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The Rebel
P RAVO
B “Topping, Mabs!”

“Do it again ¥

- There was quite an en-
thusiastic outburst of applause from the
five girls collected in the music-room of
Cliff House School.
“hi Mabel L;
less, her golden cur
ing coils about her extremely pretty
face, stood on the dais and laughed.

“You like it?" she asked.

“It was topping,”’ Barbara, Redfern,
Jeader of the Fourth Form, applauded.
“Yes! Do go through it again, Mabs.

Mabs laughed, showing her white
{eeth. It was a pleased laugh, a laugh
which made Mabel Lynn, Cliff House’s
most ardent amateur actress, look most
attractive.

Barbara Redfern’s blue eyes lighted
up with pleasure. Clara Trevlyn, the
tonsle-headed Junior Games Captain,
cordially grinned.

Jemima  Carstairs adjusted  her
monocle a litile more firmly and ep-
provingly, and Leila Carrcll put her
hands upon her hips.

Even fat Bessie Bunter looked
pressed.

“Yes, rather, you girls! You know
that was as good as I could “have done
it,” she said new. *“D-do it again,
Mabs.”

“Well, if you really want me to—"
Mabs temporised.

They all did. At all times Mabs was
© warth watching. but in this e ox-

celled herself. It was a small sketch
which she had written herself, and
which she had some vagne idea of per-
forming at the evening concert which

im-

would take place after the opening of
the hospital bazaar which was to
held in the grounds of Clif House
School in a fortnight’s time.

It was a sketch which contained only
two actors, and the one drawback to
its performance at the moment was the
fatt that the other actor was non-
existent—the other actor most certainly
having to be a boy.

Alabs, in a burst of inspiration, had

U NDER the grim sentence of
expulsion for a deed she
did not commit, Rosa
Rodworth, reckless Stormy
Petrel of the Fourth Form at
Cliff House, determines to do
as she pleases while she is still
at the school. And all the while
her false friend, Renee Ballard,
is striving to bring Rosa into
; fresh disgrace.

written it a little time ago, with only
the vaguest of ideas as to what it should
used for.

On the dais she had been taking both
parts herself—that of boy and girl. -

“Well, here goes!” she said.

She started off as the boy. The boy
was talking to the girl, grumbling and
grousing as boys do. Every gesture,
every grievance was completely natural,
and though Babs & Co. had seen it all
before, they stood spellbound as the
performance was repeated.

So epgrossed were they, indeed, that
nobody saw the door behind them open.
And nobody for a minute or two, at

s Complete This Week

By HILDA RICHARDS j

THE SCHOOLGIRL

all events, saw the face of the boy whs
peered into the room.

A cheery, frank and good-looking face

it was, surmounted by an unruly shock
of brown hair. Eyes as blue as
Barbara Redfern’s fastened in admira-
tion on the gesticulating form on the

is. A flush of pleasure, of admira-
tion stained his cheeks, and at once,
like the rest of her audience, Dick
Livingstone, a cousin of the wealthy
and overbearing Rosa Rodworth, the
stormy peirel of Cliff House's Fourth
Form, became spellbound.

“Jally, good ! he cried involuntarily.

Mabs swung round with a start. d
then she smiled, blushing a little. She
knew Dick Livingstone of Friardale
School, of course. They all knew him,
all liked him and admired him.

A frank, open, honest boy, an ex-
tremely good actor himself, Dick had

done much to endear himself to the
hearts of the Cliff House girls.

“Why, Dick! Come in,” Mabs
dimpled. *Goodness, haven’t seen you *
for ages.”

“Thanks, but 1 mustn’t stop long,”

Dick said cheerily. “I'm really lock-
ing for Rosa. That’s why I peeped in
here—just in case she might be with
you.”

Then le frowned, looking quickly
from one face to the other, perhaps
aware of the sudden constraint which
seeemed to have descended. There was

an instant’s death-like silence.
“1 say, what's the matter?” he
Blurted. X
Babs glanced at Mabs. As if they

could tell him what was the matter!
When they knew how fond he was of
that stormy hearted cousin of his!
Obviously Dick did not know !
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That Rosa, his cousnn was expelled | He paused.

**Babs, what is it?

“Oh, nothing!” Babs muttered.

The others, as if afraid to meet his
serutiny, turned awa, really feeling
gullh themselves in that moment.

“Mabs, you tell me,” Dick begged.

“There’s nothing wrong, is there?”

Mabs blt he1 lip.

“Oh, D c‘” she begged. “I
—I can’t. -

“Ahem! You su_- Jumxmu purred

“it’s—it’s not exactly our business.”

Dick looked wonderingly from one
faco to the other. Then hopelessly he
shock his head.

“All right, you old mystery birds!
We'll leave it for Rosa, then. But wait
a minute, Mabs, About this play. I
say, you know, I think that's jolly
good. Is it yours?”

Mabs nodded, relieved to have taken
him _off the track.

“Jul]y clever—rather I Dick looked
eager. “Just, in fact, the sort of thing
T'm looking for. "1 came over to see
old Rosa to tell her—— I'm going to
ask her advice about it. But the fact
is—" Dick went on. Vell, youn
know my iatber is running a variety

company—"
Mabs smiled. *Yes, of course!”
“Poor old chap—isn't doing too

well,” Dick said, face clouding a
little. “He called upoﬂ me this morn-
ing. He's bringing his company to the
Courtfield Palace in a forinight’s time,
and he's an idea that as Cliffi House
and Friardale are such well-known
schools in the district, he might stage a
turn representative of both of them.
It was his idea, you see,” Dick went
on, studying Mabs' face, “that CLff~
House and Friardale should do some
stunt  between  them—just (o draw
patronage from both schools. T had a
notion that Rosa and I might do some-
thing togethcr. That's why I came
here, but——"" The boy hesitated.
“Well, now I've seen this—""

Mabs smiled.

“You'd like to use it?"” she guessed.

“Well, yes if you wouldn’t mind.”

WITH sudden violence Rosa turned and flung a parcel at Dick’s feet,
is a present I bought for you ! *

“It would be frightfully
decent of you, Mabs, and would do
the old pater 1.0 end of a good turn. I

know it's asking a lot—"

Mabs laughed. For answer she
caught up the script, impulsively
presamg it into his hands,

“It's yours, Dick,” she said. “Do

llat vou like with it.”’

“Oh, Mabs, vou don’t mean—->

“But I dol” Mabs ecried merrily.
“Why not? T only wrote it in the

first place for my own amusement. I
never had any idea at the time of using
it for anything! Do as you like with
it. T S And sbruptly she stopped
as the door opened and two givls
appeared on the threshold. “Why,
here is Rosa !” she cried.

Rosa it was—with her friend, Renece
Ballard, obviously having just come in.
Rosa, proud, haughty, carrying a
parcel under her arm, her dark eyes
fastened full upon her cousin. Dick
Jumﬁad forward eagerly.

Why, Resa, I've been looking for
you. I say, I came to see you about a
show and Mabs here——"" ~ And then,
aware of something in her facer of the
sudden constraint in the attitude of the
girls to whom he had been talking, he
stopped. “But half a tick,” he eried.
“Before we go any further, let’s clear
up this funny business. Rosa, what's
the matter? What's been happening ?”

Rosa's lips curled.

“You don't know?”

“Of ecourse I don't knmow. You'r
not in any sort of a scrape, are you?”

For a mowment Rosa was silent, her
face full of troubled bitterness. Then
careless]y she shrugged.

“Well, I suppose I'd better tell you,’
she said. _“I am. The fact of the

matter is, Dick, I'm expelled !”
Dick stared.
“Expelled! You? Oh rats! Don’t

rag—be serious!”

“But I am serious!” MRosa vented
a rather unnatural laugh, “Deadly,
dreadfully serious, Dick. I wonder,”
she added mockingly, “that even you
dare to stand there talking openly to

g

Dick ched ; he
money like this,
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me. Don't you know I'm the bad girl
of the school? Don't you know I'm
the girl who’s not fit to be spoken to?
Look at them *—with a scornful wave
of the hand towards Babs & Co.—"sce
how they shrink away! Afraid,” she
added bitterly, “of contamination——"
Bﬂbs ﬂ.uahﬂd
osa—""
“No, no!
white-faced,

Wait a minute!”  Dick,
wide-eyed, was regarding
his haughty cousin as though he had
not heard aright. “Rosa, no!” he
cried desperately. “I can't believe it!”
“Buat it’s true, all the same,”” Rosz
returned. “I'm expelled, I tell vou.
The reason,” she added scoffingly, “that
I haven't departed already is because
my father can’t be found in Frence,
and there's nowhere to send me!
Thanks to the charitableness of
Primmy, T'm allowed to stick on here,
using my study and the dormitory as
usual, but, apart from that, the most
utter outcast who ever disgraced the
school.”
Dick looked overwhelmed.
““Rosa, don’t be an idiot!
I can’t get the hang of this!
were you expelled ?*
““Because,’”’ Rosa retorted bitterly, “I
tried to give the Form a leg-up, that's

Oh heck!
Why

why I tried to get a filn star to open
their silly bazaar for them. Well, I
didn't. Instead, I had a row with the

I:lm star, and just a few minutes after

left. her. somebody else buzzed a
-mnr through her wirdow and hit her.
Of course, I was blumcd--guc a dog
a bad name! And so

She shrugged.  Defiant the
meaning to express her own indiffer-
ence in the matter. Yet at that
moment, despite her haughty bearing.
Rosa was fecling anything but indif-
ferent, anything but happy. She was
innocent of that ecrime; but appear-
ances, her reputation, were against her.

Everybody believed it of her—with
the exception of Renee Ballard—and
because they were all against her, the
iron had entered Rosa’s heart. She was

shrug,

‘“ And there,’’ she cried bitterly,

knew his ‘cousin could not afford to spend
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trying to tell herself that it did not
matter—that’ she didn't care. Bul
Dumbly Dick stared at her; from her
to Babs & Co., who flushed uneasily
under his scrutiny.
“Ahem |” Babs said. “Dick, excuse
e

!

“©h, no!’”’ Rosa chipped in. “ Don’t
go. I'm sure,” she added mockingly,
“that it must be such a treat for you
fo watch so interesting a domestic
drama. But don’t lock so cut up about
it, Dick. It doesn’t matter. After all,
why should you worry? I don’t.”.

Dick gamg abt her despairingly.

“That's o silly attitude to take!” he
cried.  “You know jolly well, Rosa,
that you do care. Oh, I can see it-now !
Y heard about your father. going
abroad and leaving you with a balance
in the bank. I suppose, as usual, the
woney’s turned your head—""

Rosa flushed dangerously.

“Are you talking to me?”

«T am,” Dick retorted. “I. know
what an_idiot you can be when you let
money turn your head. I was afraid
when I heard what your father had
done that something like this would
happen 4 - .

Rosa’s eyes flashed.

“Dick, stop it!” she cried sharply.
“T won't have you talk to me like that !
Anyway,” she added roughly, “what
the dickens are you doing at Clifi
House 1"

“I came to see you.”

«Yes?’ Rosa’s lips curled. “To
lecturs me. of course. And that's why
I find you here—with Babs & Co. Yo
came o see me and got as far as AMabel
Lyun, and then just forgot all about

»

1}

M Iold on, Dold on1? Dick interposed
anxiously. “Den't let’s have a row.
Now, Iosa, listen to me, Don’t go and
get your silly back up for nothing. I
came over to see you—you know why.
T was struck with this little thing Mabs
was doing—"

Rosa’s red lips curled bitterly.

“ And—well,’” Dick finished, “youn see
what happened? Mabs, frightfully
decent, has given me the play, and
jolly well think it will be a winner !
he added, with a flush of enthusiasm.
“ wanted to fix up something with you
—and—well, here it is. We can do this
together as easy as falling off a log!”

“When I'm expelled 7" Rosa scoffed.

«Oh rats! I don’t believe you will
be expelled! Anyway, it’s nothing to
do with the school. Rosa, old girl, my
pater wants us to do something—you
won't let him down?* Dick pleaded

desperately.
Rosa was silent. She felt every eye on
her now, The appeel for a moment

pierced the unreasonableness, her pique
against her cousin. Perhaps mentally in
that moment she was aware of the differ-
ence between her own wealthy parent
and the proud, st.r\:jgghng, just managing
to keep his head above water, n
Livingstone.
chap, Uncle Ben, She had
¥s likeg him, always wished that
would take her father's offer of
et him invest money in

alw
e
assistance and
1is_show.
Then again she looked up. She saw
the face of Mabel Lynn—Mabs gazing at

lior so earnestly, so wistfully. Mabs im-
ploring her with her blue e{ves to accede
to Dick’s request and say “ Yes.”

Almost in that moment Rosa felt her
resistance melting. After all—

And then, looking up suddenly, she
Zaw the face o o riend, Renea
Ballard. Renee was gazing at her as if
she read very well the thoughts that
were going on in her mind. Rence, who

was shaking her head, whose expression
suggested that she would just be giving
in to Dick if she surrendered now. She
stiffened.
“Rosa, won’t you?” Dick pleaded.
Bitingly, against the better dictates
Of“hl\%r &onscicnce, the answer came,

o
“But, Rosa, old girl, I—I must have
someone.” .

_ “Well, ask Mabel Lyun. You're so
jolly thick with her.”
murmur came from the chums.

A
Mabs flushed dangerously.
“You refuse to act the part?”

asked.

“Yes, I dot” ’

Mabs drew a deep breath.

“Very well,” she said, and turned
quietly to the boy. “Dick, m serry. I
don’t want to upset things, but at the
same time I can’t sce you stranded.
Rosa seems to have made up her mind,
1f she doesn’t want to help you, I will.”

Dick’s eyes rounded.

“Mabs, you don’t mean—"

“T mean,” Mabs said, with a glance at
the Stormy Petrel, “that if you want
me to partner you m the play, I'll do
it. But first,” she said, “give Rosa a
chance to change her mind.”

Rosa, for a second, stood still, the
colour in her tempestuous face coming
and going. She had a momentary senza-
tion of her own smallness. Then pride—
that pride which had so often been her
undoing in the past, aided b that sense
of bitter wrong which had gccn almost
part of her nature since her expulsion,
rushed violently to her assistance.

“And I,” she returned scornfully,
“Jon't want a chance to change m
mind, Mabel Lynn! Go on, get on witl
it! He's chosen you! He doesn’t want
to act with me. I'm expelled! I'm out-
side the pale! I”—and she choked—
“Pm the idiot who let money turn her
head ! Well, get on with it. Act your
play together. And I hope ”—in a voice
that trembled with thwarted jealousy—
“that it will be a flap!”

And crash went the door, waking the
echoes and making the walls vibrate, as
the Stormy Petrel flounced out. Then,
while everyone stood in consternation,
it opened again.

,“And this," Ross cricd quiveringly,
is a present I bought for you!”

And she threw the parcel she had been
carrying at his feet before, with another
slam, the door closed upon her again!

she

Doing Their Best

TRANGE girl, Rosa Rodworth. No
=w " wonder nobody understood her, for
it was doubtful if Rosa understood
herself. Up in_ the air one
moment, down in the dumps the next.
A few moments of red-hot rebellion and
iawlessness, tempered most astonishingly
with gentleness and affcetion.

Ang yet in_ that outburst Rosa was
more to be pitied than blamed. She had
been a fool! She knew it. though not
yet would she admit it. Innocent she
was of the charge on which she had been
expelled, but her conscience told her that
had she acted differently she never would
have merited the charge.

The truth of what Dick had said stung.
Coming from him it hurt. From the
moment he had said it, Rosa's bitter
resentment had forced her to counter-
attack—and Mabel Lynn had provided
her with that excuse.

Quivering she was as sho flung off
down the passage, flouncing into her own
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study. Renece Ballard more thoughtfully
Euilnf:ved her. . & %

“Rosa, old thing, n't upset your-
self,” she soothed. i = 7

Rosa gave a cry that was not unlike
a sob. S onalin:of i
_“It was beastly of Dick, saying a thin,
like that in frent of the others™ Rencg
went on in virtuous indignation. “I'm
bothered if I'd let a boy cousin of mine
humiliate me like that. And then on
top of it, to prefer Mabel Lynn to act
with him—""

.. Rosa shifted restlessly. She listened,
but she didn’t went to_listen. That
wasn't true, Dick hado’t intended to
humiliate her. Dick hadn’t really pre-
ferred Mabel Lynn to her. ut it
soothed her wounded vanity, her bitter
pride, to listen, little realising that this
artful girl who posed as her x?ricfud was
just trying to stir up trouble.

While Dick, in the mausic-roam,
shaking his head, slowly picked up the
parcel. There was a wry smile at the
corners of his lips.

“8illy old Rosa !” he said, He looked
at the parcel, tenderly shaking his head.
“T’m sorry, you girls sa didn't mean
to cut up rusty, of course. I suppose,
being expelled, she is a bit touchy. But
ch, my hat! What & mess she’s made of
things! You don’t really believe she did
hurt the film star? There must be some
mistake somewhere—there must !”

But though they hated to tell him so,
they all felt there was mo mistake.
Mabs, with a wistful smile, crossed over
to

AT,

«Dick, don’t worry,” she said softly.
«We're all sorry about it—both for
Rosa’s sake and for the sake of the
Form. But you don’t think Primmy
would have sacked Rosa upless she’d
been sure.”

“But I tell you—" And he stared,
gh-.k'u:? his head. He read his answer
in the faces before him. They believec
Primmy believed.

A rather resolute look came into his
face, a gleam to his eyes.

“Well, I say agsin there’s been a mis-
take,” he repli stubbornly. “Oh, I
can see you think I'm talking through
my hat, but I know Rosa, X tell you. X
don't dispute that she had a row with

the star—she’s that sort of idiot. But
as for throwing o stome through her
window and hurting her—no! don't

and won’t believe that. I'm geing to
see Primmy,” he added tersely.

“But, Dick, what for 7
sBut Dick, without replying, went out
then, leaving the six girls looking
askance at each other.

Straight to Miss Primrose’s study he
went, knocking upon the door. The
headmistress looked up in surprise as he
entered.

“ Why, Livingstone—"

«Miss Primrose, I'm sorry, but I had
to come and see you!” Dick blurted.
“I've just heard the news—about Rosa.
Could you give her another chance "

«Rosa,” Miss Primrose informed him,
“has had more chances than I have
ever given any other girl. I am sorry,
Livingstone. 1 appreciate the motive
which prompts your interference on her
behalf, but my mind is made up. Rosa
must leave this schoolI*

In vain Dick pleaded. Miss Primrose
was not to be turned from her decision.

Hopelessly he went out, trailing back
towards the Fourth Form corridor.
uniformed boy, wearing the blue-and-

old uniform of Holland's Stores, in

‘ourtfield, grinned at him. .

“Can you tell me where Miss Rod-
worth ig to be found ?” he asked. * I've
zot to deliver this %lrcel to her.”

“(Come with me,” Dick said.

He led the way. But reaching Study
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No. 1, which Rosa shared: with Lydia
Crossendale and ¥reda Ferriers; he
paused. The door of -that apartment
was open. Two other boys, evidently
messengers, and a girl, were standing
near the door. rom inside came
Rosa’s voice: .-

“How much did you say—thirty
shillings? All right, sit down. -Renec,
you might get my cheque-book, will
you? And if you've any loose change,
just_give these people a tip.”

Dick frowned. He went forward.

He reached  the study. Rosa was

there, so also was the girl he knew now
for Rence Ballard, the daugiter of the
man - with. whem Mr, Rodworth was
co-olperahng in the Continental business
deal, i :
Rence was groping in her purse,
Rosa, a smile on her face, and never a
trace of.that stormy passion she had
exhibited only ten minutes ago in the
music-room, was busily writing in her
cheque-book.

She glanced up as he entered, smiled.
and then, as if remembering, shot him
a look of cold disdain. She went on
writing.

“Rosa !” Dick eried.

“Oh, please wait till I've finished
with this!” Rosa said, “Now, boy, how

much for you?” .
“Two pounds, please, Mizz Rod-
worth.” e »

“And you?”

“Two-pounds-five.”

Rosa  wrote the
blinked,
. “And wyou, Miss Whatever-yournamao-
15?7 You're the girl from Lamonts’,
aren’t you? You told them to alter
that lace neck on the frock?”
“Yes, Miss Rodworth. The alteration
done.” . |
“Thanks! Four-pounds-ten, isp't it !”
Rosa laughed. * Well, ere's the
cheque. Just a tick, Dick!. Where's
the Holland’s boy? Oh,.there you are!
Is that my fur? That’ll be five pounds,
won't it?” .

“Rosa!” Dick eried.
. He stood aghast. The girl was spend-
ing a fortune! Rosa talked in pounds
as he talked in shillings. i

‘But the messengers were paid off, and
Iiogsw, with o yawn, stretched her arims
and looked with pleasure at the pile of
boxes and parcels that now littered the
settee.

Renece smiled.
“Yguz' cousin wants to speak to vou,

cheques. Dick

Rosa.

“Eh? Oh, lycs I Rosa regarded him
aﬁoog»y. “Well, anything I can do for
vou ?

“Rosa, I want to talk to vou.” Dick’s
lips compressed as he glanced at Renee.
“Alone !I” he added significantly.

Rosa pouted.

“Renee is my friend!” she expostu-
lated. “You can say whatever you
have to say in front of her.”

“Oh, no, no!” Renee interposed at
once. “I'm sure Dick would rather see
veu alone. In any case,” she added,
“I've something else I want to do.”

And Renee went out.

Dick turned and faced his consin,

“Rosa,” he said quietly, “don’t vou
think you’re being rather a fool?”

Immediately a change came over

osa. She sat up sharply.

“And don't you think.” she countered

madly, “that you've got a thundering
cheek? Don't—"
“Rosa, wait!” And Dick, rather

pale, shook his head. “Do listen to me
without flaming up. I want to tell you
I've been to Frimniyy—""

“Primmy | What for 1

“To try to get you off éxpulsion !”

Rosa stared at him

‘ ROSA,” Mabs panted, ‘‘ you’
Petrel turned languidly,
coolly, and Mabs' heart sank.

re not going out?’’ The Stormy
“I certainly am ! ** .she returned

So all her efforts to save Rosa had

been in'vain !

Oh, Dick, you
What did she say?”
“Bhe said—" Dick shook his head.
“Bhe believes, Rosa, that you did biff
the film star. But don’t.  And,”
Dick said, “I'm going to try to.prove
it. If only I ean prove if, then the
expulsion would be cancelled.” |
Rosa laughed shortly.
“Save vourself - the frouble,” she
advised. “Don’t you think I've tried to
prove it already? 1 tell you, Dick, it's
no good. . “Don’t you realise,” she
added bitterly, it's Rosa Rod-
worth who is supposed to have done
that—Rosa, the black sheep of the fold?
If the real culprit herself came forwar
lan ned up, I doubt if they'd belicve
her

Dick gazed at her despairingly.

“Oh, my hat! What a mood vou're
in!” he said. “Oh, I know how you
must be feeling about it, but believe me,
old girl, that’s not the way to tackle
your difficulties. In any case,” he
added, “you can help matters, even
though you are expelled.”

“And how?”

“Well, first this!” And Dick vaguely
waved his arm at the pile of parcels
and boxes on the settee.. ** You're spend-
ing an awful lot of money——-"

Rosa stopped him with an irritable
gesture.

“Dick, chuck. it!” she eried. “It’'s no
good. I'm sorry—sorry, I mean, for
making that shindy in the music-room,

silly old chump!

but I'm not sorry for anvthing else
I've done. nd mr moncy’s my
business! Pater gave it to me. He

meant me to have a good time while
he’s away on the Continent. and I'm
going to have it! Now. th enongh,
And I say,” she added. “you've not
even“looked at yoiir present!” A

Dick shook his head. Oh. hopeless,
hopeless, the girl! But, to humour her,

he opened the parcel and then flushed
as his eyes fell upon the gold mono-
grammed pigskin wallet it contained.

“0b. Rosa, you shouldn’t ! This must
have cost an awful lot I”
.“Is that spending my
foolishly ?”” Rosa taunted.

“Oh, old thing ! If I could only make
vou und nd—'"

“ Rubbish !” Rosa cried, becoming gay
and vivacious once again, *Dick, I hate
quarrelling with you. There’s so many
things we don’t sce eve to eye about—
and money’s one of them. . I've got
plenty; you've got little—that’s the di

money

ference, you see. But stop it now.
Come down to the tuckshop. I'm
starving !

And playfully she ruffied his hair.

Dick sighed hopelessly as ruefully he
shooly it back into place. Well, there
was no help for it.  As usual, he must
submit to her mood. Together they
went off.

They reached the tuckshop, in which
half a dozen other girls were taking
refreshment. Rosa laughed.

“Hallo,” she cried boisterously.
“What-ho, there! Eat, crink, and be
merry ! Fverything’s on me, aunty,’”
she called to Aurnty Jones, the tuck-
shop keeper, Give everybody what they
want, and let little Rosa foot the bill.

Renee here—no? 1 say, Dick,” she
cried, “that just reminds me. T've
bought two stalls for the Courtfieid

Theatre to-night. Coming?”

The boy shook his head.

“Don’t be silly,” he said frankly.
“How the dickens can go to a
theatre? Why, the show doesn't start
till half-past eight, and that's after
locking-up time. If you mean breaking
bounds——" .

Rosa “lavghed triumphantly,

“But I don't mean breaking bounds,”
she replied. “VYou forget. f}ick, that
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I'm expelled. Perhaps,” she added
caolly, *it’s not the ideal thing to be
expelled, but as far as I'm concerned
it certainly has advantages. No rules
and no routine for little Rosa. I'm
just here as a sort of paying guest, E‘ou
see, a jolly old law all unto myself.””

“In short, you're playing the. giddy
ox,” Dick said. “And what’s Primmy
say about 1t7**

“Who cares for Primmy? What can
she say?” Rosa laughed. ““As far as
she's concerned I'm just a passenger in
the school. I'm expelled. Come on,
Dick, be a sport. don’t want to
waste the ticket. You can slip out
after call-over.”

“Thanks, but I'm not yearning for
expulsion,” he replied.

“ Afraid 77 Rosa sneered.

“Well, if that’s your idea of funki-

ness, yes!” Dick sai@ with a shrug.
“Personally I regard it as just not
being a sil{v ass! Can we get out of
this place? It's getting full.” =

More and more girls had been coming
in as they talked, and more were fol-
lowing after them. Rosa laughed.

“Right-ho " she said. “I - say,
Aunty, how much is all that?”

“Twenty-two shillings, Miss Rod-
worth.””

“So little?” Rosa’s brows went up.
Then she frowned. “Oh, bother it,”
she cried. “I t all my spare cash
in Courtfield. Awmty, sorry,” she cried.
“Can’t let you have it until to-morrow.
T'm going to the bank then and I'l}
cash a cheque.”

Aunty Jones compressed her_ lips,

“It's against the rules, Miss Rod-
worth, to give the girls credit.”

“Is 67" Rosa laughdd ripplingly.
“Well, don't let that worry you, aunty.
You forget that I'm above the rules
at the moment. Just chalk it up!”

And with a cool nod she quitted the
shop, linking her arm in that of her
cousin's.

He looked apprehensive. P

“0Oh, goodness, Rosa, I wish you
wouldn’t spend——"

“Now—stop it,** Rosa warned. “Not,
over that ground again, Dick. You're
a dear really, and I do like you, but
when -you start lecturing I just can’t
bear you. And thore's Renee,” sho ex-
claimed as she spotted her study mate
coming towards her, “Dick, last
chance! Are you coming to the theatre
to-night 1

“Neo1” .

“Right{ Then I'll ask Renee. She's
& sport, anyway.”

And Rosa flew off, while Dick, with
a frown, made his way slowly back
into the school to say good-byve to Babs
& Co. He shook his bead. Mad Rosa !
Hot-headed Rosal No wonder, he
thought bitterly, she was always in a
mess. . i
Dick was shaken. He was disturbed.
He had had no idea until he arrived at
Cliff House that afterncon that things
were as bad as they were.

Rosa expelled! What would his
uncle Lionel say when he got to know
about that? Yet Rosa didn't seem to
mind. Rosa just didn’t care!

He frowned a little. Rosa had to be
made to care. If ever a girl were head-
ing for disaster, then that girl was his
own. cousin. If only he could bring it
home to Rosa! If only he could make
her see where her foolish extravagances
might lead her.

“Hallo, Dick, penny

for them,” a

“If only you could,” he said ruefully.

“Well, try me.”

Dick paused. More intently he gazed
at Mabel Lynn. A sudden thought oc-
curred to him. 3

“It's Rosa,” he said glumly.

“Qh1” The smile disappeared
momentarily from Mabs' face. ‘

“Oh, Mabs, if you only would help
me,” Dick cried. “I'm sure you could
do a lot! But this money Rosa’s spend-
ing—I've got an_awful feeling that if
she goes on as she is at the moment,
there’s going to be a crash even worse
than her expulsion. Mabs, Rosa likes
you—deep down in her heart. She
might listen to you where she wouldn’t
listen to me. She needs somebody to
take an interest in her—to be a real
friend to her! A decent girl, Mabs,
like you! Give it & trial, Mabs—for
my sake!”

Entreatingly he looked at her—des-

rately almest. Mabs paused, knewing
ull well his affection for his scnYe-
grace cousin, admiring him for his
concern,

She had, it seemed, no choice in the
macter. She would have felt small and
mean to have refu him' in that
moment, whatever her hopes of ulti-
mate success might be. She nodded.

“ All right, Dick, I'll do my best!”

“(Oh, Mabs, yow're a brick 1

Together they strolled to the gates,”

The boy looked a little happier now.
He caught her hand as they parted.

“Mabs. I—I'll never be able to thank
you,” he whispered. .“ And neither will

osa when she comes to hLer senses.
But try, old girl! Do please try!” He
gulped. “Well, I must go now,” he
added briskly, “FIl be back as early
as I ean to-morrow morning. Keep an
eve on her, Mabs,””

Again Mabs smiled. Rather thought-
fully she retraced her iteps. Herculean
indeed the task that lay before her.
But she did not shrink trom it. Now
her first movement, obyviously, was to
make friends with Rosa. To Study
No. 1 she went,

Rosa was there. She had two theatre
tickets in her hand. She was offering
one to Renec Ballard, who was shaking
her head. As Mabs went in, she heard

er :

“Oh, come on, Renee, be a sport.
You don’t want me to waste the ticket,
do you?”

“I'm sorry, Rosa, but I tell you T've
already seen the play—in London,”
Renee said. “I'd come like a shot
otherwise, of course.” And then she
paused as Mabs came into the room.
“On, hallo ! she cried.

“Hallo !’ Mabs replied. “Rosa—"

Rosa looked round quickly.

“Oh! What is it?”

“I just want to talk to you.”’

“Indeed 7" Rosa’s eyebrows went up.

Renee looked at Mabs. *

“You want to be alone 1” she asked.

“Well, if you wouldn’t mind,” Mabs
said.

“Oh, not at all!”
“Sec you later, Rosa.

And Renee, with a beaming smile,
floated aff. Strange how that smile
changed when she had closed the door
of Study No. 1 hehind her! Curiously
sly the ook which replaced it; triumph-
ant the expression which showed on her
features.

She was still smiling when she pushed
open the door of the prefects’ room, and,
locking _ro;md quickly to see that it was

Renee  shrugged.

voice broke in upon his .
He started and, looking up, flushed a
little. Mahel Lynn. issuing_from the
schoolhouse, stood in front of him.
“You look worried,”” Mabs said.
“Can I do anything to help, Dick?

pied, crossed to the telephone,
She asked for a Courtfield number.
“Hallo ! Is that Mrs. Dickson ? Rene
speaking.”” :
“Oh, Renee!” came a silky voice.
“Yes, my dear?”
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“Mrs. Dickson, listen!” Rence whis-
pered - tensely. “Rosa Rodworth—the
,Elarl I told you about—will be at the

ourtfield Theatre to-night. She’s got
5?. 12 Stall in Row A.”

“Yes?” the voice came interrogatively.

“You remember the little stunt we
ﬁxec] up when' T saw you last? Well,
t_!'m.t s what I want you to do to-night.
Get hold of her and put the proposition
to her; you know how to do it. You'll
get money out of her, and there’ll be
another twenty from my father if you
succeed. ™
nAl soft, delighted chuckle was the

eply. -

L % i i
. rs]ave it to me, my dear! Anything

“No; that's all. I'll see you to-
morrow at the usual time and the usual
place. Good-bye now 1 :

She put the receiver down; she went
out, the smile of crafty cunning still on
NIrb ace. IJ\J[t;m:nti?e,sin StudPy Ncl». ;.
Mahs was facing the Storm etrel of
thagourth. % v

“Rosa,” Mabs said quietly, “T've just
been having a talk wi?h Dick.” -~ 2

Rosa flushed.

“Well 2”? : :
= Rosa, you know he thinks a lot of

Rosa shifted restlessly.

“And—and he did ask me if T'd have
a chat with you,” Mabs went on
haltingly.

“ About what?”

“Well; about you—>" Bother it! Tt
was dificult fo say, but Mabs did not
shrink. “Rosa, yon know that Dick has
faith in you. "You know, before you
suddenly "eame into pessession of this
money, that you were one of the mast
gce)fgu ar girls in the Form. Dick

ieves—and I believe, too,” Mabs went
on—"“that it’s not too late even now to
draw back, old thing. Oh, please don’t
think I’m lecturing 1 she added, as she
saw the storm-clouds gathering upon
Rosa’s face. “But do think it over,
Rosa, before something elso happens.”

“All right!” Rosa laughed. * Well,
thanks for your interest. It's good to
feel, at lcast, that one of you doesn’t
think I'm all pitch, though I have been
spattered with a tar-brush.”

She stopped as the door opencd and
Renee Ballard returned, darting a quick
glance at the two.

Hesitantly she stepped back.

*Oh, sorry! I thought you would
have finished.”

“We have,”” Mabs said. “Well,
thanks, Rosa !” she cried and quitted the
room, leaving Rence in possession again.
She looked curiously at her chum.

“Thoughtful I’ she commeénted, “ What
does she want 17

Rosa pouted. |
““Well, she’s been talking to Dick—"
She paused.  “Renee, am I being a
fool 77

“Mabs been saying something 7" the
other asked qnickfy.

Rosa nodded.

“I see I'” Reneo smiled. “ And you, of
course, allowed yourself to be per-
suaded ?” she asked scornfully.

The other flushed,

“ DBy a girl,” Renee went on contemptu-
ously, “who caused a row between you
and your cousin this afterneon? Oh,
‘Rosa, are you so blind 2

Rosa went_crimson.

“Blind? What do yon mean?”

“Mean? Well, isn't it clear ?” Rence
laughed. “Dick and Mabs between
them are just twisting you round their
little fingers. They're just playing with
vou. And you're letting them do it.
They want you to 'arm, don’t they;
to be a good little goody, like them-
selves? They’re just conspiring to un-
settle you ; to make you, Rosa Rodworth,
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go their way.' And vou the girl wiih
money ! You the girl ‘who's never shown
yourself afraid of a single thing! You
the girl I've always admired. because 1

thought you had pluck! They've ex-
pelled you!- They've practically sent
you to Coventry—and just ause

they're jealous of the good time you're
havmgl And pow, like a good glr]
}ou re going to repay good for evil—

“Oh, stop !” Rosa cried savagely.

And, to Renee's amusement, she
{!Dunced out, slamming the door after
her,

Rence laughed quietly. She flatiered
herseif aheuﬁnew how  to handle the
Stormy Petrel of the Fourth.

)| An Expe_"e‘v;_:l Girl's Folly

)

Hallo!”  muttered
Clara Treviyn. “ Who's this ?”
And Clara blinked; - while
Babs and Mabs, who stood
with her on the steps of the School
Heouse, enjoying a breath of fresh air
while nul.mg for call-over bell to ring,
stare

For up the drive, driven by a liveried
chauffeur, was gliding an expensive-
looking car.

“Late for a visitor,” Babs commented,
frowning a 'little. *Somebody arrived
from the station, I expect. I know the
car; it belongs o the Dmxrtﬁcld Garage.
And don’t they- charﬁg something for its
hire! But, I say, ¢ added, as the car
drew nearer, “there’s no one in it,
cacept the chauffeur, He car’t be call-
m;z &ar anyone.at this hour, surely I”
he car had stopped now. With in-
(crcan the trio watched as the chauffeur
stopped down. He looked round rather
.uncertainly. and, spotting the three,
made his way towards them; he halted,
touching his cap.

abs wmiled.

“You want someone ?” she asked.

“Ves, miss—a young lady named Rod-
worth. She ordered the car for a quarter
to eight

The three blinked, and then, remem-
bLering Rosa’s conversation in the tuck-
shop, they looked quickly at each other.
Then Rosa had brazenly announced that
she was going to the theatre; that she,
bevond reach of CIliff Housa law, was
going to please herself.

But cven Rosa could never have had
the cool effrontery to order a car to take
her on a bounds-breaking expedition.

“Bhe said.”” the man went on. *that
she wanted the car for the theatre.”

“0Oh, my hat}”

“The silly idiot 1"

Well, that was nerve, if you like!
Babs and Clara hardly knew in that
moment whether to be admiring or con-
demnatory. Bui Mabs winced a little;
she had had such hope after that con-
versation with Rosa. Had Rosa so soon
repented of her promise to thmk things
over?

Unscen by Babs and Clara, she slipped
away: up the stairs she went.

She reached Study No. 1, flung the
dl)ﬂl' opznfami then she nu]lcd up with
@

£ Rosa 1" she cried in e stifled voice.

Rosa was there. But what a trans-
formed Rosa' Renec was with her—
admiring, smili

In & bﬂaun{ui; frock Rosa stood in
front of the mirror; her hair had been
treshly done, and glittering ornaments
shonein _its - blmk ‘tressez; a long neck-
lace of "imitali pedrls ‘dangled from
her neck, lnd on her wiists were flashing
bracelets: %

ALLO!

“

. pened, ‘wasn

“Rosa!” . Mabs faltered
you're not_going out?
flushed.

“Well, I am|”

“But you said—"

“Oh, that,” Resa said loftily—but she
was, careful to avoid mecting Mabz-‘ gaze
—*“is all over! I say, Reuee, is my hair
alI right ?”

“But, Rosa, listen!” Mabs begged.
“Rosa, please! Don’t be mad!”
Rosa flung round. . She stared at

Mabs in resentful fury. Then quickly
one hand shot out. Mabs, in the act of
steppmg forward, found herself stag-
gering against the seitee, The door
slammed and Rosa had gone.

Like & queen she - strolled down the
passage, pausing at the -steps to flash
a lowering look at the astounded Babs
and Clara, and then stepped regally
across the intervening space to the car.
Babs and Clara gawd at .each other
dazedly,

“0Oh, my hnt' The g)ddy idiat I"*
C]nra gasped “I say—

“Rosa!” came a voice from behind

“Rosa,

hem. 5
_And both girls jumped. For there,
‘tustling towards the entrance, was Miss
Primrose herself.
“Rosa,"” she cried,
going ¥
But Rosa was entering the car thm

“where are you

She saw Miss Primrose and hurriedly
whispered some words to the driver
before bolting into the car.  Miss
Primrose stood frozen.

“Rosa, how dare

“But the car had . turned. Rosa,

rather grim, was leaning back among
the cushions. 5

Blow Primmy! Blow all of them!
They couldn’t do anyﬂliug to her—she

the expelled! All the same, she was
breathing a little heavily as the ecar
bowled on! It wanted some mnerve to
defy Primmy like that!

And Mabs- Oh, bof.her Mabs !

The car bowled on. Rosa set her
lips. Strangely enough, she felt " no
sense of joy, of clation in her escapade.
She -was a_fool—no, she wasn't! Why
shouldn’t she have a good time? Whv
should she pboy the rules and the
routine? Blow them!

In half an honr the Grand Theatre
was rcached. Rosa, pleasantly -con-
scious of the admiration of the cm\\d
sauntered into the foyer.

Loftily she bought a programme,
was shown to her place by one of the
uttendants, nnd sank down into a seat

in Row A, by the side of an extremely
vichly dressed woman.

Rosa  pansed at  sight of ker,
attracted and warmed at once by the
kindly sinile she gave her.

“Good-evening, my dear!” she said,

“ Good-evening '’ Rosa replied.

“You arc sitting by me? ] am so

glad!” The woman ran au npploung
eye over her. I like _your frock,” she
said critically. “Paris?

Rosa flushed. The -frock, as it- hap-
't from Paris. 1t was, in
fact, a copy of a model which she had
bought at Holland's Stores.

“Well, no, but it's a model,’
answered proudly.

“1 really thought it was from Paris,”
the woman smiled. “It reminded me
of the ons I bought myself—at the
Galleries last year. I remember I paid
a hundred guineas, and never before

she

have I had such a bargain! Baut
now * Bhe sighed. *Ah, such
rich things aré not for me. Since the

count died—the count was my husband,
you know—T have rather bad to watch

my p’s and q's.””
Rosa thrilled.

Colour. " stained. - her

“to_d
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cheeks. She felt at once excited, on top
of the aorld. his woman was the
wife of a count—a count!

From that moment Rosa fell under
Mrs, Dickson’s spell.  Mrs. Dickson,
pnmed by Renece Ballard, meant that

she should,

Her_husband, she said, had died on
the Riviera last year, having suffered
heavy financial ‘reverses before his
{leath. and had left her almost penni-
ess

Because of that she was forced to live
in a very middle-class district in Court-
field, and as countesses would hardly be
welcomed in that district, she was now

living under her mother’s name—which
was Dickson,
But she- liked Rosa, she said. She

liked any girl who was so obviously of
good breeding; ‘who had sueh exqui-
site_taste; who so obviously knew how
ress.

Bosa was flattercd. She was meant
to be flattered. From that moment
Mrs. Dickson had far, far more interest
for Rosa Rodworth than the show on
the stage.

It was in the second interval that,
realising she had rai Rosa to a pltch
of adulation, “Mrs. Dickson c:re’fully
dropped her little bombshell.

“Yes, my dear, I find it very hard
to accept the life T am leading now,”
sho said. “But I have great hope that
things will soon change. 1 have a little
capital, but net enough. You. see, I
have certain ideas—ideas about dress,
about people, about etiquette, and so
on. For some time I have been work-
ing on the idea of starting up.as a
sort of society adviser in London. The
only thing, as I say, is that I have not
sufficient capital at the moment. I am

sure s 18 & heap of money in it—
aren’t you?”

Rosa, dimly following the xdca,
agreed.

“I have a really splendid offer of an
office in London,” the = woman - said.
“A very nice place. The unfertunate
part is that I must close at ence with
the offer, otherwise the agents respon-
sible will hand it to another customer.
It is annoying at such a time to be short
of a beggarly twenty pounds or sa.
But—well, there you are. If I knew
where to borrow the money, I would
do so like a shot and ‘return it in six
months’ time, with a, hundred per cent
interest.”

Rosa gulped.

“0Oh, Mrs. Dickson—""

“Yes, my dear?”

“I wonder if—if——" And Rosa
flushed, fecling in her admiration of
this woman rather like one who is ask-
ing for a loan instead of offering it. “I
wonder,”’ she asked cagerly, “if—if you
would mind me lending you the
money "

“You? Oh, no, my dear,
think of it.”

“But I'd like fo!” Rosa pleaded.

“Well, as you are so pressing,” Mrs.
Dickson murmured. . cou she
added, “it is a good investu I
really do mean what I =ay. Trust e,
you shall receive your loan back rnu]tl-
plied by two. You are sure you mean
this, my dnnr P

“Yes, ves,” Rosa said. For a real -
countess_she would have doubled the
sum.  “I’ll let you bave a cheque.”

“A cheque?” The woman frowned a

I couldn't

little. “Oh, how tiresome!” she sazd.
“Do wyou know, hate changing
cheques.  Such a lot of fuss and

bother. I wonder if. you would let.ie

have it in eash instend?” :
Eagerly the gullible Rosa. prnm:
The wery first -thing next mormng,
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she said eagerly, she would go to the
bank, and feeling more than ever under
the woman’'s spell, was surprised to
find that the show had come to an
end.

With her self-osteem
‘enhanced, and feeling, somehow, that
she had a crow over ecvery other girl
in Clif House—for what other girl was
privileged to number a real countess
among her friends 3—the delighted Rosa
stepped into her car outside, gave the

. fascinating widow.a lift as far as her.

own home, and then drove on to Cliff
House School, The clock tower was
chiming midnight when she reached the
school gates,

“Thanks—you may drop me here!”
she said loftily to the:chauffeur. “Tell
your people to let me have a bill for
the hire of thoe car,.and I'll send them
a cheque, including ten shillings for
yourself, Good-night | "

“ Good-night, miss !

Rosa grinned. Hesitantly she sfood
in front of the gates. Clif  House,
silent, shuttered, loomed vaguely in
front of her. With a mischicvous
twinkle in her eyes, she rcached out her
hand and pulled the bell.

Clang, clang, eclang! it- echoed in
Piper’s iodge.
A  minute’s silence. Rosa pulled

e s i

Nang, clang, clang !

Ligh%s’ wem;gu , the night-capped head
of Piper peered wrathfully through the
window, He glared.

“Which I says it's a cruel _slmme
waking a hard-working man in the
middle of his slecp! Who is it?"”

“Come and open the gates!” Rosa
said.

“Which I says—->?

But Rosa_out short thot flow of
eloquence with & vicions tug, which
almost split Piper's eardrums and_ all
but destroyed the bell at the same time.

Fumingly Piper came. out. Haughtjly
Rosa stg o past him. Up the drive
she walked, reached CLff House, and
pulled the bell with a force that sent
ho 'achocs ringing.

Miss Bullivant, in a perfectly furious
frame of mind, came to the door.

“Rosa, you! How dare—"

“Let me in, please,” Kosa said coolly.

“I have never beard such colossal
impudence | i

But_Rosa, reflecting she might just
as well be in for a penny as a pound,
shrugged, 3

“Where have you been?”

“QOh, out!” Reosa answered flippantly.
“But I'm tired now. Good-night, Miss
Baullivant *

She strode on. Staggered, and con-
siderably bad-tempered, Miss Bullivant
locked up again. s

Noisily Rosa clumped up the stairs,
entered the Fourth Form dormitery,

switched on the light. Heads raised,
eyes blinked.
“My hat, what's the time?”
“Rosa 1" .
“Gee, look at the getup!” Leila

Carroll whistled.
“Where've you been
Rosa langhed. . L.
“I've been out,” she said, “enjoying

myself, with a very, very aristocratic

friend 17 ’
“But how did you get in?” Barbara

om

Redfern asked. o
“Oh, I knocked up Piper and the
Bull 1

“And what did the Bull say?”*

“What the dickens could she say?”
Rosa returned contemptuously.

The Fourth Form stared.
pudence, the cool nerve of the girl!
Rosa, lounging elegantly, sat on the

immensely.

The: im- .

"“Rosa Goes Her Own Way”

edge of her bed,
gig\ﬁg. 2B
ipping  evening—rippin ow 1
she murmured. * And snﬁg fvfn! I met
& woman—a countess, if you please! We
had no end of a time together! Kr—
what was that you said,- Barbara 1*
. "1 said,” Babs replied, with a warn-
ing look, “that it was about time you
were in bed. If you don’t want te
sleep, we do 1 <
“ Really 17
“Yes, really! And as captain,” Babs
steadily went on, “I'm responsible for
law and order in this room. I order you
to put that light out right away 1*
he expression on 0sa’s
changed,
“And you think,” she asked bitterly,
“that I shall take notice >
“And you certainly,” put in a quiet
voice at the door, “will take notice of
it, Rosa! Barbara, you may get back
to_bed I” -

pecling. off her long

face

With a start Rosa spun round. Miss
Primrose, accompanied by Miss Bulli-
vant—Miss Bullivant having brought
her upon the scene—stood in the door-
way. Resa blinked.

“Oh erumbs 12 4

“Rosa,” Miss Primrose said, in a
harsh voice, “I intend to sco that you
do not disturb these girls and the school
further! I gave you the privilege of
sharing this dormitory while you re-
mained here. I granted that privilege
only on the ungerstnnding that you
would not abuse it! While vou remain
with your Form fellows you will do as
they do—"

“Even though,” Rosa asked, “I'm
expelled 1

Y Even though!” Miss Primrose re-
plied, “If you still Tersist in refusing,
Rosa, you will compel me to-detain you
i;;dgiﬁlitarx confinement. Now go to

And Rosa, brought by that threat to
the ‘realisation of the precariousness of
her position, surlily complied.

Tricking a Trickster

=

humiliation and her late night,

was Rosa Rodworth mext morn-

ing. For once, she did not take
breakfast with the rest—hateful to face
the sly glances of the Form !

She took a turn in the quad. Almost
the first girl she met when breakfast
was over, however, was Mabel Lynn,

“Rosa, a letter for you,” Mabs said.

Rosa took it, flushing a little as she
caught the other’s With a mut-
tered “Thanks!” she turned away.

The letter was from her father. It
was a short note, penned in an hotel in
Paris. It read:

RATHER bad-tempered, after her

“Hope everything is going well, little
girl, lpshall be at this address until the
seventeenth, so if you or Miss Prim-
rose, or anyone else want me, please
write here.

“Love,
“ FATHER.”
Just that. But Rosa put the letter in
her pocket. Not if she knew it was-she

going to give Primmy his address.
Primmy was just dying to know where
her father was, and once she disecovered
that, Clif House would say good-bye
to Rosa Rodworth 1

Despite her set-back and her humilia-
tions, Rosa was not going to leave Cliff
House until the last possible moment.
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Mon‘dilg she stalked bp to Study
No. 1. Bhe seowled as she found that
apartment untenanted. W
Renee? she. thought peevishly.

Renco at that moment was in Friar-
dale woods. - She was talking to the
woman whom Resa would have been
yery surprised indeed to recognise as
her friend, the bogus countess - of
yesterday evening. .

“And she'll do it 7 Renee asked; with
a chuckle.  “Of course! - That faol
would fall to anyone with &- title!
Keep up the glamour, Mrs. Dickson.
When she brings the money—well, you
know what to do. Scoot! I think I've

era . was

got her all right now. “How much’ did
you say Rosa premised you, by the
way ?” s

ere was a stile near them. A boyish
figure suddenly appeared, and then d)rn\!
back, unseen’ by Mrs. Dickson or
Renee.

“8he promised me twenty pounds,”
Mrs. Dickson said.

Renee chuckled.

“That'll about clean her out,” she
said. “F've been keeping a check on her
bank account. hat time did Rosa
promise you the money ?” -

“Oh, during the morning.”

“Good! I'll sce that sﬁe brings it.
Ym%}re =till living at the same place ?”

Ve

The boy who had paused, who had
overheard at least one shatch of that
‘conversation,” ‘straightened up. The
woman and the girl moved away.
© “Mrs. Dickson!” Dick Livingstone
breathed,

With dazed eyes he looked after the
woman, and what a thrill suddenly
possessed him! For he knew her—oh,
too well did Dick Livingstone know Mrs,
Dickson, ance the aroo%: and friend of
crooks, who just a short year ago had
ahtnust succeeded in ruining his own

ather,

Mrs. Dickson had been Mr. Living-
stone’s secretary then, Mrs. Dickson had
cleared out after a tour in the Midlands,
taking all the show’s available cash with

her.

Only the nervous condition of his
father, who hated fuss and bother, and
above all his aversion to appearing in a
law court, had saved Mrs. Dickson from
appearing in court.

Now here she was again, and unless his
ears deceived him, Rosa, his own cousin,
had promised her & sum of money.

Dick struggled with the impulse to run
after the two.. He had not recognised
the girl, as it happened. Renee Ballard
had stood with her back towards him,
but Dick felt that he would know her
voice if ever he heard it again. The two
had  disappeared however,
Hurriedly he went on. He reached the
gates of Cliff House School, and then:

“Mabs ! he cried delightedly.

For there was Mabs, in company with
Clara Trevlyn, just coming out of the
tuckshop.

“Well, I'shall want you for the prae-

Jice game,” Clara was saying, “We

bully off at twelve., I've got to get two
more members of the scratch side from
somewhere else, In the meantime, you
won't let me down, Mabs?*

“No, of course not. But here's Dick,”
Mabs eried. “All right, Clara, see you
later.”

Dick came forivard.

“Mabs, where’s Rosa 2 he breathed.

Mabs bit her lip.

“I don't know. Why?®

"Beoause,—bccn.use—_ Mabs, some-
thing’s happened.” Dick drew ber to
one side. “T just heard—by accident.
Resa’s got in. with spme woman—a
woman called Dickson. Rosa has
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promised to hand over a sum of money
to_her this morning.”

Mabs started.

*“Mabs, whatever happens Rosa must
not hand over that money,” Dick said
tensely. “I happen to know that the
woman is a crook. She’s kidded Rosa
somehow, and Rosa, like a fool, has
fallen for it. Wait a minute, Mabs. I've
also been making some inquiries. I've
seen my pater again. He's had a letter
from Rosa’s guv'nor. Rosa’s father has
asked him to find out what she’s deing
with the money he deposited in the bank
for -her.” )

Mabs looked startled.

Apparently he put fifty pounds to her
account,” Dick went on. “Well, if she's
been spending at the rate I saw her
spending yesterday, she must have pretty
well run through it. And those cheques
she handed out yesterday—they can’t be
cashed until to-day. Supposing, Mabs.
that Rosa draws this twenty quid, and
then her creditors find that they can’t
get their own money from the bank?”

Mabs flinched. She looked at him
wide-eyed. Not very often did Mabs
bother: herself with financial questions,
but she knew enough to realise that such
an event would put Rosa in an almost
criminal position. Rosa, reckless, heed-
less, had taken no stock of what she had
in the bank.

“Bo. Mabs, whatever happens, she
r]nus,t be stepped,” Dick said. ~**Where is
she ?”

But Rosa, when they went to look for
her. was not to be found. As a matter
of fact, Rosa had gong to the bank.
There, at that very moment she was
writing a chegue for twenty-five pounds.
Twenty for Mrs. Dickdon and five for
her own personal use. With a Hourish
she put her signature to it, languidly
oronsed $he foor, and handed it over to
her clerk.

. The clerk picked up the slip, looked at
it and looked at her.

“Will_vou excuse me a moment,” he
said. “I’l] have to sce the manager.”

Rosa sniffed. Nonchalantly she rested
one elbow on the counter. In a few
moiments the clerk was back.

“I'm sorry, Miss Rodworth, but there
are only twenty-oue pounds and a few
shillings in your aecount,” he said.
“W}unﬁ) means that I cannot cash this
cheque in its present form.”

Rosa reddened.

f‘dWel], my father will send more,” she
said. g

“I'm sorry,” the clerk said firmly,
“but until it arrives we cannot_allow
you to overdraw your account. If you
wish, you can draw the twentyr-one
founds, leaving the few odd shillings to
zeep the account open.”

Rosa compressed her lips. With fiery
face she tooﬁ the cheque. She altered it,
received her twenty-one peunds, and,
fuming with indignation—that a measly
bank clerk should have spoken to her
like -that!—hurried to the post office.
There she sent a wire to her father.

“Bank says there is no more money in
my account. Will you send some to-day.
Urgent.—Rosa.”

That done, she felt better. The check
of it, indeed! No money in her account
—when all she had to do was to wire off
like that.
her down.
receive.

In a considerably rufled frame of
mind. she quitted the post office. Rather
ostentatiously, so that everyone should
see, she stuffed the wad of notes into her
handbag when she got into the street,
and_then she started as she heard a

miliar voics.
Rasa ! My hat,
wealth [*
- “Renee !” Rosa cried delightedly.

She had only to ask to

what

“Thought I'd dodge out for a wee bit
h i as this is a whole
3 “Going far?”

“Well, yes, I've got to go to a woman
I met last night—" And then, while
Rence stared in admiration, she related
with pride her encounter with the bogus
countess at the Grand Theatre.

“And oh, Renee, you would have loved
her,” she breathed. *She was so awfully
good-looking, so splendidly dressed, and
not an ounce of side to her. And a real

mnf(,na“ - :

into the stream.

=4 .
ABS’ feet slipped on the wet plank, and with a wild cry she plunged
M Rosa, seeing' it all, chuckle,fy '.l'ha?l might

By Hilda Richards ©
assets to two shillings. But that didn't
matter. In a few hours again she would
be rich!

She reached CHF House. Up to
Study No. 1 they rushed. Carefully
Rosa pulled out the twenty pounds and
searched for an envelope. She was in

the act of putting the notes in the en-
velope when Mabs came in

“0Oh, Rosa—""

Rosa glared.

“Well, what do you want?"”

at '1.4

teach Mabs to mind her own business |

countess, mind you! I'm on my way to
her now. Will you come?”

Renee slyly consented. But she knew,
having just left the precious countess,
that they would not find her in. Even
Mzys. -Dickson had not expected Rosa to
keep her promise so carly.

Rosa was dashed.

“Well, we'll have to come back again,”
she said.

“Can’t we just go and have a coffee
or something ¥

But Rosa, for once, shook her head.
She was anxious to pget back. She
wanted to write to her father, explain-
ing more fully her demand for the
money she had wired for. At Renee’s
suggestion they got a taxi, and bowled
back to Cliff House.

Just before they reached it Renee said
calmly :

.“Oh, Rosa, old thing you won't forget

you yesterday. And there’s half-a-crown
you owe me from the previous day, I
wouldn't ask vou if I knew you weren’t
flush, kut the fact of the matter is, I'm
rather broke !”

Rosa laughed, though she looked a
little anxious, remembering that until
the money from her father arrived she
had only ene pound of her own money.

The payment to Renes left her with
seven and sixpence. The fare and a
tip to the taxi-driver reduced her

* you're

“I've just seen Dick,” Mabs said.
“He came to see you. But he's had to
go back now. He—he told me about
Mrs. Dickson—"

Rosa frowned.

“What does he

ickson 77
“Just this,” Mabs replied,
she’s nothing but a swindler.
taking that money
Rosa—~"
osa's face flamed.
“Is this a joke?” she asked dan-

know about Mrs.
“that
And if
to her,

gerously.

“It's not a joke,”” Mabs replicd
seriously.’

“Then,”” Rosa said between her
teeth, “I don’t believe it! Oh, I'm

sorry! I know you think you're doing
%ood, but please do leave me alone!
'm not a fool! I kmow a decent

woman when I see one, and rs.

Well, her father wouldn’t let that I paid out ten shillings in tipa for Dickson is true blue!”

“But Rosa, you haven’t known her
for five minutes !

“And you,” Rosa retorted, “don't
know her at all. - Please don’t inter-
fere, Mabs! And tell Dick to mind his
own business !

“But Rosa! Oh, why are you being

so silly ?”
“Who's being silly?” Rosa’s cycs
flashed. Then she flew up. “Look

here, I don't want to lose my temper,
but I won't—I won't, do you hear—
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really angry with Mabs now.  Rosa

allow you to insult my friends!
had a great faith in herself as a judge

M.
hat, 1 never heard-cf such cheek: Wiﬁ

you get——" of character,” and” Mabs had annoyed
Mdbs shook her head. Her éves her by heor insinuations against Nrs.
weré gleaming now,  But she left the Dickson, She flew., - i

study. - No- setise ‘then .in provoking  Until, reaching the plank bridge

which spanned the stream, she “almost

Rosa’s ‘temper, But she had promised X
met with disaster, The stream, owing

Dick., If Rosa parted with that twenty
pounds, then Rosa would be in dreadful to recent rains, was wide .and swollen
trouble. But how to stop her? How? —<in the middle it was & good tvo feet
Mabs felt desperate. Then she-had d
a sudden -idea, :
. Renee! Supposing she asked Renee’s
help? Renece was Rosa’s friend. Renee-
seemed: to have more power. ovér Rasa
than anyone else. Mabs wondered why
she had not thought of that idea before.
Hurriedly she sought out Renee, find-

somewhat shakily upon two ancient and
battered sawn-off tree stwnps, which
were - not too safe at the best of times.
There was a treacherous wet patch in
the middle, along which Rosa went
giddily skidding, and only by a des-

ing her:in the school library. perate effort in the nick of time re-
“Hallo, Mabs, you look sort. of gained her balance,

urgent ! Want me She was gasping when she reached
" Yes, Renee. :‘About Rosa. Will you the other side. And then she paused.

What was-that?
through the wood.
abel Lynn }

Rather grimly Rosa chuckled.. Instead
of runuing ou then, she halted. What

do something for me?’" 5 Footsteps skidding
“Why, of course. Anything within

reason, old thing. What is it?"
And Mabs explained—just as much

as she dared. ence nodded under-

standingly. Wit . an end to Mabs' chase if she fell foul of
“Woﬁ, .I'll do my best, of course, but the slippery patch on the bridge;, as she
knowing Rosa—I'm making no pro- had done! That would teach her to try

to interfere in her business !

With a half-smile, she crouched among
some bushes, hearing footsteps swiftly
approaching. *

Presently she saw bobbing through the
wood the golden curls of Mabel Lynn;
she tensed as Mabs reached the foot-
bridge. Without even a glance, Mabs
stepped wpon it: half a dozen hurried
paces she raced along it, then—m7  °
“Oh !”” shrieked Mabs.

For too late she saw. Her feet went
shooting from under her. Desperately
Mabs flung out her arms—to catch at the
empty air. Then—

Crash! Splasht

Gasping, g&aba was flung—mot on to
her knees, but sideways into the vwe fiss
of water."

Rosa stood up and_chuckled.

And then she realised the seriousness
of Ma,l:}s’ plight. Mtbs was standing up

nn wants to knew where I've 1OW, &lmost up to her waist in water.
gou, you can jolly. well il er.  Give fﬂﬁ?ﬁ;i"z'ﬂgd'Efhﬂii’“}f’é’gﬁl?uﬁh"un‘i;“ii
?ﬂ'le' t}{:n:;n;elum: Renee. l l‘i be back m!}Eﬂmk wit'ih anutln;fr C"E"‘ o
* . . sa, watching, suffered a sudden re-
w%‘}},’,}f‘“ﬁ'&‘ke"iﬁ‘gﬂﬁ iﬂ?‘t“hdcn Yl?: vulsion of feeling. Oh, hang it} No;
door opéned and Rosa came aut. this was too bad—tao thu:k,! Whatever

Sho glared: at sight of Mabs, Mabs deserved. she couldn’t leave hen

“ \j Eh e "g{ll‘h e floundering like that. A red flush of

".Rgsn ay:\’leis.;u l?s;en ”erll\!i.abs bogigart Mabs descrved, the couldn't leave her
desperately. X dls%‘:‘kl on!” she cried

Far answer ‘Rosa brushed past her, o Rosa I Mabs érisd. “Rosa, don’t!
hnstc_n.ing l.\e_tl* sk‘:ps. Mabs ran aftér ppo bridge—it’s giving way 1" & -

ok Hoa =L e But Resa didn’t care. = Boldly she

‘Rosa L. .. . "+ ' stepped upon the bridge; it rocked

Rosa ran, = .. ith, The fool! Th beneath her feet. Inch by inch shé

M.'rxbs set her teeth. e loot: Ihe huffled to the middle of the stream,
fﬂ;}‘i{t shehad g'i\'i!z{ ek p‘rlon:;iﬁ?‘ 'Ro'ea stretched out a hand to help Mabs and

se. o

then——
for- Dick’s sake, for her father’s sake, @ I : A
for the sake of her: future homour, had Look out!” shricked Mabe.

s 0 L, 3 But the mischief was done. One ter-
£0t to be stopped at all costs. “If she— yific chriek Rosa gave, and then went in

rInises. I'll go and see her .now, shall
90

“Please !”

Renee rose. . Mabs, with a sigh of
thankfulness, followed more slowly.
Almost without realising in what direc-
tion her steps were taking her, she at
last reached the Fourth Form corridor,
and, hearing voices in Study No. 1,
instinctively paused. And then she
started. It was Rence Ballard's voice
she heard.

“And Mabel Lynn—well, Mabs has
got the idea you're being swindled,” sh
said. “She really had the eolossa
chosk to nak ma to stop you going.® -

Mabs jumped. Was that Renee
Balinrd_iloncwwho'm the whole Form
liked, the giri whom she trusted !

“Woll T'm going,” Raes smapped.
“And I'm going mow. Dash it all, I'm
not o kid to be talked over. And i
Mabel L;

Mabs—-did- not do_her. utmost now, she headlong. -
would be failing in her duty to Dickl . wBothor it 1 she hooted. - Now look
The impulsive Rosa- had got to be what I've done! I'm drenched—

stopped ! e .
‘Desperately she ran. . But Rosa had a
start. She:was-half-way down the drive,

drenched, I tell you
“And what about.me ?”” Mabs asked. ’
“Well, if ‘you hadn’t followed me this

On she sped. ' Bhe reachod ‘the gates would never have happened!  Ouch!
with a-hindréd: yards to spare, viciously. Clome on, let’s get out of this I” :
s]amﬁu;g!".:hem, to as she went at."The  “You're still ‘going -to' see Mrs.
gates “locked : automatically.~ and-.there Dickson 7* % i

was five mifutes’ wait while Biper, the

portery’ grumblingly unlocked. them.
hen off “again.  Which ' way now?

Rosa would fake the short cut through

“Yes, I am 1 it

They floundered back te the bank.
No question then of pursuing the objec-
tive; the only thing they could do was

the woods, Mabs guessed. And Rosa  to go back to Ciiff House and change.
had. Very.hurriedly she speeding - Rosa walked i :ullen silence ; E\u’f,.ghs.
on heriway with the dawning of an idea in her mind,

hurried... She left Rosa half-way through
the woods, rushed intg Cliff House, and

eep. \
The bridge, a single plank, rested
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up to the dorniitory; in fivé minutés she
was changed. v 3

And then—o '

Oh goodness! Could sho work it?

But she had to—she must | Rosa, she
presumed, would go to Mrs. Dickson im-
mediately $he made herself presentabla
again. A desperate idea was in Mabs’
mind, but it was an idea which she
meant to try out—which might suceded. -

Out of her trunk shé took™ the small
case in which she carried ‘her smateur
theatricals, quickly ran through its con-
tents, then closed the case again. She
was emerging from the dormitory, when
Rosa—wet, limp. bedraggled—came .

“You ! she scowled, as Mabs dived
past her. ;

Mabs smiled. Now she hurried out of
the school again. "Luck was with her,
In the road she caught a bus. Now,
what was the address she had overheard
She hoped to goodness Mrs. Dickson had
not got a maid. In that event, her
scheme would be ruined. Hope rose
within her, however, as Mrs. Dicksou
opened the door to her.

She peered suspiciously.

“Oh, are you Mrs, Dickson?” Mabs
asked.

“I am, my deas. What can I do for
you? Will you come in?"

“It-—it’s in connection with Rosa Rod-
worth,” Mabs said carefully. “I'm a
friend of hers, You had an appointment
with Rosa this morning, hadn’t you 7

= ’i;es, that is true; I am expecting her

W
“Well, I'm sorry,” Mabs- said care-
fully, keeping within the bounds ot
iruth, “but I've got a message for you.
Rosa has had an accident,” she said;
“nothing serious. Could you go aleng
to the town hall in Courtfield 7
“Why, yes. of course!” Mrs, Dick-
son looked relieved. *“But I can hardly
conduct my business with Rosa in the
public street.”” She frowned. “Will
she come back here with me?”
“Of course—when you meet her I
“And you—will you come, too?”
“Oh, Mrs. Dickson, do you mind? 1
—I'd rather stop and wait for you
both,” Mabs said. “That is, if you
don’t mind. Perhaps T—I can make
you a cup of tea, or something,” she
said vaguely, her heart drumming in

her chest.
“Yes, yes,” the woman considered.
Mabs had summed her up aright.

Anxious to get hold of that money, sho
was willing to do anything. It did.not
oceur to her that che was being foiled
by a mere schoolgirl. Mrs. Dickson, in
her eareer, had fooled so many other
people that it never oceurred to her that
she might be a victim herself,

Besides, there \\'asdiust. that right air
of awkwardness and innocence about
Mabel Lynn to suggest that the girl was
something of a fcol—as all Rosa Rod-
worth’s friends must be, Mrs. Dickson
privately told herself. Z

“Very well, I will go at once,” she
said.

She went upstairs.
anxious look down the street.  Haow
long. would Rosa be—ten minutes? If
she caught the next bus she would be
about a quarter of an hour, Mabs
reckoned; and it wonld take Mrs.
Eiﬁkmn all that time to reach the -town

all. .
Buck up, Mrs. Dickson ! "L

But M Dickso1. with the golden ,
bait dangling in front cf her, was buck-
ing’ up. Two minutes, and she was
down again. She showed Mabs into the
kitchtn, explained whers everything
was, and went out. Mabs waited: until
she had_turned ihe corner of the street,
then quickly the lid. cf her case flew up.

Her eyes gleamed. S

1a the bed-room she found some of ihe

Mabs threw an

I’
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woman’s clothes.  She’d need them.
Then she got to work to make up her
face in front of the glass—a rapid and
desperate business,

Ten minutes -later she stood back,
gazing at herself in the mirror.

“Not bad,”’ she told herself. “If T
kic;:p away from the window.” And
then——

Tap!

Mabs’ heart leapt. She went to the
door. Rosa stood there, smiling.

“Good-morning !

“Good-morning, my dear!” Mabs
anxiously hoped she had got the right
note.

Apparently she had. Rosa smiled.

“&m Y come in?”" she asked.

“Ves, my dear, But you won't keep
me long, will you?” the false Mrs. Dick-
son asked. -“I have a very, very im-
portant appointment.” And that was
true, for Mabs was thinking of the
hockey match. ““Have you brought it?”
she asked anxiously.

osa " had. ithout gquestion she
handed over the wad of notes. Mabs
carefully counted them. |

“Thank vou, Rosa. I will, of course,
gend you the receipt,” she said. “Do
call and see me some time when I'm less
busy.” -

It was easier than she had thought.
Mosa, completely =atisfied. ~though
thinking privately that her friend the
countess was in rather a hurry. went off.

Immediately she had gone Mabs took
off her make.ap. hung Mrs. Dickson's
borrowed clothes in the cupboard again,
and, thrilling. went back to Cliff Honse,
Rosa’s money in her possession. Racing
up the corridor, she almost bumped inte
Renee Ballard.

““Hallo, hallo!
Renee asked.

“ Nothing,” Mabs replied.

She threw a rather scoriful glance
at the girl, and rushed on into Btudy
No Babs, " seated alone there,
jumped up as she entored.

“Mabs 17

‘What's the hurry?”

«Babs, shut the door—quickly 1’ Mabs
gasped. “I've got to hide this.”

And while Babs blinked, she poured
out the story.

“The bureau will be safest, don’t you
think 2%

“Yes, but my hat—"

“I tell you the woman was a
swindler,”” Mabs said. “But help me,

Babs, Open tho bureau.”

Babs, in considerable mystification,
opened the bureauw. Mabs dumped the
envelope in it

And, outside, Renee Ballard, who
had followed Mabs up the corridor,
scowled.

“S0,” she said, between her
“che got on to the game, did
She's fooled me! Ilo, ho,
Lynn! k
trickster 1"

Thest, as the door of Study No. 4
opened, she walked off quickly down
the corrider. *

But there was a gleam in her eyves,

)

she?
litile Mabel
out for yourself, you

a sharp look on her usually attractive.

features which showed that her mind
was working very rapidly indeed.

Seconds of Suspense

« T\ AI8S RODWORTH!"

Mosa looked up with a

atart. )
g It was afternoon. Outside,
the ‘scratch teary were' disporting them-

selves,

you had withdrawn the whole

Renee, her friend, was oui on some
mysterious and unknown errand, -a
Rosa, for once, was fecling rather
alone. She had remained in, not
because she did not want ta be out, but
becanse she was expecting the wire
from her father in France. So far,
there was no sign of that wire.

In answer to her *Come in!" which

the knock of A moment before had
invited, a tall man stepped into the
room.

“Y am a representative of Holland’s

Stores,” he announced. Rather grim
he looked. “Yesterday, Miss Rod-
worth, you gave our messenger a

cheque for five pounds- >

“I did,” Rosa admitted.

“I am sorry to say,” the man went
on, “that when this cheque was pre-
sented to the bank”—he laid it upon
the table—“they would not honour it
They said that there was no money left
in your account. Indeed,” he went on
a little more grimly, “ they told me that
of your
aceount this morning.” d 5

Rosa looked at him with startled
eyes. Oh, goodness, she had forgotten
that! Of course, of course! All those
cheques she had written out yesterday
were worthless now. .

“J—I'm sorry,” she said. “I made a
slight miscaleulation. But I am. ex-
pecting money—a large sum—at any
moment now.”

“Afy instructions” the man
announced ominously, “are not to leave
this building until 1 have the money.”

Kosa compressed her lips.

“I am sorry, but you can't have it
until it arrives. Will you wait?”

The man nodded. He took a seat.
Hardly had be lowered himself into it,
I ver, than another caller arrived.
s time it
Lamont’s.

“Miss Rodworth, I am advised by

the man from

was

By Hilda Richards *™*
my firm that the chet’ue you gave me
vesterday is worthless.”

“I  know—I—I'm sorry,” Rosa
gulped.

8he did not guess in that moment
that her great friend,.Renee Ballard,
had been doing rather a iot of tele-
phoning that morning, and that upon
her aliased instructions Rosa's creditors
were arriving now.

Another knock. Rosa, with a jump,
crossed ihe floor.

Thie time it was the man from the
garage.

Five minates after, the representa-
tive of Weller’s arrived, 'then a girl
from the fur stores. Rosa was really
scared then. In a grim-faced crowd
they came in, one by one, and sat
down

“Miss Rodworth, I cannot afford to
wait much longer,” the man from
ominously. 5
Just—just another .ten
,”” Rosa begged, with a des-
perate glance out of the windosw.

“My firm is expecting me back by
four,” the man from Waller's said.

“0Oh, please, do wait1” Rosa begged.

Only by an effort did she refrain
from wringing her hands. Half-past
three! What had happened to her
father? When would that wire come?

At last the mjan from Holland’s rose.

“This has gone far enough!” he
snapped. “Miss Rodworth, 1 am going
to see your headmistress, Xf I obtain
no satisfaction from her, I am going to
consult my firm’s solicitors.” ;

““No, no, no! Please!” Rosa panted.

Bhe alinost pushed him back into bis
seat. Feverishly she fluttered to the
window, and then she. almost shouted;
for crossing the quad was the tele-
graph-boy.

In her frenzy she flung the window

open.
“Is that for me?” she cried.

U TIER dismay filled Rosa as she read the telegram. Her father

away-—unable to send her any money
‘once—at once |

S

was
I And she wanted it at
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" Miss Rodworth?"” the boy asked.-

“Yes, yes!” Rosa almost fainted
with relief, “Hurry, please!”

She slamimed the window down, But
now she -was ,in - possession of her
faculties again the dreadful terror of
that last %ialf—hour had - gone,  She
stared proudly at her creditors.

“Well, here we are! I'm sorry
youw've been inconvenienced, but you
shall “all have your money now-—with
interest,” Rosa said loftily, and called
“Come in!” as the telegraph-boy
entered.  “Here,” she said, “is the
wire from my father which I was
expecting 1"

Leisurely she slit the envelope open,
with a proud and supercilious glance
round, drew out the contents.

There was silence while she scanned
the “wire. And . then

It was as if an icy hand had clutched
Rosa’s heart.

“or the
father, but
And it said:

from her
secretary.

wire was not
her father's

“Regret cannot make advence. Mr.
Rodworth away—not returning for a
week. 2

* FRANKSTOR.™

o The Girl:She Called
Friend EI

HE world seémed to stand still

for Rosa Rodworth, her body 1o

be stricken with a sudden ter-

rible paralysis. Again, unbeliev-

ingly, she stared at the hideous message
which confronted her.

She would have no money—for a
woulk -at lodst'! :

And ‘then she became aware of the
five who faced her.. The man from
Holland’s, who had risen angrily to his
feet. . No-need for her to tell them the
news she had received. The whiteness,
the “drawn’ eipression on her haggard
fuce; made it apparent. She faced
them , all- desperately.

“I—X'm sorry,’” she gulped. “ There’s
been some mistake.” .

“8o it seems.” the Holland's man
snifted. **But the mistake, young lady,
i on your part for issuing worthless

cheques. I am sorry, but I shall have
to take action in this matter. I shall
write to your headmistress at once.

Cpod-day, Misa Redworth.”

A cry came from Rosa.

“Nao, no, please,” she panted. * Listen
to me. Won't you please give me
time—?>

Before she could say more, there was
a tap on the door and it opened.
Mabel Lynn came in. Behind were
Barbara Redfern and Clara Trevlyn.

“Rosa I’ Mabs said.

Rosa stared.

“You!” she eried. *“You—at this
moment ! Oh, please, please, go away

“Rosa,’”” Mabs said seriously, *wait
a minute. I'm not going away!
heard that these people were here, and
I came to help you.”

Rosa stared incredulously.

* You—help-——me ?” the Stormy Petrel
whispered,

“I've been trying to all along,”
Mabs said. “You wouldn't believe me
this morning when I told you that Mrs.
Dickson was a swindler. I tried to
stop you from handing over that twenty
pounds to her,”

osa groanod.

Iow ghe wished now

that she had. that twenty pounds! She
looked utterly - wretched, utterly
erumpled.

“And. s0,” Mabs went“on, “1 played
a trick upon you, Rosa. For vour own
sale I posed as Mrs. Dickson when you
called. ~ It was not Mrs. Dickson to
whnp;a you handed that money—it was
b
Mabs, henour bright?”

“ Honoar bright !” Mabs said.

** Then—then——" Rosa gasped. *“Oh,
Mabs! I—T'll never cease to be grate-
full You brick! You ¥rick! Mabs,
please let me have it. Where is it7” -
< “It’s in my study.”

In one bound Rosa was across the
room. She threw a triumphant glance
at the creditors.

*“Well, if you want your money, come
along,” she eried. ;

Mabs, leading, flung open the door of
the study and crossed to the burean.

g
E

She found the_ bulky envelope and
passed it to Rosa. Rasa laughed
shakily.

“Oh, Mabs, thanks—thanks!” she
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LED on to fresh folly by her

false triend, Renee Ballard,
Rosa Rodworth gets deeper
and deeper into disgrace at
Cliff House. And then, when
all seems losti—but read for
yourselves what happens to the
“Stormy Petrel” in next
Saturday’s brilliant long com-
plete Cliff House School story,

the title of which is:

By HILDA RICHARDS
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eried. ‘Il never be out of vour debt
for this. Twenty pounds!™” she laughed
gleefully. ** Here you are. I can pay

you all now.” She tore the envelope
open, drew forth the bundle which it
contained.

And then she stared. Mabs, Babs,
Clara—everyone stared. For the bundle
Was

Just sheets of ordinary paper, cut to
the size of one-pound notes!

“Mabs I'* Rosa choked.

Mabs® jaw dropped. .

“Oh, my hat! Somebody's been play-
ing a trick !”

“A trick!” Rosa spun round. Her
cheeks were flaming now, her eyes burn-
ing. “A trick, yes!” she cried bitterly.
“And whose ‘trick, Mabel Lynn?
Yours! So this is your idea of a jeke,
is it? What a fool I was to believe
you—what a fool I

“But the money——'
Holland’s put in.

’ the man from

“Hang your money!” Raosa flared.
“Do what you like! ** and then
the bitter tears of anger starting to her
eyes, she distractedly pushed her way
to_the doorway and bolted thraugh it.

In the study there was dead silence.
Mabs, ‘with face as white as a sheet,

I—
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stared dully at the blank sheets of
?npar which' littered the floor at her
cet. s

So far from saving the Stormy Petrel,
she had only made matters worse than
ever.

But who had stolen those twenty

pounds ?

RBNEE BatLarp, however, could have
answered that question. - For at

that moment Rence Ballard was hand-

ing that sum to Mrs. Dickson- in

Courtfield. - R

“You made a mess of the job,” she
said. “Thank your luck,hstars: that I
happened to get on.to Mabel Lyng’s
little trick and nip.it in the bud. But
here’s the money. Your cue now is to
elear out.” v

“Yes, my dear. I leave by the train
whieh goes in five minutes.”

And Mrs. Dickson, with a pleased
smile, pocketed the mnotes. While
Renee, with a chuckle expressive of the
deepest satisfaction, strolled leisurely
back towards Cliff House, there to be

-nfet by news of the latest sensation.

And what a sensation that was|

For eversbody knew that Rosa’s
reign as the richest girl in the school
had come to an end. .

Her creditors had gone after seeing
Miss Primrose—Miss Primrose who had
forced them to take back the articles
which Rosa had purchased yesterday,
and who had paid the rest.of their bills
out of her own pocket—simply to avoid
the affair being made public.

Renee smiled again. There was a
strange light in her eyes as she hurried
to Study No. 1.

The door opened. Rosa, red-eyed,
biting her lip, stood there. Renee
went in. Bhe put a sympathetic arm
about the stormy- one's shoulders,

“Rosa, I've heard,” she said. ““What
awful beastly Iuck ! Rosa, old kid, I'm
dreadfully sorry,” she added feclingly.

Rosa shrugged bitterly. +

“Well, what did you expect! My
luck’s just dead out!” e

" “Rosa, don't talk like that. Of
course, I know it—the whole ,,school

knows it. And Mabél Lynn—-

Rosa’s eyes flamed.

“It was a Beastly trick to play,”
Renee said. *“But never mind, old
thing. Rich or poor, you've still pot
one friend—one who’ll” stand by you
whatever happens. Rosa, I mean that,”
she added quietly. :

And Rosa, weak, helpless in that
moment, crushed by "her humiliation,
afraid of the storms she had raised,
all her better instincts warring . with
her most stormy impulses, looked up
and %ulped.

“ Oh—Renee I she cried brokenly,
and, letting herself go, burst into the
flood of tears which she had tried so
long to stem: .

While Rence Ballard shook her head
like a loving mother who comforts her
naughty child. But her expression was
strange, her eyes a-shine, and she was
thinking, in strange contrast to her
actions: -

“*The fool ! The little fool! T’ve not
finished with her vet! I've got the
idiot expelled, I've made her a pauper
at_this school, just as my [father is
ruining hers on the Continent. But that
isn’t enough! Not yet—not yet! Not
until T get her sent to prison will I
rest !’

And she patted Rosa’s-head.

“There, old thing,” she crooned.
“Don’t cry now. Eversthing's going
to come oui all right, and I'm going
to help you I’*

THE END OF THIS WEEE'S BTORY.
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Thrilling Desert Island Drama, Featuring Betty Barton & Co. of
Morcove School Fame

¥OR NEW READERS. N
BETTY BARTON & Co., of Morcove School,
together with members of Grongemoor,
ara on their way home from Africa hy air-
linér, when they have to make a forced
landing on a tiny island. With them is a
mysterions girl name.
MURIEL, who bas jumped by parachute from
another e. She tells Bet & Co.
m people who
Glcndez of the

that s escaping

had kidnapped her, The
kidna 18 & man name

DULIP KHAN, an Indfan ruler and #&rant.
Later, his yacht anchors near the island,
and the chums realise that he is going
to attempt to recapture Muriel.

Tiaye and Reity are taken prisoners by
Kban’s party ; he intends to hold them
as hostages. ey are talen to his yacht.

(Now read on.)

Their Prison on the Sea

HE throb of the boat’s  small
engine must have been heard by
someone keeping this last watch
of the night on board Dulip

Khan's palatial { . -

A voice suddenly whined a hailing ery
from the great shig. Betty ana
Dave that cry in the darkness seemed
all the more eerie because it was so
foreign sounding.

hen a lantern’s light could be seen

bobbing along us a man carried it
a-dangle whilst going from one deck to
another. A feeble gleam it gave, ob-

servable at very little distance—and
very likely there was a reazon for such
a sparing use of lights,

The only light burning on this power-
ful little motor-boat was a half-masked
one in the engine pit, serving to illumine
the compass and various controls, upon
which igo Indian who was navigating
her had to keep an eye. 5

He steered tho motor-boat alongside
hor parent vossel with fina ill; and
for tty and Dave it was like being
put aboard a liner from a tender, so
smoothly was evervthing done.

Instead of having to seramble up a
dnn}g'lmg rope ladder, they stepped out
of the gently rocking boat on to a railed
flight of steps The man with the lan-

tern, a turbaned Indian, had even
come to the hottom of the steps to light
the way for all who were coming aboard,
oty bad only the woman in front of
her whilst mounting; behind Beity, as
she knew, came one of the iwo Hindus
who were Dave’s guards. During the
brief journey out trom the island she
and Dave had been sternly ordered to
stop talking; now, of course, they were
to_be set apart. )

No sooner was she at a standstill on
the yacht’s deck than she looked round
in the darkness for Dave. He had been
keeping his eves upon her as she went
befora him. Onece again there was his
calm smile to hearten her, and she
hoped that her eyes were returning him
a comforting look. :

A sudden sharp word from the woman
into whose charge she had been given
warned Detty to pay, attention—to
follow into a narrow, covered-in passage
serving deck cabins.

Betty quite expected to be taken
below, to be locked away in some dark
place—such as a spare luggage hold,

By MARJORIE
STANTON .

unfit to receive anyone, except a

prisoner whose conditions were to be the

severest. .
But half-way along the door-lined

passage her conductress _ suddenly
checked, and next moment Betty was
being told :

“In here, you!”

The woman had opened a cabin door.
Whilst, with one hand she treated Betty
to a vicious thrust, with the other hand
she clicked on somé'dights.

The eabin was revealed to Betiy as a
most luxurious one; it was small, of
course, but its furnishings were in keep-
ing with the lovely woodwaork of the
walls and the various costly fitments.

At

“You're being given this cabin,”
snapped the woman, after crossing over
to close the brassrimmed porthole,
“hecause it is next door to mine—and I
want you near me, my girl! Yes *—she
cruelly smiled—“even though you are
at sca now, and the best you could do
for yourself would be to jump overboard
—for the sharks to get 1
. Betty found herself standing mute and
still to take a good look at the woman.
Strange creature, if ever there were!
She did not speak Englich as a foreigner
who had been taught to speak it very
well; she spoke as. fluently as if that
were her mother tongue; but the
brilliant light now revealed her face to
be Eastern in feature.

It was only a sallow complexion that
saved her from locking like a daughter
of India; she had the black eyes and
the jet-black hair of a_Hirdu woman,
and her figure was snakish.

. “I don't know if you are hungry: but
if you are, you'll wait!” She was with-
drawing into the alleyway as she sai
this. “I want some sleep after being
about all night.”

am | ;

The cabin door was pulled shut, and
then a key could be heard making the
small but strong lock sceure.

Somehow Betty was more inclined to
laugh than to sigh as she gave a lift and
fall of the shoulders; amfthis first feel-
ing of relief—a stoical idea that things
were not so bad—was next momeng
strengthened by the knowledge thas
Dave had been given a cabin on this
side of the ship. )

His cabin door came in for the same
violent slamming that Betty's had re-
ceived; then, after some native jabber
in the passage between the two Hindus
and the woman, a third door closed.

Betty darted close to that wall which
separated her cabin from Dave’s; softly
~—very softly—she knuckled the shiny
panelling.

An answering tap, tap, tap! came to
her through the thin mahogany parti-
tion, and she could tell that Dave was
doing his best to :ignal encouragingly.
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“Wait just a bit.” he seemed to be tell
ing ‘her, “and maybe I'll bring off
something.”

Nor would she allow cold reason to
gut a check upon her rising _Bpirits,

itting down to ponder the position in
all its’ hopelessness would ne do good.

So how about a bath? If only one
could ! .

She tried the inner door that was on
the other side of +he cabin and found
that it would open; the clicking on of a
light and

Oh, what a treat for the eyes! What
luxury again! A tiled bath-room; a
shower, a wash-hasin with mirror above
it, soaps in variety !

“And I'm one of Morcove’s castaways
that hasn’t had anvy soap to use for
days !” Betty laughed to herself.

“Bhe ran water from plated taps into
the bath, threw in a couple of handfuls
of bathsalts, and was soon revelling in
what would have been called at school
“a lovely decp one.”

She returned in due course to the
cabin, feeling “full of beans.” Bhe
whistled a tune; just as she might have
done in Study No. 12 at Morcove
before “brekker * on a Saturday morn-
ing. Of. course, she was thinking, if
one wanted to look on the dark side,
‘then the prospect must seem absolutely
oul | .. Y '

‘That fiend Dulip Khan could use
her and Dave s pawns 4in the game.
He had threatened to. do that, and
already, perhaps, "his ultimatum -had
been received at the Morceve camp on
the island. ;

“Two members of your party are in
my hands—have been-placed on board
my yacht for safe custody,” Betty mguld
imagine the facts being proudly boasted.
“If you wish the girl and the boy to be
sent back to your camp unharmed. then
you know what to do to secure their
release I .

And twenty-four hours as the time-
limit ! Between now and this time to-
morrow those at she camp with whom
the decision rested must—decide !
~ Acceptance under duress, and Khan,
after all, weuld have succeeded in his
vendetta, - sworn long ago against
Muriel’s father. That poor girl would
not see home and parents again.’

On  the other hand, & rofusal to
negotiate such a wicked bargain, would
mean—no, release for her, Betty, and
Dave! b

“Well, my belicf it's the sort of offer
that simply must be refused,” ran
Betty’s mind. “I'm sure, any war,
they’ll know on shore that Dave and I
would rather not be ‘swapped’ for
Muriel. What they’ll do—try their
hardest to save us' withont having to
give up Murigl. And so Dave and I
must try our hardest, too—try to manage
something !~

It v'rouﬁ;l be getting light outside now,
s0 she could take & peep from the port-
hole. Baut she must switch off the cabin
lamps before going to the porthole to
unshutter it~ - - - ot T

- 8he worked the- bolt-like catch which
served to-kéep the glass'of the porthole
masked by a metal dise; and. the nex
moment her eager eyes beheld the sea,
coldéy rey in the first glimmer of

ay! 3 A g B e o

She.unlatched the porthole, and found
that its pigeon-hole size would allow her
to, pop her head out—but only just.
"'"At first she could only see in one direc-
tion, owing to thé awkward aiiglé of the
opaned shutfor.” : Quickly, however, she
pushed it out of her way, . -

gnr] then; what a laugh of r

ve.. fipy Mﬁ-‘;h' 2

}n‘ truding fronrhis porthels;
eet away from hers ! k

. ey
only a few

- with

_all round .the:
_thing that

Just a Hope
ALLO " Betty greeted him.
“’Morning, Davo |*
Ho grinned, not as one
of his’ frivolous pals would
have done in such circumstances, but
gravely.  Yet the very gravity of his
grin made the situation scem to Betty
all the funnier.
“I've had a lovely bath, Dave!”
“Good |” he said. “So've L”
“But isn’t it jolly,” she gaily sub-
mitted, “to_be in such luxury! Just
think how the others would envy us, if

they knew 1
 Betty, I must say yon're taking all
this jolly well 1 )

, rot 1

“But that brute Khan, before he
packed us off to_this boat of his, took
care to let you know, Betty, what his
terms were to be.”

“Yes; and I should worry, Dave, if
I thought that the terms’ woul
accepted. But I can't imagine Mr, and
Mrs. Willoughby and the others agree-
ng. Cgr. yout?

“'No.

“Glad to hear you say that!” she
whispered along the ship’s side to him,
with a smile of geniiine relicf. “They’l]
be terribly anxiovs about us, of course ;
yet they just couldn’t sacrifice Muriel,
ing. Can you?” sy -

“I-see it this way, Betty,” his:whisper
came in response.- ‘‘If only we could let
t Jknow that we're being " held
prisoners 6n this ship, that may make
all the difference in the world! I'don’t
suppose for a moment that Khan will
tel .them where we are.- It's in his
interests to let themn think we're held by
hin on the island.” -

:Betty ‘nodded - an eager: “Ves, %o
on!”: But' at this-instant he and she
becameé a little startled by a close-at-
hand_ splash on the sca. 2 %

It was only a bucket of kitchen waste,
thrown éverbos by one of the few
men left in charge of the vessel. Betty,
as spon as she was convinced that the
man was not hanging ‘about, being
aware of this 'tween-portholes talk that
was' going " on, wuuﬁi have resumed.
Dave, however, surprised her by paying
attention’ to potato-peelings and other
l:crnps floating away on the waves, At
ast : : £

“You were saying, Dave?”

“Oh, ves, Betty ! You see, our people
on the island have got that one boat—
the one Polly and Jack pinched, belong-
ing to Khan. So if they knew we were
on -the ‘yacht. they'd 'just about have a
cut at fetching s off, I reckon. They
know that most of the men ave ashore.”

“Oh, then,” Betty fumed, “can’t we,
Dave—can’t we manage to—"

“Perhaps we can,” he said, so softly
that he might have been speaking only
to himself. " “ A suony morning 1 might
have been able to. dpt-dash a message
i mirror. *“But—"

-“Dash”this*wretched weathét I Betty
suddenly raged. “If it weren't for that,
the ,whole business might have been
ended for us yesterday1” L r

“But the tide,” Dave muttered on,
ignoring her outburst. *Those potato-
parings tell me, Betty, theré’s a strong
tide setting towards the island. I'm
sure T'm “right about that. A bottle
message—it might. .. There's just a
mi]lion-to-one chanee——" "~
“Dave !” she gasped. °

And, leaving iim,zo guess her inten-
tion, she drew in her head. and looked
-cabin, eager to find some-
ould serve the purpose. At
#ho same tinte, she way sure that Dave.
in.his cabin, would-be getting buey.
"“There were several small articles in
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her cabin that would rémain afloal if
thrown into the sea, but a tied-on mes-
sage would perhaps become sopped off.

“ Those bath-salts 1

She darted into the bath-room, and
seized the handsome, fair-sized, cut-glass
jar, Just the thing! In a moment she
had it empty, and was back in the cabin
to get the message dashed off. .

Writing materials were available at a
small desk, fitted bracket-wise to one of
the cabin walls, and quickly she seized a
shect of notepaper.

She wrote swiftly, and vet taking care
to make the writing firm and bold:

“Dave and I 0.K. Implore you not
1o give in on our account. If weather
clears, might see your camp-fire from

ere.  Dave knows dot and dash, 30
try signalling.”

Betty milght have added much more,
but suddenly she heard the woman wha
was her gaoleress coming out of her
cabin,

With now-or-never haste, Betty thrust

the folded note into the glass jar,
clapped on the ornamental stopper, and
then darted again to the porthols. A
careful pause she made, to satisfy ‘her-
self that the glass stopper was firm-fet.
Then—
. Plop! And up boblbed the jar an
instant after it had fallen into the. sea,
for her to watch it as it seemed te start
floating away in the right direction.

She remained at the porthole, for that
woman had gone by in the cabin
%ﬂﬁsagc. wanting to speak to one of the

indu seamen, whose name she was
calling aloud. False alarm just then.
And so one might have wriften much
niore. p

“Just as well, though, to have got
that much off,” Betty told herself.
“After all, 1 can * post” more messages
to say the rest. ‘'ome to that, Dave
and I can keep on—" 2

Plo;b! again.. And there in the sea
was Dave's bottle message, drifting
along by hers, away from the vessel.

Thgre was some tide or ocean current
setting towards the island. Yet—oh,
how very slowly the two glass jars were
drifting! By a mercif!n‘f chance, they
might be cast up by the waves that for
ever lapped the island’s shore. But, to

serve their urgent purpose, they inust

come to rest upon the foam-laced beach

before this day was spent. o 18
After dark there would be little hope

of their being seen by any of the cast-
aways, for there would be no ranging
along the shore night in search of
driftwood for the fire. And to-morrow,
at dawn, the time-limit would expire !

Betty looked out of her porthole again
for Dave, and found him on the watch
for her. X :

“What did" you write ?” she whispered
along to him, more guardedly than ever,
feeling sure that the woman as well as
the seaman were more liable to over-
hear now.

lots 1" he quickly answered.
“Tell i",'uu_ later, if I get the chance, an
mine—"

Bang!

A revolvershot, fired by someone on
deck, and the bullet itself had made the
tiniest splash just by one of those drift-
I jars. : )
nf!ettv’s heart had given only its first
leap of alarm when a second shot was

red.

After observing where the bullet
entered the sea—between the two jars,
and very close to Dave's—she looked
aside at him in great alarm. He went
on watching the yars.. . -

Then came "bang after ban, —Tapid,
angry firing by the half_—brqeds woman.
For ‘she it was who, infuriated” by a
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sudden sight of the floating jars, was
trying to destroy first one, and then the
od’mr, with a smashing bullet. Betty

and Dave could hear her raging voice.

She must have reloaded, for again a
rapid bang, bang, bang! rang in their
cars, whilst they saw a succession of
spitting splashes. .

ut she was missing every time, and
suddenly Dave laughed.

Betty herself could change from acute

" suspepse to greit amusement. At the
next miss she sent up a mocking :

“Hurrah !

“Yes; another outer!” Dave com-
mented. “I wonder what our range-

_master at Grangemoor would think of
such shooting

Bang ! went the revolver once more—
and for the last time. Scarcely had the
sound of the shot--a wider miss than
ever—died away than the woman was
coming off the open deck into the cabin-
way, her a stamping one, her voice
torrenting abuse. She was mad with
Betty and Dave, mad with the seamén,
and mad with herself. .

Into Betty’s cabin the infuriated
woman burst next moment, looking
ready to fly at hér girl prisoner.

“You little wretch, you! That’s what
you do in return for my giving you this
cabin with all its comforts! All right,
my girl ] You shall pay for your artful-
ness during the day, and so shall that
boy! Tl work the pair of yom until
you drop I”

“Sorry !I” Betty deliberately cheeked ;

“Bat T don't call it artful.
»

the woman.
ness to try to—— .
“Hold "your tongue, or I shall hit
you I*
- ¥ou may be able to hit me; but you
couldn’t hit these jars, anyway !”
2 jE-ilence. I tell you! Now come with
o i

The woman stood by in the narrow
doorway te let Belty pass ocut, then
gripped her by the arm to take her to
& very commodious saloon. An Indian,
n a white_drill suit and’turban, was
present, evidently one of the yacht's
stewards.

Iie had laid the cloth for breakfast
at the upper end of a long iable, and
there Belly was given a side seat, the
woman proudly eceupying what was,
Ecrhaps, Dulip Khan's own seat at the

ead of the table when he dined in
company.

Towards the half-breed the Hindu was
faultlessly polite, and Betty guessed that
thia meant power deolegated to the
woman by ]fhan. Perhaps, in some
strange way that occurs in the Kast,
they were distantly related?

That the Indian steward was only dis-
dainful of Betty did not trouble her in
the least. She found herself being given
only some ship’s biscuit and tea, whilst
the woman was served with one native
course after another—a lengthy, varied
breakfast.

But this tantalising discrepaney was
being made, Betty knew, to the woman's
own order, to minister to her love of
being spiteful. Unfair to blame the
native steward !

Dave was not brought in, and this
was something which really did distvess
Detty. She wondered how he was

aring. One thing was certain—he was

too good a fellow at being able to ““bite
on the bullet ¥ not to be able o bite
the very hardest ship’s biscuit, with a
contented look,

She did not see him again until half
an hour later. By that time she had
been. put to swabbing one of the decks—
a menial task intended to be all the
mora humilisting beceuso there were
Indians to pass and re-pass and sev her
wielding the mop.

Twe of the very few whe were on

board—as a skeleton crew, so to speak—
she saw of a sudden taking Dave below,
He and she exchanged stoical smiles
from a few yards apart on the open
deck.

Then he descended with his two
guards into those depths where, she
could “imagine, there was all the
machinery, the boiler-room, and a coal-
bunker or two.

Soon afterwards she Theard the
metallic_clang of a shovel sliding into
coal which was being fetched forwards
on an iron-floored bunker. Poor Dave,
if that were his job! Dust and heat and
exhausting labour, and all the time—
what his thoughts must be! .

His guards came up, leaving him to
slog on down there. So long as the
rattle and clang of his shovel went on,
they would feel little need actually to
watch him,

:ttv, as she herself used bucketful
after bucketful -of water for her deck-
swabbing, constanily glanced their way.
Every time she did so she could see
them purring away to each other in
their native tongue, greatly amused at
getting their work done for them—by
a voung Britisher, too!

Suddenly the steady clang-whang of
Dave's shovel ceaged. The two guards
had just then been joined by other

of the woman, when s
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Indians, equally idle. There were at
that moment five of them chatting to-
gether, and Betty felt sure that they
comprised all who were on board. The
steward, at any rate, was onc of them.

They all broke off their talk when
Dave’s shovel no lenger sounded. Out
of the corners of her eyes Betty could
see them exchanging leoks of pleasur-
able excitement. It was as if they had
hotped for insubordination from Dave, a
refusal to go on with the slavish task.
Laughing, the two who were his guards
hurried to go below, and the rest
followed.

A moment, this, for Betty to suffer
terrible anxiety on Dave's account.
Evidently the five Indians were going
t0 have some “fun ” with the lad if he
had “gone on strike,”

And she, in such a case—oh, was there
nothing she could do? To hear him
being ill-trcated, and not to be able
to intervene! Yet how could she, only
a schoolgirl though she was, save a lad
whose own schoolboy strength was no
match for five grown men?

There was a briel silence that seemed
ominous to Betty. - Then came a boom-
mghclaqg! from below deck.

e did not know what it meant, only

_that it sounded like the closing of an

iron door. Anxiety got the better of
her habitual tactfulness, and she left her
pail and mop—left the cruel task which
the woman had warned her to desist
from at her peril, and ran to the steep
stairway down which the men had
passed. :

There was some muffled calling out
now, but it did not come from Dave. He,
to _her utter amazement, was suddenly
with her on the deck, after dashing
nimbly up the iron steps.

“The woman—quick, where is she?”
he panted.

“What !*

“I've got the men—locked up down
there,” he further staggered Betiy.
“Tell you later how I did it. Bug
unless we can:dea) with the woman—"

“She went to her cabin,” Betty
whispered, quickly regaining a calm-

ness that the crisis demanded. “ Any-
way, the two ef us can tackle her?
Except that she may be armed! Oh,
but we are going to chance—"
There was no time for more. Girl

and lad were glancing this way and
that, paying no heed to the mufiled
shouting from below, but thinking enly
nly she came
rushing out of the cabin-passage.

She seemed to have eyes only for
Betty—talking with Dave when there

SW!FTLY, 'knowing how much

was at stake, Betty slid hand
over hand down the rope to the
raft. It was a daring- bid to
escape—a bid that must sueceed !




24
rtAll rights of this putilleation'ays raserved,
and reproduction is strictly forbidden.)

5?;' i T i <L,
| BETWEEN OURSELVES

Y DEAR! RFADFRS —In
ot will mect for the first

this

time- * Happy-Go-Lucky Lulu,"
* “and-I don't think there’s any
doubt that you are going to'love reading
of her ‘demrmmed efforts to wake up

“Bi. Winifred's. -
I shall look fnrward to hearing what

you think of the mew series in which

she stars—and’of the other features in
Tue ScHOOLGIRL—s0 do write to me when
you have a few moments to spare, won "t
you? s -

L am pa.rhcuIarlv interested in your
comments on Pat’s four pages, and I
shall welcomé suggestions for ‘any new
features which you consider might add
to the popularity of these pages.

As you have noticed, Pat is now
Lishing—at the speeial request of
dreds of readers—an occasional eross-
word puzzle, and I know for a fact
(though I mustn’t give away any of her
seerets here) that she has lots of other
bright ideas “up her sleeve.”

. The present Cliff House School series
is mugniﬁcull don’t you-think? I'm
sure you're longing.to know what is
gomg to happen to.Rosa,- now that she
is in deep, ehough largely uumr.-rzted

ub-

dig

Naxt iveek’s pnwmful complete s[nrv
brings Mabel Lynn to the.fore.
has promised Dick Livingstone that e
will try to save Rosa, and so she sets
wut te accomplish this difficult task—
while at the same time, Renee Ballard,
Rosa’s false friend, is doing her. very
utmoat to brlxlg the Stormy Petrel
into fresh disgr

‘Which of them mll ﬁnallv truunph—
Mabs or Renee? Will Rosa be saved,
or will Renea's snhemm succeed in
bringing about Rosa’s final downfall ?

You must .not mlas next Saturday’s
powerful complete story, the title of
which is:

“MORE RECKLESS THAN EVER,”
By Hilda Richards.

All your favourite characters take part
.in this absorbing tale.

“Morcove Marooned !” géts more and
more exciting, doesu’t it? Thrilling
developments  erowd next Saturday’s
chapters, so I'm sure I needn’t urge you
not to miss them. .

Then of course there is “The House
of Bygone Days,” a story which I'm
sure you are all enjoying for its novelty
and romance. There will be a long
instalment of this fine tale in next week’s
issue,

I have a[rcady mentioned * Happy-
Co-Lucky Luln.”” Next week’s complete
tale is oven funmier that the one which
appears in this issue—so if you want
a good laugh, don’t miss it!

Pat’s four ]l:ages of bright and breez\
articles complete a really super number
of your favourite paper. You'll be wise
1o order your copy 1 advance.

Your sincere friend,
YOUR EDITOR.
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was still so much swabbing to bé done.
She dashed at Betty as if simply to
send her fiying; but Betty dived aside,

then turned upon her, and in a moment
“they “were, strugi]mg 3
d- beeti* betav een Betty .

" she fumed.

with ‘each othief.
If the contest,

“and the -
superior strength ‘rniiist ;soon have
But D instantly seized the “omau,
nho th Tound “herself - being hustled
back to her cabin.. Dave held her arms.

pinioned’ behind_her, and Betty helped.

a great deal fo get the half-crazed
virago qmcklv to_theé cabin.

“Key, Betty,” Dave said, and mh:lqt
not quite ]Bthng go her hold on ‘the
woman,’ “she got the key out of the l:x:L
on the inner side of the door.

Then they pushed the woman into her
cabin with "a force that sent her head-
long. Before she could recover her
balance,” the cabin-door was pulled to
and she was under lock and

So Much at Stake

OW,” Dave panted. “We've
got to get aw ay. There's no

boat. The ship’s boats are
all in use. But—"
“Lifcbuoys, Dave?”
“We can do better than that,”

Betty's desperate suggestion was calmly
answered.
sev mal

d.”

raf{s—there
have one ovér-

“ Life
We'll soon

with him to. the yacht's
It was keeping her rather
mouth to hear the imprisoned
Indians below, hammering and banging
whilst they shouted. Nor was she with-
out a thought of how the woman might
cotitrive to smash open her locked door.

But Dave was calin—imperturbabl
He spoko only about what he and Betty
had to do with all possible speed.

“This bit of seating isn't a fixture,
Betty. It's made to float away if the
ship goes down. It turns upside-down
in the water and then it's like a rafi.
Come on, then !”

She at one ond of it and he at the
other—so they dragged the seat to
avhere it could be tipped overboard.

“That's right. Now—let her go!”

With a terrific plunging splash, Hop
into the sea went the ingenious contrap-
tion. Batty looked over and saw it
come upside-down on the water., but
that was the right way up for its
cmergguey use !

Then Dave darted to a coil of rope.
Instantly back again, he made one end
fast to a rail, then flung the rope out-
wards so thaf what was left of .it, un-
coiled, at the end of its fall, plopped
on, to the raft.

“Go on, then, Betty—you first!”

With an excited laugh, over the side
she went, sliding hand-under-hand
down the rope. And, after all, even
her dangling feet never touched the
water ! &‘he raft had barely started to
drift away and so the weight of those
spare coils of rope served, during her
swift descent, to draw it back just
enough to enable her to reach it.

Dave, who was looking over the rail,
smiled down upon bher as if he had
reckoned upon wme:hmg as good as
this,

"I_}ut come on, then !” Betty cried up

0 him.

“It’s all right.” he spoke down to her
coolly. “Keep her alongside, Betty, by
holding the  ro e If—if anything
happens whilst I'm away—you know
what I mean—then cast off. But that
woman has done nothing vet.”

Then Betty lost sight of him. With
all the nerve in the world, he had
turned back; was staying on the yacht

ran

are -

* Morcove Marooned!”

for a -few ‘morients Jonger, she ‘could
onlr suppose, for some astute reason.

" There on the raft she waited, Lolding
it close in_ .against . the shlps SldB by
ans of the rope.. -

“Oh, why doesut- he comc ‘along ™

Suddenly he. was hcad and shou]ders
over the.rail, just above lier, -And he
threw down -a large’ fin- of biscuits
and some canned meat; .and a rolled-up

lanket. B

#Dave !* she clappnd

*Aud these—catch Bett_v o

Thcy were two. bottlcs of water, He
dropped one to her, and she caught it;
the other, and she caught that as well.
Litre wine-bottles they were, pnmcd to

their. corks.

“Hurrah ! Betty laughed “mev
ﬂunkmg of that! But do; uow, come
away P’

He was no sooner b(‘EldP her, on the
raft, than he cast off the rope and
thrust as hard as he could against -the

yacht’s side. Betty - also” pressed with

oth hands,. and the combined efort
caused the m(t to make quite a strong
lunge away from the ship.

“I stayed to upset the works in the
engine-room,” he quietly smiled “ Now,
if Khan and the . rest should come
aboard from the island, - wanting to
steam u\\av——the},' won’t be able to for
a

«Oh, Dm.u'” she exclaimed again in
admiration; “so if by any chance, they
should have got Muriel mth them—the
delay muzht mean the ss\mg of her
after all "

“That's what I was thinking.”

“You think of c\er ng,” she said.

“We've got away! - And now Oh,
surely we can get back to the island?
That tide which took our boftle-
messages—"

not so surc shout the tide,
Betty; it may. have turned by now.
But don’t talk for a bit. Listen.” :

Barely had that word of advice
passed his lips than there A was the
woman’s voice to be leard, quite,
clearly, as she reached the open deck.
Frantic cries werc hers, now that she
had broken out of her cabin.

Quick-wittedly, Betty knelt down,
for what it was worth, started to use a
hand to paddle the raft along. Dave
squatted down on the other side and
flicked a“ny just as rapidly with one
hand, and ere was a perceptible
movement of the raft—farther away
from the ship.

“We shall manage!” Betty panted.

“I think she’s letting out the men—
yes,” as some dull cfmngmg sounded
from the heart of the yacht. “She had
only to slip back a bolt or two—iron
door, in case of ﬁre I clapped it shut
upon the fellows

The woman was on deck again, and
with her were all five Indians. Had
they all lined themselves along the rail
werely to shout and gesticulate, Betty
would have laughed.

But she saw how the woman, most
ominously, started to g[ue ordars, the
men at once cheying. Tt “us instantly
evident that there an
immediafe puprsuit.

“Carry on, Betty,” said Dave.

PURSUIT, after alll How will it

end—in the recapture of Dave
and Betty, or in success to the chums’
daring venture ? You will know when
you read next Saturday’s vivid instal-
ment of this great South Sea Island
drama, so make sure of your capy of
THE SCHOOLGIRL by ordering it
right away.

was



