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"1 CAN PLAY THE
PART!"

Rosa Rodworth's Bid To Save
The Show

A dramatic moment in this week’s
brilliant long complete Cliff House
story: ‘’Rosa the Runaway”’’




a

A Powerful Complete Story Featuring Rosa Rodworth, The Sto
Petrel of the Fourth Form at Cliff House School -

Tre Scuo RL

y

mighty London—Rosa Rodworth, the fugitive, a penniless wanderer,
friendless and alone ; Renee Ballard, proud and arrogant, gloating over

the Stormy Petrel’s downfall ; Babs,, Mabs, and Dick Livingstone, seeking

fame before the footlights.

Their Two-Fold Quest

({4 LIP into it!

One, two, three!
Tiptap, i

tappity-tip! No,
Babs, you haven’t quite got
it And Mabel Lynn of the

Fourth Form at CLiff House, looked

anxious. “Try it again, old thing !

Barbara Redfern, captain of the
Form, brought the dance she was per-
forming to an abrupt halt. She sighed
as she shook her chestnut head.

“I don't think I'll ever master that
step,” she replied. *“Goodness knows
how Rosa managed it so perfectly.
Still, let’s have another shot. Dick,
will you time me, please?”

“Pleasure I’ Dick Livingstone said.

But ho, too, looked anwious. Dor
haps that reference to Rosa, meaning
his own Btormy Petrel cousin, Rosa
Rodworth, who had first been expelled
from Clif House, and then had run
away, after stealing money from the
llqza&ar collecting-box, was haunting his
mind.

Dear, silly old Rosa! She who had
beon such a reckless spendthrift when
she had money, who had learned too
late of the ruin of her father—how mar-
vellously she had performed this dance
which Babs was now trying to struggle
through !

But Rosa had gone—where, no one
knew. The dance which she had
rehearsed so perfectly must now be per-
formed at short notice by Babs. Babs
had already perfermed it once—or,

rather, a very makeshift version of it.
That had been two days ago, when the
school bazaar concert had been held.

And now——

Now there was a reason for that per-
turbation on Dick Livingstone’s face,
for Mabs' anxiety. For the dance was
part of the playlet which the three of
them were acting at the request of
Dick Livingstone's father, a rather
struggling theatrical manager, who had
asked them to give it at the Burlington
Theatre, at the charity matinee per-
formance next Saturday afternoon.

“I'm afraid I'm hopeless!” Babs
sighed.

“Oh, I think i's very good!” Dick
%aﬂam-]y replied. “ Perbaps—you
don't mind me speaking candidly, do
you, Babs?—a few rough edges to
knock off—but we’ll attend to those at
rehearsal at the theatre. But let’s pack
up now. Remember, we're off this
afternoon. ‘I suppose,” he added wist-
fully, “nobody’s heard anything of
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Mabs shook her head, and. Dick
sighed.

“8illy old chump—running away like
that,” he said. * (';h, bother it, though !
I'm worried about her.
have much money when she left.
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She couldn’t
And,

Dramatically their paths cross . . .

of course,” he added stoutly, “she'd
never have taken that bazaar money if
she’d known at the time that her father
couldn’t send her any more to replace
it. She ”  And he paused as the
door opened and another girl looked
in. A pretty-looking girl, whose attrac-
tiveness was rather marred by the
sneeringly supercilious smile which was
on her face. His brow darkened, a
rather queer thrust came to Dick’s
chin. “Well?” he asked shortly.

Renee Ballard laughed.

“Just looked in,” she said off-
handedly. “Got some news far you.”
“News?”

* About Rosa.”
k looked at her sharply.
at about Rosa?”

*Nothing, but——" and Renee tan-
talisingly siniled. Slowly she withdrew
a post card from her tunic and handed
it to him, “I received that half an
hour ago,” she vouchsafed. *Rosa, of
course, still thinking of me as the tried
and trusty friend she had whon she was
at school here.”

Babs and Mabs glanced quickly at

each other. Then they locked at the
girl. Contempt was in their faces—
contempt for this false friend, this

treacherous girl who had been Rosa’s
evil genius, . in that subtle, crafty
way of hers, had lured her om to her
ruin.

What Renee Ballard's object was they
had never found out. But only Rosa
had been fool enough not to see through
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the Now, bowled out, ordered to

lpz@\'%l‘iﬂ' House, Rence was flying her

true“dolours with a vengeance.

, reading the card, pursed his
lips. His face was rather white all at
once.

For undoubtediy the eard was from
Rosa. It bore a London postmark, but

no address, It said:

“Sorry I left in such a hurry—with-
out cven saying good-bye. T am writ-
ing to say I haven’t forgotten the five
pounds I owe you, and as soon as I can
get some sort of a situation I will pay

you back. Please give my love to
Mabs. Tell her again how sorry I am
for cverything that happened, and if

ce my Cousin Dick, tell bim I am

Writing to Lim later on.

“Ross.”
Dick looked at Rence oddly.
“Why do you show me this?” he

asked.

Renee shrugged.

“Well, thought you might be
interested,” she said, “knowing how

you dote on lu!r, Also,” she added, a
malicious light in her eyes, “that’s
rather proof, isn's it, that she owes me
five pounds? As her cousin,” Renee
mocked, “and as I'm leaving the school
to-day, T thought you might like to pay
me that five pounds on her account.”

Mabs frowned.

“Renee, you kno“ that Dick hasn't
goh five poun (%

“Pity,” Renee sighed. “Well, you
necdn’t bother, If you can’t rustle u
the cash, I dare say my solicitors will
find means when they find Rosa. Now
~good-bye, and o plcasant journcy,”
sha addad mockingly. “T do eo hove
you will come and sec Rosa when I've
sent her to gaol I”

And, with a taunting wave of her
hand, she went out. The three grimly
stared at each other.

"Oh what a cat !” Babs breathed.

And that,” Dick burst out bitterls,

“is the girl whom Rosa thought was

her friend—who she still thinks is her

friend.”  His face was hunted all at
onee. Hn stared grimly at his girl
chums.

abs, she mecans mnschwf »
he hmathed “What will she do?

Babs frowned.

“Well, I don't see that she can do
anvthmg—not really,” she said. “ She’s
st blufting ! She mlght see her soliei-
tor, as she says. She might even find
Roa. But the beginning and the cn
of the matter, I should think, would be
that Rosa will receive a solicitor’s
letter.”

“But Rosa will pay back—when she
can get money 1” Dick cried. “8he’s
not dnhonegt even if she did take that
none His eyes smouldered as he
gazed “at_the door through which the
sneering Renee had disappeared, Iis
big fists clenched. “My hat, if she
were only a boy I he muttered.

But Renee, unfortunately, was not a
boy, and Renee, still resolved to brmg
about Rosa’s final downfall, was plainly
prepared to do her worst.

Btull, she \\ns lea:n'mg1 now. Unlikely
indeed that they would meet her in
London, even though she was going
there, too. In any case, her visit had
not boon altegothor without its bright
side. She had left the postcard with
Dick, and that postcard, sent last night,

roved clearly and indispulably that
E‘.csa. was in_the same town. The post-
mark gave HK.C.4, which, Babs jmlnk‘:l
out, was at least a elue. DBut was Rosa
living in that locahty, or had she just
postﬁd it in passing?

abs, Mabs, look here,” Dick burst
out. “We've gnt to do our best to find
her. We must find her. Oh, I know it

sounds an_impossible job—in a place

like London. Buat we shall have time

on our hands betw cen reheursals. Babs,

you'll  help, won't you¥” he added

pleadingly.  “And vou, too, Mabs?”
The two glancrd at each other.

*Of course!” they both assented at
once.
And they smiled reassi

Iy, while
Dick, heaving a si h of rol:elg ‘took his
handkerchief from his pocket and wiped

his face v a trembling hand.
~yes ! That, as well as
ss of their dmu. was
then p.upnac in London from that

moment

In the Heart of London

[ LO\ DON {” Babs announced,

“Hope,” Dick returned,
“that pater is here to meet
ns 17

And Mabel Lynn, with head out of
the compartment window as the train
steamed into Charing Cross Station,
nodded her golden head.

Londen it was. London at last.
Barely five minutes it seemed sinee they
had left Friardale, with a cheering,
envying crowd of well-wishers from
both CLff House and Friardale to see
them off.

What a thrill, what excitement that
would have been normally., They, who
had been sclected to
big charity concert at a leading
End theatre, who had got a weel
leave of abeence in which to enjoy

fill"a gap in the
Vest

parting had not been happy.
gh each one of thein might
have been at the prospect

Excited
inwardly

Richards 3

their mood
and by

By Hilda
which lay ahead of them,
was tempered by seriousness
sadness. v

For in the forefront of each of th
minds was the thought of that erra
lonely girl, whose impetuous follies had

brought her to such utter disaster!
Rosa !

Now the train was slowing down.
Faces flashed by, voices shouted. With

a shudder it stopped, throwing them
together as Lugcr! the three of them
groped for their luggage. Dick jumped
out to give a hand to the two girls as
they alighted, and simultaneously a
.‘:uddun hand fell upon his shoulder. A
big, blufl-looking nan smiled into his

ace.

“Dick, old man?!”

“Why, pater!” Dick cried in delight,
and eagerly grasped his father’s out-
stretched hand.

Mr. Livingstone it was, punetual, as
usual, to his promise. Babs and Mabs
had already met him—at the bazaar
concert, and they had both taken a t
mendous liking to him. Smilingly they

shook hands. He was unfeignedly
pleased to see them both. -
“Nice of vou to come,” he said, “I

hope the show will turn out well. I've
booked the theatre fm- rehearsals vo-
morrow and the next day.”

“Oh, that's topping!” Mabs cmvd

“It's a big thing—for me” NMr
Livingstone said slo G ll'ns'givr‘n
the job of orgumsmg 1s affair. The

committee weren't too keen on wedging
a trio of unknown schoolgirls and a
schoolboy into the programme, but I
telked them round. " When they knew
that it was your own play, written by
Mabel “—at * which Mabs _ blushed
i’)ltnli\— they agreed. to put it on for
the novelty of it.” And he F'Luseu.
glancing quizzically at his son. There

FDR an instant the ﬁgure on the pavement turned, showing a
Rosa

familiar face. ‘' It’s

must stop her | "

1" Babs panted. ‘' Quick—we

But the runaway had seen them ; pursuit was

hopeless L
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was another--and a not very unselfish
reason, id.”

I am afraid.
“Such as?” Dick queried.

“Shall we have a coffee in the
buffet, and I'll tell you about it?*
“Well, that's a good idea,” Dick

agreed. “Wo could do with something
to cheer us up. But, pater, tell me
before you say anything else. Have you
seen—or heard—anything of Rosa?’
Tremblingly the three of them hung
on_ his reply.
Slowly, regretfully, the man sheok
his _head. .
“Y'm afraid not!” He paused. “I
had a letter from her father this morn-
ing, in which he tells me he is coming
home, He hinted in his letter that he
might have news for me, but he didn’t
say what sort. He'll be frightfully
cut-up about his girk!” n
They reached the buffet, r. Living-
stone ordered the coffee and they sat
down. For guite a while no one spoke,

Rosa was in all their thoughts. Then,
absently, Dick looked up. He smiled
at his father.

“Well, pater, what's the selfish
reason 1

“You ean stand a shock, old manf”

“QOh, yes! Love ’em }” Dick smiled.

And then Mr. Livingstone told them,
rather gravely shaking his ead.
Things had not been going too well for
him lately. Indeed, so depleted had his
tinances become that it was certain now
that Dick would have to leave Friar-
dale School at the end of the term.

Dick winced a little_at that, Babs
and Mabs exchanged a dismayed
glance. il

“But things may not he so bad,
Mr. Livingstone went on. “Dick, you've
always wanted to go on the stage,
haven’t you?!”

Dick flushed. o .

“ Always been my idea ever since I
eould teddle,” ha muitered. .

“Y believe,” Mr. Livingstone said
scriously, “that if you got your chance,
you would make good. ¥'m not trying
to flatter you, old man, when I tell you
that I was very, very impressed by
what I saw of you at the Cliff House
bazaar concert. It was your perform-
ance—backed up by Mabs, which gave
me the idea otlj introducing your play
into the matines programme.

“Vos#” Dick said, a trifle im-
tiently. . ”
pm"‘];?cl:j,, it may be that matineo will

solve your future for you. You'll have
a chanee to shine, Half the big names
in London are on the bill, and apart
from that, there are several big pro-
ducer people coming slong to watch re-
hearsala I spoke to one of them the
other day—a man named Predergast,
who had just arvived in this country
from America, on the look-out for a
juvenile lead for a new show he's gmnﬁ
to put on in New York. I mentione
vou. I invited him to come along and
see the rehearsals, and watch you at

work.” .
« And—and—" Dick breathed.
“He's coming ] If he likes you—you

geb a contract. That's all 1
Dick's eyes shone, Mabs flushed.

They were sorry from the bottom of

their hearts to hear that Dick must

leave Friardale, bui they were over-
joyed to hear that such an opportunity
awaited him.

Acting, as to Mabel Lynn, was the
hreath of life to Dick Livingstone, and
though he loved his school, he would
have given it up a thousand times for
the chance of making an early start in
the career he was determined to adopt.

And what a chance was this! To step
straight off into a leading part—to
have the chance at once of making his
name !

And on Broadway, of all places!

““Oh, my hat ! he breathed.

“Good news?” his father asked.

“Qh, pater, it couldn’t be better!
And T'Il' work—I'll work !” Dick said
determinedly, *If I can only collar the
contract, I shall be able to give you a
leg-up, too, pater. The play’s a good
one. It ought to stand out even if we've
got the whole world of professional
talent in the bill. What do you think,
Mabs?” - 4

But Mabs shook her head. = She
couldn’t say anything in that moment.
Babs glowed, really, genuinely pleased.
It would be hateful to lese Dick, of
course—such a good chum he had been
—but it would bo just marvellous to
feel that he had got the very thing he
wanted.

They left then, Dick looking a little
dazed, Outside the station they boarded
a taxi, to drive off to the modest hotel
in St. Stephen’s Square, in which Mr.
Livingstone had reserved accommoda-
tion.

It was a slow and tortucus business,
however, getting through the London
streets at this hour in the afternoon.
After the quietness and rustic solitude
of Friardale, it rather bewildered Babs
and Mabs to find such a roar and hustle
and bustle, and such- unending -streams
of flowing traffic. Hold-ups were
frequent. :

The streets were crowded, for this was
the London rush hour. Ialf the shops
in Oxford Street were in the act of
closing down, and the pavements were
thronged. The taxi just crawled in
second gear, never doing more than
fifty yards without having to stop.

A halt rather longer than usual
occurred outside a  big drapery
emporium in Regent Street, and Babs
who was interestedly scanning the
windows of the shops, with a vague idea
of getting her new autumn frock, gave
a sudden excited exclamation:

“Mabs—Dick! I say, look!”
Through the window of the cab she
inted. At once Mabs and Dick

crowded to her side. And then they
saw.

The slight, pretty, lonesome-looking
figure which st there gazing wist-
fully, but unseecingly, shop
window.

The figure of a girl, her back towards
them, wearing the well-known CIiff
House hat, from which the badge was
missing. Tired and shabby she looked.

“ Rosa I” whooped Dick.

Rosa, by all the miracles on earth, it
was! Did she hear her name, or did
some inner sense warn her of their
proximity? Slowly, wonderingly she
turned. For a moment they glimpsed
her face, white, drawn, pinched, the
eyes glowing dully in cheeks that were
the colour of parchment. A quick stab
went to Mabs' heart. Babs gave a
little cry.

And then Rosa saw them.

“Rosa ” Dick choked.

For one breathless instant she stood
still. Into the pallid cheeks came a
rush of incredulous colour. A flash of
hope, of joy lit up her eyes. Then she
scemed to react. As pale as death her
cheeks suddenly turned. With a fright-
ened little cry she pivoted on her heel.

into the

“Rosal” yelled Dick. “Rosa—
©Oh, my hat, she’s going I”
“No; stop her!” eried Babs.

“ After her1”

But Rosa was already melting into
the crowd. They caught & ﬁlllmpse of
her, One “hurried word to his father
and Dick Kad thrown open the door.
Breathlessly Mabs and Babs leapt
after him, There was a yell as the
taxi began again to move. At the
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imminent risk of being run ovil by a
motor-bus, they reached the pavgment.
And then stared. Where was Rosi 7

“She went that way—towards
Piccadilly I” Babs cried. “Come on !

But going on was another matter.
The crowds were dense. Breathlessly
they pushed their way along. At the
corner of Piccadilly they spotted her
again crossing the road. espite the
forbidding arm of a policeman, they
ducked into the crowd.

But when they got to the other side
of the road no Rosa was to be seen.

“Come on!” Dis eried. “Down
Shaftesbury Avenue. She’ll probably
stick to the main streets.”

But that was where Dick was wrong.
Rosa, startled out of her wits at the
sight of those three familiar figures, was
in_a state of feverish panic.

Having reached the opposite side of
the road, she turned into & narrow side
street, and hurried furtively through a
maze of small turnings until she had
reached Old Compton Street, in the
heart of Soho. A little Italian coffee-
bar was open there, and she darted in,
seating herself away from the door,
and screened by an alcove from the
gaze of _Hagsurs-b . She was still
shaken, still in a Hutter.

But now she was calming down. The
waiter brought her coffee. Out of the
corner of her eye she watched what she
could sce of the strect as she sipped it,
instinetively shrinking back at sight of
every passer-by. Something like a sob
roze in her throat.

Mabs, Babs, Dick—why were they
here? She had seen them, and she had
run away,

Why?

But she knew, even as she asked her-
self the question. She, Rosa Rodworth,
was a down-and-out! She was shabby,
down at heel. She was—oh, so utterly
weary, so terribly tired !

But she still had her pride—that
proud, fierce pride, which had seen her
through so many crises, and which, at
the same time, had so often contributed
to_her downifalls.

Her downfall had been compleie.
Now she was almost destitute.

This coffee was Rosa’s first drink to-
day, except for some water at the
fountain in Trafalgar Square. The piti-
ful little store of cash she had brought
away with her from Clif House—a
matter of a few shillings only, had
dwindled to almost nothing. Try as she
might to find a situation, her sternest
efforts had met with failure.

Rosa gulped. How she was going
on she did not know. dJust her pluck
and her pride kept her going. The few
things she could sell she had already
disposed of. For the last three nights
she had lived in a girls’ hostel, sleepin
in a hard bed. But to-night there \\'ou!g
not even be a bed. Her thoughts wist-
fully flew to Renee, that girl who had
been her friend at ClLiffi House, to
whom she owed five pounds. Towards
Renee, at least, she did not feel as she
felt towards these others. Supposing,
she thought hesitantly, she wired her?
Would Renee perhaps let her have a
little money ? nd then, looking in her
purse as the waiter came up, she bit
her lip. There was only sevenpence

ere.

*“ How—how much?” she faltered.

“Threepence, please, miss?”

Rosa threw the threepence on the
table. After the slightest pause she put
another twopence beside it. An extrava-
gant tip in her present penurious posi-
tion, but one which at least saved her

ride.
P Well, thank goodness Bahs and Mabs
had not been this way. It would be
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safe enough for her to clear off now.
Heavily she rose, gazing wistfully and
hungrily at the piles of cakes and sand-
wiches arranged behind the counter, and
then, compressing her lips, started
towards the door.
. As she did so ‘another customer came
in,
And Rosa, stopping, stared at the
newcomer bewilderedly. Then a joyful
cry welled 1o her lips.

¥ Renee !
For Renee Ballard it was! Renece,
lmught . imperious, with a bag in her
hand. But she did not look pleased to
see Rosa, She loocked hard, bitter, vin-
dictive. And as she saw her standing
there, that gladsome light in her face,
her arms instinctively half outstretched
as if in appeal, a sneering smile crossed
her lips. She laughed lightly.

“801” she said. “I've found you.
have I. Rosa Rodworth? Well, what
about that five pounds you owe me 7"

- Disillusion

OSA RODWORTH blinked. Dazed

and numb her expression as she

starcd at the haughty one.
Was this Renee Ballard—the
girl who had been so sweot towards her
at Cliff House; who had shared her
most reckless adventurcs, had helped
her to spend her monev? This, Rence
Ballard, the Renee who had always
said that she would stand by her?
“Renee ! she faltered again. “Rence

—oh, please don’t ﬁokc!“ 5
“T enee Ballard grimly

ake a seat,”
suggested. ) )

Kosa took a seat. She took it with-
ont shiffing her oves from the other's
ace: Then she shook her head.

“Renee,” she said. “Renee, old
thing! Don't look at me like that! I
know you're only rotting. Ii's a funny
thing, T was just thinking about you
when you came in,”

“Indeed ¥ Renee said uncompromis-
ingly. “Thanks, waiter, T'll have cafe
filtro and a couple of ham rolls. Are
you going to )I:m\-n anything 7" she
added to Rosa.

“Oh, thaoks
“That’s jolly nice of you, Rence.
rather, please.”

“Oh, don’t thank me.
to pay for it!”

“Eh!”

“1 said,” Rence confirmed with a
sneer, “that anything you want you
can jolly well pay for yourself. I'm
not here to stand treat to a pauper
and especially one who owes me five
pounds.” :

PRosa’s lips compressed. Something of

the old fire came back to her eyes.
Incredulity vanished now: bitter “con-
tempt took its place. No longer was it
po!-sible to believe that Renee was
joking.
“I sce!” Rosa’s lemper rose. She
was trembling, but she fought for self-
wvontrol.  “I should think,” she added,
“that you could sec that I haven't got
five pounds. But I haven’t forgotten,
as [lold you in my posteard., Az soon
as: I can get a’ job I'Nl repay you.”

“A job? 'Secrubbing floors, perhaps?”
Renee taunted.

Rosa’s face turned white,

“Renee, that's cruel!”

“Is it?” Renee shrugged, “Dut it
might be true,” she went on. Thought-
fully she studied the crimson face in
front of her, taking a_cruel delight in
the misery she saw reflocted there. I

Rosa heaved a sigh,
Yes,

I'm not going

il

ROSA'S glad

** So I've found you, have I ? ' she said.

cry of recognition was met by Renee with a hard smile.

*“ Well, what about that

five pounds you owe me ? '

don’t suppose they'll send a kid like
vou to prison, but there are such places
as reformatories,” aren’t there? 1 sup-
pose you know,” she added, that Miss
Primrose has put the police on your
track?”

That was a lie—a heartless, fAagrant
lie. But it amused Rence to sce the
alarm it Lrought into Rosa's face.

“ Renee—n She wouldn't I”

“Why not Renee taunted.  She
vogarded the other disdainfully. “Why
noe?” che repeated. “VYou ran off with
money that belonged to the school funds,
didn't you? Why should Primmy have
any compunction in putting the police
on to your track? To her you were
just a common little thief. You weren't
a Clilf House schoolgirl, having
expelled at the time, and Primmy
ather fed-up with you, wasn't

Rosa exed her in horror. Frightening
the fear that took possession of her at

once. The police! She had never
thought of that.
Appalled, suddenly desperate. Rosa

shrank bac h, what could she do?
Bhe, penniless, lonely. She leaned across
the table,

“Renee, please listen,” she begged.
“Renee—no! Renee, I can’t believe it
that you have turned against me! We
i at Cliff House.

were frien I lent you
money, didn’t 1?7 gave you a good
time. Renee, you said then that you

would always stand by me, that you
would be my friend whatever happened.
Y no one I can turn to now-—

except vou! Renee, please.” she begged
feverishl “I've na money, no home
~—nothin, Afier—after this T dare not
show my face. Reuee, for the sake of

the friendship you alwiys said you had
for me, help me now—please I

Such passion, such pleading in that
appeal! It might have melted a heart
of stone. But Renee, carefully sipping

cafe filtre. looked coldly over the rim
of her cap.

“Oh, don’t be a fool!” she snapped.

“Renee I

“And don't shout my name about the
place,” Renee scowled. She put down
her eup. “ Now listen, idiot.” she cried
violently, “I never was your friend!
I never meant to be your friend I She
langhed mockingly, "as she saw the
colour coming and going in the other's
face. “Oh, yes, it was amusing to play
up to you—to help vou to spend your
money and see you sliding on the down-
ward path. It was fun when yYou were
expelled. It was still greater fun when
you pinched that cash and ran away.
1 knew all the time you were doing
that that you'd never get any mouey
from your father!”

Rosa’s eves were wide.
rose to her fect.

2 knew?” she stuttered.
it it was you who advized me
to do it!”

The other laughed.

Bhaking, she

“And like the fool you've always
been, yon tock the advice. VYes, 1
know ! My father wrote and told me

davs before your father wrote and told
vou. You forget,” she sncered, “that
he was on the Continent doing the busi-
ness deal that ruined your own father.”
Rosa heaved a deep breath.
“But—but why did you do it?”

“Oh, reasons,” Rence retorted care-
lessly, “Perhaps you'll find out when
vou meet vour own father. He should
know by now. Anyway, sit down.
Don't make vourself conspicuous. The
waiter is staring at you !”

But Rosa_did not sit down. She

stood gripping the edge of the table.
Horror, dismay enveloped her like n
wave. She felt suddenly sick with utter
d:-xil‘:alr. )

Then something seemed to s=nap in
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Rosa's brain. For an instant all the
old stormy furies were unleashed.

“You cat! You awful, treacherous
cat!” she cried.

And she jumped forward. Renee, lock-
ing up, saw the blow coming—too late.
Like lightning the hand of the quiver-
ing scapegrace came round. eneea
jerked back as it connected with her
check, her coffee spilling all over her.
She gave a ery.

For a seoomiy Rosa, trembling, shaken,
stood staring at her. en with a
choked sob she flew from the shop into
the street.

£y Homeless
HE shouldn’t have done that—she
shouldn’t !

So Rosa told herself as she made
her way into the Tottenham Court

Road. "

She was still trembling. Now that her
burst of passion had exhausled itself she
was regretting—as she always regretted
the action done in the heat and haste of
the moment. Bhe should have kept
calm,

But somehow she couldn’t feel alto-

ether sorry. If ever a girl had asked
F-or what she had received, then surely
that girl was Renee Ballard.

And yet— 3 i

Sick, horrified was the dismay which
ewept Rosa, Yhat a hopeless muddle
everything was! .

She thought of Mabs, Rabs, Diele—
thosa three who always shown them-
selves so ready to help her—in London
now. If she could only meet them
again. If only—

But that was impossible. Knowin
‘nothing of the objective which ha
brought them to the metropolis, Rosa
miscrably dismissed them,

Meantime, she had twopence. Just
twopence, and & great, hungry pit in her
stomach _which was making her feel
faint and her head reel.

She walked on.

As if to add to her load of unhappi-
ness, o drizeling rain began to fall. It
was accompanied by a sharp wind
which, in her present starved condition,
caused her to wilt and shiver.

Without realising where her steps
were taking her, she walked on. Dusk
was falling, and lights were already
going up. She blinked suddenly to find
herself in the radiance of St. Giles'
Circus.

For an instant longingly her eyes
dwelt upon the Corner House. If she
had money she could get food.

.She had none. She walked on. The
sight of a policeman standing at the
corner of dford Street brought a

sudiden wave of guilty colour to her face,
He stared at her scarchingly as she went
by, Rosa thought, And remembering
what she had heard from Renee, she
had to summen all her courage and her
resources to pass him without breaking
into a panic-stricken flight down the
street,

Faster the drizzle fell, eolder the wind
blew through her garments. At sight of
tha police station farther up Tottenham
Court Road she turned white and
stopped, hurriedly bolting down a side-
turning. Then, feeling more secure, she
stuck to the less frequented side streets
and, hopelessly lost, found herself
presently in the dingier purlicus of
Kentish Town. The geslinaeion board
of a bus caught her eye. It said:
“CHALK FARM.” . L

Rosa hadn't the faintest notion where

It sounded nice and
and she thought she
sort of work which

for the night

Chalk Farm was.
rustic, hewever,
might get some
would carn her a

there. Hopefully she followed it.

But when she reached Chalk Farm she
was dismayed to discover that no farm
existed. Not, at any rate, that she
could see. The place was an under-
ground station and a rather busy
terminus for one of London’s hus
serviges, Darkness had descended then.
A neighbouring clock showed her that
the hour was nine,

Nine o’clock! BSoaked through! And
not even the remotest notion of where
she would sleep !

On, on she walked. The road seemed
endless. Thinner grew the traffic,
hurrying pedestrians scarcer. Trecs
were to be seen beside the roads, and a
wide stretch of water in the middle of
the road, nearly opposite an inn which
bore the name of Jack Straw’s Castle,
told her that she had reached Hamp-
stead Heath.

Well, what did it matter? One place
was as good as another.

Hungry and faint, she went on. The
silence and the darkmess of the Heath
invited her. She felt if she did not rest
she would drop. Somewhere just off
the road between Jack Straw’s Castle
and the Spaniards Inn, she found a tree
etripped almost bare of leaves, but with
a bundle of dusty bracken and dead
leaves beneath it, and crawling thank-
fully beneath its branches, composed
herself to a shivering rest. What a bed
for her—the rich, imperious Rosa of
other days!

But she was too tired to worry, too
tired even to feel cold. She just
dropped—and slept.

Then—

“Oh!” gasped Rosa,

She awoke in the pitch darkness, very
cramped, stiff with cold and suddenly
very [rightened.

The world_was full.of a hissing, sing-
ing noise. Her hair, her clothes were
soaked through. In dismay she rose,
to find that the growing storm had burst
and her comfortable bed beneath the
trees was just a mass of running water
and mud. Tt was trickling down her
neck, soaking her to the skin, running
into her shoes and stockings.

Rosa, out of sheer misery, sobbed.

She got up. Hopeless to remain there.
She was almest staggering with weak-
ness and unhappiness as, guided by the
lamps, she made her way towards the
high road.

A pust of wind how]in% across the
Heath met her with full force as she
breasted the rise which gave on to the
road, hurling her backwards against a
figure of a woman who, with downbent
head and carrying a basket, came limp-
ing along from the direction of Jack
Straw’s Castle. Rosa turmed with a

asp.

K "%h. I'm sorry! This wind—>»

“All right, duckie, don’t worry,” the
woman said. “A real tyrant of a night.
ain’t it? But hey!” she cried, as she
took full stock of Rosa under a lamp.
“You're only a gal. And look at you!
Covered in dead leaves and niud. What
have you been doing 7

Rosa_crimsoned.

(2 iy g

“Hey? Lost your way?”

“Yes,” Rosa gasped.

“Whero d’you live?”

# I~T- You see—"

“T see, right enough!” The woman
locked grim. Rosa, staggering with
weakness,” saw her face—pert, comely,
pretty in a faded way, but still defi-
nitely young. “You’ve run a\vag from
somewhere,” the woman decided with
shrewd Cockney perception, “and you’ve
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been trying to sleep under the trees. And
by the look of you, iy Eal, you ain’t “ad
2 bite to eat for days.

Rosa gasped. Bhe felt too utterly
done-up. to deny that,

“Is that right?”

“¥-yes I” Rosa confessed feebly,

“Oh, lawks-a-mussy, you gals! But
come now, bear up,” the weman zaid
sharply, put down her basket, and
clutched at Rosa’s arm. “Half a mo'.
Here, let me ’old you. Lean agin the
lamp-post. The last bus’ll be along in a
minute. You’re comin’ ‘ome with me.”

Rosa complied, too dazed, too weak
even to wonder what was going io
become of her. The woman continued to
chatter,

“It’s the pore what ’elps tha pore,
they say, though, by the looks o’ you,
young lady, you ain’t come from a had
ome. I'm only a flower-seller, and I
ain’t got much ’cePL my little Timmy—
Martha Lattimer's me name, and
though I say it, it’s proud I am to bear
it, even though me -pore husband passed
away a year ago—and ’im leaving me
with little Tim, who was only four weeks
old. But come now! ’Ere's the bus.”

“Th-thank you!” Rosa stuttered.

And then—only in the vaguest way
did she realise what happened. Good
Samaritan, rough and ready, Martha
pushed her on the bus.

Half awake and half asleep, Rosa
felt herself being carried along, only
%erkmg into  full consciousness when
Martha touched her arm as the con-
ductor called out a name with some re-
ference to Hornsey.

Like a shining sheet the rain lashed
their faces as they tramped along.
Martha, despite her basket, lent the
Stormy Pétrel a hand,

“Well, ’ere we are,” Martha said
cheerfully at last.

8he produced a_key and let herself
into the house. It was a poorly fur-
nished little place, but everything, Rosa

rved, was spotlessly clean. From
a door on the right came the plaintive
wail of a fretful child.

“That’s my Timmy,” Martha said.
“Poor little Tellow—he's dreadfully ill.
Stir up the fire, miss, and put that
kettlo on. And then you’d better take
off them wet things of yours.”

And off she fluttered, while TRosa,
feeling warm again, pulled herself
together. She stirred the fire, found
coal, put it on. Found the gas stove
in the tiny adjoining kitchen and set
the kettle to "boil.  Martha, rather
anxious looking, came out of the other
room with some clothes and put them
to air, and while Rosa stripped off her

own wet clothes, the make-shifts
warmed cheerfully in front of the now
glowing fire.

Then Martha appeared again.

“Don’t like the look of ’im,” she
said, with a jerk of the head in the
direction of the room she had just

vacated. ““All ot and feverish, ’e is.
Got a temperature. But here now,
dearie. If you look in the cupboard

you'll find some steak and potatoes.
I'll just put my Tim’s milk on, then
we'll have a bite to eat.”

Cheerful was Martha. Rosa was
amazed to find the amount of work she
fluttered through, Timmy’s milk was
heated; Timmy, for the time being at
least, appeased; then supper—steak,
onions and boiled potatoes, washed
down with steaming coffee. Rm:ﬁh and
ready indecd the meal, but to Rosa it
tasted better and more grati_iym%_than
the finest and most expensive dinner
she had ever eaten at the Courtfield
Restaurant. It put new heart, new life,
new warmth into her.

“0Oh, Martha, how can I thank you?*
she gulped.
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“Just don’t,” Martha said. “Per-
haps some nlah duckie, you css do me
a gee(l tarn.  Clear the table now, will
you, and then perhaps you won't "mind
naking 'uursoif a ]ged on the =ofa
there.  You could slecp with Timmy,”
she added seriously, “Dbut Tummy looks
so veal qucer that I'll have fo turn in

=with 'im myself. Pore mite! He's
only lhlr!con months old. It would—"
and she checked herself as Timmy's

wail came through the door again.
“Coming, ducks!”

She flew.  Rosa thoughtfully made up
her bed. A rough and ready cnough
bed it was, but oh, what luxury after
the mud and leaves of Hampsread
Heath !

And yet for quite a while Rosa did
not sleep, but lav still, blinking drowsily
at the fire which atall burned bnghth
in the hearth, comparing the actions of
this stranger with that  traitor who
called herself friend.

She thought of Mabs, Babs and Dick,
of the %me-—nnd ghuddered. And
then, her mmd in a tangled, bewildered
whirl, she fell heav asleep, to be
awalkened ouly at intervals by faintly
distressful cries from the next room.

Broad daylight was streaming in
when finally she came to complete con-
sciousness, aware that it was still rain-
ing outside, and that voices—Martha's

and a man's—were coming from the
next room.

“I'm afraid, Mrs, Lattimer, he can’t
be left. No, not for a minute. You'll

}u‘b hn\e to stop away to-day.”

at, when I've been' and bought
me ﬂcmers?“ Martha retorted. ‘' Doctor,
I can't do it.”

“Can’t you get somebody clse to do
it for yout”

“Now_ I ask you, who—-
Rosa jumped out of bed,
Her ch was set now. There was a

glint of determination ‘in_ her oyes.
Martha wanted help! Well, she could
helpl  She would gea the mcanest, the
most ungrateful person if she did not
come to her benefactor’s help in this
hour of her crisis.

HHastily she dressed herself, tiptoeing
into the next room. Little [im, white
as death, lay on the bed, his eyes elosed.
Martha. fm-mg the doctor, was wring-
ing hor hands in despair They botir
ﬂ\ ng round as Rosa appeared,

“ Why, you, Miss Rodworth !” Martha
cried. You want vour ‘breakfast,
I've left it in the oven.”

“ Thn::ks, that ecan  wait,” Rosa
answered. “ Martha, I just w unt to tell
vou—l heard what the doctor was say-
mg., You must stop here and nurse
Tin,”

“T know I've got to.

“I

But how—
L,” Rosa said with that quiet de-
her
“will

termination so characteristic nf
when she had made up her mind,
take your flowers and sell them
you.
The doctor stared.
dropped open.

“But you—a youn
“Please, Martha,
“Wn 11" the doctor s

rs. Lattimer !

Martha's mouth

lady-——
'd like to.
iled, “there you

ar hat gets you out
of difficulty oa ; nd a very
atts e substitute,” he addo:l with

acthiy
an admiring glance at Rosa.
. " Oh, Miss Rodworth, you don't mean
e

“‘T‘-Il me what to do,” Rosa said.

~And that clinched the matter. Flur-
riedly Martha came out. The doctor
took his departure,  While Rosa ate

her breakfast, Martha explained. These
were the threepenny bunches. These
were the sixpenny bunches, These were
the '=h|ilm and so_on.

Tl never fovget. you, for #his,”
\Imh&

sald tearfully.  “You don't

for -

know what a load you've took off my
mind, Miss Rodworth. Now here vou
are—herc’s’ your fare. There's halfa-
crown for ¢ in case you nt it.
And here's my street seller’s licence,”
she added, “in case the police stop you.
Here, Jvhat’s the matter? You've gone

whi
Rosa

ever mind. go on” said
hol ween her teeth.

“If the lxuhcr' sy

anything, just tell

ﬂwm what's happened.” Martha added.

(hey won't say nothing, They ali
know me round’ that p.nr Here you
are, dacks. Mind, the baskef’s heavy.
Can you manage i

“Of course,” Rosa launghed, and
hoisted it on to her arm. Then she
turned. But here, ‘wait a minute,”

she cried, “you haven't told me the
name of thc piteh, as you call it. Where
do I go?

“Oh lawks-a-mussy ! I'm that flus-
tered that it _wit went clean out of my

empty bead,” Martha ecried. *Get the
bus to Piceadilly, ducks, and then get
off at the Burlington Theatre. I gener-

ally take my stand outside the stage door
there.  Nothing much doing in the
morning. but there might be this morn.
ing because I happen to know that the
big pots are relicarsing for the charity
matinee on Saturday. Now good-bye.
Ml«- Rodworth—and<— she added fer:
vently, “I'mn so grateful. Good luck !”

“Good luck  to Timmy "' Rosa
Jaughed; and, all unconscious of the
swnlﬁc‘lncc of the destination for
which she was bound, sailed out, the

Iaden basket on her arm.

She felt almost happy again now that
she had something to do, semething to
take her mind off that other worry.

But if Rosa had only known

ONE hunted look Rosa flurig at her pursuers ;
Faintly came Dick’s appealing cry :
But Rosa knew there could be no going back now.

she boarded a bus.
back | 7

By Hilda Richards 7

Morning Rehearsal

&

ND if Rosa Rodworth bhadn't
missed the first bus from
Hornsey to Piceadilly, nothing
in the world could have pre-

vented her from being at her post when
Dick, Babs and Mabs arrived at the
stage entrance to the magnificent Bur-
lington Theatre, and, all strungup and
flutteringly cxcited, entered its portals
for the fitst rohearsal of their novelty

show,

As it was, Rosa did not arrive nntil
five minutes after that, and so missed
them.

But if Babs & Co. had only known!
For yesterduy they had spent the whole
day scouring London in search of Rosa
Rodworth. Not until they were ex-
hausted, soaked and numb, had they
returned to their hotel, having given
up the scarch.

But even on the way to the (Imatra
they had boen on the look-out.

“Well, here Ve are!” Digk breathed,
as they enfered the theatre to
greeted by Mr. Livingstone. “For the
time being, at any rate, we've got_to
concentrate on the play. Many people
here, dad?’’ he asked.

“Quite a crowd.”

“Mr. Predergast?”

“Yes; he's among them. Tle's wait-
ing for your turn. But come along
now, and lll show you where to’ put
vour things.”

Keved-up, they went off. At that same
moment Rosa was in the act of dump-
ing: her hedvy basket on the wet

then, with a wnld leap,
‘‘ Come
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pavement outside. And at the self-same
moment, at the main cnirance in the
next street, a taxi drew up, and de-
posited a girl and a woman outside the
main doors,

The girl was Renee Ballard. The
swoman was middle-aged, sharp-eyed,
ferrety in appearance.  She wag, in
fact, the sister of that same Mrys. Dick-
son, who had so brazenly swindled Rosa
Rodworth before her final downfall at
Uliff House School.

“Well, here we are!” Rence
breathed. “I know they're rehearsing
here this morning, I've got permits;
Lut T don’t want them to see us.
Letter tuck ourselves away in the

ceats.”” "

The woman nedded. Rence produced
the permits, and they were shown
through into the auditorium,

Cold, unreal and unnatural it looked
at that hour in the morning, with only
the front seats occupied;  the stage-
hands lounging in the wings, and a
wild-haired producer on the stage, beat-
ing ‘time to ‘the famous artisto who
was singing a song. K ept for the
ctage itself, the whole place was in
darkness,

“I say!” Renee whispered, to her
companion. “See the big man—the
one in_the second row smoking the
cigar. Know who he is?”

“No—who 7

“Predergast, the American. The
star-maker, they ecall him. I read
somewhere that he’s in England look-
ing for a cast for a new super show

back

he's putling on on Broadway., Paots
and pots of money, they say. Cive
anything for anybody he wants. But
shush I'’ she added, and sat up. “The

singer's going off.”

The singer had finished. But as she
went off three vouthful figures, accom-
panied by Mr. Livingstone, stepped on
to the stage. ash  came .into
Renee's ayes; her lips tightened. For
the figures were those of Dick, Mabs
and Babs.

Predergast, a  silhouetted giant
against the footlights, rose.
“Hey! These the kids?” he asked

Li.\‘%‘;zi!ﬁne.

“What's the namo of the piece i

“¢Dancing Mad,” * Mr, Livingsione
answered.

‘The American grunted.

“O.K.! Then shoot!”

Renee sat np with a jerk. Alnost
i was her_whisper,
iy hat! T believe Predergast Las
<ome to watch that crowd.””

FProdergast had. And *“ihe crowd,”
ccmpesed of Dick, Mabs and Babs,
were at that moment suffering from
the liveliest pangs of apprehension.
Now that the moment of their ordeal
was here they fonnd themselves shrink-
ing a little—foind themselves suddenly
afraid,

For this rehearsal was no ionger tho
10lly prelude {o the bigger events which
weuld take place on Saturday, It was
a rehearsal which might decide Dick
Livingstone's future.

Babs and Mabs exchanged a glance,

cach reading i

in the othor’s face what
she was feeling. Nerves, or no nerves,
they weren't going to let Dick dewn.

“Right; let’s go!’’ AMr. Livingstone
zaid, and signed to the pianist,

Dick braced himself. Mabs squared
hier shoulders. Babs, feeling that =he
daren’t look at the audience, swallowed
her stage fright as the music crashed
out.  The first lines were spoken, Dick
opening, Mab facing him, "Babx stand-
ing aside to wait her cue,

In the audience silence settled.

“Watch I” Renee breathed.

No need to hand out that advice.
Myrs. Sinclair—for that was the name
of her companion—iwas watching,
Everybody was watching, and every-
body” was, from the first moment,
impressed. >

With the first spoken words, Dick
lost every . vesiige of stage fright.
Mabs, completely for, etting herself and
the audience as well, became for the
time being the dance-crazy sister, who
was delermined to become the world’s
greatest dancing sfar,

To be sure, Babs was still apprehen-
sive, thinking not of herself, but of
k, and hoping and praying for his
sake that she could exécute her dance
without mistake,

Her cue came,

How Babs wished then that Rosa still
had this part—the part in which she
had danced to such perfection. Was
she doing well? There, she knew she
bungled that step, but, rapidly re-
covering from her confusion, danced
on. She saw Predergast looking, not
at her, however, but at Dick. What
impression had Dick made?

Then it was at an end. Dick, Babs
and Mabs stood in a group, bowing.
From the audience came a ripple of
handelapping. Then Predergast stood
up,

“Fine,” he said—“fine! Good stufi!
But hold it a minute!” And he came
clambering up to the stage. He caught
Dick Livingstone’s hand. “Great!” he
breathed, “ Nico little thing! Who's
the awner of the eapyright "7

1 am!” Mabs cried,

“OK.! Tl buy it of you! Name
Your own figure! But you, boy! Oh,
gee, that was great ! he breathed. T

came to wateh you, and. by all the
stars in the Stars and Stripes, I'm
glad !

Dick drew a deep, deep breath, not
daring to trust himself to words.

“Its in my mind,” the American
said, “to give you a contract. Yep;
but not all at once—net all at once. I
want to sce you when you've the crowd
watching you. That’s the test, laddic
—that’s the test! Shine at this per-
formance on Saturday, when you've a
real eritieal mob locking at you, and
the contract’s in your pocket.”

Dick looked overwhelmed. Mabs, in
sheer happiness, laughed, Dabs smiled,
still a little trembling and nervous.
But_Dick glowed. He had pleased
Predergast. Predergast, as an actor,
liked him, but just wanted to test his
nerve in the real big show-down. Dick
lzughed. He had no fear of erowds.
He had been far more nervous, far
more anxious in front of this handful
of eritics than ever he would be in a
theatre packed from floor to ceiling
with ordinary spectators.

But at the back of the hall Rence
Ballard heard all that. And Renee
Ballard was scowling, her eyes were
glittermg. In_her lap her hands were
clenched. She twrmed to  her
companion.

“And,” she hissed, “when Saturday
comes, that play has got to be a flop !
Not if T ean help it is Dick Living-
stone going to get away with this
chance I

Mys. Sinelair nodded.

“Leave it to me I” she muttered.

Unseen by either Rence or her com.
panion, a figure carrying a basket and
dripping with rain, stole silently out
of the passage on the right,

Rosa Radworth, blinking in the dark-
ness, slipped silently in the seat behind
them, depositing her basket on the Hoor
in the aisle. And then, seitling herself,
she sat bolt upright, staring in be-
wilderment. at the figures on the stage,
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Wanted by the Police

OSA had had a stroke of luck,

She had practically sold out of

her flowers.

Not, to be sure, by means of
stray cust s.  Her t ha
composed a whole coach-load of high-
spirited young men and girls, who, bent
on seeing the sights of the city, and in
great holiday spirits, despite the in-
clemency of the weather, had suddenly
stopped their coach and descended upon

er in a crowd.

In ten minutes her loaded basket had
dwindled to four or five bunches, and
the little leather bag which Martha had
given her to contain the takings was

ulging,

Rather hewildered and breathless had
Rosa been when, with a whoop, _the
happy party had clambered back into
their coach and driven away.

The doorman on the stage door
grinned at her. As a friend of the
absent Martha Lattimer, he had already
made Rosa’s acquaintance.

“Btroke of luck—eh7” he said. “No
often that happens. Wonderful how
people will spend moncy when they're
in the right mood. = Martha'll _be
pleased. But, my,” he added, “ain't
You soaked! Shivering, too!
don’t you come in and get warm ¢

Rosa blinked.

“You mean—in there 7"

“Well, why not? There's nothing
much doing.~ Only a rehearsal or so.
Nobody'll see you. If an body daes say
anything to you, just tell ’em that Joe
Copps let you in.” Say you're a friend
o’ mine.”

Rosa thanked him fervently. She was
pleased with her success, but she cer-
tainly was cold, and she was dripping
wet. Also, she was frightfully interested
in what was going on in that theatre,
for theatres in any shape or form had
an irresistible appeal for Rosa.

8o Rasa, directed by the kind hearted
and expansive Joe Copps, accepted thag
invitation gratefully, Into the theatre
she crept. Joe led her to the passage
which gave on to the auditorium, and
Rosa, stealing into the theatre in pitch
blackness, took her seat—and then
almost swooned at the sight of Dick,
Mabs, and Babs in the group on the
stage. Bhe felt her pulses racing sud-
denly, felt her heart leaping.  What
were they doing here?

Not leng was she left in perplexity
on that point, however. Proders ast,
on the stage, was still waxing enthusi-
astic. Rosa thrilled as she learned
what had happened. For the moment
she forgot herself, forgot everything.
For well she knew how Dick had longed
to go on the stage. And Dick now was
being offered his chance.

Rosa could have cried out. All at
once she was possessed by the miost
twnultuous urge to rise to her feet.
She wanted to clap and cheer. If, she
thought, and caught her breath—if only
she were deing the dance in the play—
that dance which she had practised,
which she could perform with such per-
fection !

And then she saw the two people in
front of her—saw the etched profile of
Renee's face against the lights of th
stage as she turned to her companior..
And she heard Renee’s voice :

“CGet him out of it! Decoy him
away | Ieep him until after the show,
so_that he can’t play the part I

Rosa started. uickly she looked,
What was this? ut she Lnew—she

R




EVERY SATURDAY

knew-—and suddenly she felt & wave of
anger surge over her. They were talk-
ing of Dick, planning to keep him away
from the matinee on Saturday ; plotting
to prevent him grasping this great
chance which had come his way !

How like Rence, that—the Renee she
knew now, the self-confessed traitor who
had so hated Dick and Mabel Lynn at
Cliff House !

Rosa’s eyes flashed.

Well, she determined, they shouldn’t !
Dick was her cousin. She was fond of
Dick—always had been fond of Dick.
She only wished now that she had
listened to Dick back in those days of
her headstrong extravagance !

She caught her breath. She would
warn Dick,

But she was too late. For cven as

she sat deciding her course, Renee
Ballard threw a sly glance over her
shoulder. Sitting there, with the stage
lights reflected on her face, Rosa was
quite easily recognisable, and Rence
gave a violent start.
-Rosa! How had the got here? And
then the perfume of flowers came to her
nostrils, and she saw dimly the basket
which stood in the aisle. ~ She under-
stood.

Had Rosa heard what she had been
saying to Mrs. Sinclair ?

And at that moment Rosa stood up.
Resolutely she picked up her basket.
Now, this moment, while the plotters
were still in the theatre, she would
warn Dick and denounce Renee at the
same time |

She did not look at Renee as she
lifted her bag. She did not sea the
c&mck movement of Rence's arm, But
she called:

“Dick I

Dick, on the stage, flung round,
staring into the darkness of the audi-
terium, Rosa hurried forward. At the
same moment Rence’s voice rang out :

“Stop! Stop that girl | She’s stolen
my handbag I

And in & moment Rence was on her
feet. "Rosa, thunderstruck, swivelled
round. Renee, red-faced, _thin-lipped,
was rushing at her, Mrs. Sinclair thud
ding on her heels. From the stage went

“You thief I” Renee eried.

Bhe dashed up. Dick, with one leap,
vaulted into the auditorium. Babs and
Mabs jumped after him. The spectators
in the front seate turned. Mr. Living-
stono came running after his son. All
together they reached the - astonished
Rosa, who had halted, her basket still
on her arm,

“Don’t let her get away!” Renee

cried. “Send for the police !”
“My hat, hold on ! Dick expostu-
lated.  “Why, what is this. Rosa 2

“8he’s stolen my handbag |” Rence
fumed.

“I haven't !

“Yes, she has! T saw her take it!
Mrs. Sinclair, fetch a policcmau @

“Certainly, my. dear 1"

“But- Oh, my hat! No;
minute 1” Dick crin:{ distractedly,

But ‘the woman had already dis-
»Tappinared. while Rosa, wild-eyed shrank
haclk.

wait a

“I never saw her handbag! T never
even knew—-"

Renee laughed scoffingly. -

“What a tale!” shc cried: *“Look at
her! Doesn’t her faco give her away?
It's obvious! As if,” she added, “she
wasn't already a thief, who ran away
from school  because she pinched
money,” she added tantalisingly. *I1—
oh, here we are!” she added, as Mrs,
Binelair returned, accompanied by a
burly, uniformed Eolicemah. “Officer, 1
give this girl in charge for stealing 17

“T tell you———" Rosa almost shrieked.

“Oh, shut up I Dick threw an angry
look at the arrogant nee.  Rosa,
desperately panting, had put her basket
down now. She shrank back at sight of
the policeman, all her most lively fears
of the law returning. It was the same
constable who had been on duty outside
the theatre, whose glances ha already
filled her with such inward trepidation,
“I don’t believe it,” Dick protested
stoutly. “ Anyway, where is the hand-
bag?  She hasn’t got it on her.”

That was obvious. The policeman
frowned.

“You'

* Posi

e sure this girl stole it 7"
sitive I Renee replied.
“And you want to prosecute #"

“I intend to,” Renee bit out venom-
ously,

“Right, then—no, stand aside,
please,” the constable said to Dick and
Mabs, as they came forward. ‘*This js
out of your hands now. Now, young
lady, if you stole that handbag, what
have you done with it?"

“T tell you " Rosa panted.

And then there came an exclamation

from Renee. She was peinting at the
basket,
“Officer, look! There, underneath

those flowers !"

The constable glanced at her. IHe
looked at Rosa. Then quickly he
stooped. The few remaining bunches of

flowers that lay in the bottom of the
basket, all that Rosa had failed to =ell,

he moved aside, and Rosa’s cyes rounded
with horror as she saw. There—its

Igsshl-ning gleaming in the light, a hand-
ag |

“That’s it I” Renee cried.

And then—what? TFor one moment
Rosa remained petrified.  Tvery ugly
fear she had ever possessed rushed scar-
ingly to the surface. She, already being
scarched for by the polico on Miss Prim-
rose’s instigation, had been caught in
this further felony. Her reputation was
against her. She had rot an atom of
proof that she was innocent. In that
awful instant she saw the hand of the
law closing around her, saw herself,
with the mocking, triumphant Renee as
Irer  denocuncer, arraigned behind the
dock of a magistrate's court.

Her nerve failed her,

With the bag in his hand the police-
man was straightening up, It was then
that Rosa acted. In blind panic she
turned.

*“ My hat, stop her!” yelled Rence,

“8he’s running away "

“Rosa!” bawled Dick.

But Rosa did not heed, did not pauze.
She was flying. She wouldn’t be caught.
Unswervingly she ran, The green baize
door which led to the passage closed
behind her with a bang, and she flew
on. Dick turned.

“The fool I'" he cried.
Come on, after her !

But Rosa had a start mow. Mabs,
Babs, and Dick rushed out. They
reached the door, flung it open, and
skimmed down the passage, to meet a
dazed Joe Copps, who had just emerged
from his office. He stared,

* Here, what—"

“Which way did she go?” Dick asked
quickly.

“Who do you mean—the flower girk?”

“Yes, yes!”

“Well, towards Piccadilly. But I
say—"" %

But Dick wasn't listening.  Neither
was Babs nor Mabs. They flew out,
hatless, in the pelting rain, iust in time
to see a figure climbing on fo a moving
bus. Dick shouted.

- “Rosa |”
Rosa flung one hurted fook round.

“0Oh, my hat!

By Hilda Richards ¢

Distractedly, foverishly slic shook her
head. The bus, getting up speed, shot
on, turned the corner, and went skim-
ming across Piccadilly Circus towarde
Shaftesbury Avenue,

ABRTHA, WHEN white-faced and dis-
hevelled Rosa feverishly knocked
at the door, stared at her in bewilder-
ent. £
3 lawks-a-mussy | What's the
“Martha, let me in—please!” Rose
panted. “Oh, Martha, there's Youg
money. I'm sorry, I—I had to leave
the basket, but you'll find it at the
theatre. I had to come back now te

give you your money,” she eried
frantically, ~ *“Something Lhappened.”

“Wait & minute!”  Martha said.
“Half a minute, Now, what hap-
pened 7

And, gulping, Rosa told her,

“8ol” artha frowned.  “She’s

that sort of tike, is she? Well, T know

an honest girl when I see one, and

vou're one, if ever there was, Miss Rod-
worth. Why, if you ain’t, should you
come and give me my money ?”

‘“ But, Martha, they'll track me here.”

“Don’t worry.”

“But T tell you——" And then Rosa
jumped up as there came a knock on the
door. “Martha, the police!” she
breathed,

Martha bit her lip.

“Quick, behind the sofa,” she said.
“Leave it to me. Hurry pow.” And
while Rosa, pa!pil:-tinfr and with the
most deadly fear she had ever known
in her life, flopped down out of sight.
Martha, wiping her hands, went to the

oor. Rosa trembled as she heard the
policeman’s voice. Then Martha :

“No, she ain’t come back here,” she
said, "and I reckon if she’s done a
thing like that, she won’t. Eh? Yes,
I fet you know, o’ course, if she does
come, Like to come in?”

Rosa almost groaned.

“No, thank you! I'll have to elip
along to the station. But if she comes,
you keep her here.”

“*You bet I will!” Martha returned.
She closed the door, laughing a little,
“It was & cop all right. That Renec

girl has put ’em on vour track. Bub

get out now, everything’s all right!”

“But, Martha, what shall T do?”
Rosa moaned.

“Youll have to get out,” Martha
said,  “They’ll. probably watch this
house if that minx makes them prose-
cate.  Wait a minute,” she added.
*“ Here. take this!* And she pushed a
ten-shilling note into Rosa’s hand.
“That'll help you on your way. No,
don’t thank me. You can give it back
some other time, and you know where
I live now, don't you? 'Fi was you,”
Martha added shrewdly, “I'd do ‘& bit
of disguising.”

- “Disguising. But how 1"

“Well, here's a pair of specs. There’s
a shop near hers what'll bleach your
hair for three-and-six, and glad to do
it at the price. ut better get going
now,” she anxiously advised. *Come
back whenever you want to.”

Rosa gulped her thanks. In a state
of trepidation she went out. Disguise,
yes| -That was her only resource now.
Disguise—and then— "She gulped.

Straightway she hurried to the shop.
A rather dingy shop it was,  which
advertised permanent -waves ‘at ten
shillings each, and had a wonderful
variety of bargains in hairdressing
styles. T'or three-and-sixpence she had
her hair bleached a bright blonde. ¥or
another shilling ~ ker eyebrows .were
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plucked and bleached {o match, When
she had put on the spectacles she could
‘hardly believe, looking at her reflection,
that she was regarding herself,

She went eut. She felt easier now.
But what was she to do? She daren’t

go ck—not for a day or two, at all
cvents, to  the big-hearted Martha
Lattimer. She was still shaken, still in

ken terror.

a state of pani 3 A
teashop in a side-

There was a
She went in.

Five-and-cightpenee was the money
she had in her pocket. She thoughi of
to-might. One of the hostels would give
her a cubicle and breakfast for half-a-
erown.

Meantime, there was the question of
the futare, She thought of home—of
her ruined father, who still was away
on the Continent, 'No good going home,
even if she had the fare. That pro-
bably was in the hands of the receiving
officer by this time,

She ordered cake and tea. And as she
i she idly picked up the " Evening

'5,” which an earlier visitor had
left behind. A paragraph on the front

page caught her eye and made her
wince : - ;
“SEARCH FOR MISSING SCHOOL-

GIRL !

WANTED ON WARRANT FOR
- ATTEMPTED THEFT

Rosa winced. The paper shook in her
hend. There, hideously .in black and
white, was her own name, with a bricf
account of what had happencd in the
Burlington Theatre that morning.

She, Rosa Rodworth, was wanted by
the police] She, the rich schoolgirl of
a week ago, was a fugitive from justice
—no, not justice—from the law! Rence
Ballard, apparently, was still viciously
nsisting upon the arrést,

She turned to another page. What
was this? nd, as if the mamo had
been printed in capitals six inches high,
it leapt out at her

“The Burlington. Theatre—Wanted,”
it read, * Programme-seller for Grand
Charity Matinee on Saturday. Appli-
cant must be of smart appearance,
rood-looking. Apply between ten and
six to-day only.” .

Rosa breathed heavily and deeply.
For a moment she sat with the paper in
her hand. Dare she try? Dare she?
But why not? Nobody would recognise
her in this disguise. -And, in any case,
she thought, her place. was at the
theatre. There it might be pessible to
establish communication with Babs and
Mabs, to warn them' of the peril that
was afoot. In any case, she thought,
she could keep an eye on things. i

The old flash canip into Rosa's eyes,
There and then she left the restaurant.
The ‘bus tosk her to the Burlington.
Under the eyes of Joe Copps she
walked in. There was a heart-stopping
moment as Joe glanced at her, admira-
tion in his eyes, And then a great wave
of relief as ho nodded to her to pass

in.  Ten minutes later she came’ out
again, almost walking on air. The job
was hers!

. Now for a nieal and a hostel |

And, feeling somchow quieter in her
mind, and more assured in person, Rosa
went to look for her night’s lodgings.
WIIILE ¥ a dingy lodging-house in

the neighbourhood u? Camden

T'own, Renee BSallard was facing her
confederate and co-conspirator, Mrs.
Sinclair.

“We needn’t werry about Rosa,” she
said contemptuously. ““She’ll be too
scared of the police to show her face.
But-Dick will be worrying about her.
And Dick will probably be expecting to
hear from her.” She paused, picking up
a note she had written. Amusedly she

regarded it.  “I'll make a r ng
forger some day,” she mused. *“This is
Rosa Rodworth’s hand to a “T.7 If I

send this off, it should reach him. He'li
come e a shot. And when bhe
does
She shut her lips. Savaece the light in
ber eyes, Mrs. Sinclair, looking at her,
smriled,

A The Clue of the

-
A Crossed “t's
S
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0 news 77 Mabs asked anxiously.
Dick flung his cap across the
room and groaned.
* Nothing I
“She's not been back to Mrs. Latti-
mer’s 7 Bahs queried.

Dicle shook his head,

It was the next morning—a mornin,
that should have seen the chums fille
with the most tumultuous excitement.
The morning of Friday, of the Jast
rehearsal before the play which was to
mean so much to Dick on the morrow.
But therc was no sign of joy or happi-
ness on any of their faces. They looked
anxious.

For cach of them was thinking of
Rusa.

For they all knew now that, thanks
to the spitefulness of Renee Ballard,
there was a warrant out for Rosa’s
arrest, and that Rosa, somewhere in this
vast and bewildering city of London,

111

was lying low, hungry, starving per-.

haps, a fugitive from the law !

AMabs sighed.

“Poor old Rosa!” she said. “Well,
she knows now what sort of friend
Rence was to her. But Dick, you don’t
look well.”

“I'm worried,” Dick confessed.

“And so are all of us. But that won’t
make for good rehearsals,” Mabs said
gently. “Dick, don’t worry, please.
We can’t do any more, and affer the
rehearsals we’ll” have ancther scout
round. We'll have to be off to the
theatre in an hour, too. Have a rest,
old boy. We’ll give you a call when it's
time to go.”

Dick smniled tivedly. 2Aabs pushed
him into an armchair, and, with a
glance at Babs, stole out of the room.
And there they left him, retiring to
their own room, whick was on tho pext
floor of the hotel.

But Dick did not rest. His eyes,
travelling moodily round the room,

fastened at length on the table where
his morning's correspondence, so far
untouched. stood in a neat pile on one
corner. Disinterestedly he picked it up.

Here—a letter from Jimmy Rich-
mond. Good old Jimmy! The next was
a posteard from a friend at home. Here
was 2 note from Dr. Barrymore, at
Friardale. wishing him luck. A little
message from Clara Treviyn, at CHiff
House School. |

Then—and he “started at the next
envelope. All the colour receded from
his][auc. to return in a sudden boiling
rusn.

Yor that handwriting! He recognised
it _at once! °

osal

In a moment he had torn it open.

The-letter was headed: 17, Harkaway
Road, Camden Town,

t read:

‘THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Dear Dick, can you please come and
sce me a3 soon as you get this? I necd
your help badly! But please do nat
tell Babs or Mabs, or anyone else. Just
come alone. Burn this.

“Love,
“Rosa.”

Dick started. Then he crushed the
letter in his hand, Without realising
what he was doing in that moment’s pre-
occupation, he threw it into tho empty
firegrate, A

Rosa—at last—at last | Ie had found
her! She was asking for him! He
looked at the clock. An hour. Wait a
minute, though. Better leave a note for
Mabs.

Hurriedly he wrote the note.

“Mabs,—Called away. Will sce you
at the theatre.”

That would give him more time, he
thought; better than dashing back here.

He found his cap. Downstairs with a
rush he went. Outside he hailed a taxi,
gave the man the address, and in fiftoen
minutes pulied up ontside the_dingy-
looking house in the Harkaway Road.

Eagerly he tapped at the door. A
vaguely familiar but shabby-loocking
woman peered out.

“OR!" she said,  “Are you Mr.

Livingstone 7

“Yes. Is my cousin—>

“Come in,” the woman invited.

And Dick, raising his hat, went in.
The strcet door closed behind him, At
the same moment a door leading off
from the hall opened. A giant of a
man in shirtsleeves stepped into . the
hall. He stepped forward, one hand
outstretched as though to take Dick’s.

“Mr. Livingstone 7" he asked.

“Yes,” Dick said; “but  my
cousin—>

The man_smiled. He held out his
hand. Dick, starting impatiently,

grasped it, and then jumped.

For suddenly the hamlike fist of the
other . fastened upon his hand like a
vice, ~ While Dick stared, the man’s
arm went around .his neck, changing
his ery of alarm into a gurgling silence,

From the woman behind him camo
a_ soft, throaty chuckle. Overhead,
where the stairs led up to the landing,
a girl's face peered down as Dick, like
a baby, was gathered in the giant’s
arms and carried off.

g A sour smile crossed the girl's pretty
ace.

“Good work, Bill!"® Rence Ballard
muttered.

€ HAT, DICE not here?” And
) Babs and Mabs together stared
in amazement at the troubled faco of
Mr, Livingstone, in the green-room of
the Burlington Theatre. “But he left
a note in the hotel, saying that he
would meet us here.”

“Well, he’s not come,” Ar. Living-
stone sard, “and goodness knows what's
going to happen. Tt will take him a
quarter of an hour to dress, at least.
And yow're due on in half an hour’s
time. Surely,” he added, “if he was
detnined, he would have rung and let
me know. We'll give him another five
minutes.””

Babs and Mabs looked uneasily at
each other. ick—where was he? “Not
like him, as his father said, to delibor-
ately let them down like this! But
then, not like him to go off without a
word, ‘as he had done at the hotel,
Dick was troubled about Rosa, but
Dick was so intensely keen on the

play.
Babs bit her lip.
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“Babs, you don’t think anything
could have happened to him?”
“0h, nonsense, old thing!” Babs

scoffed. “If anything had happened,
the police would have let us know
right away. I wonder if he's gone
back to the hotel I -

Tive minutes went by. Mr. Living-
stone poked his head in at the door
again.

“I've arranged with one of the other
turns to swap rehearsals,” he said.
“That means we go on at tho end of
the programme. It gives me_ the best
part of another hour. But I'm wor-
ried about Dick. Babs, I wonder
if you'd mind popping across to the
hotel to find out if they've heard or
soen anvthing of him there? And if
vou find him, grab him by the scruff
of the neck.” i

Babs nodded. She left Mabs still
making up. The hotel, as it happened,
wasn't far away—not more than five
minutes’ walk, and taking terrific risks
in traffic dodging, she reached it well
within that time. The commissionaire
in the vestibule, however, had not seen
Dick since he had gone out, looking
hot and flurried, over an hour ago.
Babs went to his room.

She opened the door. The room was
as she had last seen it, in Mabs’ com-
pany, when they had ealled for Dick, to
find his scribbled message on the table.
Strange ! 5 5

What could have detained him?

And then, for no reason on earth
that Babs could fathom, her eyes went
to the grate, where the crumpled letter
he had received that morning still lay.

Almost without realising what she
wwas doing, she moved towards it, and
then, looking down, saw the signature
and gave a jump. a !

Dick had
morning ! . i

And that, Babs thought, explained his
disappearance | E; )

No compunction had she in taking up
the letter then. She read it, frowning
thoughtfully, [Rosa! It was Rosa's
handwriting all right! But, wait a
minute, was it? And suddenly Babs
folt her heart leaping, found a most
terrific rushing in her pulses.

Rence, in forging that letter, had
said that she had got Rosa’s hand-
writing to a “T’. But on_ that par-
ticular consonant, as it ironically hap-
pened, Renee had made a _ngistakc.
Babs, familiar with the writing of
every girl in the Fourth Form, had a
habit of spotting their little peculiari-
ties and characteristics, and one of
Rosa's most careless habits was that of
crossing her *t’s’ high above the letter
intended, instead of running a neat
stroke through it. These ‘t's’ were all
perfectly crossed.

“Somebody,” Babs breathed, “wrote
this to get Dick away!”

Why— and who? But that didn’t
matter. Not for a moment did Babs
. suspect the real treachery that lay
behind that mnote. Dick, obviously,
had gone to that address. Dick would
be there now. B}

Hastily she rushed out, summoning a
taxi. At the corner of arkaway
fRoad, however, there was a hold-up.
Babs, fuming and impatient, got out,
-paid off the driver, and dcecided to do
the rest of the journey on foot.

No. 17 was half-way down the road.
she discovered, and; presently, reaching
it, she rai: her hand to knock. As
she did so, a sound came from beyond
tha door, which made every particle
of blood in her body turn fo ice.

“Help, help !

Dick’s voice.

0sa |
received that letter this

tn

Slowly Babs dropped her tand. Ier
face whifened then.  As far as she
could judge, the voice came from the
back of the house. Dick was there—
Dick, obviously a prisoner!  Desper-
ately she looked up and down the
street. There was no policeman, only a
few tattered children playing in the
road.

She did not knock. Rather hur-
riedly she retreated. Then she saw, at
the side of the house, a narrow alley-
way, which obviously gave access to
the back yard. For a moment she
paused. Then, succumbing to a sudden
impulse, vanished down the entry, find-
ing herself presently in a back yard
littered with dustbins and with refuse,
From upstairs came a shout.

“Let me out! Let me out!”

Babs gasped a little. That was
Dick! Dick, obviously locked in an
upstairs room. She reached the door.
To her joyful surprise, it gave beneath
her pressure. Cautiously she tiptoed
in, to find herself in a little kitchen.
A flight of stairs led up fromn the pas-
sage outside.

From a room along the narrow hall
she heard voices. The coast was clear.

Up the stairs she crept.  Another
furious pummelling came from Dick’s
prison.  With her heart thumping furi-
ously, Babs reached the door, saw that
the key was on the outside, and was in
the act of turning it, when suddenly
heavy footsteps sounded below.

She glanced quickly down, to behold
a brutal-looking giant of a man in his

shirtsleeves. He looked up at the same
moment,

And Babs knew then that she was
lost.

But Dick was her first thought. Too
late she acted. She heard the man,

breathing heavily, clambering up.
Along the passage she flew. The
passage was not a long one. There was

a door at the other end. Just as the
man reached the top of the stairs she
bolted through it.

“Hey, you!” he roared.

But she had got him past Dieck’s door.
She had luref him away. Did Dick
know that the door was unlocked?
Blindly the man came after her. Babs,
her heart thudding in her throat, waited

eyond the door. It came open with
u crash, almost fattening her against
the wall. Glaring-eyed, her pursuer
looked round.

“Hey, where are you!”

“Here ! Babs stated.

And she jumped forward. In a
moment she had banged the door to.
Then quickly she turned the key, throw-
ing it out of the window. The man
roared.

“Hey, what was that for?'” .

But Babs laughed. She felt she could
afford to laugh. For while he stood

laring at her she heard the door of

ick Livingstone’s room open.

She was a prisoner—but Dick was
free! And Mr. Livingstone knew where
she was. It could only be a matter of
an hour at the outside before she was
released !

Rosa Risks All

il

UT I can’t understand it,”
Dick said bewilderedly. “I
just can't! tell you I was
a prisoner in that room, Some-

body got me away with & faked

message. Then somebody turned the

‘B

By Hilda Richards *

key, and when I looked out there waa
nobody there. Naturally I' made my
way downstairs.”

Mabs frowned. Mr. Livingstonc shook
his head. It was half an hour later
and the three of them were in the green
room of the theatre.

“But, Babs—where is Babs?” Mabs
cried.

Dick shook his head.

“I don’t know. I never saw her.”

“But she rang up. She said she had
located yon—that sﬁe was going to that
address. Dick—" and Mabs suddenly
erked u *Oh, my hat, don’t you see?

t was Babs—Babs who released you.
Babs must be in the power of the gang
berself.”

Dick jumped to his feet.

“Then come on!” he cried. “Let's
get back there. And this time,” he
added grimly, “we’ll take the police.”

As one they hurried out. At the
police station they breathlessly poured
out the story to the sergeant in charge.
Five minutes later, accompani by
four stalwart policemen, they were on

their way to the house in Harkaway
Road.
A crowd gathered as the police closed

in upon the house. There was no answer
1o their knock, and the door was forced
in. But when they had searched it, it
was innocent of life.

“They’'ve taken her away,” Dick

gasped.

And that was exactlv what they had
done. Realising that the hue and ery
would be up now, Renee and her fellow-
plotters had made a quick getaway.
They were now on their way to Renee’s
own home. .

Bewildered and anxious, Mabs and
Dick returned. Babs had not arrived
at the hotel. Lunch came. Still she
had not arrived. 'Fea. Night. The
police were searching. They had no
news. Mr. Livingstone was gloomy in
the extreme.

“It means,” he said, “that if she
doesn’t turn up in time for the matinee
to-morrow, there will be no show. And
if there’s no show—" with a eadden-
ing look at Dick, “there’ll be ne con-
tract, Dick boy. Predergast is leaving
for the States the day after to-morrow,
but he won't take you until he’s seen
you in public.”

Dick leoked quite haggard. Oh, where
was Babs—where was Babs?

The next morning—still no news ot
Babs. In communication with the police
though they were, they could get no
Eatis?ncti(m.

Anxiety changed to gloom. Gloom to
despair, when finally the time arrived
to go to the theatre. Still no Babs.

Babs, when they arrived, was not
there. And still no news. The theatre
was already filling. In a corner
the wings the programme girls were
being issued with their programmes.
Something oddly familiar about one of
them took Mabs® eye as she restlessly
roamed about—a girl with spectacles,
thinly-trimmed  eyebrows, and " hair
which most ebviously had been recently
bleached. To Mabs' surprise, the girl
appmpcherl her.

“Miss Lynn?” she asked.

“Yes,” Mabel said, and stared.
who are you?” :

“My name is Elsie Simms,” the dis-
guistd Rosa said, but her heart was
throbbing. “I've heard of you, Miss
Lynn, and I just want to say that I do
hope your show will be a success. 2
and she stopped at the sudden wave of
bitterness that crossed Mabs’ face.
“ Miss—Miss Lynn, nothing has—has
happened ?” she asked anxiously. “You
look worried.” i

“There's likely to be no play,” Mabs.

“Buk
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“Rosa the Runaway "

bitJ her lip.
.

! Miss Lynn——7"
can’t go on without her,”
Mabs veplind,
Rosa bit le

* Miss

lip.  Most tumultuously
ker pulses re racing now.  Babs
missing ! Babs, who had iaken over
her own dancing part. If Babs did not
appear, then obviously the play could
nat be put on.

But could it? Rosa sot her teeth. Tt
could! She could do Rabs' part, She
knew it—irom A to Z. Hadn't she
vehoarsed it times without number at
CLff House? Hadn't she won the
highest plaudits for her dancing?  Sup-
posmg she went forward now.  Suppos-
ing she told them who she was, asked
to take thoe part? She could save the
show! And if she did

Rosa winced. For she had spotted
Ranee Ballard in the audience. Rence
was there, Rence would recognise her.
With a warrant out for her arrest she
would be caught, taken off fto prison
on a charge which she could not
disprove,

Three minutes.

And then-

The curtains parted. Mr. Livingstone,
his face grey in the light, appeared.

“Ladies and gentlemen.” The old
man_spoke with somo cmotion. “ Before
the programme commences 1 have an
announcement to make. I regret to say
that owing to the absence of Miss Bar-
bara Redfern, the playlet, * Dancing
Mad,” which was to have heen included
in the programme, will note—-

“No, stop! It will! Tt will

And everybody stared at that voice—
the voice of the programme seller.
Everybody jumped as Rosa, white-faced,
went running suddenly down the aisle
towards the stage. Her mind was made
up. It was for Dick’s sake, For Dick’s
sake, and the sake of Mabs, she would
ace this ordeal, would risk the conse-
quences  which would follow! She
would save the play |

“I will play the part!” she cried a:
she ran.

M. Li
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ingstone glanced at her.
Ladies and gentlemen, excuse me.”
he said.
Ho darted behind the ecurtain, just as
Rosa climbed into the wings,
er glassc. were off now, she was
trembling. Dick and Mabs jumped.
“Why, who——*
“Don’t yol

Rosa’s voice was
shrilly enthusia “T's mo—Rosa ! T
now the part. T can play it in Babs
place, and T wil}! Quick, now, don't
ask questions. Lead me to the dressing-
room.”
“Rosa, you—you brick I Dick gulped.

Arreg!ed !

ESPAIR vanished. Vibrant hope
teok its place. Feverishly
made-up.  Feverish]
Feverishly shook Ler head when

questioned, and when the call came went

on to the stage. Breathless silence
marked the raising of the curtain, glow-
ing admiration of the audience as the
p]aiy started and progressed. Festatic
and enthusiastic their handelapping
when it came to an end.

“Oh; bravo, bravo!”

“Kncore! Encore !”

“Bravo! BRyraval® '

The three siood quivering, excited. in
front of the lights. 'Threc, four, five

i’

they took the call. 'T'hen, Tircatl
itement, made their wav
ings. And there Rosa fell
Under her greasepaint her checks
turned ashen.  ¥or, confronting her,
with two uniformed constables iehiml
her, was Rence Ballard

“Officer, this is the g
“Arrest her |”

“No, wail a_minute,” Dick said, and
interposed.  ** Officor—

“I am sorry, but we must obey
,*7 the taller of the constalles said.
Rodwerth, it is my duty to arrest

tines
1

" she rapped.

orders,
" Ros

" a vibrant voice eried out.

“You can't—you shan't arvest her,
officer.  If yon must arrest someone,
arrest her ! And to-evervbady's bowil-

dered stupefaction, another girl rushe:
on the scene—a girl whose face w
crimson with exertion, who was quiver-
ing with excitement, and who flung a
denouncing hand in Rence's direction.

“Babs " Mabs shouted

Babs it was, breathless and excited,
Babs-who now, as Renee trembled with
guilt, headed her off, clutching at her
arm. She faced the policemen.

“ Arrest her ! she cried ringingly
give her in charge ! No, wait a minute,”

“

SCHOOL: CIRCUS: SWIMMING

Next Saturday’s fine complete
Cliff House School story, by
Hilda Richards features Janet
Jordan, Fourth-Form swimming
champion and is a stirring tale
of school and circus life. Order
your SCHOOLGIRL now and
make sure of reading 1

Janet Jordan’s Orpeat

she added angrily, as Rence made a

THOVCIL Hosa didn't steal her hand-
bag. a didn’t steal anything, This
girl has been against Lher from the start,
It wa vho connived at aer ¢

ion
ded

from CHEE House, She who p
her to steal money that didn't belong to
She who plotted the handbag theft.
And she.” she added with passionaie
indignation, *who = kidnapped Dick
Livingstone yesterday.”
Renee’s face was white and hunted.
Iabs and Dick stared. Rosa’s eyes were
<o saucers,
“But—but how do you know all this >
. Livingstone burst out.
“Iu the same way that I know
Rence went to CIff House with the one
purpose of ruining Rosa Rodworth!”
Babs reforted, with a Mashing glance of
scorn at the new trembling schemer.
“ Renee's object in that was first te lead
Rosa on and get her cxpelled, and then
get her sent to prison. At the same
time her father had eniered into a
business deal with Mr. Rodworth on the
Continent, and was plauning to ruin him
there ! %

“Oh, my hat! >

“It was a campaign of reve " Babs
went on. *Mr. Ballard at one time was
a servant in Rosa's father’s service. He

hig
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swindled Mr. Rodworth. Mr. Rodworth
sent him to prison. He swore revenge,
Iis daunghter sworo revenge upan Ro:
at the same time, beeanse Rosa was the
one who bowled hin out.  But he wasn't
known as Ballard then. He was known
as_Buncer [*

© Rosa started.

“Oh, my hat! That man®”

“And L” Babs went on, “found all
this out by this—" Aud she suddenly
preduced “a book,  “ Yesterday, when
Dick escaped, Rence got the wind-up.
She and her fellow-crooks took me to
her own home at Sunbury. There T was
shut in her room. Apparently,” Babs
added, “Renee kept a sceret diary. T
found it. This worning T cscaped by
smashing iy way out through a windew.
And hiere,” she added, putting the diary
into the policeinan’s hand, “is the proof.
Renee—"  And then gave a jump,
“Oh, good gracions, lold her!
cried. “*8he's fainted I

And Renece had. Deathly white, she
had slumped against the wall,

LD ‘with joy was the CHLff Houso
pariy after that, Rosa saved!
Dick, his” contract assured. But that
day, obviously, was destined to be a day
of surprises, = For when, after a tumul-
tuously happy reunion at the theatre,
they went back to their hotel, they were
astonished to discover a visitor awaiting
them.” He rose from the lounge as they
mmei’;‘d an}(}l Rosa let out a glad ery.
s v!

“Rosa {*

Mr.  Rodworth it was — smiling,
debonair, weil groomed, and looking
anvthing but a ruined financier.

He smiled.

“But, daddy, T—I thought you were
ruined I Reosa blurted.

“80,” he replied dryly, “did I. But
discovered

1 was deceived, Rosa.
Ballaid to be a trickster. T was not
ruined—just swindled Fortunately, 1
caught him out in time.”

Rosa shouted :

“And now ?”

“Now,” he laughed, “if you mean
Ballard, I have sent him to gaol. If you
mean have 1 still money—yes, as much
of it as you want.”

Rosa Jaughed. Her face shoue.

*“Oh, then, can you let me have ten
pounds, daddy ? Just to celcbrate 1
And daddy. with a laugh, lowered his
hand ifto his pocket. Alabe gazed at
= and then at Dick.  They shook
Perbaps they wondered in
ment if Rosa had really learnea
on, after all,

O.\r MoNDsY they returned to CIiff
House, Resa once more a  Cliff
House girl, her innocence of the charge
for which she was expelled conclusively
pPoved when Rence’s diary was read
But before they wept they said good-
bye to Dick, happily, radiantly embark-
ing for the States. He smiléd as he
shook hands with his cousin.

" Promise me you'll never be a fool
in future!”

“Not,” Rosa laughed, “while I've got
Babs and Mabs to keep me on the right
path.  Goed-bye, Dick, and the most
serumptious good luck! Now bye-bye,
old thing. we're going first to look up
Martha—Fve a little present of ten
pounds for her, and then we're off to
Cliff House School, Think kindly some-
times of your old scapegrace.”

And she kissed him, while Babs. Mabs,

Mr. Livingstone ond. Mr. Rodworth,
standing aside, smiled tenderly and
aifectionately, .

THE END OF THI8 WEEK'S STORY.
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"$SOS-S0S8"-The Morcove Castaways' Message For Aid Flashes
Dramaﬂc Chapters of Tl'ns Fme Senal

FOR NEW READERS.
BETTY BARTON & Co., of Morcove School,
together with members of Gror gcmoar,
are on their way home from Africa by
alr-iinsr. when they have to make a
forced Janding on & tiny island, With
them is a mysterious girl named
MURILEL, who has jumped by parachute from
another plane, She tells Betty & Co.
that she was escaping from people who
had kidnapped her, The leader of the

kidnappers is a man named
DULIP KHAN, an Indian ruler and tyrant,
Later,” his yacht anchors mear the island,

and the chums realise that he ls going
to_attempt to recapture Muriel.

Muriel awakes in the night to find a
woman—one of Kban's helpers—bending
over her.

(Now read on.)

The Closing of a Trap

FIERRCE gesture from the woman

“}.n was bending over her in the
darkness of the palm-leaf

sheﬂvr, warned Muriel not to
mave or ery ont. If she did, it would be
the worse for her |

In any case, Muriel must have taken
a moment or so to make up her mind
what to do. Bhe had awakened out of a
heavy sleep, to find herself in gread
peril.

No girl at such a moment could have
had her wits about her instantly, Had
there Deen a sudden awakening to all
the turmoil of a midnight attack upon
the camp, Muriel would have felt far
less bewildered.

But it was as if those keeping watch
outside must have shown great negli-
gence, How else could it be accounted
for. that this woman. who was in
Dulip Khan’s service, had erept to the
very shelter which slept all the Morcove
girls as well as:Murtel herself?

So there was this brief space, durin,
which the menaced girl kept mute anﬁ

sti

Suddenly the woman, fearful of
delaying a moment longer, clapped a
folded scarf over Muriel’s mouth, at
the same time- actwally kneeling upon
the girl's body to keep her down.

Silently and swiftly was all this done;
but as soon as Muriel realised that the
woman’'s hands held only the intended
gag she began to struggle. It might,
perhaps, have been a shortlived, in-
effectual struggle, since anyone set upon
whilst lying down is always at a great
disadvantage.

Before, however, there had been a full
moment for the woman {o act with the
strength and skill which were hers, the
sitnation underwent a most dramatic
change.

Up rose every one of Muriel’s fellow-
occupants of the shelter—not aslecp,
after all!

She heard one of them voice a calm,
“Got you !"—whilst they all, whether
they spoke or not, swooped to scize the
woman.

Nor did the surprise end there. Even
as DMuriel found the equally startled
woman being dragged oft her, slw was
aware of Pam’s wmother and
Cardew standing just inside the sht‘lter s
entrance.

Next moment an electric torch was
switched on. It had been quickly taken
from some pocket in the woman's dress
by Betty, who had expected to ﬁnd it
there. The woman herself received the
full glare of the torch as she stood
dishevelled and hclgless in the grasp of
at least four other Moreovians.

Her wild eyes looked only at the two
“Morcove ” mothers, whase attitude
just then was one of calm readiness to
lend a hand, so to speak, if necessary.

“You all right, Muriel 7"

“Ves, Mrs. Willoughby! But—~

“Hurrah, zen!” yclled that dusky
imp, Naomer Nakara, whose own share
in the elever capture had heen a minor
one. Bekas—what zey call a fair cop,
I zink I

“Yes, rather, bai Jove!” came Paula
Creel's ';lxghﬂv nefvous chortle. “Gweat
welicf—what 7

“Whoa I” cried Polly. She was one
of those who held the woman so that
she’ had not the slightest chance of
breaking away. “None of that 1™

By MARJO_RIE
STANTON

But, in ber maddened state, the
woman gave another frantic struggle,
afterwards stamping with the rage of
helplessness, and panting fiercely at the
two ladies:

“You have eaught me, then! Very
well! What goed do you think it will
do you? I warn you, unless you let me
go at once i

“That is quite out of the guestion!”
Mrs. Willoughby interrupted. *If you
are wise—-

“Keep me prisoner, you think?
Fools, all of you!” the half-breed
panted on. “If I am not back in the
Khan camp by daylight, then he will
come with all his men! Yes, all of
them, and this time he will not mind
what he does!”

“0Oh, you waste your breath to talk
like that !” Pam’s mother smiled, “We
happen to know, you see, that Khan
\u{l not be at all surprised-if you are
not back at his camp by daylight. On
othe contrary, he will imagine that every-
thing has gone off—according to plan,
shall we say ?”

Those who looked at the held woman
then saw her go suddenly deathly pale.
She recovered herself. a little, but had
nothing more to say; could only stand
quite submissive, glaring wildly, now
that she knew that Khan’s plan for to-
night had been—found out!

“Bring her out-zde. girls,” Mrs.
Willoughby was resuming, when they
all heard masculine voices and a low
laugh or two, from clese at hand on
the open beach. -

Then, as Betty shone the torch so that
it ser\cd to light the way for those who
were marching their captive out of the
shelter, there came Mr. Willonghby's

earty :
“Well done, Morcove ! .
He was just outside the shelter, with
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Madge's father and a couple of the
Grangemoor lads. Airman Somerficld
was off the scene, and Muriel guessed
that he, with the reliable help of the
other Grangemoor boys, had something
keeping him busy that was all of a
part with this capture of the woman.
Muriel was among those Morcove
girls who went last of all from the
shelter. She was going to implore them
to enlighten her as to how it was that
they had been only shamming sleep
when the crafty creature came stealin
in; but now a fresh surprise fairly tool
her breath away. E
A couple of Khan's turbaned
seamen—prisoners  who were bein,
closelv guarded by Dave, Tom, an
A'ubby

That was the fresh surprise for Muriel
—to see two Hindus standing disarmed,
and with their wrists tied behind them,
over by the camp fire.

. Airman Somerfield was there as well,
calmly smokin one of the few
cigarettes that ?md been salved from
Morcove's wrecked air-liner the morn-
ing after the fateful crash.

There came a gasped “Ah!” from the
woman, betraying increased dismay - at
seeing those two Indians as helpless as
herself: and then Mr. Willoughby
nodded and smiled at her.

““All right, laugh if you like!” she
hissed at him, “Fool! I tell you now—
I warn you for the last time! I am
related to Khan!”

“Perfectly  well of
Seranjee Khan.”

“What—you know my name, then?”

“ (ertainly,” Pam’s father smiled on.
“During my time in India I did not get
to know quite a lot about Khan him-
sclf without getting to know a good deal
sbont—" + = | ¢ .. .-

“His ‘halfsister 1 she said, through
her ‘clenched teeth. “And any insult
déne t6 me-—and “this is an insult, re-
member, to make me a prisoner, even
to let thesc girls touch me )

“Oh, that will do!” Mr. Willoughby
airily checked her ragings. “May I
suggest-that you owe it to”vour dignity
to ‘go quietly with my wife and this
other lady .

“Go?” Seranjee Khan again stamped,
“Go where?”

“They will show you.”

wen a lound despairing sigh pro-
claimed "the woman’s complete sub-
mission. In a few moment she had been
walked away between Mrs. Willoughby
and Mrs, Cardew,

As a precaution, the two men who had
boen here followed them across the fire-
lit patch of beach, and so Muriel was
Ieft with only ‘the Morcove girls,

Jack, with his game leg, and Jimnry
Cherrol were moving off together to talk
with their three Grangemoor chums and
the airman.

“Lovely !” Bunny Trevor was chuck-
ling her delighted comment, and other
Morcovians were starting to laugh when
Muriel at last had her chance to ery:

I say: It’s all very well—oh, it's
simply wouderful, of course! But—
ezl

aware that,

ut:

“Our being awake, after all, do_you
mean " chuckled Betty, switchiug off the
torch.  “Nothing wonderful at all,
really, considering Mrs. Willoughby had
erept in five minutes before to wake us
all 1”

“Without waking me !” stared Muriel.

“Yes!” several of them laughed
together.

“ Only—>Muriel dear,” Betty continued,
with a change to great carnestness,
“really we were supposed to jump up
and swoop tipon that woman the moment
she got well inside the shelter. I'm
afraid *we waited a moment or two

longer than we should have done, and—
you were awake at the time!™

“ Awful scare it must have been,” Judy

Cardew shuddered, * “But there was

nothing to tell us that you had woken

up. And so—"
s if I
d

“0Oh, don't bother about that;
can’t understand,” Muriel exc
“¥ou had to be so awfully caveful not
to act—too soon! What I still don’t soe
is why tho woman was allowed to walk,
as it were, into a trap set for her. O is
there something to be gained by keeping
her a prisoner?” .

“We don't know what the idea is, any
more than you do,” Betty answered.
“We only know that Mrs, Willoughby,
when she roused us all just now, warnes
us that the woman was going to be
allowed to creep in, and so we must be
ready.” "

“Yes, well,” Pam put in with her
usual serenit¥, “mother must have had
word about something, of course, from
dad and the others.”

“Here, let’s go across to the fire,”
Polly suddenly proposed, “and sce what
the hoys have to say.”

To have been more exact, Polly should
have said Jack and Tubby, instead of
“the boys,” for only those fwo were still
about in the firelit darkness.

Dave, Jimmy, and Tom-—they had
Leen required to go with Airman Somer-
ficld when he took the eaptured Indians
each by an arm and marched them away.

Jack was, or pretended to be, in a bad
temper at having been debarred by his
lameness from playing any part to-
night. Whercas Tubby, for once, had
helped to do big things!

It was Tubby’s delight to be able to
tell the girls how he, Jimmy, and Tom,
along with Mr. Somerficld, had captured
those two Hindus on the beach.

“Mr, Willoughby was with us as well
at first ; but as soon as we saw what the
Eamu was, he crept away to let it be

nown here at the camp. A boat had
come round from Khan's side of the
island. It was a_motor-boat, but the
Indians were rowing her very quietly.
They landed the woman, and we who
were in hiding let her go by to walk
into the trap at our camp. Then we
swooped and collered those Indian
johnnies.”

“And the boat as well, of course!”
Detty  inferred. “How  perfectly
splendid 1™

“But, Tubby,” clamoured Polly, “is
there an idea of keeping the men, too,
as prisoners?”

“Bekas, cef so, I'd like 1o know hew
zev are all geing to be fed!” piped in
Naomer. “Ze sensibubble thing. cef you
ask me, offer to send zem back in eggs.
change for ~a jolly good whack of
biscuits, and tinned meat; and some
vegetabubbles would come in uscful,
too ™

There was an all-round laugh—not at
what Naomer had said, but ag FPoll:’s
(-Ihm\ing the dusky one aside as being
simply “goofy.” Then a voice called out
for one of the girls.

“Pam dear. we want vou!”

Her mother it was, calling across the
shingle from just outside that shelter to
which IKChan's half-sister had been taken.

“Right-ho, mumsie.”

Pam, as she hastened in that direction,
glanced at a wrist-watch.  Four in the
morning! In a couple of hours from
now it would be getting light again.

“Pam dear,” said her mother, “our
taking those three prisoners has given
us a wonderful chance to do a very big
thing. Between now and daylight some
of us are going out to the vacht.”

Pam, although thriled by a sndden
belief that she was, for some reason or
other, to play a part in the daring
exploit, said only: '
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“Yes, mumsie?” 5
“We are going to use the yacht’s wire-
less to send out an 8 O §—call all ships.”
Mrs, Willoughby added quietly :
© S And You, Pam dear—you must go

with us.’

Daring Does It!

HAT pride in her only daughter
it must  have given Mrs.
Willoughby to receive such a

" prompt, calm:
“;_YEE, well, mumsie, I'm ready.”
There is no time to waste, dear, but

I must explain, You are to go in the
boat, because there must be a girl who
can be passed off as Muriel—captured
at last ! I'm going to (lif‘.'guisc myself as
that Seranjee woman. Your father and
Mr. Somerfield will be disguised as
Hindus, By our taking those two men
and the woman prisoners, all three
disguises can be effccied. Dad, as you
know, speaks Hindustani like a native.
and so does Mr. Somerfield. We shall
only be on board a few minutes—that is,
if all goes as we hope it will.”

‘}_’Bm was giving cager nods.
“_'Yon see, dear,” her mother wound up,

if only Mr. Somerfield can send out a
message, it will certainly get us all
rescued at once. And you know, Pam,
unless we are rescued within the next
twelve hours or so, it may be very, very
serious.”

“Just you and I and dad—and Me.
Somerfield 7

“To go in the boat? Why, no, Pam,”
she was quietly answered. “One of the
boys will be with us. Dave has becn
through a great deal; Jack is crocked;
so we have decided—Jimmy. Now I
must get into my disguise,” Mrs, Wil-
loughby smiled. turning to go into the
shelter where, as Pam had beeh able to
tell, Mrs. Cardew ‘was with the woman

rizoner.  “¥ou have a few minutes,

am darling, so you ecan slip back to
vour chums and tell them.” *

“Right-ho !” A

The few minutes became, after all, a
full quarter of an hour; but then sud-
denly there had to be an -end to Pam's
standing in talk with all the other girls.

Her mother n? cared—and it might
have been the ha l}—lbreed woman herself,

so  clever  was Mrs.  Willoughby's
disgui She was wearing some of the
woman's raiment, which included a rich-

colonred silk scarf, covering the head
and shoulders and usefully obscuring
much of the face. s

As for Pam’s father and the airman,
they were those two Hindu prisoners
all  over again. Borrowed turbans
helped greatly, of course, to make it
such a safe masquerading.

Pam had not nceded to disguise her-
self. There would be no encounter—at
least, so it was hoped—with anyone on
the yacht who would question_her iden-
titv. The few men in charge knew that
a kidnapped white girl was expected at
any time to be brought on board. Good
enough !

And Jimmy—he also was undisguised,
for the simple reason that the plan
involved his keeping altogether out of
sight.

Jimmy, in fact, was to be “in
reserve,” Iving low in the boat when it
lad come alongside the yacht, a bit of
tarpaulin covering kim. -

At this last moment there was some
jollying of Jimmy by Jack and others
about his only going as a “stowaway.”
But belaw such surface merriment there
was a grave understanding of the des-
perate part he might have to play—
single-handed, it might be—if things
went wrong. ¢
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Tlhe boat captured earlier in the night
was used to embark the five. At the
water’s edge, just before the start, all
who were. there to give the adventurers
a subdued but hearty send-off were in
great excitement. Hopes of success ran
high, for so much depended upon_the
disguises—and they were perfect. But,
still, one never knew.

“Best of luck, all!” the fervent wish
was whispered to those in the boat, as
she became afloat in the shallows, with
her engine not yet started up. *See you
at brekker, Pam dear

“That’s it, girls 1”

“And an eggsira special brekker, too,
don’t_forget—to cellerbrate !

i E%v_stra special,’ without the eggs,
I'm - afraid I Bunny's voice fullowed
Naomer’s. But I call it being given a
special treat, Pam, to be chosen for the
job 17

“Yes, sweendle!” Naomer now said
aggrievedly.

““Pam deah, good-bye for the
pwesent 1’ Paula called out. “Oh,
geals—geals, if—if—"

“Now, shut up!” Polly checked her
tender-hearted chum. “But, Pam dear,

say——— , dash! Just a mo’ |

And out into the shallows ran Polly,
with her usual impulsiveness, intending
to bestow @& last kiss upon Pam, if
possible.

The boat, however, was all but gone
from reach. Even as wading Polly

la:ip d hold of a part of its gunwale,
su ﬁl propulsion was imparted by the
started engine. So there was no kiss
for Pam, after all: only a violent jerk
for Polly herself before she had to

let go.
'V%l‘j' nearly she toppled forwards into

G
s

MR. WILLOUGHBY stood
waited tensely.

the water, and Naomer and_others,
aware of this, sent up a faint, facetious
cheer.

This would certainly have brought
Polly plashing back in haste; but thera
was the boat to watch as it sped away
upon the calm sea, so soon to be lost
in the darkness. 3

For a few moments, Polly, more than
knee-deep in the warm wavelets, stood
peering her hardes .

She was thmkm% again with great
hopefulness how it locked in the night
just like a_boat manned by two Hindu
eeamen, with a Hindu woman as one

of its passengers, wnen she was startled
bty a feeling at onme of her ankles, as
if a floating rope had taken hold of it
by a chance entanglement.

She thought she had only.to draw up
that foot to be able to shake it free,
But, as soon as she made the effort, she
felt a resisting pull that made her blood
run cold.

It was as if she were going to ba
pulled right off her balance, and next
momeng she actually was overthrewn
by another mysterious tugging.

“(Oh, I can’'t get back !” she cried.
“Something has got hold of me—is drag-
ging me away! It’s under the water!

Help!” Her voice rose to a scream.
“Jt’'s one of those vile things—an
octopus 1~

N oCcTOPUS |

They could see nothing of the
dreadful creature as, without a thought
of the risk to themselves, they all
rushed out into the shallows, to do their
best for Polly.

But in every horrified mind there was
& vivid, animated picture of a cuttle of
a hugeness, perhaps, only known in
truPiu seas.

Even Polly was, for the moment,
almost lost to sight in the darkness.
They saw only her flailing arms above
a patch of disturbed water.

“It's all right! Here we are!” one
and another of them shouted, whilst
they floundered and plashed out to her.
“Coming 1

Jack as well. He was hardly fit to
walk without a erutch, yet in this dire
moment for his sister he was by no
means last of all in the rush to save her.

r

He and others lifted Polly by her
shoulders clear of the water. Then, as
they started to drag her towards the
beach, she came altogether out of the
goa, and they saw a dark, shiny tentacle
of the cuttle clinging about her left
ankle.

Jack, rendered frantic by the sight of
his sister’s white, upturned face and the
terror that was-in her eyes, shouted
wildly at the ereature. )

That may have been a useless thing
to do; but Jack did more than shout.

He left the others, to go on holding
Polly clear of the water, and laid hands

>

p in the launch to give a shouted command in
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upon_that writhing tentacle, to try to
tear it away.

At the same time, there were two of
the other boys and at least three of
the girls all uniting to drag Polly back
to the beach.

They had all they could do to drag
her the first yard or so, feeling terribly
certain that they were even dragging
the octopus with her.

Sure enough, a few seconds later a
part of the creature’s body showed
above the swirling water, with one or
two more of its writhing tentacles.

But this was a good thing to have
happened. No sooner did the creature
find itself being drawn above the surface
than it suddenly let go its hold on Polly,
to sink back, and so make off.

Then, in silence, those who had
chanced to be the ones to bear up Polly
rushed her to the dry shingle. As thty
laid her down, they expected her to lie
there, half-swooning; but she was upon
her feet instantly, giving them grateful
looks.

“Dweadful I” Paula shuddered. “I
twied to lend a hand, but there was no
room for me, bai Jove!”

“Zere would have heen for me”
shrilled Naomer, “only I fell over, and
thought ze octopus was on top of me,
but ect was only Tubby.”

“A whacker, he was,” Dave com-
mented, meaning the octopus. “I sup-
pose they come close inshore by night
to scavenge for food. We'll have to
be more careful after that.””

“ Polly-welly ! Jack panted. * Nous
the worse for it, are you?”

“Not a bit.”

“Hurrah #en!”. Naomer cheered.

while the others

—
Hindustani,

“And so what a pity, whilst we were

about eet, that we didn’t eatch him!

Bekas zey say they are good to cat.”
"Than{s I” said Bunny, with extreme

disdain. “But I'd rather not.”
“Ha, ha, hal”
“SOS"I

QUARTER to five in the morn.
g, by Pam’s wrist-watch!
Only another hour before day-
light came creeping back, and
so much that must be.done whilst dark-

ness still remained, .
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[BETWEEN OURSLVE%
‘M".fju]::EAR "READERS,—T have

got .back from a most

. fascinating short holiday, And
‘ where do veu think I've beon?
Round = Britain’s coast on a cargo
steamer.

I dare say that seems to you a rather
strange holiday, but I can assure you
that it was tremendous fun. . And
although the vessel was only very small,
with limited passenger accommcdation,
there was never-a dull moment on the
voyage.

Maost of the time we were in sight of
land..and so there was plenty to sce,

The shipping, too, was fascinating to
watch-——trawlers .and drilters going to

the North Sea fishing grounds, cargo.

boats, stately passenger vessels, all
manner of shipping, to say nothing
of the numerous lightships off the East
Coast, whose mournful, moaning
whistles always reminded me somehow
of the bellow of a gargantuan cow !
made a great friend on the vovage
—ihe ship’s cat! I don’t know what
Chum would say if he knew, but Mike
—that  was  pussy’s  name—became
greatly attached to me, and would
follow me round and round the deck.
One day a small bird flew aboard and

But now they were almost alongside
that grand ocean-going steam . yacht
which had. lain idle, a few miles out
Irom the island, this last day or two.

Their coming, as had been intended,
was known to the few men who looked
after the vessel whilst Dulip Khan, and
most of his following, were encamped
upon the island. Now a man was at
the foot of the slung landing-steps,
shining a lantern to light the motor-
launch alengside. d

Moment, this, for Pam’s father to
prove whether or not a shonted com-

mand of his, in Hindustani, would
“do the trick.”” They did not want
that man to remain there with his

lantern.

As a sharp-sounding order the ery
wag sent across to him, and Pam won-
dered if others in the boat with her
were feeling as heart-in-mouth as she
was, .

That man with the lantern—had he
been deceived into thinking thei he
was under orders from someone acting
for Khan? x s &

Yes. He even extinguished the light
before running up the steps, to be lost
to sight on the vessel, which again
tonight was being kept in {otal
darkness,

Pam exchanged a smile of relief with
her mother, then turned to Jimmy. Tt
was moro than a delighted look which
had to pass between girl and lad.
They had been sitting close together
during the run out from the island:
but now it was time for him to get
down out of sight.

8o as she saw him move from the
seat. to lie low in the boat. therc was
something of a fond farewell nature in
Pam’s last smile te him.

comnined perched in the rigging for

hours. Mike, ever on the prowl, saw it,® Then,

and with typical catlike stealth, began
to climb up the mast, evidently in the
hope of reaching it - - . .

But the officer on the bridge chaneed
to see what was going on. With a grim
smile, he tugged the chain  which
operates the steamer’s whistle; there
was a fterrific  ZOOOOM! from the
siven—and Mike almost fell out of the
rigging! The bird, of course,
wing=and the last I saw of Mike's
intended dinner was a tiny speck wing.
ing its way back to the distant shore.

Hundreds of other fascinating sight:
there were—the Bass Rock, ?’itnra!l)
swarming with a myriad scabirds; th
great chiffs of Flamborough Head; th
Forth Bridge, and, on the southward
voyage, the hills of Arran, the Iri
coast, and the famous Longships light
house off Land’s End. Alas! “have
no space in which to deseribe them all
to you. But perhaps in a future Chat
I will tell you more about this ve
interesting voyage.

Now for some very, very brief detai
of the stories in next Saturday
SCHOOLGIRL,

The Cliff House story, written by

Hilda Richards, features Janet Jordan, !

and is a grand school and circus tale,
It is complete in next weck’s issue, and
the title 1s:

“JANET JORDAN’S ORDEAL "

ire of reading this fine feature
ing yvour copy of THE SCHOOL-
GIRL right away.

Long instalments of our two popular
serials, a merry complete tale starring
“Happy-Go-Lucky Lulw,” and FPat's
four pages of articles complete next
week’s splendid number.

With best wishes,
.YOUR EDITOR.

“I think it's going tu be all right.”

Mr. Willonghby whispered. “Those
on board have taken it as an order.
They're to keep out of the way.

Jimmy’s covered over—is he?”

“Yes, dad,” Pam whispered back.

The boat bumped alengside, and was
instantly tied up by Airman Somerfield
in such a way that she could be ecast
off in a moment. Then he went first
up the railed steps, to take his stand
at the gangway on to the deck.

He was there as a turbaned
“Hindu,” in a stiff. respectful attitude
when Mrs. Willoughby eame un, in t}
role of Seranjec Khan, followed by
Pam.

She, Pam, checked by her mother
directly they had set fool upen the
deck, glanced this way and that in the
darkness. -

There was time for her to become
almost certain—but not quite certain—
that none of those seamen were skulk-
ing around, to pry. Then her mother
gripped her by the arm in the right
“Seranjec ” manner, and hustled her
to the cabin passage.

They came, in the deep darkness. to
one cabin door that had a panel
smashed out of it. hat, of course,
was the damage Seranjee Khan had
committed, by having to break out of
the eabin at dawn yesterday, after
Betty and Dave had locked her in,

As roughly as ever—just in case any
of the skeleton ecrew should be spying

drs. Willoughby pushed Pam before
her into a cabin next door to the dam-
aged one,

Slam! went the door, and Pam's
mother made a point of noisily bolting
it; but the bolt was afterwards quietly
slipped back.

took |
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as mother and danghter stood
cabin, they heard

i close together in the
the passage-way.

; “dad's ” footfall in
: It ceased, and they knew that he, as
: arranged, had taken up a sentinel-like
 position outside the cabin door.
i Mrs. Willoughby clicked on a eabin
i light; and there 'in the sudden glare
: mother and daughter looked at ecach
i other, and smiled. -So far-good !
i A few minutes. crept by. There had
i been faint sounds on board ¢he yackt,
i as if one person only were going al-out
ome duty or other. Then a door had
losed. and since then—silence !
“The door of the wireless-room, was "
t? If so, then Airman Somerfield was
in there now, sending Morse into the
other. 2 :
Pam scemed to see him, in her
mind’s eye. sitting at the instruments,
. dot-dashing rapidly, urgently.
{ Buddenly there was the faint slap.
islap! of running feet, and then in the
cabin passage an excited jabber ot
Hindustani began.
Rap, rap, rap! The cabin door was
knuckled in an urgent way. The man

:who knocked also called out in
: Hindustani. i
Pam’s- mother was smiling as she

i switched off the light before opening
i the_cabin door. It was all right. And
i 0 Pam could breathe again.

¢ After making 4 noise with the bolt,
t Mrs. Willoughby opened the door. She

i and Pam had dad and the airman be-
i fore them in the dark doorway. First
i Pam’s father spoke—still in Hindu-

i stani. Then Mr. Somertield joined in,
most - excitedly.

Some of the erew, sneaking round to
listen, perhaps? Well, if they were,
i they could only hear Scranjee Khan
P being warned not to stay on board.

! after all. i
. ‘““Come ihen—you!” Mrs. Willoughby
suddenly addressed Pam: and that,

perhaps, was the very cleverest, as it
was the most daring act in the whole
performance, so far. Seranjee Khan's
voice imitated perfectly.

“Back to the island then, but that
does not mean back to your friends—

no!” was added, with realistic
harshness,
Pam, as if she were really being

taken along by a gripping hand that
shook her savagely. purposcly stumbled
in her steps. She had her hands up to
her eves as if she were erying: but she
was fecling much more like laughter.

So, with one sham “Hindu ” walking
in front. and the other close behind,
she and her mother cmerged upon the
open deck, and were next moment at
the top of the landing-steps.

Then as she went second down the
canvas-sided flight of steps, she peered
cagerly for the launch.

Just as she did this her father, only
a step or two below her, made a pauso
that meant uncertainty, And she knew
why.

There were two of the Hindu senmen
at_the bLottom of the steps,

But this was not that accounted for

Pam’s own sudden feeling of wild
alarm.
The boat, with Jimmy in it, was
gone !

IN the moment of success—sudden

disaster 7 What has happened to
Jimmy ? And what will become of the
party who have so daringly boarded
Khan’s yacht? Thrilling develop-
ments crowd next Saturday’s chapters
of this. powerful adventure serial,
so make sure of reading them by
ordering your copy of THE SCHOOL-
GIRL right away.



