiving
was such conduet !

How utierly mistaken were trustiul Betty
& Ca. over this new friend of theirs! And
how bitterly ware they likely to rue their
mlsp]aced confidence before many days were

alternoon,
the
““You were playing out-

t 1

thlhi. the falk fowed on, Befty often
caught herself lost in admiration of the
visitor. ~ She was so exceedingly pretty, so
faultlessly dressed, and so lacking in “airs
and graces.”

Small blame to Betty, or any ol the other
girls, if they felt that Pearl Hartry was go-
ing to be a most delightful friend to have
during her stay at the old house on the
Barncombe road !

“You used to play all our games when
you were at school, of course ?” zaid Madge,
to save the talk from languishing. “Tennis,
gmkev—nricket too? “Which did you, like

st 1

#“Oh, for a sunny day—tennis, even out of
the season, on a hard court!” Pearl an-
swered keenly.  “Still, T used to lave
hockey. I"And I have often been howled for

uck,

Whilst tea was being laid. a few other
members of the Form trickled info the
room, and, of course, they were all pressed
to stay.

Then, at the very moment when tea was
being poured out, someone came semoper-
ing along the corrider and whirled inta the
room, which was already so closely packed.
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This last arrival was Norah Nugent, with
letters—one for Betty and anather for
Polly.

“Hurrah 17 shouted the excitable Pclh,
brandishing her letter. “Pip,” pip, hurr
Here's the mater writing to me, girls, as
ing me o got a. many of you as poNch‘
to come and s at Linton Hall for the
Baster holidays !”

“Splendid!”

“You must all come!™

“Thanks, Polly ! sang out all the girls.
“16 is r’:m]ly awfully goed of your mater.

But—-
“Then that's settled. Hurrah, and like-
wise—pip-pip!” =aid Dolly, causing Pearl

to laugh as much as any of them. “Wea~
will have a time gils!”

“Linton Hall,” said Pearl, now that she
could get a hearing., “That is the beauti-
ful country house you were talking about
in the teashop, last Thursday?  What a
jolly Hme von will heve, spending Easter
there !

“Would you like to join us there?” Poliy
sang out gaily. “Only say the word!”

“You—yeuwdon’t mean that,"" Pear] said,
with a tremuloas laugh, -

“But I do mean it—of course eried
Polly boisterously,  “If it would be any-
thing of a plessure to you—a ch.mg(- from
the dull time in that old house

“It would be glorious ! Peatl said, stand-
ing up as if quite carried awoy by the jov
of this unpulswr invitation, “You sce, 1
have been out of England for a long time.
I mean a

“Yon will come; that’s settled!” broke
in Polly (Tct.mvclv “T've only to menhon
you in my letter home, saving what a nicoe
friend we have all found in you, and the
mater will be ever so pleased to have you.”

“You will l\ko Mrs. Linton,” said Betty.’
“8he is & dear !

“And Mr. Lmtcn
“ess,

“And Jack Linton,”
such a nice boy.
that.
ha!”

he's a darling!” said

said Trixie: “be is
I mustn’t say more than
or Madge will be jealous. Ha, ha,

The laughter spread, resulting in Madge,
suddenly clawing hold of a cushion and
thtaatnnmg to hurl it at the next girl to
say & teasing word. At that moment in
Study No. 12 there was so much goodwill
and gaiety, who could ever have believed
that events of a most thrilling kind would
he the seque! to such a scene?
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They did noi know—how should they 7—
Low false was the friendship Pearl
- Hartry. was_displaying, how false her joy.

The joy that filled Pear! Hartry's bLeart
was the joy of knowing that things were |
still shaping well—the schemer's delight
knowing that, bit by bit, all was being
made ready for the final coup!

She was o go to Linten ‘Halll 1n a few
days from now she would be in the very
house where that priceless document had
been deposited hy Jack Homerfield brfun.J
he went abroad.

In a foew days, if the lock still held, she
woiild have got hold of that paper for her
father, and then—-

Then all the gold of that El Derado away
yonder in North Africa would be theirs!

They would be as tich as anybody in the
whole wide world—rich, as her father bad
said, bevond the dreams of avarice !

CHAPTER 6.
“ Bewars!”

— VENING had come.* .
l:a It was a full hour since Pearl

Hariry had made her depariure

freem the school.  Tolly inton,

Tess, Paula, and two or three others had
offered to walk a little way back with their
friend.  Now Betty Barton was walking |
alone the grounds, waiting for her |
chumis’ retu |
The sun had been down haif an hour now, 1‘
i

in

In the shrubbery, birds had begun the!
evening ecarol that would go on until twi- |
light bad almost given place to dark night.

A most unusual depression was upon the
captain of the Form. That was why she!
had excused herself from going with |he|
other girls to see Fearl Hartry upon her |
way home,

Betty emerged from one of the shrub-
bery paths and Ihough' she had better go |
Jindoors and “light up” in Study 12, so es |
to. geb rid of her moodiness ere madeap
Poliy and the rest came back, But the
prass of the lawns was drenched with dew,
jamd her feet were only shod with canvas
slippers, say sho mgr-'Ev decided to retrace
her steps through the shrubbery, kecping
dry gravel underfoot all the time.

And so. as Fate must have ordained, the
oyes of this solitary gicl suddenly took note
of some screps of paper which had been
sast down just beside the path.

Fate again had sirely deerecd that she

hit in |

‘bad never hid it!
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should not only see the scraps of paper,
but should observe some of the hand-printed,
letters that had formed the auper:cuptlon
on the envelope.

“THE CAPT”—those wore the fow'
letters DBetty saw on cne scrap of the
destroyed envelopo.  On_another there was
the complete word, “FORM.”

She halted, and stooped to scan some of
the other scraps.

Then she saw the werd “FOURTH,” and
all in an instant she realised that here was
something concerring the captain of the
Fourth Form!

*“ Queer 1" she exclaimed, below her hreath.
“It looks as if it had been a note to me,
and yet I have never had it. T wonder—
I wouder what on carth it all means![”

Even as she said the words she started to
gather up every seray of paper.

Some of tho scraps formed portions of
the envelope, and she saw that this had not
Leen opened before il was torn up.

There, in half light, Betty sorted
through the picces of paper in a very ex-
cited manner.  The conviction had seized
Lier ihat this was a most strange discovery—
one on which much might turn.

Here, clearly enough, was a letter which
should have cone into her hands—and she
Instead, someone must
have intercepted it—torn it up, so that it
should never reach its rightful recipient!

But the climax of the whele mystery
was yet to come.

During her hurried examination of the
scraps of paper, Beity was astounded to
find that they were mostly blank.

In other words, whatever the purport of
tho letter had been, the message itsclf
could only have been one of*a vory few
words,

Fecling more and more mystified, Betty
suddenly set off ab top speed to the school-
house. Up the stairs she raced, along the
Fourth Form corridor, and so into her dwn
study.

In a moment she got a light, so as to
dispel the gloom of evening, and then,
closing the door, she spread nn the pieces
of peper upen the blotting-pad,

Trembling with excitement, she- first of’
all sorted out the seraps belonging to the
envelope and fitted them together.

It was an casy task. In a minute—no
longer—she had” the envelope ull put fo-
gether;: and these were the words that met
her dilating eyes:
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“TAKE THIS TO THE CAPTAIN OF
THE FOURTH FORM.”

Then she turned her attention to the ro
maining scraps of paper.

By disearding all those that were per-
feetly blank, o Thliad. fha Pambar i
a mere six or seven. Dut these were as
difficult to put together as any jig-saw
puzzle, For, instead of being covered with
ordinary handwriting, they each coutained
only a portion of some wording printed m
very large letters.

At last the excited girl got a start. She
made up the first two letters:

BE

Then she guessed that she was going to
find that her own name, Betty, had been
printed in these large, clumsy capitals. But
she was wrong there.

Bit hy bit she fitted the scraps together
in their proper order, and at last she had
the word—the one and only word which
had ever been placed inside that envelope.

It was the word

BEWARE!

“Beware!” Detty exclaimod alond to her-
in great excitement. “Beware of
what? Beware of whom?”

The answer was not to be found by star-
ing at the scraps of -paper. There was
that one .word, and one word only—BE-
WARE!

Line moments passed and Rraw to minutes,
Still Betty Barton stood staring in amaze.
ment at thc message, wondering—what did
it mean?

‘Who had pennnd this warning word?

When had the message been brouglxt to
the school ?

‘Why had it been intercepted? -

T tho name of mystery, what did the
whole thing mean? .

Betty could not tell,

Desperately she wracked her brainsg for
a possible solution., Not one could
lind.

All she could feel certain of at last was
)Fnat it was a warning not to be wade light
bl
Some strange danger menaced her, and
that. suvely, was why she had been so
troubled in her spivit this evening!

The sudden sadness that had come upon
her—the fecling of nervous apprehension—

she |
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it had been one of those strange forcbod-
ings by which people are so often given
a hint of impending trouble. And now
here was ihe definite word of warning,
done with plain pen and ink, the one waru-
ing word:

BEWARE!
A door downstairs banged noisily, and

then a rush of fect was heard upon the
stairs.

Polly and the rest were back at last,

Beity suddenly swept all the pieces of
paper together and put them out of sight.

“Beware of what1” she was asking her-
self for the twentieth time, whilst she
heard her chums coming along the passage,
chatting gaily. “Beware of whom?”

“Pearl Hartry!” came a cry {rom the -
corridor.

It was only Polly menticning the name
of her new friend in the gourse of some
high-spirited remark. buly Tolly, saying
what a rippin sort  she was—Pearl
Hartry.

But that name fell cloarly upon Betty
Barton’s hearing, and suddenly, whilst sho
was still alone in the study, she made an
excited exclamation, like one who has at
last guessed the answer to a great riddle.

“Pearl Hartry!” she whispored to her-
self. “I am to beware of Pearl Hartry !”

CHAPTER 7.
Face to Face.

. HAT a party we shall be!” said

\x} Tess Trelawney.

“Yes, wather!” came in the

familiar drawl of Paula Creel,
the swell gul of the Fourth Form at Mor-
cove School.

“Well, the more the merrier!” eried
Polly Linton gaily. “As a matter of fact,
Linton Hall won't be as full as I hoped
it was going to be this Easter. W hat with
Etta Hargrove being unable to join as,
and several other girls having to ery
‘Sorry I’ at the last moment, we shall only
he—let nie see—how many 2**

And Polly began to count, dabbing her
. raiged finger at one givl after another whao
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)va‘s,helpiug to crowd out Study 12 at ihe
oment,

““Betty Barton, to begin with,” counted

Polly.  #Tess Trelawnsy; Trixie Hope;

Dolly Delane; Madge Minden, . Oh; and

T'was nearly forgetting you, Paula dear!”

“Bai Jove, you had bettah not forget
me!” warned Paula, lolling at easo upon
the couch. *When I have had two wipping
new fwocks sent down fwom London on
purpose to look pwesentable !

“Only two frocks? Dear me,
wonder |” chuckled Tess.

Betty Barton laughed.

“We wore gounting up the number of
girls who are bound for Linton Hall, not
the number of Paula’s frocks,” said Betty.
“1 make it seven."”

what a

«Not half enough,” grimaced Polly
Sl
“] know one thing,” smiled Betty.

© #Zeven girls are a jolly lot to squecze
into one motor-car!”

“Pai Jove, yes, wather I agreed Pzula. |

“To say nothing of one's luggage. 1
shall be twavelling with a mere twifle my-
solf. Howevah—"

“Why go by car?” interrupted Tess.

“There's one very good reason,” said
Polly, swinging herself on the edge of the
study table, where she sat dangling her legs
in free-and-easy fashion. “Linton Hall is
not many miles from here, as the crow flies;
but the train service—unspeakable !”

“Pwocisely,” drawled Paula. ' And, not
being & crow, I do not pwopose to fly, bai
Jove! The car for me—yes, wather!”

“Qevens into one, Paulz?” Betty asked.

“Did you speak, Betty deah?”

“Zeven pirls into one car—how many
times do they got"

“Ha, ba, ha!”

. “How fwivelous you are, you geals !
Howevah,” smile Paula, “what elso can
one expect when to-morrow is breaking-up
day? As someonc has wemarked, it will
be & squeeze. But so long as we all get
theah, don't you kfiow 2 -

«Qh, but, of course,” said Polly Linton,
becoming serious for once, “the dad and
mater don't want any of you to arrive at
Tinton Hall like a lot of tinned sardines!
Now listen. It has just oceurred to me
ihat one car is coming over from Linton
Hall, with the mater and my_brother, to
feteh ne many of ns as it will holl—say
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five, at the most.
good load.”

“Yes, wather!” .

“%p put down five and catry two,” siid
Polly, in her flippant way. “But how
aro you going to carry these othér two?
New for the answer !”

“Li, down! Slow musie!” chuckled

Five girls will be a

Tess. hig is thrilling 1" .

“Tt iz as simple as A B C¥ rotorted
Polly. *You all know I have asked Pearl
Hartry to spend a few days with us at

Linton Hall. Well, her father has a car,
and that car is to take her to the Hall!™

“Oho!” exclaimed Betty, nodding.
“Your idea is, Polly, that & couple of us
might travel with Pearl Hartry when she
makes the journcy 7" .

“Rai Jove!” Paula “said. “How ex-
twemely good! Polly deah, I congwatulate
you! With only five geals in the Linton
Hall car, I can pewhaps take a trifle morc
luggage than 1 intended !”

“Tot three girls ge in the car with
Pearl Hartry,” grinned Dolly Delane.
“Then Paula can take still more luggage!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” %

#Tfali a sec.!” cried Trixie soberly. “I
propose that five girls travel with Pearl,
Hartry in hor father's car. Then Paula
Creel can take her whole jolly wardrobis -
he, he, he!” B

Paula took up & cushion to hurl it. Hut
she thought better of the action.

Hurling a cushion would mican the be-
ginning of a “dust-up,” in which she was
bound to come off badly.

“Two of us will travel with Pearl
Hartry,” decided = Polly—myself end
Botty. And, as time is getting pretty

close,” sho added, glancing at the study
clock, "I've another brilliant idea. Betty,
do you feel like & run out to Pearl Hartry's
house on the Barcombe road, by bike?”
“At ence?” said Betty. “Oh, rather!
Weo ought to find out immediately if she
can take us to-morrow. If she can’t——"
“She will,” said Polly, with conviction.
«gtill, we two will pop along on the bikes.
1t is only fair to see her beforehand.”
Betty agreed, and next moment she was
making & mock-serious speech to the chums
who were crowding the study.
“Dear friends,” said Betty, “much as it
gricves me and Polly to tear ourselves
away, thore ere times when—er—that is to
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‘say, vou know, you can stay and make
yourselves comfy, if you want to. Don’t
get up, Paula; you do look so restful on]
that couch !™

“I feel extwemely westful,” said the
languid Paula. “Howevalr t

And she rose to her feet, passing a caress-
ing hand over her hair.

“I wather think I will go and do some
move packing,” she said, gliding to the
door.

And she drifted away, Tess, Trixie, and
Dolly following her out of the room in a
most baisterous fashion.

Madge Minden lingered behind to have
a last word with Polly.

“What a shame you should be talking
of going to your own home in Pearl
Hartry's car to-morrow!” Madgo said.
“Let me bo the one to go with Betty,
Polly I”

“What !" cried Polly. “When it has
“heen fixed up; from the first, that you are
to sit next to Jack all the way, whilst he
drives!”

“Don’t be silly!” Madge laughed. “1
don’t mind a bit!”

“Jack might!” retorted Polly. “And I
have to study Jack—the best brother in all
the world! = No, Madge; yowll go with
Jack, and the mater, and I'll travel in the
Hartry car.”

Five minutes later she and Detty were
on their way to Pearl Hartry’s house, to
arrange matters with that young lady.

They sprinted along the level stretches,
and skimmed gaily down any sloping bit
of road they came to, and so they very
soon came in sight of Pearl Hertry's home.

It was-a rambling, old country mansion.
which her father, Stephen Hartry, was
renting furnished.

Like most places of this kind, it was in
anything but spick-and-span  condition.
The two schoolgirls found Pearl Hartry
wandering ahout a large garden that had
long since gone to rack and ruin.

“Fallo!” she grected them, with a truly
ravishing smile of welcome, And she ran
from the untidy lawn to the weedy path,
to shake hands eagerly.

She was a very beautiful girl. The chums
of the Fourth Form had already agreed
amongst themselves that Pearl Hartry had
that type of beauty which can only be
called “adorabie.”

They knew that she was but eighteen
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years of age; but there were times when
her looks and manners gave her the appear-.
ance of heing almost twenty-one—perhaps
because she was her widowed father’s only
child, and her travels abroad with him had
helped te make her older than her actual
years.

“How are you, Betty Barton? How are
yoy, dear?” she said to the two chums.
“I have been fecling so cxcited all day
about my visit to Linton Hall!”

“That's what we have come to see you
about,” zaid Polly.

Pearl looked startled then—suddenly dis-
mayed.

“Ohi  You have come to tell me that
can’t join yon at Linton Hall, after all?”

“Not a bit of it I Polly laughed. * Betty
and T just want to know if you can stow
us in your car to-morrow, for the journey?”

And then both girls explained the fix
they and their chums were in, owing to
the fact that a party of seven schoolgirls
was more than the Linton Hall car could
possibly manage. :

Pearl’s uneasy Jook gave 'place at onco
te an expression of delight.

“Run you two over in the car? Why,
of course!” she cried eagerly. “By tha
hough, you won’t be nervous of my
¢ the car? Dad can’t very well
come, and we don't keep a chauffeur.”

“T don’t suppose you are a bit more reck-
less than my brother Jack!" chuckled
Polly. “Wo'll trust you, Pearl—won't we,
Betty dear?" .

“Jip—or—" And that, strango to sav,
was all that Betty Barton seemed capable
of answering.

Pearl gave & sudden keen look at the
captain of the Fourth Form.

“Perhaps Beity Barton doesn’t feel she
can trust me, after all?” she said,

“Oh, I—I can trust you to drive the car
all right!” Betty said, still looking
strangely embarrassed.

“0Of course!” eried Polly, in her light-
hearted manner. “You have travelled a
lot with vour father, Pearl; driving a car
is surely nothing to vou! You must be
ready to do far move daring things than
driving a car!” P .

“¥es,” Pear! said, looking away as sho
spoke, “when there is any need te do a
daring thing I'm generally ready.”

She edded quickly :

dri
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“What time shall I pick you up to-
morrow? After a mid-day dinner?”

“PTwo o'clock,” said Betty. “The whole
schopl will be scattering by then, and we
shall be quite ready, thanks awfully!”

“Tll just. run in and ask father,” Pearl
seid, glancing towards the old-fashioned
house. “Will you come indoors for a
minute, or—"

“0Oh, we'll wait here,
Polly.

Bubt Betty, strange to say, secmed to
favour the iden of entering the house.

“T think we might go m and sit down
for a few minutes, Polly, as Pearl is kind
enough to gsk us,” she said. “You—you
really don't mind, Peari?”™

Tho girl's answer to that was to lead
the way to the main porch. Preceding
her schoolgirl friends into the hall, sho
waved them to a reom on the right.

Betty and Polly entered, to find them-
selves in the faded drawing-room of the
house, with French-windows that opened
out on to a veranda.

The windows were wide-open, and Polly
was going to take her stand close to
them, to gaze out upon the wilderness of
neglected garden, when she noticed that her
chum now looked very agitated.

“Why, Betty!” Polly exclaimed chaff-
ingly, “Whatever has eomeo over you all
of & sudden? You seem to be flustered—
pervous—>"

“No,” Betty broke out; bub her very
tone belied the denial.  “At least, Polly,
I am trying not to be flustered ! But »

“There is some mystery, Polly—and I
am asking myself all day what it is! Polly,
listen to mo! If I had Known we were
to have this chance of being in this house
—Jeft to ourselves for a while, like this—
I would have confided in you sooner. Can
wo trust Pearl Hartry?”

“Trust Lher? To drive the car to-morrow,
do you mean '’

“Pother driving cars!” “Betty whispered
back excitedly., “I am not thinking about
to-morrow’s journoy at all, Pelly, Can

thanks,” said

we trust Pearl—as a friend "

“Oh, Betty! What—why—"

“Hush! Listen a moment!” Botty
rushed on, “It is less than a week ago

that we got friendly with this girl, and
you trok it into your head to invite her
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home. Since then, Polly, . n strange thing
has happened.™
Dolly’s expression was one of stupefac-

tion.

“Well 7 she panted.

“A message has come into my hands,
Tolly, by a very mysterious means. It
was a letter containing the one word,
‘BEWARE! And I want to know-—docs
that warning apply to Pearl Hartry?"”

“Why ever should it?” gasped Polly,
“What is there about Pearl Hartry fo
make one feel uncasy? She is so friendly
and—"

“1 know, Polly; she seoms an awfully
nice girl. But—oh, 1 would have told you
before, but I felt sure you would think me
crazy,” was Betiy’s mnswer. "“There are
certain things that have set me thinkin%.l
Pearl and her father have come from North °
Africa—from the same strange land wher
we had such wonderful adventures last,
January. And, Polly o

“Yes—what?” Polly was getting quite
wrought-up now.

“You remember,” Betty went on, in o
still softer whisper, “that first time we were
at this house, how I eaw—or thought I saw
—a girl like Rose of the Desert on the
staircase? Polly, my belief is that Rose of
the Desers has actually come to England
with Pearl and her father, and that the
warning I had was from Rose of the Desert,
and no othe:

“‘Impossible!” exclaimed Polly excitedly.
“QOh, Betty, even if Rose of the Desert
were in England, for what reason should °
she warn us against Pearl?  Besides, 1
cannot believe that—" i

And there the speaker broke off abruptly,;
whilst her eyes grew round with ulter
amazement. :

Someone &ilent of foot had mounted from
the garden on to the veranda.

Betty and Polly had both turned towards
the window, expecting to see Pearl Hartry

| re-enter. the room by that means

Instead, they saw a girlish figure in the
native dress of a Susahlah woman—the
white, flowing robes that Betty & Co.
always associated with Rose of tho Desert!

The same sort of white veil screened the
lower half of the dusky face; the same
slender brown hands had golden bangles
at the wrists; on the woman's feet thero
were the same quaint shoes that Rose of

to apgnd Easter with us all et your people’s l the Desert always wore.
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“Rose of the Desert!” Betty gasped aloud
at'last. “Then I was right, and it really
is ehe; Polly! It is Rose of the Desert
—here in England again!’”

CHAPTER 8.
The Plotters.

HE excited exclamation was followed

I by a deep, dramalic silence.

Both Betty and Polly quite ex-

pected the white-robed figure to

make answer. But—mystery upon mystery
—no_answer camo!

“Rose of the Desert, speak—speak!”
jerked out Polly, when a few moments had
slipped away.

“You know us?” said Betty eagerly.
“You remember us, Rose of the Desert?
Weo are two of the Morcove girls who were
in Africa when Madge Minden and Tess
Trelawney were prisoners. You befriended
them—you betame friendly to all of us
bofore we loft that country, Speak, then!”

And still the native girl at the open
window was dumb.

Was it Rose of the Desert efter all?

Some such doubt had suddenly taken pos-
session of the two schoolgirls, :

If it was Rose of the Desert, who, they
knew, could speak English, then why should
she remain ailent like this?

“Tark!” gestured Polly,

Tven as she whisked a hand for silence,
o step was sudible outside the room door.

In a flash the white-robed figure vanished.

Neither sight nor sound of her was to be
detected as the room door swung open
and Pearl Hariry came in.

*Yes, it is quite all right about to-mor-
row,” Pearl said lightly. “So I will pick
you up abt the school, round abeut two
o'clock.”

. “Er—thank you,
mered.

She and Polly were making desperate
efforts to conceal dll their agitation; but
they each had a feeling that Pearl was con-
seious of something having happened, whilst
she was out of the room, to leave them very
disturbed. i .

But as she went with tho two gir}a ont
of the house and down the weedy drive
to where they had left their bikes she falked
in the most light-hecarted menner. Her
good-bye io the schoolgirls svas the very
essence of g‘lrlxsh charm, i

Afterwarda—

yes! Betty stam-
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When Beity and Polly were pedallin
back to the school, and when Pearl herse‘ﬁ
had returned to the drawing-room, how
swiftly all the pleasant, unconcerned air
forsock her!

She gave two sharp claps of the hand,.
as if to summon a servant into her pre-
sence, and almost instantly the same white-
robed figure that had been mute in the
Ernscncc of Betty and Polly was standing

efore Pearl.

. “Rose of tho Desert,” Pearl said, frown-
mF her disapproval, ‘‘you have shown your-
self to those two girlsi”

“It is true,” she said, in a low voice
that was full of regret. "I was wander-
ing in the garden, and I came to the
i.vmdow, not knowing that those girls were
here.”

“ Aro you sure you did not know 1” Pearl
said, still frowning.

The lovely dar{' eyes that were set in
th_a('j hali-veiled face flashed with wounded
pride.

Tt is truel” the native girl said, drawing
herself up. “I do not teﬁ a lie, ever! I
am thy servant, O dauvghter of him who is
the Sulten’s sworn friend, But also 1 am
one to whom all pay respect in my own
country, I am Rose of the Desert, brother
to Hussuf Ben Nazar, and are not he and
I children of a family ever at the Sultan’s
right hand 77

earl Hartry walked to another parb of
the room, shrugging.

“T have told you,” she said, with a_quiet
ecorn that must have been very humiliating
to her listener, “for the present you are
to be, not Rose of the Desert, but any or-
dinary native of Susghlah! Did you speak
with those girls?”

Again there was a gesture from Rose of

the Desert,

“How could I speak,” she flashed back,
“'when I, who am bound to be thy servant,
have been commanded to be dumb?”

“Well” ‘muttered Pearl, with another
shrug, “it is a thousand pities that you
blundered up agninst those girls! I shall
have to tell them that—— Hallo, father!
Come ini”

The door had openid softlv, and I'carl’s
father stood revealed—a tnlf, lithe man,
with a thin face and sharp eyes that gave
him & ferrety look,

He could sea that there was eome
trouble between his daughier and the
native girl. With sudden uncasiness he
glanced fromi one to the other.
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“You may go,” Pearl said haughtily to
Rose of the Doesert; and, with all her

usual submissiveness, that strange girl
effaced herself without a sound.
“Huh!" exclaimed Stephen Hartry

then, Jtaking out a cigarette. “ Some upset
—eh 7"

“QOh, bother her!” shrugged Pearl “Of
course, sho goes and blunders up againet
those two schoolgirls when they woro here
just now !’

Stephen Hartry had struck a maich, He
et it burn away without sctting light to
his cigarette. .

“Urm!" ho ejaculated at last, drawing
his brows togedmr. “That's a nice thing
—the very thing we didn’t
happen !

"chil, it can't he helped,” said Pearl
sullenly. “And I will make thinge all
right, father, somechow. Trust me! 1 will
tcﬁ the girls that one Susableh woman is as
lika spother as are nine peas in a pod.”

“Will they believe 67" ho muttered,
lighting bhis cigarette from another match.

“ Rosc of the Desert did not answer them.
She declared sho was dumb, and Rose of
the Desort is no liar,” said Pearl. “So her
failure to answer iliem will help them to
believe 17av it must have been some other
native—ono wio docsn't know n word of
English.”

Sluﬁ;h(\n Hartry inhaled some smoke and
expel ed it through his nostrils. .

"So long as that girl is not going behind

our backs to warn them, it doesn’t matter

if they sce her,” he said. ‘‘But—you know
my fear, Pear]! She happens to be the
game native girl who had charge of two
of those scholars, She got fond of them
all, Sbe may wish them well, and may
be suspecting that we—mean mischief.”
Pearl nodded.

. “Bometimes, father, I myself think Rose
of the Dosert is suspicious. Bub there it is;

1 have bound her to silence. My order to

her was, not one word from her lips to

want  to

those girls! She will not disobey—she dare
not! For the Sultan is with us in all
this!”’

“Yes,” Stephen Hartry said, with a_gleam
of exultation in his eyes, “If we do not
get hold of that priceless paper which is
being kept for safe custedy at Linton

. Hall, it will be only Rose of the Desert's
fault. And if we tell the Sultan that she
has betrayed us, ehe had better look out!”

““We shall get the paper, sure enough,
father,” Pearl rejoined calmly., “We may
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even get it without its ever being miszed! .
Weo know that it is only being taken ecare
of by Mr. Linton for Jucﬁ Somerfield, whilst
that fellow is abroad. Mr. Linton is not
likely to go to the safo every day to seo

| that the paper is still there!”

“ And
paused.

Ho suddenly fung away his cigaretle and
strode close to his beautiful daughter—the

irl who, young as she was, had become

is confederate in the desperate bid for a
great prize. .

“Pearl, 1 cannot forget the risks you
running,” he said ehakily.  ‘'From the
moment you enter Linton Hall you will
have to be on the look-out for a chance to
get that paper! When the moment comes,
it will require firm courage to do the deed.
But you—you will not fail mo?”

“No, father,”” she answered. “ How could
I fail, when 1 know what that paper means
to us? Tho key to the riddie of the
Snsahlah desert!  The native map that
shows where that wonderful El Dorado is
to be found!” .

“Ay 1" he muttered, patting her slender
shoulders. *Let that thought spur you on,
Pearl! All we need is the native map which
Jack Somerfield entrusted to M. Linton for
safo custody. Once that is in our hands,
we have untold wealth at our command.”

yet—-" Stephen Hartry said, then

CHAPTER 9.
Hurrah for Linton Hall!

UCH a bustle and commotion ai Mor-
cove' School after dinner next day!
All  morning numbers of girl
scholara, full of the holiday spirit, had
been going off to the railway-station; but
there still remained a good few whose ar-
rangements entailed a later departure.
And among these were Betty Barton & Co.
The waiting made them impatient.

But at last a carrier’s cart arrived, to
take to the railway-station all the luggage
belonging to the Linton Hall party that
could be sent on by train; and then—
hurrah! Here came the powerful six-
seater that was to fake most of the girls
on dﬂ]elr glorious cross-country journey by
road.

Mre. Linton and her son Jack were with
the car, Jack being at the wheel, as Polly
had predicted would be the case.

Mrs. Linton had sat with her son all

are .
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the way to the school, but it was just like
her to want to settle down amongst the
happy girls who now had to squeeze into
the body of the car.

So behold her, in a few minutes chatting
vivaciously with Tess, Trixie, Paula, and
Dolly, whilst Madge Minden had her seat
at_Jack Linton’s side, after alll

“Ta-ta for the present!” Betty and Polly
sried gaily, when the car was ready to
glide away. “We shan’t be long after
o, :

And then, as the six-scater with its seven
passengers and lots of luggage moved off,
Polly ran beside it a little way, to cry a
last “teasing remark to tho long-suffering
Paula.

“ Paula, your

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now for Linton Hall, ladies! Now for
the trip!” Jack Linton bellowed, as if he
were tho driver of a seaside charabane.
“Half-price, children!"”

“How fwivolous he is!” sighed Paula,
lolling back upon the cushioned seat, and
t:\!}‘ihi to get her hat_to rights,

Jack was more than frivolous to-day.
Ho was given up completely to the holiday
spirit—ta the joyous. task of ensuring for
his sister’s chums' a glorious revel, from
this very moment, when they were taking
their last sight of Moreove School, until
the day should come for their return to
class-room and study.

All the same, no one could have been
more careful than was Jack over the task
of driving the powerful cav.

“Hallol Look!” eried Tess, as another
car went by. ‘That is Pear]l Hartry, going
to pick up Betty and Polly. Coo-ee, %aarl.

‘00-ee !’

Pear], without locking round, waved =2
. hangd, and next moment she was turning

_ the ear very carefully through the school
gstcwa{l.

Up the drive the motor hummed, to be
‘yecerved at the porch with waves of the
hand and cries of delight from Beity and

hat isn't straight!”

olly.

What luggage had not been sent on in the
carrier’s cart, to go by train, was soon
stowed on bhoard., The Form-captain and
her hosom chum said a few last affection-
ate good-byes to those friends who hap-
pened to be standing around, and away
they went.

Only then did Betty and Polly realise the

.ic_nuine delight they had shown when
ear] turned up with the car.

2

Considering the many sinister happeninga
which had given the two girls cause for-
feeling ill-at-ease aboutsthis friend of theirs,
thoy had been rather dreading to-day's
meeting with her,  Far_ into the night
had they lain awake, puzzling over the’
mystery of the warning message that had
como to Betty, and the added mystery of
that girl in native dress scenn yesterday
at the house on the Barncombe road.

The fuct was, however, all the excite-
ment and gaiety of breaking-up day had
banished, for the time being, Betty and
Polly’s misgivings about Pearl Hartry.

But now that they themselves had begun
their journey—a journey they were to mako
with only Tearl for a companion--their
spirits soon gave out.

Sitting together at tho back of the open
four-seater, with Pearl always hefore their
eyes as she sat in the front seat, handling
the eteering-wheel, both Betty and Polly
fell & prey to all their former misgivings.

It was a chance to study Pearl very
closely, and study her they did!

To sec her now, as she was reclinin
gracefully in the driver's seat, ‘was to thin
how exceedingly niee she looked—just a
charming speenmen of British girlhood, fond
of the open road and of all those pleasures
which appeal to young pecple.

How nicely, too, was she dressed—not
grandly, but in just that manner which
sugpgests ample means of indulging good
taste. She and her father must be well
off, Betty and Polly were thinking. They
were surely people’ of good standing.

Suddenly, as the car was bowling along
as a cDm%urmhlu eighteen miles an hour,
Betty chaneed to meet Polly’s eye.

That eye of Polly’s was usually a roguish
one. Ak this moment its glance was grave
enough. i

“What do you make of it all, Betty?”
the madcap of the Fourth Form was plainly-
asking by her sober expression; and for
the moment Betty could only shake her

| head.

“1 know one thing,” the Form-captain
spoke into Polly’s ear presently. “At the
first - opportunity 1 am going to ask Pearl
about that Susahlah girl who was at the
house yesterday!”

“You'll ask her if she is Rose of the
Desert #” s

“Yes,

Tho answer met with Polly’s full appro-
val. She nodded, .

“It's a puzzler, and no mistake, Betty!”
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whispared the madecap,
“Tovery time I look at Pearl I feol we
must be doing her a eruel injustice. How
can a face so innocent go hand-in-hand with
deeeption 7"

“ Notice ono thing, though,” Betty an-
swored uncasily, " She iz not driving quite
as coo'ly as one might have expected her
to. She is not at case, Polly, any more
than we ave!”

Then Polly took another long look at
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a minute later.

the girl sitting in the front seat of the
ear.
Yes! Belty, shrewd girl, was right!

Now that Poliy's attention had been drawn
to the fact, she noticed that Pearl Hartry
was just a little flustered.

And yet yesterday she had epoken as
if the diiving of this car was a mere mather
of habit to hert

Polly began to reason things out in the
same way (hat her chum had already done.

1t was not the handling of the car that
was troubling Pearl Hartry. If she was a
trifle fustered now and then it was be-
cause she was worried—because something
was on hef mind!

“She knew that the moment was fo come.,
at Linton Hall--at the end of the journey,
most likely—when Betty and Polly would
want to know who that mute figure was on
tho veranda at hor father’s house. And she
was puzziing, worrying over the answer she
was to make to her schoolgivl friends.

Schoolgirl friends?

The thought running in the minds cf
Betty and Polly by now was this: Were
they not, perhaps, only Pearl Hartry's
schoolgirl dupes?

On and on sped the car, following a main
‘rpad  so  well sign-pustnd that %’earl, a
stranger to the district, never had need to
stop for a moment to ask advice from her
fellow-passengers.

Then camo a stage of the journey that
Betty and Polly knew was going to be most
enchanting.

They had to turn off the main road that
wound its way through the valleys, and
follow a byway that would take them over
onoe huge Devonshire hill after another,

At the summit of the first hill tho school-
girls' expectations were fully realised.

A most magnificent view suddenly opened
out_hefore them

Whichever way they looked, they saw
miles of undulating country spread below,
all dressed in .the glory of springtime.

SQuddenly the car jolted to a standstill,
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and the schoolgirls theught that Pearl had
pulled up on purpose to take a look at
tho wonderful scepe. But they were wroug.

“Sorry !’ she looked round to say, wiil
a forced smile and & flustered look. 1
wasn't thinking what I was doing!”

Before Betty or Polly could speak,
girl motarist had sent tho car speeding for-
ward sgain, thus showing no desire to
pause therc to edmire the scencry.

The car gave o vjolent bound forward,
and Beity and Polly bouneed in their seats,
flapping back almost heart in mouth as they
found the moter dashing on like a runaway.

“Steady, Pearl—steady!” cried oub Beétty,-
with excustable dismay. For the road wos
lt;t_hlt{y narrow, and it now ran sieeply down

ill. :

“My goodnesst”

the

was Polly’s still more
excited ery of alarm. ‘*She'll have us over,
Botiy! She Oh, look out!”

"Phere was a scream of sheer terror from
Polly.

The ear really had got out of control, and
now it was running swiltly downbill

For a few moments the headlong rush
was accompanied by the mad roaring of
the eogines. Then_Pearl managed to
throttle them down. But she needed to do
more than that if the downhill raco was to
ba checked

“The brakes—the
plored her.

Tven ss that wild ery followed the silenc-
ing of the engines, one of the front wheels
of the swerving car struck an obstacle just
beside the road.

The cntire vehiclo gave a leap, then
dropped back on to the roadway, and as it
did this Pearl Hartry was flung out,

How they managed to keep their wils
about them during such_awful moments a3
these neither Befty nor Polly ever knew.

brakes!” DBetly im-

Before their horror-stricken eyes thoy
saw the girl motorist jolted elean oub of
hor seat by that violent impact; and

then—

There she was, hanging on to the car's
sido by only one hand, whilst thoe vehiele
ctill rushed on downhill, swaying this way
and that!

The poor gitl’s feet were trailing in the
dust; her position was franght with direst
peril.

1f she still held on without receiving help
che was bound to be maimed and braken.
It she let go she might either be run over
by the rear wheels or might he sent spin
ning down the rocky bank beside the roadi ,
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But keep their wits the schoolgirls did—
and well for Pear] Hartry that this was so.

In a flach Betty, for one, was reaching
over and trying to apply the brakes of the
runaway car, whilst l’rﬂ:y, who wus nearver
to the dangling girl, reached, out and over
to clutch at her.

Not a moment too soon!

Already the strain of
been too much for Penrl.

Her hand relaxedsits grasp, and she must
havo fallen—perhaps to her very death—
but Pelly had her, snd held on to her
desperately.

There followed a moment or two whilst
Pearl, only saved from such dreadiul
danger by Polly’s resolule courage, looked
up into that git's white face with agonised
yet grateful eyes. "

Pearl must have known just then that
her own weight was enough to pull Polly
out of tho car aleo, and that Polly was
without a singlo thought for anything that
might happen to herself.

Then Botty, with her slight understand
ing of the car's mechanism, managed to jam
on the brakes.

With a prolonged scrcech of the wheels,
the runaway car was brought to a stand-
still, all askew on the mnarrow roadway,
it front wheels within only a foot or eo
of the precipitous edge of the track.

All three girls remuined for a few scconds
auito still, & mply gasping for breath. Then
Betty pulled hereeli together and hastened
to help her chum pull Penrl to safety

Shaking from head to foot, that white-
faced girl elambered back at last.

She eank inlo the ceat she had previously
oceupied, and looked like ewooning uway.
But in o little: while just a spot of eulour
crept back into her ashen cheeks. She drew
a Few more ' unsteady ” breaths, and spoke.

“Thank vou!" she punted —feebly.
“Thank you ever so much! T think—if it
had not been for your presence of mind—
thoe bravery you showed—I would have
been killed!”

“Tow did it happen?” Polly exclaimed
in her agitation. |

“Vou mean my losing control of -the
car?” Pear) returned.  Sho becamo ps white
as ever agnin. “I1-I have not been quite
rhyself ever since we started,” she confessed.
“When . one is driving, one neede to think
sbout nothing clse; and I--1—"

holding on had

o5

Botty said, with ono of her direct looks.
“What is 167" A

Pearl's eyes wavered and fell away,

“That is what I cannot tell you,” sho
answered at last. “'Let us go on again—
if we can. After this, I promise you I i
shall go very slowly, and will not- think
about anything else but the driving.”

Aftor somo fddling with the mechanism
of the brakes, which could not have been
quite in ovder at the start, the three giris
resumed the journey, and Pearl cevtainly
drove very slowly.

Waltching her, however, Petty and Polly
could not help believing that she was a3
much flustered in ber mind as ever.

Up to the moment of the mishap she
had been thinking about the desperate decd
which was to be committed during her stay
at Linton Hall. And now—now eho wa:
wondering whether she would ever have
the nerve. the heartlessness to do itl

These schoolgirl dupes of hors—they had
as good as saved her life just now.

No question about that. I it had not
been for their presence of min{l, their un-
seifish thought for her own eufely at a timao
when thoy themselves were imperilled, she
might casily have been killed.

And in all this there was something that
had suddenly appealed to Pear] Hartry's
botter nature.

These girls—they had saved her life.
Was she, then, to repay thamn in such a
fashion as that? Not only go on sailing
under [alse colours, pretending she was a
friend when sl the time she was merely
her father's confederate, but——

There, at Linton Hall, in the very homo
of one of these girls who had been so brave
just now, she, Pearl Hartry, was to commit
a theft!

But could sho do it—now?

So, ns the car throbbed smoothly on ils
way, bringing her and her fellow-travellers
mile upon mile ncarer to tho journey's
;\‘nd, these distracting thoughts still besct
er. ‘

How could she be so mean, so ungrateful,
so contemptible, as to carry out the shame-
Tl deed, after what had happened to-day %

Her father—would he etill want her to
do it, if she told him?

Yes, he would!

She was sure that he would be deeply
thankful that she had eserped unharmed,
for he was passionstely fond of her, At

“You have something on your mind?”! the sama time, she conld not help realising
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that these scruples which were suddenly
“troubling her would never trouble him.

To him, Betty and Polly were no more
than mere pawns in the game he was play-
ing. To her, now, they were girls whom
she admired—girls whose friendship she
longed to deserve from this moment on-
wards!

Their friendship! If only she could so
right herself in her own eyes, as to feel no
shame in heing with the girls!  Their
friendship—oh, what a priceloss possession
it would surely be, if urj’y she could win it
honestly! A thing far, far better ihan all
the gold of that wonderful El Daorado, which
was the prize she and her father were out
to win,

She brofight her mind back to the man-
agement of the car, as it swung on along

. the quiet road. But in a few moments the
train of thought had started ngain.

And what was it that a voice within her
scemed to be whispering now?

. “You will be rich if you do the deed
that has been contemplated, But—will you
ever be happy?”

CHAPTER 10.
The Unknown Guest.

INTON HALL, Polly Linton's
epacious Devenshire home, was in a
state of riotous revelry this evening.

Yver since dinner the houseful of
guests had hardly allowed a
moment’s lull in all the laughing and
chatter. There had been the most merciless
teasing of Paula_ Creel; there had been
iano-playing of the most brilliant kind by
fadge Minden; and how the girls had
joined in the choruses of thoso swinging
songs started by Mr. Linton and Polly’s
brother Jack. ‘

1t was Jack Linton who returned to the
boisterous sceue, watch in hand, just as ten
o'clock was being chimed out in the hall.

“Here, do you young ladies know the
giddy time?’ cried Jack. *“It's time all
goud littlo girls should go to by-byes!”

A sort of howl of derision greeted this
remark.

“] wouldn’t mind your staying up, if
only you would make less row,” Jack
complained - jestingly. “But al this
chatter and singing and larking aheut—
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T'm not used to it! My nerves won'f

stand it 1"’
*“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You to complain!” retorted Polly,

making an affectionate lunge at Jack with
a billiard eue. The cue was one Polly
had bLeen using to beat time with during
the singing!

“What absut our nerves, girls ?’' laughed
Polly, appealing to her chums. “Haven's
wo suflered the most awiul agony, listen-
ing to Jack trying to stiuggle through
* Anpie Laurie’ 1"

“My hat, 1 like that!” protested Jack.
“Why, | was doing —only, of
course, if a lot of girls sta ng to sing
a chorus, what can a fellow do?”’

“Weal, theah,” interposed Paula Creel
soothingly, as she rechined in the most
comfortable casy-chair. “All T can say
we have had a wipping start to’
wather|”

* Hear, hear agreed the rest; and
thers was no {lippancy in their voices this
time. .
Their first ovening at Linton Hall really
had been most delightful, and they meant
Mr. and Mrs. Linton to kmow it

“Well, of course, I was only kidding,”
said Jack, getting up from the armchair
into which he had squecezed, along with
Polly.

He crossed to the piano.

“Ten o'clock—it’s early yet! I wonder
if Madgo feels like giving us anather bit
of music?”

“Oh, gracious " dissented Madge. “No,'
Jack, 1 simply refuse!”

“T might give you a tunc on the joanner

myself,” he said. “I can play quite
nicely, one finger—listen!”’
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Of course,” said Jack, still beating out
the.fune with one finger, *'if you all laugh,
you won't get the full beauty of it. You|
don't like it—eh "’

“ Help—stop I’ appealed the girls, hands
at ears.

“Then I know what,” he said. *“Let us
soo if we can get Miss Hartry to play
Miss Hartry—""

Pearl seemed to come to herself with al
start ms the high-spirited lad crossed the
room to where she was sitting in & rembte |
corner. B

“T wonder if you would give the c:)m-l
pany a sample of your playing?” Jack !
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said, scating kimself beside her for tire
mament.
*Oh, no, 1 can’t play—at least, not to-|

night!” Pearl said. H
Tt was the sort of phrase girls often use

when they really only want to be pressed |
Jack, for all his|f

still ‘more to play. DBut
nonsensical mood, had his keen wits about
him. He divined that this young lady
really was in no *company”’ mood.

“I say, I hope you are enjoying your-
self,” he said carnestly. "I do hope you
feel guite at home amongst us ail 7"

She looked a little flustered then.

“You think I am a wet blanket "

“0Oh, no! But—forgive me —I've been
watching you now and then,” he said,
with engaging frankness,  “And I've
caught you looking just a bit grave.”

w1 can tell you' this,”’ she answered,
after lowering her eyes for a moment,
“everybody's friendliness and kindness is
s0 \\'oud’crlu:‘ 1 just feel—overwhelmed.

i S

She stood up, and of course he im-
mediately rose.

“Thers, don’t bother about me, please!”
she entreated] with one of her adorable
smiles. ** Yours is the same holiday mood
that all the gitls are in, and it is a shame
for me to pui a damper on the fun.””

8o long a you are really enjoying your-
self, in a quiet way—"

“'Oh, yes, yes!” she assured him hastily; |
and so Jack drifted away, to make ]limself‘
agreeable to his sister’s chums. |

But during the moment_or so he had
been talking with Pearl, Detty and Co.
had suddenly decided that it really was |
time they all went to bed, !

Their journey by car from Morcove |
School to Lintdu IIall had made them
plodsantly tired, and they ali wanted fo be|
in great form to-morrow. So the fyn and |
merriment suddenly gave place to o round
of “good-nights’” Mrs. Linton bestowing
a loving kiss upon each girl who came up

$o her, looking bright-eyed and rosy-|
checked after the evening’s gaiety.
“Whero's dad?” oried Polly. “I must

say good-night to d it
“Yes, wather!” agreed Paula, whilst
Betty and the resi murmured to the same

effect.

They all loved Mr. Linten, who  had
helped as much as his own light-hearted
son to make the first evening such a aucrl
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cess. But he had been called away from
the room a few minutes since, and now the
girls discovered that he must be hunted out
of his study.

“ Il show you!” Polly cried, whirling
the hail to the closed door of her
s snuggery. She gave the panel a
hefiy thump, crying:

“\We are going up, dad!
to say good-night!”

“Right-he!  Walk int”
shout from inside the room; and nexs
moment all the girls—Pearl Hartry in-
cluded—were treoping into the study.

v Half a sec.!” reguested Mr., Linton,
busy at his desk putting some books to-
gother. "1 must just put these things
away for the night, and close the safe.
Then I'm done. Any of you young ladics
got anything for safe custody?” he jested,
preparing to close the safe-door. “Pearl
necklaces, Kohinoor diamonds, or what-
not? If so, dump them in the safe.’”

“\What about Paula’s frocks?” grinned
Jack. “Paula, you had better deposit
thom for safe custedy, you know!”

“P'm afraid there wouldn’t be room
laughed Mr. Linton. “‘The safe is pretty
full up, isn't it? I get such lots of odds
and ends people ask me to mind for them,
knowing [ have a safe.”

Pearl Hartry spoke from the back-
ground. . 4

A suppose it is a very good safe M
Linton—quite fireproof "

“¥os—and burglar proof,”’ Mr. Linton
snid, closing the massive door.

It did not clang, but closed with a soft
“whoooof " and not a sound came as
AMr. Linton turned the big brass nob.

“ Now,” ho looked round upon the girls
to say, with a chuckle, *I have not locked
it, have 17 One of you try to open il

Pess tried, but the door was just as if

And we want

was the genial

it had boen locked fast with a key.
“How extraordinary!” murmured the
girls.

“low is it done?” Pearl Hartry ssked,
in an off-hand way.

“ Aha, that's the secret!™ said Mr,
Linton. *But as you are all so interested,
Tl tell you. The safe has 2 word lock.
That is to say, the lock is set fo work only
when a certain word of four letters is put
together on the dial. Fleve is the dial,”
he went on drawing their attention to it.
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“You girls can see four letters that mean
nothing."’ "
“0.R-8-A,” rcad out Madge Linton.

“whilst the letters are in that order the
safe will not open?”

My. Linton nodded,

“Now look!"” he went on, enjoying the
girls’ amazemert. “I change the dial so
that tho letvers run in  this order—
R-0-8-A—""

“Rosal” exclaimed Pearl Hartry, “A
girl’s name—and that is the word the lock
is set to?”

“Quite right,”> Mr, Linton sanswered.
“Try the knob this time.”

Madge did eo, and the safe opened
casily.

“Wonderful !” was the girls’ comment.
#Yes, wather!"

“I suppose I ought to change the word,

after telling you what it was, but I can’t
be bothered to-night,” laughed Mr. Lin-
ton. “It is hardly likely that any of you
want to play burglar with your host!”
T %o that ends the entertainment, thanlk-
ing you one and all for your kind
attention”’ Jack said flippantly. “Tho
next item on the holiday programme will
be & cricket-mateh to-morrow-—Morcove
versus dad, Miss Hurtry, and myself!”

“Pone!” accepted Polly and Co.
promptly; and they went up to their rooms
talkiniaf the smashing defeat they would
give their opponents in the morning,

Cheery Jack followed & few minutes
later, whistling blithely as he slammed hia
bedroom door for the night. Mr. and Mrs.
Linton also retired, having seen the ser-
vants go up a minute previously, and then
all was silence and darkness down below.

Audible enough now was the ponderous
tick-tock of the old grandiather clock in
the, hall. The house stood in its own
spacious grounds, out in the heart of the
lonely country, and not a sound cameo from
the outside world, Within doors a listener
might have hearkened for an hour or more
wiSmut hearing anything save the tick-tock
of the clock, unless it was the faint scamper
of & mouse in the wainscoat now and then.

But, towards midnight, what must such a
listener have surely heard, down here in
the book-crammed room which was Mr,
Linton's snuggery—the very room where he
had amused the girls, a while ago, by ex-
plaining the working of the safe’s lock ?

A subdued scuffling sound inside a corner
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cupboard—such was the first noise that was
audible. :

Followed the creak-crealk of little-used
hinges, as the door of that cupboard was
suddenly pushed outwards, '

By now a little moonlight was flooding
into the reom. It suddenly shimmered
upon the figute that was stealing forth
from the cupboard, where it had been in
hiding—how long? !

And that figure—once again, what a
strange one it was to be lurking in secret
in an ordinary country mansion, in the
heart of civilised England |

The mystic-looking form of Rose of the
Desert ! H

Like a thief in the night she moved out
into the centro of the room, and then stood
very still, listening.

Who, indeed, suddenly surprising the
native girl in such a glnce as this, would
have doubted that robbery was the motive
for her being here?

She was even looking towards the safe,
as if her purpose was to open it and rifle it.

And yet—— |

No greater injustice eould Rose of the
Desert have suffered than to have been sus-
fmcted of wanting to steal. Nothing would
have grieved her more than to find herse
so suspected—she, Rose of the Desert, with
her great sense of honour, her loathing for!
all tﬁat was mercenary and base!l

With a hand to her ear, she listened yeb
a few moments longer.

Not a sound in the great house, save tho
steady tick-tock of the clack. '

Suddenly nodding to hersélf, ns if she was
thinking “It is safe to venture!” she crept
nearer to the safe. Ancther moment, and
the moonlight showed her examining the
dial of the word-lock, z i

Then she put out one hand, surely intend-:
ing to set the four jumbled letters into the'
right order for causing the lock to work. |

As she did so, sometbing happened fo!
make her start violently, as if stung. )

There wes & sound at last—the ereaking(
of & board on the staircase leading down|
into the halll i

In a flash Rose of the Desert was across
the room and back inside the cupboard.

Her smal} hands clawed the door shuf,
and after that she. stood as still as_a statue
inside the cupboard, waiting, listening,!
wondering—whose was the footfall that she
had heard just now? .

e
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CHAPTER 11.
Outwitted.

T that moment, out on the moonlit
A staircase leading down into the hall,
Pearl Hartry was also standing

quite still—listening.

‘She had heard a sound—or, at least, sho

. thought there had come a faint sound just
then from Mr. Linton’s snuggery.

Was it a false alarm? Or had Polly’s
fathor come down to the study at this late
hour?

She ecould not be sure, and whilst there
was this uncertainty she felt it would be
madness to go a step further. So, treading
as softly as possible with her slippered feet,
and taking care to avoid the beard that had

* crenked, she returned upstairs.

She closed the door without a sound,
then sat down on the edge of her bed.

Presently, sho was saying to herself, she
would try again,

For she was going to get that paper from
#he safe—ihe vative plan of the Susahlah
goldfield, which Jack Somerfield had en-
trusted to Mr.«Linton for safe keeping.

Ciono were the seruples that had suddenly
troubled her after that thrilling adventare
with Betty and Polly in the runaway car.

Only for a littlo while had she folt con-
science stricken over the plot to get held
of the paper.

This evening, ns o guest at Linton Hall,
sho had found herself surrounded with tho
Juxury and refinement which wealth com-
mands. And so all the old longing for
personal wealth had been aroused in her.

She. and dad—they could bo as rich ns
these Lintons; they could be—oh, far, far
richer, simply by getting hold of that doeu-
ment now lying in Mr. Linton's safe!

So she said to herseli—and was it a
wonder if the greed for gold had so soon
conquered the scruples that troubled her?

Sho was the daughter of a cynical, self-
seoking man. She had grown up under his
influence, had been taught by him to dread
poverty and desire riches.

Poor Pearl Hartry—for indecd she was
to be pitied ! What a tragedy for her that
her mother had been taken when she her-
self was but a little child!

Slowly the minutes crept by, with Pearl
still sitting there on the edge of her bed,
o hard look in her gleaming eyes. She
hoard the clock downstairs strike balf-past
twelve, and still she waited,
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She neither heard Polly’s father come
upstairs, nor heard such sounds as would
heve warned her that bhe was still busy in
the study.

In the moonlight she glanced at her .
wrist-watech, The illuminatated dial told
her that the time was now one o'elock.

Opening the bed-room door cautiously,
she crept along to the staircase, and once
aguin she was careful to avoid the stair that
had creaked on her first stealthy venture.

So, step by step, she came to the study
door. Noj; not a sound to be heard, even
now! .

She turned the handle of the lock, and
opened the door an inch or two.

Brighter than ever was the moonlight,
and it showed her a deserted room.

All of a tremblo with nervous excitement,
she stepped inside, shut the door swiftly,
then crossed to the safe.

Swiltly her fingers juggled with the
letbors of the lock, forming the word
HROSA

Then she turned the knob, and the safe-
door swung open with that -soft, sighing
sound.

Two minutes later she was closing the
safe and altering the four letters back to
their previous formula.

When this was done, she switched on tho
electric torch which had been brought into
play once or twice during her search for the
coveted paper. Holding this toreh in her
right hand, she shone its beam of light
upon a large, unsealed envelope which she
was clutching with her other hand.

There was an endorsement in very hold
handwriting upon tho envelope, and this
was it:

“Nutive Plan of tho Susahlah Goldfield,
handed to me for safe custedy by Jack
Semerfield.”

This memorandum had been written by
Mr. Linton on the envelope at the time ho
placed the strange document in the en-
velope, so that, in going through the con-
tents of the safe on any future occasion, he
would not need to take out the document to
see which one it wes. 2

Pearl's covetous hend toyed with the
stout envelope. But she held her curiosity
in check. Let her first of all get back
salely to her own room, and then—— How
she would gloat over it, thinking of what
it meant to her and her father!

.
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Fabulous wealth!
dreams of avarice!
_One last look round the study, then she
switehed out the torch and stole from the
room. Still not a sound as she mounted
the staircase. Every soul in the housc but
ghe was sound asleep. Mr, and Mrs. Linton,
the som, those girls from Morcove School—
fast aslecp, all of them, and little dreaming
of what s{nc had been up to since she wished
them all good-night!

Safely back in her bed-room at last, and
with the door locked for caution's sake, she
lit a candle and set it on her dressing-
table. '

‘Then, whilst her handsome face betrayed
her sense of triumph, she opened the un-
gummed fap of the envelope and drew out
what was inside.

She had expected to find a parchment
document, and twas surprised when she
drew forth a sheet of ordinary foolscap.

“Tt must be a copy,” she thought to

Riches beyond the

herself, starting to unfold the sheet of
paper.  “Jack Somerfield must have made
a copy of the original document, in
case—"

And there her thoughts were thrown into
gudden utter chaos, whilst her jaw dropped
in bewilderment and dismay.

She was not looking nt any plan at all.

She was staring, staring at a perfectly
blark sheet of paper!

——

CHAPTER 12.
Where is the Plan?

AULKED! |
B She knew that somebady, by soma

means or other, had outwitted her
to-night, And that meant that some-
bady had known what she intended to do!

There in her candle-lit bed-room, this
girl who never had the chance to become
anything better than her father’s accom-
lice looked zbout *her wild-eyed, *ike a
Eunlrd felon.

Someone knew !

She had felt sure that not a soul sus-
pected her of any nefarious intention in
getting herself invited to this house for
Raster; but she had been mistaken,

All nlong there must have been someone

who knew exactly what her motive was in |

beeoming friendly with the schoolgirls and

N

FROM DESERT TO MORCOVE!

i};er]ehy winning the invitation to Linton
)

all.

Not Mr. Linton himseli—no! Not Mrs,
Linton, either, or Jack Linton. So Pearl
decided at once. It must be one or' more
of the schoolgirls, was her swife deduction.
Betty and Polly, mosg litely, had found out
the whole plot between them, Polly very
likely knew that her father was taking caro
of ‘the paper for Jack Somerfield, and.
Betty's suspicions had been aroused in
rany ways.

She passed a hand across her forchead.

O, how mad father will be aboug this I
her crazy thoughts ran on. * Knowing that
1 meant to get hold of the paper, those
gitls must bave slipped down to the safe
in advance of me, and substituted a mere
blank sheet of ‘paper for the native planm
They have beaten us! Mere schoolgirls,
and yet they have baulked us!”

And now—what was she to do now?

It was & question that had only aone
answer,

She must Hee the house at once!l .

Vividly her panic-stricken mind picturcd
what the morning had in store for her if
she remained beneath the voof of Linton
Hall. She would be denounced!

A trap had been set for her, and she had
fallen into it.

No ise trying to deny everything! Tt
could be proved that she had visitéd the
safe and taken away an envelope from
which the vital document had been re-
moved. Unless she fled the house before
morning came she would be given into
custody !

With these terrifying thoughis to spur
ber on, she set about her preparations. for
Qight. i

Hurriedly she put_on her outdeor things
and gathered together the fow personal
articles that were of value. The rest of her
belongings she decided to leave behind.

Tn a fow minutes she was again creeping
down the stairs—this time to make for a
back way out of the house. o 8

The car in which she had fravelled to
Linton Hall with Betty and Polly—Pearl
called it her father’s ear, but it was only
a hired one—had been garaged for the
night in an open coach-house. Once out of
the house, she could easily find her way to
the car and drive off, making for a certain
village five miles away, - 5

There she knew she would find_her
father, For, aithongh Betty and Polly:
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knew notling of this, Pearl's father bad
lodt the house on the Barncombe road - ab
the same time that she drove away in the
car to pick up the schoolgirls, B
' He had travelled by train to a village
that was only five miles from Linton H:EI,
<o a¢ to be within easy reach of Pearl if
she shonld:wani to get in touch with him.
The back door at last!. With a sharp
breath of relief Pearl let herself oul into
the grouuds, drew the door shul behind
her, and then started to change out of her
felt slippers inlo the baots she had been
b=

ring.
Suddenly ber heart gave a violent leap of
alarm.

The knob of the door behind her had
rattled faintly, as if it were being turned
oni the inuer side by someone who intended
to steal out into tho grounds, just as she
horsolf had done ouly a few moments since!

No time for flight!

In between o couple of tall firs she
darted, and crouched down. She was wear-
ing dark things. With a bit of luck she
might be uncbserved.

Thon—slowly, silentiy—the back door of
tho house was, opened, and a figure stole
‘out inlo the open.

Thore was a moment or so whilst Pearl’s
sudden change from wild alarm to utter
bewilderment left her with reeling senses.
i Then complote understanding came fto
her.

She was no longer the terror-stricken
culprit cvading observation.

She straightened up and stepped boldly
from her hiding-ploce.

“¥ou!" she hissed fievcely. “Youl”

Tor it was Rose of the Desert.

CHAPTER 13.
A Girl to Reckon with.

BARL HARTRY had been en-
P couraged by her father always to
speak to this native as if she were &
mero slave. But nover yet had Pearl
gesumod such o domineering manner as she
did at this moment. .

“low daro you, Rose of the Desert?”
Pearl said ficrcely. - “You have disobeyed
mo in the grossest manner! Who told you
to como tio Linton Hall,- even as my
personal attendani? And you have come in
-secret—in seevet !”
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Roso of the Desert did not answer. $he'
drew herself up, as if conscious of having
done what sho had for a worthy motive,
be the conspquences what they might.

“You must have left the house on the
Barncombe road us soop as my father and
1 turned our backs ¥ Pearl went on fiercely.
“*The motnent we were gone you took traim
to the nearest railway-stetion for this bousé’
—and why—why 7" 4

This time there was ne opportunity for
Rose of the Desert to reply; even if she
were disposed to. *

“1 know—oh, I see what it all means!”
Pearl rushed on passionately, ‘It is you
who have baulked me to-night! You pried
and spied until you found out why I was
coming to Linton Hall—and then you made
up your mind to thwart me!”

The look of baffied rage in Pearl's hand-
some face was terrible to see.

“Very well, Rose of the Desert!” she
said, in a tense whisper that quivered with
the anger rn%ing in bher. “Now, pay heed
to what I tell you. To-night you have been
to that safe and substituted a plain sheet of
paper for a certain document. Where is
that original decument?”

« T shall not tell you,”’ Rose of the Desert
said calmly.

“Von shall—you shall tell me! T'll mnke
you give it up to me!” Pearl stormed at
her, almost forgetting to keep her voice
low enough to avoid awakening any of the
inmates of the house, ‘I am not to be
trifled with, Rose of the Desert! You will
let me bave that paper, and promise never
to say a word about what you know,

-

“your threats, O danghter of cunning
and deceit. are nothing to me,”’ Hose of tha
Desert broke in, with that sublime courage
which was one of the fine qualitics the
Morcove girls had learned to respect her

for.

“QOh, is that s0?” Pearl retorted, sneer-
ing. “You mean to say you don’t caro a
scrap if 1 tell my father, and he in turn
reports all this to the Sultan of Susghlah?
Roso of the Desert, be careful | Remember,
the Sultan himself js bent on my father
getting possession of that paper! It means
wealth for him, as well as wealth for us!”

“That I cannot help,” Rose of tho Desert
answered sadly. © Well I know what it is
for any member of my race to incur the
Sultan’s ewn displeasure. Have I not scen
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with my own cyes the dungeon of

SQusahlah, in which prisoners moun their
lives away in chains?”

“Well, then, beware lest you yourself
meoct with such a fate’!” 3

“Such a fate I am_ready to risk—yes,
gladly,” Rose of tho Desert answered
spiritedly, “over this matier. For—hearken
to me, O fair ono with the false heart! The

. paper that you covet is one that belongs to
the man Somerfield——"

“What difference does that make?" Pearl
flashed impatiently,

“Little difference to you,” was the cold
retort; “bub to me, whose life was saved,
long vears ago, by that very man, when he
was exploring the secret lands of Susahlah
in disguise—to me it means everything!
The man Somerfield is one I will net see
robbed! Ic is o man for whom I would
give my own life—yea, gladly would I give
it—if by so doing I could serve him.”

“Bali !” Pearl snapped, stamping a foot.
“What romantic nonsense it all is! But
T am going to have that paper, anyhow!
You must have it on you now, Rose of the
Desert, meaning to send it to Somerfield

*when you find out where he is. Give it

“This instant!”

“Nay!” Rose of the Desert repeated
firmly. “Never, never shall that charb of
the desert fall into your hands or your
father’s! I have saved it from thy thieving
grasp to-night; 1 will guard it somehow
untijl—"

The resk was never said.

In a sudden paroxysm of rage, Pearl
made a rush at the girl, meaning to over-

- power her and thus get possession of the
paper. They struggled for a few moments,
fiercely; vot silently, and then the strength
and adroitness of ihe native girl proved too
much for Pearl. 5

Pearl was almost thrown off her balance
by & violent push, whilst Rose of the Desert
turned and sped away—a ghostly figure,
“in her native raiment, vanishing swiftly
and silently into the darkness!

Pear] steadied up, and for a full minute
after that she stood with a clenched hand
at her forchoad, breathing fast and furi-
ouslv. The girl was gone, and only too well
Pearl knew that any attempt to pursue such
an agile fugitive would be fulile,

i
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‘What, then, was to be donc now? x

Was it all over with the hope of gettidg
that paper, aud was there nothing else for
her to do but to earry ocut her intended
flight {rom Linton Hall?

Sho saw at once that there was no need
for flight at all. It was Rose of the Desert
who had baulked her. As for the inmates
of Linton Hall—they still knew nothing.
Nor would Mr., Linton miss the envelope
rom  the safe in the morning, for she,
Pearl, had found it tied up with some other
documents which apparently he hardly ever
consulted.

In other words, there was no apparent
reason whatever why she should not con-
tinue her stay at Litnon Hall as an Easter
guest,

“And it may be,” she suid to herself,
with returning hope, "it may be that, by
still keeping my eve on the schoolgirls,
shall beat Roso of the Desert in the end!
She will never return to me. From this
moment she is going to be all alone and
helpless in o land that is strange to her.
Loneliness end the need for help will make’
her turn to those girls for aid!”

Tt was a bit of cute reasoning that loft
Pearl nodding to herself confidently. Re-
placing the felt slippers on her fect, she
went warily o the house door, opened
it, and crept into the dark pussage.

All went well with her on her way up the
thickly-carpeted stairs. She had seid good-

ve to every fear of being caught moving
obout the house, fully dressed as for a
journey, at this time of night, when—vo

Without an instant’s warning, she found
herself face to face with a girl in a dress-
iu?’-gown. 5

t was Betty Barton.

“Oh!” Betty exclained; falling back a
step as the two confronted each other,
“What a surprise you gave me! Pearl
Hartry, isn’t it? But—"

“What’s the matter?’ Pearl jerked out
in a suppressed tone, “Why are you out
of vour bed, Betty 7™ :
Why are yon?” was the bLlunt, retort.
“I wolte up snddenly jusi now, feeling
sure that something was happening down-
stairs, And at last I made up my mind to
have a look round. But it was only you,
Pearl—"

“Only me, yes,” Pearl Hartry said, as
calmly as she could. “I had to go down-
stairs—" .

“But you are fully dressed!”
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“If you awould please let me explain,”
Pearl exclaimed, rather icily. “I haven’t
been to sleep ut~1 am always a bad hand
at getting to slecp in a sira ngo house. And
1 Mlddvlﬁv remembered had left the
water in the radiator of thu motor-car.”

“ Well 17

“It should have been drained off,” Pearl
continwed, “Even as late os Easter you get
sharp frosts towards morning in this coun-
try—so 1 was told, anyhow. If the water
should freeze any time it would burst the
rvadiator.”

“And so you

have been out to the car
1o drenin the water off 17 said Betty. “I
see!  Well, T am glad to find it was only
you, Pearl, und not a thief.”
“(Qood-night once again,” Pearl
softly, turning into her own room.
“Good-night,” responded  Betty,
off down the corridor. *
get to sleep all right now.
“I think I shall,” said I’Dnrl

said

gliding
hupc you will

But, far from getting lo sleep as scon as
she was alone in her bed-room, {‘(‘.’.lll Hartry
never even laid herself down to seek repose.

She was peering down into tho vast gar-
den, with its [:z!rhaa of moonlight and
shadows, as if she hoped that her glinting
eves nnglnt by ehance detect some ghostly
figure loitering there.

* Gone--she is really gon
conclude at last ruefully.
her next step be 7"

Pearl had to |
“And what will

e |

Pondering that problem, it scemed to
the baffled schemer that the native girl was
not a bit likely to bring the chart to Mr.
Linton and tuli) him hew she had come by

it.

“¥Fearless though she is in so many ways,”
Pearl reflected darkly, * Rose of the Desert
is yet as timid as a wild creature when it
comes to approaching white ‘people who are
total strangers to her. No; what she is far
more likely to do_is to get into tonch with
the schoolgirls. For they are lhc only
paoplr. she knows in this country, where ail
I8 go strange to her. And those girls—--"

Pearl’s handsome face suddenly lost its
cxpression of despair.

“Yes!" she exclaimed to herseli, whilst
o faint smile oven flickered at her lips.

(eorve School laughed,

“I have that thought to comfort me!
Those simple schooig\rls are as much my |
dupes as ever!”
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CHAPTER 14.
Surprise on Surprise.
ETTY BARTON came swiftly into the

OWN "

breakfast-room at Linton Hall, ery-
zng
Mrs.

*Goad- mornmg,

\Inru.ng, everybody

“You are late, young lady!” said Jack
Linton, with mock sove»'it)‘. “Tuppenee in
the hospital-box, Betty [

The captain of the Fourth Form at Mor-
whilst. Jack jumped
up to get the hospital-box from an odd
corner end dump it in the middle of the
long table, around which sat quite a big
gathering of guests for Tuster.

“0Oh, we'll Jet Betty off this time, Jack !
said sister Poll\ “Tt was my fault for not
waking her."

But Betty slipped: a sixpence in the hos-
pi{.ﬁ!—bos, then took her seat at the happy
table. .

"Well,” Mrs. Linton smiled at her, pass-
ing the girl’s cup, “what does it g!l mean,
Betty? Dide’t you get to sleep properly
last night ?”

“0Oh, like a top!”

Linton I+

. F
Betty answered gaily.
“Only’ T woke up once, and—and——
Thanks, Jack!” as that atientive young
man passed the mustard.

And that was all- Betty had to say just

| then.

“Look at it! Look at the jolly sunshine [
exclaimed Polly exuberantly. et's see~
to-day is Thursday. And what is the pro-
gramme? Oh, of course—-""

“Cricket " struck in Madge
darting a roguish glance at Jack.
cove versus Mr, and Mrs,
and_Pearl Hartry !

“You think you'll beat us, do you?"” said
Jack patronisingly,

“Beat vou!” said his sister Polly, scath-
ingly. “ We'll beat you to a frazzle.: Only
wait until we put Paula Creel on to bowl
and then

“Oh, weally, Polh " pwtcstm Paula.
“Howevah can you suggest such a thing,
when you know that I am the gweatest
duffer at cwicket! T don't mind scowing
for you, howevah, if you’ll kindly explain
the ‘intwicacies of the scowing-book! At
what time puemcrl‘, does this gweat match’
co‘nmcm_c I pw esumg one nust dwess for”
| iep”

Then poor Panla found another
Iaughter going round the table,

Minton;
: “ Mor-
Linton, Jack,

ipple_of
go like
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the swell girl of the Fourth Form, to think
she must be “just so” for the match!

The. game, of course, was only going to
be a bit of fun—a mere out-of-season farce
with bat and ball, on the Linton Hall lawns,
and with only a couple of gardeners for
possible onlookers. But it was fairly cer-
tain Paula would have to “change” for
the event—and so it proved!

DBreakfast over, Jack Linton went off,
whistling, to rout out the cricketing tackle.
Mr. and Mrs. Linton had various matters
to attend to for an hour or so, and thus
the girls were left to themselves.

Tt was almost inevitable that Madge
shonld drift to the piano, just to keep
her hand in at a few of her beloved rhap-
sodies and sonatas. Paula vanished, and was
probably to be found upstairs, searching
for sportive-looking flannels amongst her
pile of frocks,

Tess Trelawney had brought he: water-
colours with her from the school. In a few
minutes she was settled on the terrace, mak-
ing a very fine skstch of the scene that lay
before her; whilst Trixia Hope sat perched
on the stone balustrade, making exclama-
tions in bad French about the beauty of the
day and the glorious surroundings.

“We never had a better holiday, jamais,
jamais—never, never!” she exclaimed rap-

* turously for nearly the twentieth time,

“Jammy, jammy !’ agreed Polly Linton |

flippantly, coming along the terrace with
Betty and Dolly. “Exercise three-nine-one!
Have you seen the gardener’s penknife?”

“Have you seen Pearl Hartry? That's
more to the point,” said Betty, looking
about her with a gravity which seemed
rather ill-timed. “She slipped away directly
we got up from breakfast, and I haven't
seen her sinee.”

“How quiet she was at breakfast, too
commented Dolly Delane, standing behind
Tess to watch the progress.of the water-
colour skeich,

“Yes,” said Pally, “I noticed that. She
tells the mater sho is really enjoying the
visit ; but——"

“’Shl  There is Pearl! Take care she
doesn’t hear youl!” cautioned Betty sud-

"

denly.

. For Pearl Hartry, having emerged from
the open French windows, was crossing the
terrace to pass down the steps, only a dozen
paces from where the girls were grouped.

8ho looked towards them, and waved; but
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somehow Betty and Polly had the feeling
that she did not want them to join her.

At first there was_a directness in her
steps, as if she intended to go straight to
a certain part of the spacious grounds. Inm
a fow moments, however, she dropped to a
loiter, and finally drifted in the most aim-
| less fashion towards one of the shrubbery
walks. .

Then Tess, getting rather excited with
her work of art, upset the jar of water.

“Malheur !—hard  Juck 1
laughing comment.

“But what else can you expect,” sighed
Tess, “when youw've got girls all round you,
talking, and onc of them talking—or try-
ing to talk—French?”

“Come away.” Polly said ta Detty, laugh-

was Trixie's

ing. “I wouldn’t spoil a work of art for
worlds 1" ‘
“Nor I! Besides,” Betiy added with

another sudden touch of gravity, as she
walked off with Polly, “T rather want to go
round to the coach-house. Pearl’s car is
there.”

The way Beitv said this caused Polly to
give her a sudden curious glance,

“You are very mysterious, Betty. showing
a sudden desire io io and lock at the ecar
Pear] Hartry brought you and me to Lin-
ton Hall in yesterday!
anvthing to confide——"

“1 have been wanting to tell you,” Betty
broke in, “only I felt it best to wait for a
moment when we were alone. You and I,
Polly, dear, have been unecasy about Pearl

artry; but the other girld have no—no
suspicions. - And it doesn’t scem right, at
this stage, to diseuss things. Tt may only
spoil their lovely holiday, all for nothing.” -

“Ves, buf—-"

“Tt is like this,” Betty went on, checking
her chum for a moment on the terrace
steps. ‘‘In the middle of the night, I got
up becanse I felt sure a noise had awakened
me. I slipped on my dressing-gown, and
ventured out to the corridor, meaning ta
investigate. And then I came face to faca
with—Pearl Hartry 1" :

“She, too, had heen awakened?”

“Not at ah," said Betty, “She was fully
dressed—just as she might be for going
away in the carl!” :

“What 7”

“T’s a fact, Pollyl And her only ex-
planation was that she had been out into
Itha open oir, to see to the car.” |

“dco to the car—at that time of night?”

Now, if there is
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“8he told me that the water should have
been drained away frem the radiator, and
that this had not been done. She said that
if there should be a cold snap in the early
momu:g, the water might freeze and buwst
r.he rodiator. "

“That’s all very well,” said Polly, knit-

ting her brows “ hut—-""

“It sounds feeble, eh? 8o T thought,”
nodded Betty, gravely. “And now I want
to go RIJ(‘ look at that car for a certain
reason.’

Polly was impressed. Even her talkative
tongue had a sudden check -upon it as
she walked on with the Form captain,

The two girls did not go direct to the
coaoh house, in which the car in question
had had to be garaged, because the proper
garage was already occupied with the Lin-
tons' car. Instead, they wandered on in
a very roundabout manner until they came
at last to the end of a path, from which they
had a full view of the mansion’s out-
buildings.

And there suddenly they stood transfixed.

¥or what did they see?

Jver at the coach-house, the doors of
which were flung wide, stood Pearl Hartry,
close to*the front of the motor-car. And
she could only have set the water running
from the radiator a minute ago, for it was
still coursing to the ground from a tiny
brass tap!

Betty Barton plucked her chum by the

gleeve, and next instent both girls had

backed along the shrubbery path, still un-
seen by Pearl.

Thenyg safe  from observation, the twe
stood «J looked at each other, breathing
fash with excitement.

t means,” sai ctty softly, “she never
eame down in the m,qht to let that water
out of the radiator! Bhe has set it running
only in the last minute or two!”

“She told you a fib,”" Polly frowned,
“just to =ct your mind at rest, when you
met her face to face on the stairs in the
middle of the night.”

“Yes,” mnodded Betty. “And since it is
evident that she did not come down to sce
to the radiator, what really was her motive ?

T have told you she was fully. dressed, like
mebudy ready for a journey !”

=1

- "Was shx then, meaning to go away from
the Hall?
Bn‘tt_yb answer to that question of

-Pully s was a hopeless shrug.
“ Ask me another, Polly ! Al I can say is
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tI_m‘t T feel more and more distrustful of this
girl.

Polly made a half-comical grimace.

‘“Let us stroll somewhere for a -
minutes, where we shall not meet her,” :he
proposed. “I don’t feel like having any-
thing to say to her until this. mystery
has been fathomed. How I wish now,
Betty, I had never asked her to Linton

few

Hall! She and her father—after all, who
are they? We don’t know anything about
them!”

“Except that they came from North
Africa only a little while ago,” said Betty,
“And even that’s all part of the mystery.
too. I mean, why is Pearl so silent ab
their life in Africa? And that native
attendant of hers—the girl who is the very
image of Rose of the Desert—why is that
girl so kept in the background ?”

The chums’ mystified questionings wera
checked for a moment, because the couple
had now rcached the rickety gateway,
which wanted a good deal of fiddling with
before it would open.

At last, however, Betty and Polly were
free to saunter out into the open country,
and they did so, stepping ' thoughtfully
togother across a large meadow whkich was
bordered on one side by a big larch-wood.

“¥You were talking about that native girl
whom we have seen at the house where
Pearl and her father live,” said Polly. “Of
course, when Pearl Hartry langhed at our
thinking the girl was Actually Rose of the
Desert, we could say no more. But—-"

“Bame here,” said Beity. “Although it
is quite true that tho style of dress makes
one native girl look ~very much like
anoth: especially with the face always
half-hidden by a linen fold—yet I chall
always have an uncanny fancy that Pear] s
attendant is—"

And there Beity suddenly paused, giving
a sharp thrust of the head, like one pee
ing with sudden keen interest at a strang
object some distance off,

Next moment she caught her chum @
citedly by one arm.

“Look—look! — Over
amongst the larches!”

Polly gave one sharp glance in the dires
tion indicated; then she and her chum
together wenf simply pelting across the
field towards the larch-wood.

Never in their lives, perhaps, had the

there, Polly-
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athletic couple made such a sudden breath. |
less race as now.

In a few seconds they had sl:cuke:l‘
across the meadow, spurred on to such a
sudden, violent rush by what they had seen
—a f‘lgme in  white, Howing raiment,
beckoning them on!

Yes, there had been a distinet bheckon-
ing gesture of ono arm. Yet now, as the
girls drew close, the mysterions fignre
backed away amongst the thickly-growing
trec';, a3 if intending to elude the pirls,

What did it all mean?

Was there ever such nili']g of mystery
upon mystery, Botty and Polly wero think-
ing, as they raced up to the spot where
the figure had first aftracted their atten-
tion.

For, apart from the strangeness of such
condnct, there was this astounding fact to
take into account.

Here, once again, was that native girl
in her Oriental dress, whom they both
firmly believed was Rose of the Desert!

So swiftly had the mysterious girl with-
drawn into the recesscs of the wood, Betty |
and Polly were quit® at a loss where to
look for her when they ‘hemsclves wero |
beneath the trees. |

She had vanished, and— |

No! There she was again, but only |
partially disclosing herself to the girls, l(.u,
paces from where they stood.

“Rose of the Desert!” panted Betty ex- ;
citedly. “What is it then—what would you |
tell us? Oh, why will you never speak, |
although you are letting us see you again |
and again?

Thore was no answer.
was that followed Betty's. t

“Let Pearl Hartry say what she likes, |
Betty,” said Polly tensely; “that is Rose !
of the Desert, and no other !

“Then she cen speak to us—she knows |
the Iinglish tongue!” Belty exclaimed. g
Y 8Bhe must—shc must end all ihis |

3

mystery 1" E J

“You hear, Ro;o of the Desert?” Polly
called softly. “Speak, then-—spealk!”

Then a strange thing happened.

Rose of the Desert raised one hand and
laid & finger to her muffled lips.

. It was an action that said, es plain as

spaech itself :
' “Keep silent about having seen me!
Keep silent sbout everything! You will

|

Polly’s voice it | | 'hrz\nth]ns=1v.

TO MORCOVE!

| see me agyn,
stand !

So Betty and Polly interpreted that
finger-to-lip movement, and the entreatin
look in Rose of the Duufs eyes which
went with it

Amazed, bewildered, the two schoolgirls
stood rooted to the spnt, and then there
came another gesture from the girl of
mystery—a sign that meant ;

“Don’t follow 1*

Instantly  afterwards  the  strangely
garbed figure bad turned and flitted away,
and Betty and Polly slowly pulled them-
solves together.

The bright spring sunshine was sending
its lances of light down through the green-
ing branches of the spruces. All the com-
mon birds of our English countryside were
singing heve and there. Only a few
huudmd yards off was Dolly Linfon’s own

Englizsh home,

And yet

“lI’uch me!” Polly said at last, moan-
in V.

and then you will under-

“That’s how T feel 1 nnﬁl'l‘l‘ Bctf:, "As
if T must have dreamed it all
CHAPTER 15,
The Intercepted Letter.
ACK LINTON pulled some ericket
stumps ont of the dawn-grass, and be-
gan to Juggln with _them, whilst Mr.

Linton “skied” the ball for ono of his

schoolgir]l guests to catch.

“Hurrah !” Polly led off the cheering,
“We won!”

“Yes, wather!” panted Paula Creel, seta

ting her hair to rights. “DBai Jove—

“Brave, Moreove I” struck in Betty, thh
equal olation. “Twenty-ning runs to thall‘
twenty-two 1™

Madge Minden caught the ball as it cama
down from the skies, and slipped it to|
ack, just as he was balancing g cncket
stump on the iip of his chin,

“Catch|” eried Madge. kl

And Jack caught it1

He held the ball just as if he had been
keeping an eye on Madge all the tnmc—
and perhaps he had |

“You are very r.\Iomr, Jack 1” his smber
said mocklnfrly “But you can't play
ericket for toffee1”
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“Now, I don't want any of your Impu-
dence 7 snid Jack, menacing Polly’s head
with the ericket stump. “Didn't 1 go in
to bat left-handed? Didn't T purposely
muff the catch that Madge knocked up
when she was batting ?”

“Oh,  story!”  chorussed  the girls
“You've had a thorough beating, after try-
ing your very hardest aguinst us{”

“Catch me over playing ericket with a
lot of kids again!”

“Kids!” yelled the Moreove element.
“Are we going to stand that from a boy
who can’t even keep his wicket up agninst
under-arm bowling ?” .

There were six stumps in all. Of ona
accord, six schoolgirls snatched up a stump
spicce, Panla heing the only Morcove
scholar to “‘welwain” from such *fwivo.
ity."”

“After him 1" yelled Polly, as her brother
sct off as if in fear of his life. “Tally-ho!
—voicks! Gone away!”

“And Mr. and Mrs, Linton, as they strolled
towards the house, had to look round again
and again to cnjoy the spectacle. »

Paula Crecl sauntered after her host and
host It was close upon lunch-time, and
Paula wanted to put her hair quite to
rights before sitting dewn to table !

Pearl Hartry had also taken part in ihe

arcieal game of cricket, on the side of Mr.
end Mrs. Linton and Jack. It was hardly
to be supposed, however, that she felt like
taking part in the pursuit of Jack Linton
with brandished ericket stumps. Besides,
there was g stump for her to brandish!

So, enly bereft of companions, she
v, going in the opposite di
tion to that taken by the yelling fugitive
and his pursuers,

In sceret, Pearl Hartry now heaved a
sigl of relicf, likg one whoe is glad to have
got away at last from tryving company.

Not a moment of the day but that her
mind was running upon far more serious
things than cricket |

For this morning, she might very easily
have been “caught out” over the explana-
tion sho had given as to why she loft her
bed-room in the night and was found steal-
ing about the house by Betty.

She—Pearl—had said at the time that the
radiator of the motor-car had reeded
draining off, and that she had slipped out
of doors to aitend to the matter. But, if

sud
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| Betty had been ab all inclined to doubt that
| explanation, and had gene to the ear firak
| thing in the morning to see if the water
| had been drained off—what would she have
found? )
The girl would have found the radiator
still full of water—proof that she—Pearl—
had not visited the car in the night! .
However, that little matter was all right
now ! She had emptied the tank soon after
breakfast, and the next time the ear was
going to be used, she would fill up with
water again, remarking to the girl thet:
“Of course, T drained it ompty, you re-
member, on our first night at the Hall!”
Butf, although it was all very well {o
feel confident that she was still unsus-
pected, how much else she had to worry
| her !
| T'he grim fact stared her in the face.
She had not achieved what she had come to
ton Hall to accomplish.
She had tried to get hold of that price-
tess paper, only to be outwitted by Rose
of the Desert!

And  where—where was “Rose of the
| day? So Pearl was wogpdering
1 as she spent thesoe t few

minuies hefore lunch in wandering about
garden.  What was that native girl
going to do about the paper?

Beyond all doubt, it was in Rose of the
Desert’s possession,  That girl—bother her!
—sho had secretly travelled to Linton Hail,
had secretly entered the house, and had
removed the paper from the place where it
was being kept for safc custody.

“8he iz such a strange creature,” Pear|
was thinking, with knitted brows; “and
perhaps it just as well for me that she
is! If it wore an ordinary Bnglish person’
in Rose of the Desert’s place, she would
surely come to Mr. Linton and band over
the chart, telling him why she—"

A shambling footstep suddenly startled
Pearl, warning her that somcone was com-
ing after her along the gravel pathway
which she was traversing so thoughifully.

Turning about, she saw that it was only
the village postman—an aped, bearded
fellow, w a satchel slung at his hip.

“ 'Marning, " he greefed

miss | her,
knuckling his battered peaked-cap. “Tve
a good few for the house, miss—not sur-
prising, I dessay, sceing what & party it
is for Easter!”
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“I'll take them,” Pear! offered.

- save your legs, postman,”

“Why, thank’ee, miss; that be very kind
of you, I'm sure,” he responded gratefully,
whilst he shuffied through the pack. “Ay.
theio we are then—an’ all good pews, let's
hope! ’Marning, miss— marning!”

Ard away he shuffled again, leaving
Pearl alone on the path, with at least a
dozen letters in her grasp.

No nefarious intention was in her mind
as she looked at one superscription after
another. She wag only idly locking through
the mail for one for herself whilst she
walked on with it towards the house.

Suddenly, however, she checked for a
moment, whilst her breath came aud went
quickly.

Amongst  so many letters that were
obviously from the parents of the school-
girl guests, there was eno letter that had
geized Pearl’s interest.

“What's this!” Pearl gasped aloud to
herself. “Rose of the Desert writing to
Betty Barton!"

The lettor in question had come through
the poét unstamped. It should have been
surchadged on delivery, but she old post.
man—easy-going fellow—had forgotten all
gbout that when he handed the bateh of
letters to Pearl.

Altogether it was a most quaint missive
that she was now staring at. She recog-
nised the envelope as one forming part of
a packet of stationery which she had given
to Rose of the Desert some weeks back.

Pearl had made it her task to teach the
native girl how to spell and write a little
English—and here was the outcome of that
teaching !

In awkward, sprawling characters, far
more grotesque than the most childish
\;;riting, the envelope bore this superserip-
R

“It will

“Pety Barton,
Linton Hal,

Devynshur,”

"It was doubtful whether the letter would
ever have reached the address if it had not
been posted locally. Pearl examined the
postmark.

Then she suddenly shot o glance around
her. Bhe wes well in the open; but no
one avas watching her.
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On an impulse prompted by cunnming, she
swiftly put the letter in her pocket, then
walked on to the house with the rest of
the missives, handing them to Mr. Linton
just outside the dining-room doorway.

The gong had gone for lunch, and most
of the girls had assembled. .

“Post in!” Mr. Linton sang ont gaily.
“Yes, I think you all have letters from
home,” he hastened to add, as Beity & Co,

came rushing about him cagerly.  *‘Cateh,
Betty ! Cateh, Madge! And you, Dolly!™

They all had onc apicce, as it turned
out, and, whilst they were tearing open
envelopes, Mr. Linton scanned a letter for
himself, bearing a foreign postmark.

“Hallo, this is good!” he exclaimed.
“From Jack Somerficld—I recognise the
writing I wonder——"

Pearl was on her way upstairs, ostensibly
to run a comb through ber hair before sit-
ting down to lunch, but really to open the
letter from Rose of the Desert and read it.

8he paused six stairs up, as she heard
Mr. Linton’s exclamation.

“1 say, this is news you'll all delight
in!"” he cried out a woment later, “Jack
Somerfeld’s letter tells me he is on his
way homel”

“What? Oh, hooray!" cried Polly. “We
all love Jack Somerfield. Will he come to
Linton Hall, dad?™

“Not in time for the Easter holidays;
you’ll all be back at school several days
before he lands at Liverpool,” was tho
answer.

“Then we shall see him at the school!”
gaid Betty. “He is bound to come down
and stay & few days with his sister; our| -
headmistress.”

“Quite right,” nodded Mr. Linton;
“and perhaps you'll find me running over
to Morcove, when our friend is there, For
I have been taking care of a valusble
document that he will want me to return;
to him.”

Pearl was still pausing half-way up the
stairs,

At the mention of “a valusble docu-
ment,”” her heart secmed fo miss a beat.
What if Mr. Linton should suddenly take!
it into his head to go to the safe, to seo|
that the document was still there! |
But what Mr. Linton did was to cory,
“Lunch!”  And Pearl, breathing freely,
again, made a spurt up to her bed-room, to



“THE SCHOOLGIRLY' OWN” LIBRARY

ing fthoe high-spirited party.

Taking out the quaintly inscribed letter,
she tore open the envelope, and the’ noxfi
moment her handsome face was proclaim- |
ing the sense of trinmph thet filled her, |
at Daving intercepted this message from
Rose of the Desert to Beity:

“At set of sun, on the hill where men
cag sce the sen.”

That was all.  But for Pearl it was
quite sufficient. Only once had she scanned
the eryptic line of writing before she knew
its meaning.

At sunset this e oning, Rose of the
Desert would bo wal on a certain hill-
top not far from Lmton Hall—a hill so
high  that from its summit, on a clear day,
the blue sea could bo made out many miles

snatch one moment to herself before join 1

away.
“She will be waiting for Betgy and
Polly,” Pearl Hartry said to herself. * But

I—T shall be thero! Oh, it is splendid,
this! It is my chance to get possession
of that paper, after all.”

CHAPTER 16.
The Sun Goes Down.

LL dayv the mammoth hill, known as

Lin Tor, had been without a visitor

to its conical peuk, whore the

scantiest 'vegetation sh—n;,;,h ul  for

life amongst masses of granite and bogg\
patches of black peat.

Now the sun was setting, and it might
have been supposed that the desolation of
daytime wauld surely be continued throuyh
the Wvening and on until another morning
had dawned.

Even if strangers to the district were in
the neighbourhood, full of holiday daring,
they “would surely be warned by Tocal folk |
that Li r was best left to ifself, unless |
one started to tackle it in broad da)‘light!

Yot now, at set of sun, somoone was mak-
ing bold to ascend the tortuovs, and often
dangerous, path_that aig-zagged to the
summit of- the hiil.

Nor was the hmd climb proving a tax
vpon this porson’s energies.

Rose of the Desert—for she it was—
hailod from a wifd land whose little-known
country was not all barren wilderness.

There were mountains in the' land

of
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BSusahlah compared with which this Devon- -
shire tor was but a molehill; and those
mountains had Rose of the Desert often
passed nmongst in days goune by, acquiring
all the agility and fearlessness of a prnc- 4
tised climber.

Her Oriental figure made the place seem
a thousand miles away from rural Eng-
land. An_ artist might have sketched her
there, and the picture would have passed
for a scenc drawn from the rose-flushed
mountains of North Africa.

Within a few yards of the summit she
sat down to wait. She was not tired, but
tho half of ler dusky face that was visible,
above the fglded cloth which swathed her
neck and el¥n, betrayed a distressed state
of mind.

Her lovely, dark eyes seemed fuil of
trouble, and her brovws were drawn together
in an anxious frown. As the sun finally
dipped below the far horizon, causing a
sudden chill gloom to settle upon even this
upland world, whilst helow the very dark-
ness of night seemed to be blanketing
woods and meadows, she sighed fretfully,
as if with impaticnce. 2

*Presently she thrust a hand m;n tha
folds of her garmonts, and drew’ fortly
something that looked like a parchment
dociment.

It was folded in four, and she did not
open it out to serutinise any writin'g that

it bore. FEycing the document as it'was,
with ‘eyes that were half-sad and- half.
exultant, she murmured a few words to
terself in her own native language, then
rr]\lnmn_d the parchment to its hiding-
aco, 3
Next, her hand drew out something o!

quite a different nature.

1t was a crust of bread—part of um
small store of food that this strange gir!
was carrying about with her, in a sort of
ration-bag, thinking it no hardship to ke
reduced to such poor means of support.

She ate the hard, dry crust; then, going
to a tiny rill of water that trickled amongst
the rocks, she cupped her hands and drank
from them.

Dry bread, and water from the hillside—
they were sufficient for tho needs ‘of Rose
of the Desert!

Buddenly, as she was replacing the white
ululh abouf her beautiful face, her quick
hoaring detected the sound mede by some-
oue's ascent of the rugged hillside,



a0

She stepped behind a huge boulder and
erouched there; yet her eyes were not be
traying alarm.  Rather, they suggested
that she had been greatly relieved by that
tell-tale sound. Ld

In wnother minute or so she expected to
be standing face to face with Detty Barton.
Yor this was the ren#ezvous mentioned in
the cryptic letter she had addressed to
Detty.

But in case the climber of the hill should
be someone_else—a most unlikely thing,
Rose of tho Desert was sure—she thought i
best to shelter here. Pecring out, she could
watch the cne path which visitors to the
Lilltop surely aiways used. and so she would
sce the climber before that person saw her.

That was Rose of the Desert’s idea; but
it_was brought to nought by a very simple
mischance.

In her agitated haste to make the ascent,
the girl, who was now so near the summit,
rashly tried a short cut, So, instead of
coming up the zig-zag path, and thus falling
under the eye of Rose of the Desert, she
‘ost herself for a minute or so amongst ugly
boulders and nasty boggy places,

Rose of the Dese.t, suddenly fearing that

, she had been the means of drawing & mere
schoolgirl into danger, decided to show her-
self in the open—and all in a moment she
was face to fuce with Pearl Hariry !

In & Hash the native girl could have darted
away with tho agility of a mountain
creature, and Pearl could never have caught
up with her. For Pearl was dead beat after
the hard climb. :

But thore was, in the heart of the desert
girl, a stern pride of raco that made her
scorn the idea of Dight, just because sho
had_been tricked. Her eyes flashed chal-
lengingly, defrantly, banishing the smile of
triumph which Pear! had begun to display.

“Yes, Rose of the Desert,” Pearl Hartry

“said, when she had taken & moment or twao
for breath, “it is I, not Botty Barton, who
bas come to this spob at sot of sun!”

“At set of sun!” cchoed Rose of the
Desert, “They are the very words 1 used
in my message to the schoolgirlt That mwes
sage, then—-—"

“1 intercepted it-—yes. You know what
that means?” Poarl said, with another at-
tempt at a mocking smile. I opened the
jatier mysclf, and Betty knows nothing
ahont. it 1” :

“ Then

cutining creature!” Rose of the
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Desert said, with fierce scorn. “Thou, to
be of the same race which gives the world
men and women so full of courage ‘and
‘honour! Yet must I feel more pity ihan
anger for thee. In all the deceit and ewr
ning to which thou hast stooped, thon art
but following another’s teaching.”
Retreating a step or so, she drew herself
up 3

“Thou are here, instead of the schoalgirl
—for what purpose?” she demanded spirit-
edly.

“¥ou can guess,” shrugged Pearl, “You
have in your pessession that native chart,
which was given to Mr, Linton for safe
custody by the man Somerficld.”

bl ' 1 have the c¢hart !” .

“I want it, Roso of the Desert; I' am
going to have it!" Pearl insisted, trying to
daunt the pative girl by the old domineer-
ing tone, “Hand it over to me, this in
stant 1™

* Nay " ‘

“Don’t forget,” said Pearl insinuatingly,
“if the chart is missed and you are caught
with it, people will eall you the thicf—you
yourself 1

Tt was a shob that went home, Rose of
the Descrt went pale under her dusky skin.

She, so semsitive to any charge against
her own rectitude, was filled with horror
at the idea of being deemed a thief.

“And the chart may be missed at any
moment new,” Pearl went on, trying to
striko terror to the hedrt of the native girl.

the parchment, because he has had a letter
from the man Somerfield to say he is com-
home I

not with alarm,

soon--how soon i

Pearl bit her lip. She bad made & mis-
take at hinting at Jack Semerfield’s return
to England. She had overshot the mark,
and now, instead of seeing dismay. and
trouble in Rose of the Desert's face there
was & sudden great joy. <

“Ah, thou danghter of cuntiing !’ Rose
of the Desert exclaimed exultantly, “Thy
|lips have served thee ill for gnec!  They

)

1 know—- . iy
| “Between row and the time he comos,
Pearl struok in desperately, “vou may b
clappad iuto prison as o thief!  You took

in
%Dse of the Desert started violently, but

i
“He is eoming home, thou sayest! How !

have told me the one thing I yearned to.

“Mr. Linton may go to the safe to lock out. -
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that chart from the safe, not 1! Keep it,
and you will be caught with it upon you!
Sﬁ‘“dk it back to Mr. Linton, and he will only
© thm
keeping what you had stolen
Rose of the Desert langhed softly.
“These, things you say to me, secking to
frighten me into giving the chart into thy
E*Lnds,” she said. “But that T will never
6, never! Now I know that the man
Semerkield is on his wey to England ; and so

P

T can tell thee this. Harken, O sly one, for
it is my last word to thee!”
And, standing anway from Pearl, the

native girl strotched forth one hand at her,
to give dramatic expression to what was
coming.

“The man Somerfield is the rightful
owner of that chart!” Rose of the Desert
cried. " Into his hands and bis alone, will
1 give it!”

“8o you say,” Pearl burst out angrily;
“but you wil! never get the chance to do it!
Tt will be |Ia§s—\\'ee§m, perhaps—Dbefore he
lands in_ England. Long before then, the
chart will have beon missed. The English

police will be hunting for the thief—-"
“They shall not find me!”
“Bah! Another boast!” cried Pearl

“Who are you, to think you can hold out
until ‘Mr. Semerfield returns to_Morcove
School, whera his sister lives?  You wear
the native dress; you ate & stranger in a
strange country; you dare not go to a shop
to buy food——" » -

“Even so——"

“New that you have left my scrvice,”
Pearl rushed on, “you have ne roof to
shelter you! Rose of the Desert, tho wise
thing for you to. do is to hand me that
chart now—-naw, this minute—and I will
overlook ol the trouble you have caused
e !”

“CGive-you the chart, so that it may lead
thy ®mnning fatber to where the gold of
Susahlah can be found? Nay,’ Rose of the
Desert eried again, with eyes ablaze, “you
forget, but 1 have mot forgotten, how the
man Somerfield saved my Jife when I was
but a-child! I owe him gratitude, loyalty.,
T owe you nothing, false one, .save scorn
for having sought 1o rob him!  Go—go thy
way! As for me——=" F

She swept the dorkening world about her
with those magnilicent “eyes cf hers. |

“Night is upon me, and 1 am ns ye say
—-truly o stranger -iu a strange land!

you are a thief who was afraid of |-

OWN * LIBRARY 41

will T not be afraid—i, Rose of the Desert,
who am of a house ihat never yet bred a
coward 1™ X

Pearl, ton, had suddenly looked about her,
pnting with dismay how swiftly the even-
ing was closing in, »

Tt would take her a full hour to muke the
most rapid descent of the hill and reach
Linten Hall : 4

There was clearly no time for further
weords, even if they could serve any pur-
pose.

But could she—dared she—make another
desperate effort to get Lold of the coveted
chart by sheer force?

She and Rosz of the Desert—they were
alone together in this remote spot. It was
now or never! .

Cunningly she t\m)cd ns if to begin the
descent, and then she flashed round and
made a spring at the bative girl,

Even as Pearl made her lightning spring,
the agile native girl durted aside with a
futter of her white raiment,

Pearl's clutching hands clpsed upon no-
thing more substantial than ‘the empty air,

She tumbled headlong, and fell all asprawl .

upon the rough ground, whilst Rose of the
Desert sprang away like a bart amongst the
rocks, and in another moment was gone!

CHAPTER 17.
The Wanderer in the Night.

ATE that night a lonely figure passed

L unseen along a Devonshire highway,

going north to Morcove and the
coast.

By chance, it was a road that skirted the
grounds of Lirton Hall, and when the lonely
pedestrian: diew level with the handsome
iron gates at the entrance to the drive, she
turned aside to go close up to them.

And there she lingered for a minute or
morg—surely glad of the rest it meant for
her, merely to stand with both hands hold-
ing fust to the ironwork, whilst it was evi-
dent that the moonlit house at the top of
the drive held some perzonal interest for
her.

Tor, very wistiully, she gazed tuwards the
mansion, now without a light in any ol
its windows,

She, Rese of the Desert, the siranger in
a strange land, knew who was slecping be-

Yet | neath that roef to night.
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Would that she could have pushed past
those iron gates, and gone on up to the
house, claiming the friendly pity of those
young English gifls whom she had met in
former times!  Such,
pﬁignant thought running in her mind. But,
ab{—-

It was a longing she must nol gratify,
this longing to end all her furtive existence
here and now, by disclosing herself to tha
inmates of the Iall.

To do any such thing meant telling the
master of the house that she held 2 valuable
paper which she had taken from his safe
like a_tbief in the night. And was it cer
tain that he would accept her explanation
as to why she had removeqd the document?

Would he not, rather, be very angry with
her, and have her cast into some Englich
prison as a thief?

She believed he mupst be a kind man, if
only hecause he was the father of one of
thase fine English schoolgirls, But he would
not be given the chance to believe her story
=i story that involved such serious
charges against one who was a guest be-
neath his roof.

Pearl Hartry

she” would use that false
tongue of hers in sclf-defence, denyin
everything!  The unsernpulous gisl ha
even hinted that she would do this, if ever
the chart was brought back to the house.

“Truly,” Rose of the Desert was thinking
bitterly, as she lingered ab the gates, “it
is in the power of that wicked girl lo say
I stole the chart, meaning to return with it
to my own country! She can say that J
found I could not get out of this country
with it, and so repented of my deed. And
then—-" :

Her hands relaxed their grip of the iron
bars, and dropped limply to her side. With
a hard intake of breath she walked on again,
shaking her head sorrowfully over the
thoughts that -distressed her.

No; shs must adhere to her decision. ' The
master of that great house was a stranger
to her, and of all strangers in this strange
country she felt distrustful,

Bhe must keep the chart until the man
Somerfield had returned to this country, and
into_his' hands would she give it then—the
hends. that had once saved her life, far
away in the desert land of her fathers.

The man Somerfield—that brave, splen-
did Englishman—he would know which story
to believe, ‘herg or Pearl Hartry's!

perhaps, was the.
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‘When she, Rose of the Desert, his friend
of long ago brought the chart to him and
told him all her story, he would sce -how
she had had but one thought-from first to
last—to frustrate a wicked plot to rob him.
And then she would hear his ““Well done,
faithful friend!” and the words would re-

main as’ music in her heart, yea, as long.

as life should Jas.!
But, until he came, what was her life to
o7

Poor Rose of the Desert! In deereeing
for herself this fugitive life until she could
stand before the valians explorer whom her
youthful nature idolised, was she not making
an impossible demand upon physical re-
sources ?

There was, in the vicinity of Morcove
School! many a spot she know of where one
eould remain in hiding; but food—how to
obtain food, when she dared not visit any
shop, lest people should talk of the strangely-
dressed being whe had been scen!

Vaguely, at the back of her simple, half-
tutored mnind, the idea had formed itsclf that

| the might get into touch with the English

schoolgirls.

In ail that she had done up to now, she
had, perhaps, offended against she-knew-not-
what laws of this country. She must be
very careful, then, not to do anything that
would bring trouble upon the schoolgirls.

And even the task of getting to Morcove )

—how hard it wes goink to be!

All her life she had been accustomed to
journeys demanding physical endurance.
But she was no longer bencath her own
desert skies, and somehow & nomad life in

this civilised country was not as easy to.

endure as it was in her own native land.
Patheticaily she made a pause on the
night-bound highway, and looked about her
half helplessly.
Then, drawing another long breath, she
wandered on again, still pursuing the long,

long road that would bring her to Morcoye

and the coast,

CHAPTER 18.
Morcqve Once More.
OLIDAYS were over.,
At Morcove, as in hundreds of
other famous schools up and down

H

the land, Summer Term had com..
menced—the best torm of all, in the opinion

of most girls and boys!
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So, once again, the vast buildings that
formed Morcove School were no longer so
many silent shells of brick end stone. They
teemed with life once more.

There was the usual hurry-seurry of bois-
terous scholars to and fro in the corridars.
The old; happy peals of laughter were heard.
Doors were banged, and banged again, with
as much youthful violenco as ever. Down
in the musie-rcom, the freshly-tuned piano
was proving its usual attraction to musical
spirits, not least of whom was our own
wmusical Madge.

For, of course, all our chums of the Fourth
Form were back, this opening day, along
with the rest of the Morcove scholars.

- Only Polly had come direct from Linton

Hall. The chums who had spent r few days

with her at Easter had afterwards gone on

to their respective homes in various parts
of the kingdom, to be amongst their own
dmoled people. 8o, like any other _reopen-
ing day, Betty & Co. had arrived in drib-

Jets to-day, and greetings  between  one

friend and another were just as joyful as

ever.

As usual, too, it was Study No. 12—the
Form-captain’s  study—which formed the
favourite spot for the happy re-unions.

Betty herself only arrived late in the
afternpon, for she had to come all the way
Jrom Lancashire, She found Study No. 12
crowded out with her old chums of the

) Form, a fow of whom werc at that moment

“helping ” Polly Linton to get tea.

They celled it “helping ” Polly, although
g0 much activity was really only resulting in
everybody getting in everybody else’s way.

+The glrl'; were much too excited and talka-

t e to give thclr minds to the correct lay-

iflg of a tea-table,
*Hurrah!
gleeful ery

Here's Betiy!” went up the
as the » .ptain strolled into the
iroom in that guiet unassuming way of
hers. "% list 1

“Bai J8ve. how are you, Betiy deah?”

And Paula Creel was so infected with the
others’ jubilation at seeing Betty, she almost
~but not quite—spradg up from her
favourite armchair!

“How's everybody?” returned Betty, as
the affectionate exchange of kisses went on.
»“Paula, that’s another lovely frack !”

“¥es, wather ! And a lovely pwice it was,
bm Jovel”

“Have you sent that water-colour drawing
of Linton Hall to the Academy, Tess?”
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rattled on Betty. *“Trixie dear, vow haven'f
forgotten your French, I hopet”

“Mais  non! Jamans,‘ jamais—naever,
never [

“Jammy, jammy ! cried Polly, still dart-
ing to and fro, between the table and the
corner cupboard “T've found a jammy
jampot, but no jam in it! LExercise five-
three-two! Have you seen the gerdener's
milk-jug? Betty dear!”

* Yes—well 77

“Where did we put everything breaking-
up day? We are two cups short, and four
km\cs are missing. And how are we going
to give tea to all this lot, I don't know !”

“We'll manage!” said Betty, taking off
hcr hat.

“Best for some of us tp clear out,” sug-

gested Dolly, the chlrgmg

“Youn won't!" smd Betty flatly,
down, everybody:-

“Yes, wathah!” agreed Paula, resumin
her comfy chair with the greatest goodwilf
“Bai Jove, goals, this is going to bo a
stwenuous term, I wather imagine, How-
evah, it is nice to be back again—what?"”

“Qui, oui!” =aid Trixie.

And the others chorused:

“ Rather !”

Then Madge Minden came in, snapping a
bracclet about her wrist, after an hour at
(hc iano duwnq!alrs.

?allo, Betty !
“Madge, darling, how are yon?
And \Jadges preity lips dropped a kiss

upon Betty's rosy checks, to have- it -re-
turned straightaway.

Dolly sged away for hot water; tea was
made. They all :at down at last, tongues
going nincteen to the dozen.

“Summer . Term!”  remarked  Betty,
when at last the talk about holiday doings
was janguishing. “A busy time for us,
girls!”

“Ispecially out of doors!” ndded Tess

“Tem:mu—cncket——cuuntry rambles—-"

“Sea-bathing——"'

“Yes, wather! A

“I wonder what sort of a showing the
Form is going to make this term?” Detty
mused aloud.  “*Arc we going to keep our
end up on the sports ficld, girls?” ¢

There was a choras of assent, above
which rose Paula’s familiar:

“Yes, wather!”

“The Grandways girls are back,” Belly
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went on.  “They travelled by the same
train that brought me from Lancashire.”

“QOh, indeed! remarked Polly grimly.
“And I suppose Cora and Judith were not
exactly fncndlv, Betty

“Not exactly !” |aughecl Befty. “It was
rather funny, I was going along the cor-
ridor of the train, on tho way to the
luncheon-car, and they wero coming away
from their mna‘ We bkad to squeeze past
each other—"

“And I can guess the look Cora and

Judith gave you—ha, ha, ha!” chuckled
Polly.
Betty, too, laughed, in a way that

showed she had no intention of letting the
undyinglanimoﬁly of the sisters Grandways
ner.

And so the talk flowed on, to the accom-
panying clatter of the tea-cups; whilst how
often did Betty glance round the crowded
table, and think what a joy it was to ses
all the old, familiar faces here once more!

Another lengthy term confronting all the
girls; but what an augury for the way they
mennt to hang together, like the good
chums they were, was this first little tea-
party in Sfudy No. 121

Jome what might, when another break-
ing-up day arrived, it would surely find
them all as loyal and true as ever to their
bond of friendship!

But the tea-party, happy as it was, could
not be prolonged. Only a few minutes
after the last cups had been drained, and
the last plate of pasiries cleared, the girls
had to disperse.

Unpacking in the wvarious studies and
the dormitory was a business to be secn to
at once, and so away they all drifted, caus-

ing a fresh stir in the famous Fourth Form
quarters,
“Well, Polly, dear,” broke out Betty

Barton, as soon as she was alone with her
bosom chum, “I haven’t asked you yet—-
did vou leave everybody Al at home?”

“ Absolutely,” said Polly, sitting on o
portmantean =0 as to be able to get the
strap undone. ““And the mater and dad
sent their love fo you, Betty, as they did
- to all the rest.”

“Thanks!"” said the Form-captain, with
feeling. “We had a jolly time at Linton
Hall during those five days! Really, holi-
days are almost a torture. You want to be
with your chums, and yet you long to be
with your awn penple. too!"”

1 missed you awfully efter you had all
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gone,” grimaced Polly. “The Hall seemed
quite empty, although Jack—dear old Jack!
he was as good a pal to me as ever.”

“ Pearl Hartry—she went the day after we
left"" Bctty asked,

day.”

The two chums had been busy unpacking
whilst they were chatting away.

The mention of Pearl Hartry’'s name had
set them thinking about many things which
the excitement of reopening day had
temporarily banished from their minds.

i
; Pear] only stayed until the next

"What about Peary Hartry 7’ Betty asked

at las

e \\ nll
was tho bland reply.

“You never found out—7"

“No, Betty. I'm just as much in the
dark as ever.
after you had left the Hall did no more

good than our watching her, as we did,
(lll throngh Easter! She just behaved ]11(9
any otdmary fl.end on a visit to one's
home!"

“And yet—" ‘aauc'E Betly.

“It is strange, yes!” rmdduﬂ Pcl]\

She swung herself on to the edge of the
tahle in the old, frec-and-casy manner..
But something was supp:essfng the madeap
rature just at present. And that some-
thing was the mystery of Pearl Hartry.

“Just an ordinary girl friend,” Polly re.
peated slowly; “that is how one may fairly

deseribe her, judgmg her by her conduct as’
But—oh, Betty, T do hope we were:;
not doing her an injustice in being so*

a guest.

suspicious I

“T hope so, too,” nodded Beity gravely.
"H,(m"v though, I think we were to be
cxoused.  There wore so many queer
things that happened to make us wonder if
Pearl Hartry really was tha simple friend
she made herself out to be. i

“Quite right,” agreed Polly. “ Vet the
fact remains, Betty, nothing hasever hap-
pened to prove that she had some under-
hand feason for getting friendly with all
of us, and gotting me to invite her to
Linton Hall. It was a qucer business, your
finding her that night af the Hall,: steal-
ing about the house, fully dressed, as if she
meant to go away whilst we all Elcpt, Bug

Polly broke off abruptly.

A tap at the door sounded. .
“Come in!” sang out Betty,

And thero entered—Pearl Iariry !

Watching that girl clnsely‘

Betty dear, what about her?""
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CHAPTER 18.
A Strange Discovery.

URPRISE would be a ‘mild word for

S Betty and Polly's expression as they

recognised their visitor,
The two schoolgirls looked simply
astounded.

They were quite aware, too, that round
cyes and mouths forming a round “0!" of
amazement must have given Pearl Hartry
more than a hint as to how her surprise
visit was taking each of them. Yet she
advanced into the room with a smile that
never faded as it might have been expected
to do.

“You don't mind?” she _exclaimed
sweetly, holding out her gloved hand to
cach in turn. T know it is a rush time
with you, reopening day. Still—"

“Er—oh, no! 8it down, won't you?”
Belty managed to say.

“Thanks; but cught I to stop?” Pearl
said, whilst she merely perched herself on
one arm-rest of a chair. “I'm sure you
are busy!”

. Both schoolgirls feit like saying, ““Then
why did -you call to-day?’ Dut they could
not be as blunt as that.

Once again, indeed, all their unecasiness
about this beautiful girl was mere than a
little dispelled by her present appearance.

Once again Betty and Polly had a chance
to study her closely—and what could they
think of her, judging from outward appear-
ances, except that she reall
sterling character, full of charm, and only
wanting to improve her friendship with

" them? :
She wns eoxquisitely dressed; she -had
such an air of good breeding. Above all,

. her every weed and look seemed to
“elaim & wistful longing to
{riengship’s ties.
i “Father and I are back at the house on
-the Barncombe road—you mneedn't be told
that, of course,” che said, still smiling.
- “Tve.been ml?)ing elone there ever since
I'left Linton Hall.” .
| She added, with a pretty sigh:
} “What e glorious holiday that was at
Linton Hall!”
i “You enjoyed it!” said Polly. “My
chum " and I had an idea, now and then,
that—that--—"
} “That what? Pearl asked mildly, rais-
‘ing her brows.

ro-
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“ Er-—er——:=" Polly floundered, and so
Betty came to the reseue,

“Frankly, Pearl,” said Betty, ‘“Polly and
I had a fecling, now ,and then, that yon
had semething on your mind all the time!™

Then Pearl, meeting their gaze quite
steadily, langhed. !

“Why, so I bad, to tell you the truth.
And 1 am going to tell you what it was
presently. First of all, though, I've come
to thank you, Polly, for having me to your
place at E'B;stm‘."

Omi

“You'll never know what a treat it was
for me,” Pearl gushed on.

Yet it did not seem gush to her listeners,
but real sincerity, so carnest was the tone.

“You see, it is a dulllife for me at that
lonely hiouse on the Barncombe road. Father
and 1 have not had time to make any
friends. People don't call on folk who are
only renting a furnished house from week

to week!  So Linton Hall was a great
treat !”

“Well, about the trouble that was
sceretly  bothering  you?”  Tolly  asked

coolly.

‘“Oh, that!”

Pearl stood up, giving another little sigh
that was in keeping with a sudden air of
pathos.

“Tt is a great nuisanee,”
“You know that native girl
with me as an attendant?”

“The one we——"

“Yes, the one you girls . mistook for
somecbody called Rose of the Desert—ha,

she said.
whom I had

ha, ba!" laughed Pearl. “That always
amuscs me. For that girl of mine, sho
was—"

“ What about her? Betty could not help
breaking in, rather brusquely.

“She was always giving me trouble, and
that was what was worrying me and
father,” Pear] answered blandly. “That
was the trouble on my mind at Raster,
You see—"

She siroked the fur
hanging over her arm. k

“The girl was rather a responsibility.
When father and I were coraing away from,
Africa, she came with us as my companion,
and we promised her people to look after
ber in England. Dut ghe became very un-
ruly—self-willed—-and now—"

“Yes, what?” jerked out the schoolgirls.

“Now she has run awayl”

necklet that was
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Pear] brought out the words with a suit-
able look of distress in her lovely eyes:

“Run away?” echeod the chums.

“1t is an awful nuisance, isn't it?” their
visitor went on, “Bhe cleared out from
the house in the Barncombe Road whilst
1 was away at Linton Hall. Father was
away at thoe same time. When we both
got back the girl was gone!”

“Strange!” exclaimed Betty,

turning to

meet Polly’s frowning oyes. “ What are
you doing about it, Pearl?”

“I'm worrying & good deal, T know
that,” shrugged Pearl ruefully. “Father
and l—

“Have vou.spoken to the police?”
“Not yet—no. We don’t like to set the|
police after her, Poor girl, she is only an |
uncivilised thing, and I think she would be
frightened to death if a man in uniform

took her up and hauled ler off to the
police-station !™

“But—-" Betty pansed.  “Somet
ought to be done about it! A girl i

that, wandering at large in a countr
where she hasn't a friend, and cannot speak
the language——:"

“Yes, but I am hoping she will come to
her =enses and creep home at last, a sadder

and a wiser girl,” struck in T’ijg. “ Mean-
time, this was partly my reason for calling
as soon as the school reopened. I don’t

want you to spread the news all over the
piace; bui if you, who are my friends,
would keep your eyes open:

“On the chance of seemg the givl?"

“Yes,” nodded Pearl. *““Now the days
are so fine you are out and about quite a
lot, of course? 8o I thought you might
chance to see her, If you do, you'll let
me know at once, won't youli”

The questioner did not wait for an
answer. If she had waited, perhaps she
would have found Betty and Polly hesitat-
ing before pledging themselves to comply
with that wish!

She turned back to the door, bowing and
smiling her good-bye.

“8o mnow I musin't detain you
jonger,” she said, glancing at the half-un-

. pac cd luggage. “But T may gnm you &
Iook in now and then, may T not?”
; ves, do!” cried the schoolgirls.
And they meant it.

Whether Pearl Harfry was the honest
iviend she outwardly seemed to be, or
whether there really was something shady

1 answered Betty.

any |
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about her, it made no difference to the
chums; they certainly wanted to keep in
touch with her!

The door closed behind the departing
visitor, and then the chums of Study 12
stood and looked at each other, with all the
old uncasiness,

“No, it is not good enough—I mean,”
y exclaimed, turning to their luggage,
Ve slmp]) mustn’t settle down to another
ow about that girl, with the place

still in this state! Look at the time,
Polly 1"

“ Half-past five!”

“And there’'s a muster in hall at six!

Come on! But let’s begin the right way—
clear the tea-things first!™

Then they bustled about, Paolly gather-
ing all the used china on to a darge tray,
ready for washing-up at the ecorridor-sink,
whilsi. Betty dodged backwards and for-
wards, returning things to tho study
“larder.”

“Polly 1" Betty
itedly.  “Oh, look!”
Polly was going out of the room with
the loaded tray. She mnearly dropped the
clattering tea-things, such was the start.
that_shout gave her,

”(“ocdness, Betty, what a turn you gd.vc
ne!”

“HSomething

suddun y shouted ex-

has given me a turn!"”

“This, Polly—this!”

Then the china crashed! Polly had not
dropped the tray; but she had dumped it
back on the table viclently enough. i

For, as her ecager eyes fasiened upon
what Dctty was displaying, Polly had seen
that *this "—the cause of her chum's
excitement—was an QOriental shoe!

“Why, that—that is the sort of sandal-
thing Rose of the Desert always wears!”
gasped Polly,

“Yes,” sald Betty, in a queer whisper.
“8he has been here, then! Rose of the
Desert has been to th1s very studv of ours
whilst wé were away on heliday !’

. CHAPTER 20.
Paid For!
OLLY crossed the room -and toolk the
P ;anda]dll\(, shoe from her’ chum’s
1an
“Wheve did you find it, Betiy?"”
“Under the table,” was the prompt
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reply. “I wonidn’'t have npticed it, only
1 was srranging the table-caver, becruse it
was all onesided and liable te trip any-
body up. Then I saw the sandal, and—
and, Polly, you could have knecked me
down with a feather1”

“Her sandal—one of hers,
possible doubt!” Polly muttered, staring
at tho strange find. * Whether she 18 Rose
of the Desert, or cnly an ordinary mnative
girl as Pearl would have us belicves that
girl is the owner of this shoe ! But why——"

“Yes, why,” struck in Betty—"why has
she visited the school in secret—visited our
own study—and loft the sandal behind?”

“It was an accident, her leaving the
sandal here,” Poily hazarded. *It slipped
from her foot: -

“Al, yes; at a moment when she had to
yush away, becausc she was in danger of
being  found here,” Betty broke in,
nodding.  ‘“And she has never had the
chance to recover the lost shoe.”

“But again, why has she been v
this study?” Polly asked desperately.
“ Betty, that girl is Rese of tho Desert!
This makes it certain! Only Rose of the
Desort would keep on getting into touch
with us like this. Remember——"

“1 remember,” Betty nodded again;
“she cortainly made friendly signs to us
that day at Linton Hall, in the larch-
wood, although she would not speak a word
when we ran to her. In the same way
che has been to this study of ours, just as if
wo were friends to whom she knew she
could turn for help. But she is as mys

beyond all

- terious as ever! Sho comes when we are

not here!”

Polly sat down flop on a portmanteau,
and folded her bands in her lap.
= “Tt's a puzzler!” she said, retaining that
thoughtiul pose.  “The girl musb have
some motive for such sirange conduct,
Never & word from her lips when'we have
stood facing her, and now—this1” - .

“Rose of the Desert, it 1s, anyhow!”
Botty declared with emphasis. - “ And that
means, Pearl Hartry really is hoodwink-
ing us! Pearl Hartry's trouble has been
that she wanted to be friends with us, but
didn’t want us to have anything to do with
Rose of the Desert! So—""

“She just tried to deceive us with the
story .that the girl was not Rose of the
Desert,” struck in Polly  “Well, why?
Oh, I begin to see!”
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And the madeap’s hands came together
with a sharp clap.

“Ro do I!" exclaimed DBetty, her face
lighting up. “Pecarl Hartry and her
father have some scheme in hand, end
they have feared that Rose of the Desért:
might wern us  And that ia why Rose of
the Desert” has run sway from Pearl!”

“T'o try snd fustrate ‘the scheme, and
to—" s

At ‘this wstant the door flew open, and
Tess Trelawney came in breathlessly.

“Have you two heard?’ she cried.
“Miss  Bowmerfield's brother—*the = man
Somerfield,” as Rose of the Desert used to
call him——"

“What about him?” asked Betty and
Polly, exchanging glances at tpat reference
to Rose of the Desert, i

“Jack Somerfield has sent a wirgless
from mid-Atlantic. He lands at Liverpool
in a couple of days’ time, and will cowe
on ut once to Morcovel” %

“Hooray!"” cheered Polly, whilst Betty
was just as clated, if in'a more sedate
manner. ;

Then othor girls eame’ drifting back to
the Form-captain’s den, and the talk was
all of school topics.

Beity and Polly, in faect, had hardly an-
other moment alone together all that
evening, and so the subject uppermost. in
their minds—the mystery of Rose of the
Desert—could not be further  debated.

The two chums thought it wisest to say
nothing to othera at present; and this
meant keeping the sandal out of sight.
But, last thing of all, that night, Betty
slipped into Study 12, and returned the
sandal to ghe exact spot where she had
found it—w8ll under the table. ]

She hﬁ an idea that & certain develop-
ment midht result from this—and so it did!

When she and Pally eame down to -their
den next morning the slipper was gonel

Whilst they were still getting their
breath back, after this astounding dis-|
covery, they noticed that the doow of the
corner cuphoard was slightly ajar, although
they had closed it fast overnight. |

Then they made another ‘'tell-tale dis-
covery. 5 i

A small quantity of food had vanizhed
in the night, and in its place—what did.
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the two girls fird, set upon a clean china
plate, on one of the cupboard shelves?

Three tiny pearls!

Betty and Polly took them to the window
and examined them closely.

They were pearls of rare beauty, worth
at least several pounds apicce. They were
pearls that she must have detached from
a necklace the girls -could remember her
wearing.

And Rose of the Desert had left them
here, as payment for a few monthfuls of
bread which she had taken from the study
larder ! '

Tt was a thing that eomehow touched the
“schoolgirls very deeply—that Rose of the
Desert, for all she was but the daughter
of a barbaric race, should be as scrupulous
as this!

Rather than come under suspicion of
abusing: others goodwill—rather than take
a few mnouthfuls of food withous payment,
sho had left behind her that which paid
a hundred times over for it all!

And why hnd she taken that food from
the cupbourd, if not beecause she was in
dire need of it? s

Poor Rose of the Desert!

Greater still would the chums' admira-
tion and pity for her have been eould they
have seen her at this moment, all alone
in her place of refuge, enduring so much
hardship and oruel solitude, and all for
the sake of winning the man Somerfield’s
“Well done!”

But the hou: was at hand when Betty
and Polly were to know the full extent of
the desert girl’s devotion to those who had
won her loyalty in the past.

Soon naw were the schoolgirls to know
the meaning of all the mystery that had
baflled them so completely. Nor were they
themselves to have any minor part in the
final conflict between right and wrong!

For such was Fate’s decree, When that
moment should come for the final struggle
between good and evil—between Rose of
the Desert, steadfast in her heroic resolve
to save the chart from falling into thieving
hands, and Pearl Hartry and her father,
in their final, desperate effort to possess
that chart—then the chums of Study 12
would be there!
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CHAPTER 21.
' Music hath charms!"
i TOP—that—row "

S A moment's pause, then the ill-
tempered cry rang out, once again,
along the Fourth Form corridor at

Morcove Schoal,

 Stop—that—ROW I .

Cora Grandways turned back into her
study, and closed the door with a slam !

“I'm sick of it!” she -blazed out,
addressing her sister Judith. “They don't
take a bit of notice!”

“They are only doing it, I believe, to
annoy us,” was the sullen rejoinder,

Judith, the younger sister, was alveady
sitting down. Cora droppad into her
usual chair, and sat champing her coral
necklace—always a sign with her that she
was in a towering rage.

On the study table were several exercise
lesson hgoks—all closed for the night, It
was only seven o'cleck in the cvening, but
Cora and Judith had finished “prep” half
an hour ago. So it could not be said that
the “row’'—to wit, the melody tade by
a gramophone—was interfering with their
studies.

The record that was being reeled off, at
this partioular moment, was a comic one.

The singer’s voice had a far-reaching
twang, and now and'‘again he strolled of
into roars of laughter at his own jokes.
Then the sudience round the table, in the
neighbouring study, roared too!

Cora and Judith both made a rush into .
the passage. Their fect pounded furiously
as they strode aleng to the scene of the
offending eoncert, . |

Crash went the door of that study, as
Cora flung it open. .

“How many more times are you going
to—""

“Ha, "ha, ha!” shrilled half a dozen
anirthiul  givls, listening to the comic
singer.

“Do you hear me—you? Ilow often am
I too—-""

The comic singer reached onc of his own
fits of laughter,

“Will you stop that row?’
Cora, stamping a foot. i

Then the girl who was playing the
gramophone looked round as she sat upon|
the edge of the table. -

“Oh, werc you speaking, lora?”

* sereamed
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“I tell you to stop that—-""

“Wooo-wow-wow-wow | went the record,
as the ncedle went off the track. And
then, with Polly Linton hurriedly stopping
the instrument, the rest of the audiencc
gave another explosion of laughter.

! “Waiting for comparative silence, Cora at
last burst out passionately:

“I cell it disgraceful! For a pack of girls
to- get together and make themselves a
nuisance to ‘others who want to be quiet!
If T choso to complain to the head-
mistress, Betty Barton——-"

“Would you aet much sympathy? 1
don’t_think so,”’ struck in Betty Barton,
the Formn captain. “I know of no rule
(against the playing of gramophones at this
time of the evening., Everybody- has
finished prep.”
| “I object to the noise!”

I “Oh, dea laughed the girls, whilst
theiv Form captain smiled at Cora in a way
that was more exasperating to that spitfre
than any amount of laughter,
i “You object to the noise, Cora? On
what grounds? Have you a headache?
Only say, and we'll knock off at once.”
“It is not a question of headaches. T've
. no headache. I Simrly refuse to sit in my
' study and endure that din!”
;.  “I'm afraid that reason is hardly good
%’;emugh,“ Betty said sblandly, *“You ecall
ﬂ:

it a din. We call it good fun—and we
“dnean to have some more!”

v “Yes, wather!” came in her familiar
drawl from Paula Creel, as she lolled in
“her favourite armchair, "I wegard that
:last wecord as being most amoosing!”
“Just because the gramophone is a bit
_of a novelty to us, and we zﬂl_onjo:,
“listening to it,” Beity went on spiritedly,
“you and your sister are going to fry
und get it stopped! Well, you won't]”
“Won't It” flashed back Cora. 1
always thought a Form captain was ap-
pointed to keep order, nob to create dis-
order !  All right. play the gramophone!
Go on playing it as much as you like!”

S We certainly shall!” =aid Betly.

“¥es wather! Bai Jove—"

“Ha. ha, ha!”

The fresh burst of laughter only partially
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swamped the bang of the door, as Cora
and Judith stormed away.

“Those two givls,” Betty ecommented

“serenaly, “they simply hate to hear us en-

joying ourselves.  That is all it means.” =
" Quite true, Betty,” nedded Polly Linton,
looking over the records. “Every time we
girls get together for a bit of fun and
amusement, tha' couple are reminded of
their own isolation.” :

“Yes, wather! Howevah, geals——",

The study door was tepped, and then i
opened softly to admit a number of other
girls.

They did not need to account for their
visit. They had heard the gramophone,
and they had come along fo swell the
audience,

Polly set the gramophone going once
more, and now the crowded room filled with
the music of a wonderfully tender song,
with the pieno and vielin accompaniment,

Enraptured, the girl’s listened, until the
short song was finished. Then éame a burst
of applause, just es if they were actually
at a concerl.

When that burst of applanse broke out,
Cora and Judith egain issued forth from
their study, a few deors off,

This time they stormed along the corridor,
whirled down the stairs, and sought out the
assistant Form-mistress.

Five minutes later, Cora and Judith came
marching back, with triomphant expressions
—for in front of them walked Miss Red-
grave,

The youthful under-mistress heard the
gramophone going in Study 12, By now,
the audisnce ﬁud got back to “comies,” and
all the former merriment was in full swing,

“You hear?” Cora exclaimed, cafching
up with the mistress,  “That's the sort
of din the whole Form %ns to endure for
the sake of Beity Barfon and her own
particular set]”

Miss Redgrave bestowed a soothing nod.
upon the complainant, and went to the
open door of Study 12,

At that instant the record came te an
end, and the rovm buzzed with the chums’
mirthful comments on the song.

“Girls "

“Oh! Miss Redgrave, do come in!”
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“Ves, wather!" Pway have my cheal,
Miss Wedgwave—""

“Tt is very kind of you to weleame me,”
sald the popular under-mistress. “My reason
dor the visit i» hardly a happy one, How-
ever! There are complaints that this
gramophone playing is a nuisance to mosk
of the girls 1"

“Tndeed ?” said Betty DBarton. “*Where
are most of the giuls?”

|

Miss Redgrave cast a glance about her, |
and then she smiled.

Most of the girls—all the Form. in fact,
with the exception of Cora and Judith—had
made the audience as large as it was!

“ Cora—Judith "

“Yes, Miss Redgrave!”

«his hardly agrees with what you told
me,” Miss Redgrave said. “You gave me
to understand-—"

“ How can we possibly do anything with
this row going on?”

“You gave me fo understand,” pursued
Miss Redgrave, frownmg at the ill-tem-
pered interruption, “that a few girls were
enjoying themselves at the expense of the
majority. But I find all the Form enjoy-
ing the gramophone.”

“We are not——"

“1f you arc mot enjoying it you are a
minority of two,” said Mizs Redgrave
sweetly, “Why you are not enjoying it,
when everybody else finds it _so delightiul,
might puzzle some people ! But it oesn't I

puzzle me!”
“ Miss Redgrave,
think—""

you have no right to

“Cara Grandways, be careful what you
say ! I will not have any impudence! This
is a time of the ever.ng intended for amuse- |
ment and companionship. The girls are
fully ensitled to play the gramophone, and

(i

up Cora pas-

“«he usual thing ! fared
itism ! Nothing but |

sionately. * Favouri 1t
favouritism for Betty Bawton! All right !
Come away Judith!  Hang their gramo-
phone! Hang everything and everybody 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Only thet burst of langhter from the girls
prevented Miss Redgrave from calling the
ill-tempered sisters back. :
how Betty & Co. ridieuled the display of

When she sawl

¥ROM DESERT TO MORCOVE!

malice. she thought it was perhaps best
for her to treat it with centempt.

Tt was all a trifling incident,
judged from one point of view.
was important for this reasom:

Cora and Judith felt the ill-success of their
attempt to get the musiz stopped as another
humiliation.

And now—on this third cvening of the
school's summer term—they sat hrooding
over their malicious enmity against the
captain and her chums, foeling that enmity
as strong within them as it had ever been,
and puzeling, savagely, how to give Belty
& Co. a taste of humble pie!

pCI‘hn.ps,
But it

CHAPTER 22.

Where is Rose of the Desert?

HEN Betty Barton and Dolly Lintoa .
awoke next morning, along with
the rest of the inmates of the
Fourth Form dormitory, they did

not proceed at once with their toilettes.

Instead, they cach slipped on a dressing-
gown, and made B whirling rush down to
Study 12

None of the other girls noticed the
couple’s unusual action, or, if they did, they
gave it no thought.  Betty and Polly got
down to their study without being followed,
lz?nrl in a moment they had

equal alacrity,

shut the door

chind them. v
both girls  the
to the corner cupboard, whiel

With
darted
sorved as their study pantry. 4
Whipping open th cuphoard door, they
cast a pouncing glance inside. :
“No!” Betty exclaimea at wuce,
disappointedly. “She has rnot been
again | Nothing has been touched 1"
Polly nodded.
“I'm sorry,
“1 only wish

rather
here ©

that's all,” she murmured.
Rose of the Descit had paic

another secret ¥ to the study, in” the .
night, and taken more food.” s
“Qg do 1" agrecd Belty. “It is sad—dis-’

tressing—to think of that mirl remaining i
hiding, day after day, and porhaps living
on @ starvation allowance of food,™

“§he came to this larder of ours, some|
time before we got back to school for the
reopening—just that onee,” DPolly went on
roflectively. “But she docs not come any’
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more, although we are prctw sure she is
still living that lie in hiding!”

“If we only knew where she is in hiding

—and why!” sighed Betty. —“It is a try-
ing business, Polly, knowing that some
mystery is going on, and never being able
to get to the bottom of it!”

Polly reached » hand into the cuphoard
‘and picked up an enveldpe that was lying
on a clean slate, 1n a noticeable place.

The envelope was not gnmmed down, and
Polly took out the folded shect of paper
which was inside, and scanned it.

“This message of ours to Rose of the
Desert—I did hope we should find it gone,
Betty 7

“Yes, dear, But we must be paticnt,”
said Betty. “Wo will pub it here again this
evening, before we go up to bed. We'll
leave it night after night, until something
happens [

Then the talk lagguished for a momcnf‘
whilst both girls read through their well-
meaning message to the mysterions per-
sonage whose extraordinary conduct was
still unexplained.

“To Rosc of. the Desert,” so ran thoe
message, in very bold, clear writing,—"we
hope you will be .th- to read this, as we
want vou to know that we are still your
friends.

- *We found that you had been to this
room for food, and we know that the threo
. “pearls you left behind, on a plate, were
»meant to pay us for \\hmt you took.
““Dear Rose of the Desert, you need not
Hhave troubled to pay us, Take all the food
you want, and let us help you in any other
'way that wo can.

“We do not know what all the mystery
eans, but we feel sure that you had a
.good reason for hiding -away from Miss
artry, who brought you from Africa. So
we are not going to tell her about your
secret visit to this room for food.—Your
truo friends,

“BeTTY DARTON,
& “PorLy Lintox.”
“I don't know what more we could say
to her,” muttered Betty. “It would be no
mse, I am sure, writing a long, invelved
letter to & native girl who, at the best, can
onlly read the very simplest English,”
No,"” said Polly ruefully. “That is the
bother f it!

We are not sure that she -
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can even read it all. We onl
she was taught to speak Eng]lsfy years ago,
when the headmistress's bwtll(‘r, Jack
Somerfield, was a prisoner in the Sultnu
of Susahlah’s hands.”-

They returned ‘the simple message to ifs,
unsealed envelope, then put it away in a
table drawer,

“Well, I suppose we must hop back up-
stairs and gel dressed,” Polly exclaimed.

“But I simply couldn’t have waited until
after bmakfaat before mppmg down to
the study.”

“You were mentioning Jﬂck Somerfield,"
remarked Betty, as they withdrew from the
study. “ We shall soon be seeing him now.
His boat gets to Liverpool to-day, and we
know he will come on at Dncu to Morcove,”

“*And how strange it is,” rejoined I’oilv,
“that Jack Somerfield should be coming
back to England just at a time when Roso
of the Desert is over here again from
Africa! Betty dear——"

“I know what you are going to say,”
broke in Betty softly. “It almost seems as
if the mystery of Rose of the Desert’s con-
duct has something to do with Jack Somer-
field’s return.”

There the girl's talk had to cease again,
for they were coming to. the clnnmemv
Iandmg, \\horc chums of theirs were ﬂlLtmg
about in various stages of dress and un-
dress.

Betty and Polly @ soon dressed, and,
noticing what a glwions morning it was,
felt they must have a scamper around be-
fore the breakfast gong rang.

51
know that

Rain had fallen in the night, leaving
the air delicionsly sweet- and solt. From
the now cloudless heavens the sun shouns

with almost the heat of a summer morning,
drawing the sparkle of raindrops from o
million blades of grass on the emerald
AWNE,

Keeping to the rain-washed gravel drive,
Botty and Polly raced euch other down
to the lodge whilst they ggzed across the
headland nnd marvelled at the blue of the
ses beyond if,

Suddenly, a girl on a cycle came purring
along the main road.

She was riding slowly and gracefully—
in no hurry to roach any destination, that
was cvident, but eimply out for an early
morning spin. It was a joyous fling of the
head, as the soft wind came at her, thsi
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cansed the girl cyclist to see Betty and
Polly.

“Hallo!"" she cried, and sprang from the
n!ulchme. wheeling it towards the school-
girls,

“Good-morning, Pearl!” said the chums,
for Pear! Hartry it was,

Betty added, becauee ghe and Polly were
going to give no hint of the suspicions
which troubled them, about this excessively
friendly girls

“You are out early, Pearl!”

“Just for a spin round the countryside,
ves,” Pearl answered. “By the way, do
vou care for cycling? If so, we might get
a ron together sometimes!”

“We'll sce,” said Betty non-committally.
“Any newa of—of that girl yet, Pearl?”

“You mean the native girl who came with
me and dad from Afriea? No,” answercd
Pearl ruefully. “I was going to ask you,
whether—"
" *Wo have not seen her,” the chums
hastened to say, with perfect truth.

Pearl bit her lip for a few moments;
then she looked as serene and fascinating

. us ever.

“Well, you won't forget to let me know if
vou do see her—your Rose of the Desert, as
vou called her. Ha, ha, ha! Even now I
have to laugh at your mistaking my silly,
ignorant, half-savage brown girl for your
wonderful Rose of the Desert!” Good-bye!”

And next mement she was in the saddle
again, pedalling gaily along the quiet road
that would bring her to the house where
sho lived with Ecr father.

Stephen Hartry was also out of doors
carly this morning. His daughter found
him pacing to and fro on_the weedy gravel
of tho neglected garden, his thin face very
expressive of tense anxiety.

“Father!”” Pearl went up to him to say,
softly, after she had stalled her cyclo in an
old shed. "I have scen those schoolgirls
this morning.”

“\What, already—as carly as this?” he ex-
claimed.
~ “They happened to be at the school-
gates as I rode past. I got off for a
moment’s talk., .Father, they have not
seen her!”

He scowled.

“No one has seen ber, or will sce her!”
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was his irritable outburst. “That Rose of

the Desert—a fine game she has played usl

A witch couldn’t have vanished more com-

pletely than that girl vanished, after she |
got possession of the chart!"

He scemed to regret voicing such indis-
creet words in the open air. Tho moment
they were spoken he shot an uncasy glance
around the lonely, neglected garden, then
he went into the iuusc. Pear] accompanying

m.

“¥ou khow, Pearl,¥ he broke out then,
as his daughter followed him inte his study
and closed the door, “matters aro getting
desperate, It is eimply fatal to our whole
ei:}_wme, Rose of the Desert eluding ua like
this!”

“Well, father, what more can T do?”

“You are splendid, Pearl,” he exclaimed,
those hard eyes of his softening as he lot
them rest upon this motherless girl of his.
“Never think for a moment that I am re-
prozching you, 1 only say that we seem
to be futed never to get possession of thab
chart! And without t—-"

He suddenly clenched his fiste.

“Without it, Pearl, wo shall never find
that Bl Dorado, which it tells of, out there
in North Afriea! 1 have promised you that
we would be rich—rich beyond the dreams
of avarice! So we would be, within a few
months of our locating ihe goldfield by
means of that chart! But Rose of i
Desert has it, and that is what worries ane,
makes me so desperate! We k
Somerfield lands at Liverpool to-day.” - 4

Pearl nodded. $he could make no I
joinder of a soothing nature, TFull well i
knew that the bope of gaining the covele
chart was sinking fast 1o zero. G

« For this is what it all means,” her fathe
went on, after a turn about the room
“That native girl is retaining the chaztAd
pending Somerfield’s return. She knowsis.,
that it is his property, and he happens to
e a fellow who won her esteem and loyalty,
years ago. I believe, Peaxl, she wouls
rather die than yield up tho chart to you, -
or mel” (o

“That may be true enough, father," Pearl
said heavily. ‘‘But if only we could get on
her track—teke her by surprise—" W

“ Ay, if only wo could do that!” he ex-
claimed fiereely, I would soon have the
chart then, let her fight me like a tigress—,
as she would! But thero is no geiting a
clue to her whereabouts-—not a cluel™ .- *
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““We surely have another four-and-twenty
hours hefore Somerfield turns up_sab the
school,” Pearl reflected aloud. “He will
not be here before to-morrow merning, so
we have all to-day—all to-night, father.
And perbaps, at the last moment, our luck
will turn!”

There camo a rap at the closed door—the
aged domestic’'s way of announcing that
\breakfast was served.

“Come, father,” Pearl said, taking his

arm, “Let us go in and make a good
mcal, and then afterwards——""

**What puzzles me,” he broke out irrit-
sbly, “is how Rose of the Desert is man-

aging for food. all this time! If she had
visited any shops, we must have heard
about it, for she is in the native dress.
Besides, she had no English money.”
i “Shall T tell you what I think?” Pearl
said, with a curious smile. ) belief is,
Rose of the Desert is living at t{so expense
of thoso schoolgirls—-"

“They have befriended her, then, with-
out telling us!”

“No, father; she is

getting  into the

school, by some means or other, unbe.
known to them. All the girls have their
own littlo study larders, Rose of the

Descrt is filching foed from them, without
tho loss of it being noticed.”

The father stood mute and rigid for a
fmoment, pondering this.

" Well, then,” he suddenly exclaimed, in
n excited whisper, “if she is making secret
isits to tho school, there is our chance.
‘We have only to wait and watch—"
““After dark, yes. And that is my idea
for to-night, father,” Pearl went on, in a
lowered voice. “To-night—the last night
we have before Sﬂmerhgeld returns!”
Stephen Tartry patted his daughter’s
Thand as she rested it upon his sleeve.
* “Splendid, Pearl—splendid!  There is
our chance, to-night—and perhaps the luck
will turn!”

CHAPTER 23.
Cora & Co. Mean Mischief,
HAT afternoon tho chums of the
g Fourth Form were down on the
- seashore, revelling in the surmmer-
I _Jike eplendonr of these sunny hours
of spring. )
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Tess Trelawney was sitting in the ocool
shade cast by a part of the towering cliffs,
and on this account Tess felt she was sacri-
ficing comfort for art,

For Tess had come back to school, this
term, meaning to “go at”* her water colours
with & vengeance. At the moment, she
had to sit in the shade, so that she could
do a marine “study ” for the mater’s birth-
day present.

As for the rest of the girls—Betty, Polly,
Madge, Trixie, and Do]F-éthey were just
basking deliciously in dm hot sunshine,
talking lazily the while,

There  was onother girl—Paula Creel.
But Paula was not talking, and so she has
to be mentioned separately. Paunla was en-
joying the seashore equivalent of n sofa.
In a nice dry bed of sand, with a hanky
spread over the sandy sillow  bohind her
head, Paula was fast asleep!

“‘Heigh-ho!” Polly Linton suddenly ex-
claimed, tiring of this listless existence.
“Who'll come for a paddle 7 E

“¥Yes,” said Tess Trelawney dreamily,
and Polly turned at once to her,

“You'll paddle, Tess? Como on, then[”

“What?” said Tess, the artist, coming
out of her dream. *“Oh go away and play!
I was not talkini to you; 1 was thinking

about this sketch, What colour is that
patch of sea over there, where the weed
bank is?”

“Green,” said Polly. “The sca is always
green.”

Tess looked at her, more in sorrow than
anger.

Each of the others hazarded an enswer,
only to be told that they were wrong.

Then Polly had one of her brilliant
notions.

“We'll ask Paula,” she said brightly.
“Paula——" .

A placid sigh came from the sleeping
beauty.

Polly went away to a pool of sea-water,
and came back with a nice frisky crab.

She _held it humanely, but precariously,
over Paula’s face.

“Paula, dear! Are you really asleep?”

“Yes, wather!”” sighed Paula, opening her
cyes. “Howevah—— Healp! #Gwent—gai
Jove—Polly, you idiot!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
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«Take the silly cweature oft my hairly “Your hat is erocked and your hair is
Haow {wivolous you are!” wailed Paula, | straight,” teased Polly.
throwing herself ubout to avoid the lé‘lmg- “No, weally—"

4 3 o i o tl e ] alp 1 No,
ling crab. Stop it, will you? Healp! “St.andfovcr—t_hdre!” Tess shouted, full
of the fire of genius. “Just a8 if your hat
matters, duffer! Not there, Paula—more
to the left!” :

Paula skipped to the left obediently, quite
frightencd by Tess's fierce expression.

« A little further back, duffer!”

Then Paula stepped back, and—

Plop! Splosh!

She .was up to her knecs in a pool of
water !

“Oh, healph!” yelled Paula, whilst a per-
feotly delirious peal of laughter went up.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“How can vou stand theah when you
sce me dwowning !’ wailed the dreesy girl,
splashing about in a pame. “Healp,
healp!”

M you think I'm going to sketch you
like that——" said Tess.

“I don’t want to bo sketched!” wailed
Paula. “1 want to be weseued! T am
sinking thwough the earth. Healp!"”

She evidently thought she had stepped
into a guicksand; but the girla knew better,
and again and again their shrieks of mer-
riment went up, frightening all the birds
along the chff. « __

“1 thought you had a strong objection
to frisking about in the water #” Polly cried.

“How can a geal healp fwisking about 7" %

«] wish,”-sighed Tess, niggling away ot | was the wailing answer. “How extwemely
the sketch, ‘“you would all sheor off and fwivelous you are! My guinea slcckmﬁs
lot me have a bit of peace. I'm making a | &5C wnined! 1 am dwenched—dwownc !
most awful mess of things!” T shell have to pwoceed home at once !’

Which Paula did, locking the picture of
woe a8 ghe minced along the dry sands
with a very wet skirt flapping about her
knees. .

Dolly and Madge went with her, for
company's sake, and soon Tcss the industri-
ous  was enjoying real freedom from
Siwivolity.”  Trixie Hope “bagged” the
sandy couch recently vacated by the swoeb
girl, yawned, and closed her eyes, whilst

i “My word, Polly, you've gob bl Paula, | Detty and Polly set off for a ramble olong
* just sgand over there, for me to get you,in | the shore. .

the pictu s 1 wonder if we really could get 2 jack-

“Oh, wather ” paula assented, beaming | daw’s e 1?7 Polly broke out light-heartedly,
delighted ‘Pt geals, is my hat on when they bad trudged good h.ﬂlf—mﬁu
- gtwaight ¥ | from where Tess was still executing the

“Sorry,” Polly apologised teasingly.
“We bad to wake you up, because Tess
wants to know what colour the sea gl”

_ Paula had been lying with her eyes shut
in the sun. At this moment, the whole sea-
“scape had a very strange colour.

“Pai Jove,” ehe said, "it’s wed !

“Red!” pealed all the girls. ““Ha, ba,
hat”

“So it ia wed, bai Jovel” insisted Paula
hotly. “I say, this is most wemarkable,
geals! A most extwaordinary "

«Duffer! Who ever heard of a red sea?”

“The only bit of red I can éec,” said
Pally, “is vour nose, Paula! That's been
toasting in the eun, and—"

«Whao-a-a-ab!”? yelled the swell girl of
the Fourth Form. as she pulled out her
pocket o vanity mirror.

Her eyes wero still dazsled by her lying
in the sun, and she still saw everything in
the wrong colour.

“(weat goodness!” she gaeped, as she
Jooked at her nose, . “‘It's gween i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tt weally is, bai Jove! A bwight
gween!”

Then B Barton took pity on the
horror stricken beauty, and explained the
causo of the * phenomena.”

“You are doing a very charming sketch,
Tess dear,” said Betty, whilst the others,
gathering round, murmured to the same
effect with great sincerity.

“Only,” said Polly, “it wants o figure—
o girl in the foreground.”

No one was more sprprisnd than Polly
Im.rsel!'. when Tess hailed this suggestion
with approval.
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work of art. “My brother Jack will be
running over to the schoal, for a_cert.,
whilst Mr., Somerfield is here. I've 2
great idea of collecting eggs and selling
them to Jack!”

“Does he want therg?”’ asked Detty.

She had a strong notion that Jack Linton
had coliected every species of bird's egg
when he was still in knickers!

“Never mind whether he wants them or
not, if I want to seH them, Jack must buy
them!” was Polly’s breczy declaration.
“Sixpence each—-"

“That will be profiteering, Polly!"”

“Not with one’s own brother. He has
as much pocket-money as I have!  Oh,
look I” And madeap Polly suddenly pointed
excitedly. ‘‘There are a couple of choughs,
Betty—rare birds!" B

“Never heard of them,” confessed Betiv.

“I'm not surprised: they are only found
in Cornwall as a rule. Peoploe sometimes
call them Cornish ravens, but they fre
really a sort of crow with reddish legs.”

Polly volunteered all this information in
an absent manner. She was waiching the

two birds—a pair that had evidently made

a nest in some inaccessible niche of the
cliff.

They came dashing back, in a fustered
‘manner, towards the face of the cliff, only

£o flap off again, crying harshly.

¥ *See?"” Polly cried out, with growing ex-
ment. “There is their nest, 1 do be-
o, Betty! And I'm going to get one
hoir eggs! Only one, mind you, to take
ore . would be wrong.”

““You will nover d

“Won't 17” laughed Polly. ‘‘Come on!
Half-a-crown from Jack for a chough's egg,
and- cheap at the price!”

The nest was not more than twenty-five
feet up from the foot of the cliff, And both
girls saw at once that, if they could only
geale tho first fourteen fect or so, the rest
would be easy. -

That first fourteen fect of rock, however—
it Jooked like Bafling them. Every gf
tide th® waters lapped the foot of the cliff,
and in the course of years the base had be-
rome perfccily smooth with the action of the
waves.

“Bother  it!” e
. "It would be so

imed Polly ruefully.

B5

ledge up there. Bui—I Betty, you
couldn’t give me a bunk up X
“Not that distance, I'm afraid,” doubted
Betty, treating the proposal quite seriously.
“If you really want the chough’s egg, you'll
have to bring a ladder, somoe other day.”
“Fag a ladder all the way from the echool
—even if it were allowed ¥ grimaced Pally.
“Not much !”
Then, with the next breath, she gave a
“whoop ¥ of delight.
“Why, talking of
cried gaily, pointing.
Stretched along the sand, where it had
been washed up and lefi by the tide, was a
fine baulk of timber—part of a ship’s deck
cargo, no doubt, during a gale.
“Bureka !” agreed Betty, getting just as
excited as her chum, “That’s the thing!”
Nor did they waste a moment in carry-

say

73y

ladders—look ! she

_ing out the idea which had cccurred to both

of them.,

Dragging the piece of timber towards the
smooth base of the cliff, they !r_aist'd it like"
a ladder, rearing it ogainst’ the wall of
the rock.

It was a very long plank, and so the angle
at which it eloped, when it had been got
into position, was not more than forty-five
degrees. .

*Me, first, Betty!”

*“No, me i

*Me, Isay!” insisted Polly, bursting with
eagerness; and so Betty took charge, down
below, ready to steady the plank, if neces-
sary, whilst her daring chum’ swarmed up
it on hands and knees, .

Betty found that the plank kept quite
steady of its own accord, thanks to its lower
end being embedded in the sand. Up aud
up went Polly, and suddenly there was a
gay “Hoorah!” as she scrambled off the
sloping plank on to the edge of rock. .

“I'm coming!” shouied Betty,

“Right-he! It's great—spiffing 1"

The next few moments saw Betty scram-
bling up the sagging plank, tittering at the
risk there seemed to be of getting thrown
off, whilst Polly was already standing erect
on the ledge, measuring the rest of the dis-
tance up the cliff to the chough's neet,

Thus, neither of the adventure-lovigg

énce_we got to that! schoolgirls  was sware ¢f newcomers npon
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the scence below, Neither Betty nor Polly
was aware that Cora and Judith Grandways
were skulking behind some rocks, planning
‘mischief !
The sisters had just turned back, after a
saunter along thoe seashore, when they be- | “Just look here!”
held the Form-captain and her chum per-|  Polly erept close to hor chum and also
forming that acrobatic feat with the plank. | peered down—-gazed down a very, very long
In a flush the same idea had oceurred to | way, it scemed to her, to where the plank

“AMy goodness!” gasped out Polly, facing
about with a scared look, “1 heard—yes !
But you don’t mean to say—"

“Tt was the plank, right enough!” Detty
struck in grimly, darting back to peer down.

both mischief-makers. was lying flat upon +4he beach.
Here was a chance for them to land Betty “Can we jump?” she guestioned ab last. !
and Polly in {rouble! “Out of the cquestion,” Detty declared’

A chance to get the Form-captain hersclf emphatically. *There is only a thin coat-
in disgrace up nt the school—a chance to | 1Ng of sand, most likely, down there, cover-
make the inseparables cat that overdue ‘ ing hard rock. We would most likely break
slice of humble pie our ankles.”

“ Down—dowr 1 Cora Grandways had| "It really is foo risky,” Polly admitted,
whispered excitedly to her sister. \ylih a slight shivor. ~“Even the mere

A needless  injunction!  Judith had s"““]f might upset one for life. But, Betty
already scen the need for lkeeping out of }
sight. She suddenly clutched her chum by one

So, now, the pair of them were crouching *ht""‘%d?rg a3 "f_ stricken "”{"h dismay.
low behind a mass of rock, secing yet un- “This is serious, Betty!”
seen. “Ii is-—jolly serious!”
~ They_waited there, grinning up lo their “The tide is running in. If we don’t get
ears with malicious delight aver what they | away from here at once——"
intended to da as soon as the right momentl Polly left the rest unsaid, following th
carng, 3 excited words with a gasp of helpl

The ledge of rock to which the chums had | desperation.
ascended tan for several yards along the Betty, too, was silent now
oliff face, As sonn as the couple advanced bl B ! %
long it, as they were certain to do, lhcir{ Stranded there togother on that ki
backs would be turned to the plank below. | ledgo of rock, with the waves fast tum!

" 3R - "W+ | nearer, nearer to the base of the cliffy ]

All this came abeut as Cora and Judith | eould only gaze ab each other with look
had foreséen; and suddenly they decided | plank dismay
that the moment had arrived. e !

Still unseen by the couple up above, they
darted noisclessly to the base of the plank,

and pulled swiftly and violently. . CHAPTER 24.
The moement it c(_)mmencg:d to slide from | Missing from School.
position, the ecunning  pair fled back to it i
Hgtr 3 1LEN {-e sun set that evening, thera

caver.  LThen: were anxious minds and  heavy
Flop! went the groat plank as it fell full bearts among the inmates of Mor-
lon_;;ah to ﬂ)cleand_s. cove aol. :
Cora, pressing close te the wall of rock, | The appronch of davkiess inarcased the
gestured to her sister: alarm. with .which the girls and mistresses

" (Come on! Come away, Judy ! | alike were wondering—what had lLecome of

| Betty Burton and Pol Linton?

At that instant Betty Barton was giving

cadden exclamation of surprise, as she fol: | They had not been into tea.  Nothing

lowed her clap along the narrow ledge of whatever had been heard of them since they

rock coamed off together aleng  the sgashore,
Y 1

S aitt 1 sy, Polly, “did ‘sou hear | reund about thrae o €08
that 7" | The evoning had been well advanced be:
&
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fore. Miss Somerficld was notified of the oinly story Betty ?r‘}d Pﬂllyhuuuid tell, when
girls' unaccountable absence they got back safely-—as they were certain
Up to that time, the couple’s chums had to do--would not cxonerate them fromn
quite naturally held their tongues, feeling | fevars blame.
it no duty of theirs to create alarm when, | They would have to say that they had
at any moment, Betty and Polly might come | made a tricky elimb to a ledge of rock, and ¢
strolling in, with some very simple excuse | had been stranded there beeause the plank
for their ahsence. | they had used “must have slipped away 7!
. For a time, indeed, Madge and others! Such a madeap business as this would
togl it for granted that Betty and Polly | anger the headmistress, and so—oh, joy —
Lad simply mado their way along the shore | Cova and Judith were saying to themselves,
to a point where they could ascend to the | for onve, Betty Barton and her chum would
const rond, and had +hen rambled on in|be in deep disgrace! 5
. quest of u cottage where te} could be ob |  Ag darkness fell, the gleam of lantern-
tained,. light might have been scen down in that
But at last the hour had come when the | deep coombe which debauched wpon the
continued absence of the inseparables conld | shore, and which was  Morcove's nearest
no longer be hushed up. The headx(\i‘srross means of getting to the sands. 7
bad 1o ll)ﬂ;m!e to ll_"“mw ypou lthul ’f{"‘sigﬁ" | Miss Redgrave and lwo or three of the
h{“”‘F el "0}5"0‘”!}_‘3 c&unc o her. b girls were there, waiting and watching for
she was scyiously alarmec. | the tide to fall far enough to free the couple
Madge, Paula, Tess, end a few athers, | whom they hoped were only imprisoned,
returning dead beat o the school, efter 2| ynder safe conditions, in one of thoso sea-
tlesa search along the cliffs, had nothing | Jocked caves less thay a mile away.
to ort; and they now learned*that in- ) &
quirics by ’phone as far as Barncombe had | And soon as the dark waters had ebhed
been just as futile in}\1“y Im?x the fr;]o:i of the precipitous cilﬂai
o e . the watchers eould hope to sce Betty and
The scarchers would have gone along tho | Polly serambling along the sodden sandas.e

ghore, only that was an impossibility, the |37 i =
Kide being: right up:  Horced £ contin their | Meanwbile, thoy veluscd b5 semonetes the
able o the cliff tops, they had often| 4o o

lo-ed, without getiing any response. :
: 3 Yet that fear, as they were afterwards to
e comforting theory only could be disis 2 A
ed. It \\'as,gﬂmt theyt.wa absentecs had loarn; was O?'IJ too well justified.
aught by the rising tido in one of the The two girls were indeed in great peril—
Fieraus caves along the clif. In_ that | had been ever since the tide first lapped the
Bise, they wonld be in no danger, for in all | base of 1he cliff.
the caves one could seek a remote part And so, far from being helpless but
'which -was beyond the rpach of the waves, | scoure prisoners at the remote end of a
‘except in very stormy weatler, cavern, the girls had remained upon that
3 But if this were Betty and Polly’s plight, | cxposed ledge of rock, ’
/it meant that hours must elapse before the | Long before the tide was at its height, the
tide would have gone down far enough for | spray had hissed again and again upon most
them to retuyrn home. {of the flat ledge, i:ouring back < inte the
8o, although the anxiety still preyed upon tclmrning waters with a great, roaring sound.
the minds of all, there was n checry effort | ‘The two girls must have been continually
to take this hopeful view of the scare. | drenched with sea water, even if they had
; Belty and Polly would tarn up, long be- | not been swept away and drowned, only
< fore night-fall, quite unharmed, and only l they had edged back to one of the parts of
very tiyed and bungry.. Miss Somerfield | the ledge where they were safe from the
had befn heard to say that she could hardly | hissing spray.
- helieve the girls would deserve punishment; | Bug the tido had fallen at last.  Fountuins
o, buy, es to. that, Cora and Judith  were | of spray no longer came leaping up to the
cherishing - their’ ewn seeret opinion! ledge, althoungh every wave was etill swirl-
For the spitcful sisters were sure that the ' ing right up 1o the base of the ciiff.
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. “Another hour, and we could venture—
if only we could risk the jump!” Polly ex-
claimed at length. “ Betty, we shall simply
have to jump! If not, we sball bo here all
night, and the tide will be up again in the
morning—a reugher tide, perhaps!”

“Wao will get away, Polly,” answered the
other girl, “and without risking the jump,
cither. I've got a sudden idea—"

*Oh, Betty, what is it? Tell me!” Polly
cried joyfully.

“I was o duffer not to think of it before
the tide rose,” Betty blamed herself. Asa

”

matter of fact, however, the idea was not |

that would huve occurred to anybody
speedily.

Faor it was a_most ingenious one, as Polly
Linton was guickly %o declave, when it had
been made clear to her.

Betty's suggestion was_thal they should
hoth take off their stockings, and twist all
four of them into a “rope.”

She—DBetty—would remain on the ledge,
holding the “rope ™ fast by one end, whilst
olly slipped over the side, lowered herself
as far as possible, then dropped the rest of
the distance to the wet shore.
* But that was by no means the whole of
the idea,

Beity herself would still be perched aloft,
with no one to hold the “rope” for her!
She had thought of this, however, and her
idea was that Pplly, having rcached the
shore, should make ns big a mound of sand
as possible for Detty to alight on, when she
made the daring jump.
© “Spifing!” declared  Polly
“What a brainy one you are, Betty!
on!”.

‘And there and then the two whipped off
their shoes and stockings, forminf
into their four-stranded * rope.” It stretehod
a good deal; but there was no question
about its being strong encugh.

Aftor that there was a trying wait for
the tide to go down fai enbugh.

Fuming with impaiience, they watched
the everlasting waves, exclaiming joyfully

elatedly.
Come

every time ore visibly failed to lap the base.

of the cliff.

“Now'!” Polly burst out at last. ‘"It may
be an awiul slop down there, Betty; |1
don’t caro! I'm going!™

With the word, she got upon all’ fours,

the laiter

‘the tide was still covering the sands
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backing towards the edge of the shelf of
rock. - %

Then she took & good hold of one end of .
the “rope ” and slid over the brink, Betty
meanwhile holding on to her and of ‘the
stockings like grim death. 5

There was a fearful jerk upon Betty as.
Polly suddenly dropped and then swing
with all her weight upon the “rope.” But
Botty sat firm, and the pull only lasted a
moment.

In the next, Polly had let go, falling ab
least cight feet, to the water-logged sands.

*All right?” panted Betty anxiously.

“All sorenc!” Polly shouted back,

Then she sat about making as big mound
of sand as possible just below the ledge, so
as to lessen the distance for Detty to jump,

At last it was a good five feet high.

“Look out!” "cried Betty. And down
she came, with a soft Slop! full on top of

the sodden heap of sand.

“ Hooray !

It was Polly's delighted cheer as ehe saw
her chum seramble up, none the worse for
the jump.

Eagerly they set off along: the base of the
towering  cliffs, anxious to save every,
moment over the rest of the journey.

Here and there they came to a spot.wh

lowly at every wave burst; but they si
paddled on through the frothy iwate|
their bare feet, /

In a quarter of an hour they reached
lonely coombe, similar to the one close
Morcove School, with a path leading to an
from the shore. Here they put on thei
‘shoes and stockings, and then plodded up
the rough path, with bright starlight to
belp them on their way. ;

“ My word, a nice lecture we'll gef from
Miss Somerfield when we gel indoors ¥
Betty remarked, when they were going
straight scross country towards the schoal.

“All my fault,” said Polly, “and I shall’
take the blame!”

“You won't!”

“I shall! It was my mad idea to use
that plank to reach the shell of rock. I°
shall—" ik

“We are going to share any blame, Polly,
as we share cverything else,” ~deelar
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Betty, causing her chum to catch at her
hand and hold it. “And what trouble we
do get into, we shall not bave deserved, any
how 1

“You mean, it's hard to understand how
that plank fell away of its own accord?”
returned Polly.  “I'm with you there,
Betty! We can’t do anything that seems
likoatelling tales; but for our own satisfac-
tion it may pay us to find out whether Cora
and Judith were down on the seashore round
about that time!”

“Yes,” Betty pursued, and was going to
eay more, but cuddenly she stopped dead,
‘laying a meaning grip upon her chum’s
shoulder.

“'Sh: Down, Polly—down!” Betty whis-
pered excitedly, at the same time crouching
low,

Polly also seak to her knees upon the
grass, although she was plainly at e loss to
understand this sudden need for caution.

“What is it?” she asked, in a whisper.
“What's the reason?”

“Vou didi’t see?”” Betty whis d back.
“Pake a cautions peep, Polly-—straight
ahead! Don't let them see you!l”

“Them?” echoed Polly, lifting her head

w inches to peer across the nightbound
of grass.

man and a girl—Pearl and her
" Betty added, still in a suppressed
great excitement. ‘At this time
“1 They are making for Morcove
did it mean? p

guestion was instantly absorbing the
s’ minds, to the exclusion of all thoughts
bout their recent adventures.

They forgot the ordeal of their imprison-
_ment on the ledge above the sands—forgot
the need for hastening on to ihe scheol, o
relieve others’ anxieties.

Suddenly, however, a thing happened thal
plarmed the chums. They had the sharp
fear that they must have been seen.

For now, after one or two backward

. glances, the mysterious couple stood still en
. the roadway, as if they bad become sus-
picious.

Betty and Polly simply “froze,” like a
couple of bunnies that dared neot bolt. They
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as the moments dragged by, and still Pearl
and her father did not go on again.

Were they even going to turn bnck, to
make ‘sure that they were not being fol-
lowed? 1f so-

Nol

But they were suddenly doing a thing
that hardly relieved the chums’ dismay.

Father and daughter turned off the road,
snugpling down into the same dry ditch
in which the girls were crouching.

“That’s to see if anybody comes along,”
Betty conjectured, whispering the words,
“In a few minutes, you'll see, they will go
on again.”

But the minutes passed, and yet Pearl
and her father were still hiding in the dry
ditch.

“1 know!” Polly exclaimed softly, of a
sudden, ‘““It is the light in those windows
at the school that has checked them!™

“In that case,” returned Betty, ‘‘they
really must be intending to get intd the
school! But what for? Are they nothing
else but a couple of—"" i

“ Look!” Polly suddenly gasped, gripping
her chum’s hand. *“Over there, Betty!”

Then Betty also gasped.

Adyancing slowly across the nightbound

| grasslands, towards the road, came a white,

silent figure.

An eerie, ghostly form it looked, and yet
it had mo terrors for the chums.

In a flash they knew who it was.

“‘Rose of the Desert!” they exclaimed to-
gother, thrilling with excitement.” ‘‘There
she is—Rose of the Desert!”

Polly added in the next breath:

“She mustn’t elude us this time, Betty?!
Now, let us run out to her, now!”

“No; wait,)”” cautioned Betty softly.
“Watch for a moment! Pearl and her
father must have come this way to meet
her. Has she an appointment with them,
then? Has she never really fallon out with
them, after all 2"’

“Pearl said—"*

_““Pear! has been fibbing all along,” Betly
muttered. *‘Perhaps Rose of the Desart
never fell out with the girl. And yet——
No! I can’t believe that Rose of the
Desert is their confederate over some shady

. could hear their hearts pounding heavily ! biz of business "
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call T know s, T wouldn’t be missing |
‘ The Mystery Solved.

this for anything!” Polly whispered, trem-
bling all over with excitement.

As silently s ever thaf spectral figure
same gliding across the level ground, making
for a part of the road just beyond the spot
where Pearl and her father were lurking.

Was Rose of the Desert, then, also making I again in pursuit of ‘the native girl.

for the school?

Tven as that question suddenly flashed
upon the gitls, the opportunity for mental

zaling ended, and the need for action | K
Uz nE Sencet AN |!.muucl fiold, fast overtaking Pearl and her

began.

For, to their sudden alarm, they saw
Pearl and her father spring up from th
aiding place and rush at the native girl.

There was an instant whilst Rose of the

Desert seemed to be petrified with fright. |
b as |

Then she flushed about, and ran—ran
for her very life.

Aftér her they dashed—and that was ll\e‘
signal for Betty and Polly to rush from !

their hiding place.

Now they knew what purpose Pearl and
her father had had in skulking about the
neighbourhood at this time of night.

The couple must have known that Rose
of the Desert would be coming this way—
stealing atross couniry on ong of her secret
but harmless visits to the school,

They had sought to ambush her; but
just a moment too soon had they dashed
ocut to seize herl

Once again, Rose of the Desert’s flect-
ness of foof looked like saving her.

Whilst Detty and Polly tore after Pearl
and her father, they—the giris—could see
that the villainous pair were not overtaking
Rose of the Desert.

Then, suddenly, the figure in white
seemed to collapse. It was up again in
an instant; but Rose of the Desert must
have stumbled badly just then, hurting an
ankie. She could not go on as swiftly as
before,

“Phey'll catch her!” panted Betty
ficreely. *“But let them do her the least
harm, and they’ll soon regret it. Hi,
youl” sl
a ory
into a panic,

_*“Hil Stop, there! Let her alone!”

S e i s e e

1o shonted, and Polly also veiced | “Take this,
in the hope of throwing the couple | happens! Take it,
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CHAPTER 25.

| 7T was a shout ‘that must have been the,
| 1 first hint Pear] and her father had
| of the chums' presence close at hand.
They checked abruptly, looked round,
but in an instant they were rushing on
r
Then did Betty and Polly make one of
the fastest sprints they had ever accom-

| plished.

Madly they tore on across the night-

father, who, in.turn, were swiftly catching
up with Rose of the Desert. 5

Twenty paces—ten! Dut now Stephen
fartry had caught the fugitive girl and
ind her fast by one arm, He was panting
some fiorce injunction at her. Betty and

Polly could even hear the words, the
| second time they were uttered.
“That paper! Give me that paper,

girl!”
i “No—don't!"" Betly and Polly sang out
together, although they had not the Jeast
| idea what the paper could be. “We are
| here! Hold out, Rose of tho Desert! We'll .
Ua»lp you!” (T,
| “Will you, you busybodies !
{ Pearl Hartry's savage €ry; and  sud
| was dashing at both girls,
csperate offort to prevent their
Rose of 'the Desert.

Polly JLinton went down with &
1 that was to leave its mark on her sh
for a week; but a similar attempt tof
| Betty was adroitly dodged. 3
| And then Betty and Pearl closed in
iﬁc:-ce struggle, wihilst Polly, scramblif
| up, rushed on to help Rose of the Deses
in her stand against Stephen Hartry. °
| Darting close to 'the scuffling pair, Polly.
\mm‘m a grab et the mau’s ankles and

|

pulled his feet from under him.

Crash! he went to earth, leaving Rose
| of the Desert free to speed on again, But
che was still feeling the cffects of - her
stumble, and Polly’s urgent cry of “Run—
| run!” could not be obeyed.
| “Nay!" Rose of the Descrt answered.
and then I shall care not what
brave gitl! Guard it!”

She was thrusting » folded document
into Polly's hands; but Stephen Hertry
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was already serambling up after his heavy
fall. He made a sudden grab to smatch
the paper, and only just in time Rose of
- the Desert staggered back, still holding it.

The scoundrel did not make another dash
‘to try and seizo the coveted paper.

Instead, he turned upon Polly, and the
glimpse she had of his face told her with
what a fury he meant to settle with her!

Betty Barton was still struggling with
Pearl, and only just holding her own in
the conflict,  Polly wondered what was
gojng to happen to her.

And then something
pened !

Stephen Hartoy's arms fell suddenly to
his sides, whilst he eried out in wild dis-
may to his daughter:

“Pearl ! That's enough,
away ! Quick—quick "’

The girl instantly ehared his fright, She
tore herself from Betty, and derted away,
and thus the chums were left free to run to
Rose of the Desert's side,

But they were confused and exhausted—
all the more so as they were suddenly
aware of a strong light flashing upon them.
Giddily they turned about, and their eyes
e quite dazzled by the glare of a motor-
s lamps.
n ‘they undersicod.
ticed by them, during the desperate
a powerful car had come along the
road.
swerving lights must have shown the

that a scrimmage ,was going on out
he field, and he had pulled up sharply
learn the meaning of the affray.

The strong glare of the lamps was behind
him as he camo rushing up, and, even
when he was within a pace or two of the
chums, they were still too dazzled to be
¢ able to scan his features, Only when he
cried out excitedly to 'them did they know
him in an instant, by his voice.

“Jack Somerfield!” the girls almost
reamed with joy, “Oh, it’s Mr, Somer-
field—it’s Jack " e

| “¥es, well?"? their hero of a thousand
adventures jerked out. ‘*What about it?
You girls—Morcove scholars—out here at
[this timo of night! And those people—
_}who were they? What does it all mean t”
-

surprising  hap-

Pearl! Come

6l

Both girls went closer to him, whilst
they pointed to Rose of the Desert. The
lamplight showed her lying all in a heap
upon the ground,

“Wga were trying to save her from being
vobbed of something by those people,”
Betty panted. “We chanced to be out
here when they were lying in wait for her.
They tet upon her, to rob her—-"'

“0f what?” ecried Somerfield, -advancing
towards the fallen girl with his schoolgirl
chums.

“0f a paper,” answered Polly. “I have
never secn people so desperately eager to
get hold of anything! They—"

“Never mind, girls, so long as you bent
them off, as you certainly di struck in
Somerficld, swiftly regaining hiz fine com-
posure. “But you tell me that this poor
girl is Rose of the Desert—my Rose of the
Desert!”

He was sinking to his knees as he said
the words, and in_a moment the native
girl was raising herself on one clbow
weakly.

“The man Somerfield I'"' she exclaimed,
with o joy that conguered all' exhaustion.
“Then my task is finished! Kismet!
How wonderful are the ways of Fate! You
are here, my friend—"

“Yes, Rose of the Dosert; and oh, how
sorry I am—how grieved,” Jack exclaimed,
with sudden great emotion, “to find you
in such distress! You are hurl, my poor
girl 7"’

“Nay, it is nothing,” sho assured him
courageously,  “O friend of mine since I
was but & child! Sce what I have saved
from thieving hands! It is yours, I know,
and rather would 1 have died than yield
it into any other hands bub thine!”

Her hand held up the folded decument,
and Jack took it. By the light from the
distant lamps he unfolded it and gave it
one swift glance.

“The chart!” he gasped. “Ehe chart
of the Susahlah goldfield, that I left in
My, Linton’s bands for safe keeping! And
you—you—-=" ®

“T took it, yes, so that ihose cunning
thieves should not steal it and so find the
goldfield of Susalilah!” Rose of the Desert
broke in huskily. “Sey, then, O (iriend
of mine, thou art not displeased? I am
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but a child of the desert land; I know
not the laws of thy country. But in all
that 1 have done,
thought-—to serve thee weli!

There was a silence. Somerfield was too
touched for words.

“We think we onght to tell
once,” Betty broke out softly. “To defeat
those would-be thieves, who have been
hoodwinking al. of us, Rose of the Desert
has had suffer great hardships. She
lias lived the life of a fugitive; she has
gone short of food—"

“"Twas naught,’’ the desert girl broke in
gently, “One thing only could have given

o

o

me sufferinz; to have failed of my pur-

2

pose !

Jack Somcrfield, on one knce beside the
noble girl, raised her hand to his lips and
kissed it

“You succceded, Rose of the Desert—
you succeeded !”

And thero followed, in the same tono of
heartfelt gratitude and admiration, two
words which the daughter of the desert
would treasure as long as life should last—
those two words which were all sho had |
ever wanted to reecive as her
such devotion; Jack Somerficld’

“Well donel”

. . . . .

_And so the strange romance surrounding

the return of Rose of the Desert to
Lngland, and ‘that part played in it by

the chums of Morcove School, was ended
at last.

Mornmg found the desert girl receiving
every care and attention in the school san.,
where ghe was likely to remain for several
days et least, suffering from a slight sprain
to her ankic.

Nor, Betty and Co. wero quite sure,
would they have to say another good-bye
to her, when her recovery was complete.

I have had but onc|of

you at |
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Return to her native land she daro nol,
since it was now known that the Sultan
Susahlah had been concerned  with
Stephen Hartry in tho quest of tho nutlve
chart, and would be-greatly angered ul hix
failure to get it.

Jack Somerfield hoped in time to gel into
touch with Roso of the Desert's brother,
Mecanwhile, Miss Somerfield was ewplnlic
that the poor, forlorn girl should remmnin
under her protection at the school.

Of the whereabouts of Stephen Ifartry
and his daughter, on the day following:
that last desperate atiempt of theirs 1o

the chart, not a trace could Lo

possess
found. )

With the sudden appearance of Jacl
Somerlicld upon the scene, in the car which
he had hired in Liverpool to get him {0
"\Inrcmo with all speed, the couple mut
| have realised that it was time to show o
|c!e'\n pair of heels.

They had fled from the house on the
Barncombé Road, and Jack Somerfickd id
not deem it wise m set the police =culdm1u
for them.

In this grand long story of the great co ¢
spiracy and its utter defent, the life Di
our chums at Morcove- School has’ bel
closely interwoven with the doings
Peur! Hartry and her father. And so, 1 )
closing, we must not forget to touch upou!
the sequel to that little scheme of tho'
Grm:d\\ms sisters to get Betty and Polly
into “hot water”|

When the chums of Study 12 stood before
the headmistress, they had nothing 1o sy
about their suspicion as to exaclly how
| they came to be stranded on thal shell
of rock.

Their oxplanation was, simply, t(hal ihe
plank must have fallen away of its own
accord, snd they quite expected (o ho
punished for tlre plight they had gol into
by their own.reckless daring.




But Miss Somerfield did not deprive
tty of the. captaincy, nor was Polly in
iy way penalised.

“Why? We cannol sey. We only know
at Betty and Tolly cume away from that
ave interview with smiling countenances,
using their anxious chums to greeh them,
i the Fourth Form corridor, with a cheer
i reliel.

< Hurrah ! Hooray! We knew it would
fic ail right!” the girls declared exuber-
Eantly. “It was not your fault that you
got into such a serapel”

«PHE SCHOOLGIRLY OWN» IFABRARY

6.

“Perhaps Miss Somerfield has a privaro
notion as to whose fault it wasl” said
Madge Minden, casting a shrowd glance.
at Cora and Judith Grandways, who were
standing in their study doorway, .

“1f Miss Somerfieild can’'t guess,
" said Tess.

we
can
“Yes, wather!”
Then Cora and Judith backed into their
den, and the door closed violentiy, with a

meaning :

SLAM!

. Three more splendid numbers of “ The Schoolgirls’
. Own” Library will be on sale on Friday, Feb. 4ih.
See page iii of cover for further particulars.
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“THE IDEAL HOCKEY CAPTAIN:

3 A
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most
v tenm
extent

The
hucks

important member of &
is without doubt the captain.
be responsible for the
winning or losin matches is not generally
recognised, for to a large extent, he snecess
of the girl who leads the team is achieved by
quiet and rot very obvious methods.

To control o team of good players is a job
requiring tact and cleverness, but-io manage
a weak tenm and get the best out of every-
ohe o s to hide thelr many defects calls
for the greatest gifts of leadership. - -

Have you ever played with or played against

an  eleven of which the spectators —say
enthusiusticall played to-
gether; what Every girl

secmed to be in her right place?”

1f you have, then the capinin of thal team
§s worth watching, for the credit is very largely
hers, And if you have ambitions to become a
captain yourself, then make a friend of her,
and you'il find she has a lot to teach you.

In the first place, you will probably find that
she i3 jiked by the rest of the players; if she
is not astually liked she will certainly be
respected. She ‘has gained this liking or respeet
by showing a  keen interest in the work of
every member of the team, by being quick to
spot their weaknesses on the feld, aud also
their strength.

Weaknesses are more easily spotted than
remedied, A gir! who has played on the lelt
wing for weel after week”and still fails, say,

in centring the ball quickl{ enough to Lhe
centre, is probably trying her very best to
eradicate the fault; e may be the hardest

worker on the fleld the specdiest ‘of foot,
and she may also be the most sensitive girl
in_the team.

For the captain to tell her that she must
over Lo inside-right is, in these circwn-
ances, an occasion for tact, especlally if the
substitute doubtful quantity. 1t would
be ihe easiest t in the werld to offend the
ontside-lert i in j tackics
the que 1l
just the E
girl for her , and giving her the i
the move is in the nature of promotion.

Of_course, the same treatment would not
wor' every player. T girt who is apt
to he selfish, nnd also self: rtive, is usually
to e I in every “team. With her the

s

captain has to be tactiul first aud firm all the

A case in point was that of a cedtre-forwnrl,
who, on her day, did brilliant work,
the

nel
won
tters

In fact, sh
But to level

net  frequently.
game on her own
she had her off-days, when she not only kel
bui by her selfishness in not distributing the

Il prevented her wingers from dolng theh
hest, She made the whole forward line look
hopeless. -

Her captain should have put her ont.on fh
wing where she would have had less room
spoiling other people’s efforts, and dro)
1er for the next match or two after telling
plainly that she was letting tlhe rest of the
team down.

The first thing a hockey capiain
s to know how to -han eleven
mperaments. The next thing
is to set them an example on the fiel
Nothing enconrages a team so muc
sight of a leader who is putting her b
it.  Better a hard-working, conscien
planning captain than o1 who is brilll
occasionaily nnd merely ordinary most times,

The best position on the field fo -
to work is at centre-half. Here she:
very hub of the team, in toneh with
bucks, and wings, sble to send an enc
word or a word of eriticism to ahy part
field, able to plan and put Into operatl
own methods of attack,

1¢ the opposing forwards are on the
it is the half-back lire who first fe
brunt of it, and it the centre-hall wh
should control that: | and » endeavour by
breaking up the attack to get her own forwards
at work onece more,

The centre-half is certainl
jmportant and the hardest-wor
the fleld, so it is only fitting ‘that the captalu
should elect to’ fill this position hersell aund to
show an example to the rest of the team.

The ideal captain's dut do rot end here
She has, of course, to decide the choice
ends after the coih has been tossed, and
up her mind quickly upon other small matters,

must
differ
must

(o

atty
ol the

the mo
E plazrer

=%

but they are unimportant deialls compired ‘
with the first essentials of getting the best
out of every member of the team by tactiul
ruling and example,

BRI
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A tale of the adventures and
perils which surrounded a
lodge - keeper’s  daughter
when a strange millionaire
(;ame to live in' Sandstone

Towers,

$eePEeeRey

@
‘@
®
@
T®
®
| ®
®
®
@
@
@®
@
@
@
®
@
®
®
®
®

| ®
®

@

@
@
®

(O]
®

®

®

@

®

(O]

@

%

@
ol

mlnu House, Farringdon 8

oo, dvertisemi
A Farringdon 8., E.O.4. Enhwntl"!ﬂ Ralu Inland xﬂﬂ 1‘“’“ 4)d. each: l
Canadia®w m Post. Sole nip for uth  Africa: Contral Kews Alﬂﬂq
£0 T uaiialia and New. deulan Aioasrs. Gordon & Goteh, Limited, and for m‘ﬂ- Tho
; (Cunwad), Limited. ; .
:

Erinied hue wb]mmg on the firet Friday |n en{ﬂ!\n;nonﬁh hs the :rnprwwr- q‘bé Amlwunm Preas ﬂ!m




