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THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

Twopence.

THIS WEEK'S FINE NEW LONC COMPLETE STORY OF THE CIRLS OF CLIFF HOUSE SCHOOL!

The Girl They
Doubted!

By HILDA RICHARDS.

Polly Véne, the Clif House Day Girl,
continues to mystify Barbara Redfern &
Co. of the Fourth Form.

The Mysterious Message!

-- I BAY,
0

o

that, Fr
“ Look at Polly Vane, Marcia !
All was excitement in the Fourth Form
A CHT Tl o, for, 3
, the Form mistress, d m)t
ake over the command of her

Tiabe, Jdo pass that note from

like

Don’t push
Foote, you ca

mwe

note to \[nl-o_ Lyun, her -
tudy mate.
she did this she was the
effarts of Bessie Bunler, the fat il
in the whole
Lessie’s efforts were directed in ]i'r-—

r pushed off the =
¥l who wes thinking

onting. Kersel
by & lat

a friond of Barbara
o nearer and more nes
the rr’ﬂo of the seat, and it was tl
which had given rise to,the words
Rehind these two s
girl, and, next to her, @ rath
<allow mmplrxmmd Fourth-Forn
This latter was Marcia L
gitl who had spoken to
I’sﬂn Hendon, the purse-pr
the Fourth,

atten-

il
and

alone, this
was  wes an
ous, a worried laak.

It was this that had drawn the words
from Iletty Hendon and had made her
nudge her friend, Marcia Lofiy
the most deceiifnl and least pop
the Fourth Formers,

Polly Vane was the

=

to CLff Hv
and

come
inplst BF Jbihes.

something so wistful
manner that had appe
Barbara l{vdfr rn_and Barhara’s chums.
ve her the name
friends Lm-n her, had i
taken to Polly Vane with her fai

mediately

Lobbed

hair, her shy manner, and her sincere
eyes.

Not so Marcia Loftus and Heity
Hendon, and their bozom crony, the lazy
Naney Bell.

These three had been rude OrSOni-

p
schemed

fied; and already Mar a

against Polly V for, to add to the
mystery of Pollv's nervous manner,
Marcia had come upon an advert
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for a missing girl, and she was convinced
that the advertisemnent described Polly
perfectly.

And now Marcia's

eyes were glowing,
for one hundred pourds reward was
attached to that advertisement, and
Marcia_felt that already the money was
in her keeping.

Suddeniy there came a frantic shoub
from Bessie Bunter, followed by a terrific

bump. 7
“Groogh! Ooocoooo!  You kik-cat,
Freda! T say, 7
Il ‘s uneq [‘;gh: st Fr nu'x
Foote had enc n ais for herseld,

ated on the Roor, w uh
Luok ng up into Babs”

and now she w
her litile eye
laughing face.
“Get a c
the
eyes

a3

* cried Clara
the Fourth,
with merri-

. somehody "
tomboy  of
were dancing

whose
ment,

“Poor Beesie I said Bubs

extending
her hand to the f:

But Bessie_ did t, She sal
there, glowering up at Freda T'ouue

It was at that very instant that the
door of the Form-room opened; there
came the sound of a g footfall, a
sudden hush, and then——

‘' Elizabeth Bunter, you
Jeing on the A

Miss Steel before } and
looking coldk 1t Bess

* Plea 1 —

;3 Stead
her face the

colour of a b
red to her feet.

Bunter,
root, as she clumbe
“Silence, Llizabeth !
at once e
And Bessie hurriedly carried out the
ord er, thankful to escape punishment.
Now, girls,” said Miss Steel, “I do
not intend that the recent exhibition of
foolishness shall interfere with your work
in any way. Your lesson has been set,

Take your seat

and you can proceed with it, and, so
much as a word among any of you,
i "

Miss Steel let her words sink in for a
moment, and the next she was bending
oxer her books and preparing to correct
the lesson papers of the previous day.

And, as the other girls bent over their
books, a wistful-eyed girl endeavoured to
concentrate on her own,

Polly Vane only saw the print as
nhronlzh a veil, for ihere was something
in her eyes thit was blurring her vision.

She was remembering the happenings
af the previous night when, soon after
her return home, her return to meet her
father, that trio of mysterious figures
had come to the road outside the Lttle
cottage where she lived, and, in mistake
for her, had carried the prying Marcia
us away 1

Perhaps it was curious  that she
thought se, for much the same thought
was in the mind of Barbara Redfern at
that moment.

Babs had caught Lady Hetiy Hendon’s

s, and she had seen Marcia glancing
in_Polly’s direction.

What was the m

How well Bahs
ing of Polly to Clif House and

then the
discovery she had made that Polly was
living in a cottage with a woman who

wasg evidently a servant to her.

Het upon that discovery had come the
finding of the advertisement that offered
one hundred pounds reward for the find-
ing of a girl answering io Polly's descrip-
tion, and then that discovery of Marcia
tracking Polly on her homeward way.

Babs had been a witness of the capture
’\hu‘m, and she had rushed after ithe
that had borne Marcia away, only 1o
scover Marcia free and entering CHff
Heouse in advance of Babs herself.

This had added to the mystery, and, to
Babe, it seemed certain that the people
who had offered the one hundred pounds
reward were the very people who had, in
capturing Marcia, fancied that they were
spiriting Polly away.

What was their intention? How much
did  Marcia know? How had she
escaped from the deluzled captors ?

As Babs pave a side glance at Marcia,
and saw that Marcia’s interest was not
on her lesson books.

At times she would glance up at Mise
Stecl, and then take a sideways look at

Polly as though gloating in all that the
knew abeut the mystery girl of the
Fourti.

Babs was fearful for Polly’s safety,

and, although she had not told anything
ta her chums that Polly would not have
wished them to know, she knew .that
those Fourth-Formers who were Bahs’
chums—an. they were
vealised that a mystery surrounded the
newcomer,

Try as Babs might, she could not con-
centrate on her work.

She had no wish to pry upon Marcia,
but she did feel that Marcia was working
against Polly Vane,

And upen this thought there came a
sudden interruption.

Tt was a tap on the door

An int Urnptlon such az this was rather
wiusuzal at ouse School, and all

eycs were raised from the lesson bocks
as

donr opened and Angelica Jelly,
rather simple girl, and a member of

Fifth Form, revealed herself in the
doorway.
With a_ broadening smile she looked
abon 3 ted gir
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Steel was Jooking up with sur-|
eyes

ad

5.
Well, Angelica!” she s “ What |

iz if 27
“Please, Miss Steel,” said Aungelica,

‘it is about Polly Vane.
“Well ! exclaimed Miss Steel,

And

what about Polly Vane, Angelica? Da
come to the point quickly, my good girl.”
her aunt, Miss Steel.” said

Angelica nervously., “T met Polly’s aunt
by the gaics, and she wants to see Polly
Vane at once, she said.”
Steel looked ve

¢ surprised now

is  most usual—most un-
* she exclaim
olly’s  aunt said ihat she had lo

Steel,” rambled on Angel

Miss Steel turned to where Polly Vane
sat. and it was remarkable that, ot this
moment, there was not one vestige of |
eoloiir on Polly’s cheeks

The girl was trembling visibly, and her
nervous ha har books fall from

e de: to her feet and came

n
15 she rose
towards Miss Steel’s rostrum.

“Polly,” said Miss Steel, “yon may
i 'sce this aunt of yours, but vo
indly tell her that it is not

HTouse gmirla to be called an

for O
from leszons in this manner.”

Polly’s hands were clenched ai he:
side, and a wondering Fourth Form saw
that she sermed nervous, a prey to soms
nameless anxiety,

There was not one of that gathering of
Tourth Formers but would have gladlv
jumped at being freed from lessons, if

n fox ten minutes or so.
Polly Vane did not seem glad. Tf
hing, it was the reverse.

“Oh, I'd rather not go. Miss Steel, if
you don’t mind!" she faltered.

A murmur of astonishment came from
the class as Polly spoke, and Miss Steel
loaked astonished, oo,

“Not going, Polly?” she exclximed
sharply. **And why not, pray®”

Polly drew herself up.

““Becanse my aunt has not sent
message,” she answered qgnietly.

Angelica flushed.

“But she did, Polly,” she said guickly.
“She told me that she was your auni,
1d asked me to bring the message to
you,”

“That makes no
Polly, as the whole F
am not g i

Miss Steel gazed keenly
exe

that |

ifference.”  said |
v gasped | |

into P

Is there any particular res
you do not want to see your a
demanded,
Polly shook her bobbed head.
No, Miss Steel,” she answered. “1l
simply means that my aunt haz not sent
that message, I am sure of it.”
Angelica looked hopelessly at Miss
stoed, flushed again, and thea beat a |
ty retreat, i
“YVery well, Polly!" said Miss Steel
y. “You can go back to your

ac
’ White faced, and with he
lowered, Polly Vane walked back
desk, and all eyes watched her
did so.

Tn Marcia’s e
malice. It was
conscious of the
rericence,

Bubs saw thet look, and made a ment
note of it.

e

o5 there was a gleam of
s though Marcia
reason for

have been murmured con-
happen-
8 s atern lool about
luded the possibility of

i Miss
the Form prec
that.

The work continued, and to one girl
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in thal Form-room the moments were

red over her, and at {imes she w

aise her eyes and look about the room
as though some shadow in it concenled
a furtive figure,

And with what r she rose from her
when the lesson came to a close,
and the givls were free to go to their
studies ar th non-reom.

Babs and Mabs hurried ahead of the
others, for there were preparations to
be made to-day. Ti was a half-holiday.
and Barbara Redfern, Mabel Lynn.
Clara Treviyn, Marjorie Hazeldene
Freda Foote, and Peggy Preston had
planned a long walk,

It was not long before they were in
Study No. 4, and the door was closed
behind them.

ta

And when that door was closed hoth
Mabs and Ba luried out the question
that lay on their lips.
“Whut does it all 1
Babs shook her head.
“1 can't make it ont at all, Mabs."

she said softly.  “Did you see thal
hunted Jook on Polly's face?”
“Rather “But

exclaimed Mabs,
go, Babs?’
' answered Babs at once,
h; for Polly Vane.
She looked so frightencd, so pale.”

why didn’t sh

“I know,” put in Mabs. “But how
was it she knew the message had not
come from her aunt?”

Babs' face was worried.
“How can I answer that, Mabs?" she
replied,

As she spoke, the door opemed, and
i evlyn, Peggy Preston, and
Hazeldene came hurrying in.

Il if that litile business wasn't
the giddy limit!” cried Clara. “Have

vou ever scen anything like it, Babs
“Fancy her aunt sending for her, and
then Polly not going!” put in Peggy
“Tt's very curious,’” s Marj
azeldene i her gu way,
Babs looked at her chums
“There is some very mood reason for
her not going, anywav.” she said. I
like Polly’ Vane, and I am sure thai she
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is drea

message.
“Strange exclal

iighty mysterious

And so do 1" agreed Mabel Lynn.

Her words had barely died away when

¥ worried about that strange

“J cal

Peg,

the girl who had been under discussion
opened the door and entered the study.

Babs looked surprised.

It was a half-holiday.

What was Polly the day girl
sehool,
fancied

of the
Babs hac
homeward

the school?
be on her

doing in
e mus

looked so sad and so woe-
" heart went out to the

gir

* Hallo, Polly
into
gone

1" she said, drawing her
the room. “I thought you had

Polly hesitated. o Babs it seemed
that she wanted to s something that
she was nervous of saying before the

other girls,

It seemed that the other gi
conclusion, ioo.

“We'll be getting along, Dabs said

Peggy Preston quickly. “ You'll follow,

won't you, Babs?"

came to

Babs nodded, and. the girls troopeid
from the study.

“Barbara,” murmured Polly, when
they had gone, 1 wonder if you

would grant me an awfuliy
Babs was looking into two of thagmos:

favour?"

appealing eves she had ever scen in her
and she nodded compassionately.
isn't
in

1

too difficult.
low tones

as it
answered

long

she

Polly paused, and
nands, she gazed at
“Babs,” she said,
wear that new blue serge dress o
and that little hat that I have

much? Would you?
Babs was so surprised that s
know wkat to say, but the next instant

her heart went out 4o litle
thes were as by now at
sen when first she had come
. and in a flash Pabs realised
was that Polly wanted to borrow
the litile blue dre:

She did not hes

Polly Vane.

ate for a moment.

FUN FOR THE FOURTH !

Arnidst shrieks of merriment Bessie’s |
struggles with Freda Foote ended in

ths fat girl stipping to the floor. i

Tue Scucol Friesp.—No, 231
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“That is not a very difficult favour to
grant, Polly,” she said gently.

* ¥You will lend me the dress and the
at ?”’

Polly's eyes seemed to he wells of
relief now, where once they had ap-
peared so worried.

“Of course!” laughed Babs. “Come
with me, and I'll find you a gym frock
and hat just like mine.”

She drew Polly from the room and
upstairs to the dormitory, and a few
minutes later Polly Vane was being
decked out in Babs' dress.

And Babs’ thoughts were all pity for
this poor little girl with the pale face,

But, had she thought, she would have
contrasted this wish with what she had
scen by the cottege, That car in which
Marcia had been spirited away, that car
that had belonged obviously to Polly’s
father, for Babs had heard Polly calling
him “ Daddy, daddy!”

Other thoughts had dviven that scene
away, though, and there was only the
feeling that, for a little while, Polly
wished to wear nice clothes.

It made Babs joy to see the differ-
ence that her neat biue dress made to
Pally.

It fitted perfectly, and, where once
she had looked like a little waif, she now
Jooked dainty and twice as pretty in con-

sequence,

“'Oh, Babs!™ whispered Polly, when
the change had been made. can
never thank vou enough for this, never I

The gext moment she was giving Babs
a hug, and there was n different look
in Polly’s eyes as, turning to the door,
she thanked Babs again, and then hur-
ried away. -

Babs watched her go. .

“Poor little Polly!” she whispered.
“ Poor little girl, that such a small thing
as that should give her so great a happi-
ness "

And Babs was still thinking of Polly
Vane, when, a little later, she hurried
along the lane and joined her friends

in their wall.

The Figure on the Road!

(1 (OOP-LA! Heigho for the long
high road! Next to haockey,
give me a long tramp through
the country.” -

Clara Trevlyn was in high spirits—the
Fourth Form tomboy usually was—and
the party of girls smiled appreciably.

How gay and care free these girls were
as they went joyously on their way to
Friardale village, and to Uncle Clegge’s,
where they had decided fo lay in a stock
of tarts and cakes to help them on their

way.

But, if they were happy. there was
one who was not, and that was a girl,
who, hearing the sound of merry
Jaughter bebind her. turned and looked
apprehensively in the direction from
which it came.

It was Polly Vane,

Hurrying on her way homeward, she
had not expected to find CLf House
girls on the road.

But here they were, and she knew
that it would be very obvious if she ran
to avoid meeting with them.

A moment since she had been screened
in the shadows beneath a high hedge,
but now she came into the road again
just as Clara and her companions turned
a bend in the path.

Clara was the first to sce Polly, and
surprise came into her cyes as she saw
that fizure ahead.

“Y say!” she exclaimed.
Polly Vane, Mabs?”

Mabs looked carefully at the girl in
the_distance.
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“I1 don’t think so, Clara,” she replied.
“It_seoms too neat for Polly.”

“I thought it was Babs at first,”
laughed Marjorie. “ There is something
familiar about that blue dress.”

Clara hurried along, and, as she came
nearer to Polly, and as that girl turned
and looked nervously in the direction of
Babs and her companions, Clara's sur-
prise increased.

“Why, it is Polly Vane!” she ex-
claimed. 1 should never have known
it was you, Polly,” she said to the new
girl, as they came up, “if I hadn’t seen
your face.”

It was then that Clara was consciens
of the fact that perhaps she had said
something she should not have said, for
Polly had flushed, and was looking wist-
fully at Babs.

" We didn’t expect to see you, Polly,”
Babs explained, feeling that Paolly was

conscious that the girls knew it was
Babs’ dress she was wearing.
Polly was certainly a prey to great

awkwardness. She stood there flushing
and hardly knowing what to say,

She foli that the eyes of all the girls
were on her. She must have felt also
that they knew her se and yet, how
closely she had guarded that secret.

“1 was late in leaving the school,”
she said at last. And, as =he spoke, she
looked about her, as though at any
moment someone might appear on the
scene—someone of whom she was dread-

fully afraid. .
Her face was a picture of fear, and
her lips trembled as she spoke.

“On ur way home, Polly 7" asked
Pegey, looking in rather a mystified
fashion at Polly Vane.

“Yes, yes, Peggy!” came the answer.
But it lacked conviction.

The girls were standing in the middie
of the road, and Polly was looking
apprehensive,

“Don’t let us stand here,” she zaid
quickly, nervously. “A car might come.
Let us walk—it would be safer,”

They were strange words to say, for
the broad couniry road had no other
travellers upon it save these girls, and
Mabel Lynn looked askance at Babs.

Babs was quick to respond.

“Come along, girls ! she said cheerily.
And, linking her arm through Polly’s,
she continued on her way with Polly at
her side and the other girls following.

If Polly had been a mysiery to them
before, she was even more so now.

In an undertone Clara told Marjorie
that she was sure the dress Polly was
wearing was Dabs’

Mahbs had drawn level with her chum,
and mnow e amnd Barbara were dis-
cussing the Form’s chances at hockey
now that the season had opened.

“Po you play hockey, Polly?"” asked
Babs, wanting to bring Polly into the
conversation.

*Oh, answered  Polly. I
was——"" " She broke off awkwardly.
“Yes, 1 can play, Babs,” she said, fush-
i

It

ng.

%&11‘5 looked into her nervous eyes.

What had Polly been about to
when she broke uf% so abruptly.

For a moment Babs paused, but only a
moment. She wanted to put Polly at
ease. .

“You must turn out at practice for the

say

Fourth Form, then,” she said. “We're
all awfully keen on hockey, and we have
quite a strong side! But we’re mnot
averse to having it strengthene

“T say!” Clara exclaimed. *Look
there—over there! Who is ghe?”

All eyes followed the direction of
Clara’s gaze.

With drastic suddenness a veiled

woman had come frem the screening
shelter of the high hedge, and was

Twopence.
walching  them—walching. them most
mysteriously.
* Beems anterested in us!” murmured
Marjorie.
“Wonder what she wants?” said
Peggy.

Polly’s hold on Babs® arm tightencd,
and her head was bent. Babs could see
that as she glanced at the girl

She felt Polly trembling, too, and this
oceasioned her a new surprise.

Slowly they came abreast of the
woman, and, dark as the veil was, Babs
could see darting o, scanuing  them,
searching  their suspicious  and

culating

T cay ! whizpered Mabs.
see that glan
she look 1

Babs shook her head.

She did not speak as they passed the
womian by, but she had a vague feeling
that she had seen those eyes once befare
—where she could not tell,

Polly had not spoken a word, and her
}ncad was still lowered as Babs looked at
her.

Clara had swangz round.

“Now she's going in the direction of
the school!” she muttered. *I wonder
what she’s after ¥

“Looks as though shes up to mno

ood,” said Peggy. “I didn't like the
ook of her.”

“Neither did T,” said Mabs quickly.

'“She secmed furtive, strange, and
didn't she give us 2 look ?* put in Babs.

But still Polly said nothing, and now
the wirls were coming towards Friardale
village.

In the distance Uncle Clegg's stores
was visible.

Polly disengaged her arm from its
hold on Babs, and she peused.

There seemed 1o be a certain amount
of relief on her face as she turned to
Babs.

“You're not leaving us here, are you,
Polly?” eried Clara. “Come and have
coffee and cakes at Uncle Clegg’s!”

“No, really no, thank you!” said
Polly. “I must go! I must get home—
really 1 must !”

Babs.

“But, Polly!”
“After coming all this way——

There was an appeal in Polly Vane's
eyes.

“If you don't mind, Babs,” she said,
“I should love to come, but—7"

Her eyes had strayed up the way they
had come; she Id still see that furtive
figure, though only vaguely. She walked
towards Cliff House School.

“Do come, Polly; don't leave the
party I said Marjorie,

“No—no! 1 can’t—really I can’t!”
said Polly: and now, to the amazement
of those girls, she turned and they saw
her run swiftly away in the direction
where lay Clematis Cottage, her home on
the fringe of Friardale,

? “Did yon
Whatever ‘did
v

murmured

A gasp of astonishment came to
Clara’s lips. .
“Well,” she exclaimed, “if Polly

Vane t the jolly limit !

“She bit of a mystery, isn't she,
Babs ?”” said Mabel Lynn, turning io-
wards her chum,

“Yes,” said Babs softly. “Perhaps
che is, Mabs, but somehow 1 feel rather
sorry for that poor girl—she seems to
find everything so sirange !”

& ave never met a more nervous
one 1" said Clara

She turned aw

irom watching Polly.
“ Well, anyw * she added, “let’s get
to Uncle Clegg Come along, girls!”
The next moment the girls were hurry-
ing towards the tuckshop.
The eyes of Polly Vane watched them

go.
She had paused at the enirance to
Rose Way, in which leafy lane her howe
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lsn‘ and she was looking longingly in the
direction of the Fourth Former

“Oh, if only T could have gone with
them ! she whispered to herself. “If

But no, no, it is

a it were safe to go!
not safe!”

Poor Polly's lips were sad at thal
moment, and tears lay in her eyes

“Oh, dm}d\. she  said
rokenly, *“if ouly all this werry would

pass, if :mlv I could be as happy as they
are happy, how lovely life would be
then ™

Those tears were streaming down her

cheeks now.
Polly it seemed that always, always |
theve would be this shadow of foar over |
her life. She had never fancied that she
could ever be as nervous as
day followed day, she was getting more
end more afraid.

As she opened the little rostic door that
led inta the garden of Clematis Cottage.
El'e looked over her shoulder as though
she were mp-cmnu someone to come to-
wards her and drew her back,
meona she feared was the

nd that car

veiled woman they had met on the
Friardale road, and Polly was asking
herself how long it would be before, like

drawn into the
about her!

some poor fly, she
web that was forming

The Spite of Marcia Loftus!

€ HAT will ieach ¢ wanted® girls
to  come te -CUff Ilouse
er'nrﬂ 1R

1 back and sur
veyed her nnnm“oll\ she spoke.

i'ml chosen her time well to m

g on the blackboar

antd now, with her

in
e Foarth Form:
task accomplis

be seen by the Form.
Well dld she know
minutes, ] 1 _and
be here, and Aiss Steel never used th
rongher side of the board.
Yesterday Marcia had been a wilr
of somaothing had surprised her,

a few

that, in

and

that something had been nothing less

than Babs and Polly Vane in the dormi-
3

fourth Form.
yeo had watched that

rapid transformation, and later she bad
seen Polly Vane in the Friardale Jane—

in Babs’ blue frock.

“T'll open the eves of Barbara Red-
fern’s chums she chuckled to herself,
as she stole from the class-room.

It was not Marcia’s intention fo

breathe a word of this jape to a soul,
neither was it her intention to be onc of
the first in the Form.

She was congratulating herself on a
work of art that she had never hoped to
accomplish as well as she had done.

In fact, what she had done was a
revelation even to herself.

“You ought te be an artist, Marcia
Toftus 1" she told herself proudly as she
hung about waiting for the class to
assemble,

In little groups the girls tramped in,
and then Marcia joined Hetly Hendon
and Nancy Bell as they came ‘along and
strolled in with them.

The chatter ceased, for Miss Steel had
come into the class-room, and, walking
towards her desk, looked out over the sea
of heads.

Then she walked towards the black-
board,
lifted the board dewn and was turning it
50 that she might work on the side she

preferred.
As she swong tha ohject ahoui and

stepped back, a cry of surprise came io
her lips.

, she turned the board |
round so that only the clean side could |

the class would

i
|
i

and the next moment she had |
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That ery was echoed by a masp of
astonishment from the girls of the Form.

Heads were craned forward, there
came murmurs, and semewhere a girl
laughed.

And there was every reason for those
vounds that tokened amusement and
surprise.

Polly Vane had gone ax white as death,
and her eyes were focused on that black
board, as indeed were the eyes of every
girl in the J'nrm

Miss Steel h
class could

stepped back, and the
© more plainly what it was

had been telied guite cleverly on the
blackboard.

““ Polly Vane !” breathed Dolly
anlmg

“Like her to the giddy life ! whistled
flara. “Who could have drawn that?”
There on that Llackboard was an ex-
cellent likeness of Polly Vane, and in
large letters beneath the picture the
following words had been written :
“THE GIRL WITO BORROWS BAR-
BARA REDFERN'S CLOTHES !
WHAT I8 SHE DOING
HOUSE?”

AT CLIFF
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Not a girl spoke, and, as if by magic,
th(. murmuring died away.
the culprit without the courage ta
admit her guilt ¥ demanded Miss Steel.
5till there came no voice from those
girls who were seated at their desk..
Miss Steel's lips were compressed
“It was done by a girl in this Form--
must have been done by one of vou!”
she exclaimed. “And I am waiting for
it to speak—orher-

the girl who did
wise——>"

Miss Steel looked out significantly over
the sea of heads.

She waited for quite three minutes, bat
Il, not a voice broke the silence,
It was a g

all was

And now she nodded.
nod.

“ Very well, she said.
umre:,s, I am in the pa at
having to punish the whole Hm-a i

She paused.

“Your usual liberties and privil
will be cancelled for a week,” she s
“That punishment I shall confirm v
Miss Primrose. It wili mean that you
are banned from passing out of gates.”

“Gated—for a week!"” gasped Clara

im

POLLY ON HER GUARD!

*No ! replied Polly.

“ You ars not going to se
exclaimad
+ Because my aunt has not sent that message ! '

@ your aunt !’

iss  Steel in astonishment.

This was what had made the Fourth
Form gasp. This picture, and the words
beneath it, had sent Miss Steel stepping
back, a flush of indignation on her cheek.

She was so angry that she did not
know how to speak for a moment, as she
surveyed what really a most
excelient likeness of the day girl of the
Fourth Form.

Polly Vane was a picture of mortifica-
tion,

She was going white and red by turns,
and she felt that the cyes of all the giels
were on her.

Miss Steel
composure.

She had recognised
Polly Vane at once,

was slowly recovering her

to
Liss

the likeness
and it was

| Steel’s intention to find the culprit—and

at once.

With that object in view, she walked
briskly back to her desk, and stood there,
her face the picture of anger.

“Which girl,” she cried, pointing
dramatically to the picture on the board

| —“which girl did that?”

Trevlyn; and the gasp was echoed by
almost every girl.

Miss Steel walked over to the black-
board, and the next moment she was
wiping out Marcia's masterpiece.

“That will be all,” she said coldly.
“Now you can get out your geography
books and turn to South America,”

But there was bul scant thought of
South America at that moment.

A surge of indignation had gone
through the Fourth Form.

Who was the girl?

She had only to speak to lift the
punishment from the others.

There were many ecyes on Marcia
Loftus now—Marcia, the only mean girl
of the Form e ¢ enough to have
drawn that lifelike sketch om the black-
board.

Babs was looking accusingly at her,
and Ulara, Marjorie, Peggy, “Freda, and
Dolly an!ing were l'o[lu\\n:g Barbara'a
eyes.
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But Marcia remained silent, a sneer
upon her hard_face.

How those Fourth-Formers’ eyes filled
with anger!

They felt certain that Marcia had per-
petrated this, and Marcia hadn’t the
pluck to speak up.

No! She would sooner the whole
Form suffered than that it should be dis-
covered that she was responsible for the
joke at Babs’ and Polly’s expense!

“I'll make Marcia speak, see if I

whispered  to  Dolly

don Clara
Job

ling.

I should think so! We're not going
to be gated on account of Marcia
Loftus 1" muttered Dally.

‘And there were many more muiters in
the Form room to the samno effc

Meanwhile, the innocent subject of
that caricature was looking down at her
bhook with eyes that were filled with
tears:

Somehow Polly felt that she was the
unconscious agent for the punishing of
the whole Form. and there was a
iremulous feeling in her heart. 1t had
been prompted by the fear that the girls
might turn agal her because of this,

She was afraid that she might lose the
friendship of Babs and Mabs and those
loyal friends of these two chums of the
TFanrth Fern )

And she realised something clse now-—
realised it only too well. o

The hand of one of the girls in the
Form was against her !

Theie weve foes inside the school as

well as outside it. and to copn with
enemies on either hand seemed more
than she could bea .

“ Daddy, dadd she  breathed.
“Iow long shall T have to suffer? Ilow
long 7"

But she could find no answer to thab
question, nor, as the lesson proceeded,
counld she find much interest in Bouth
America.

Babs was watching the new girl with
a feeling of pity that Polly had been
made to suffer like this.

Simple as the joke seemed, it was very
eruel.  There was the suggestion of
Polly's poor clothes, her inalnlity to get
bettéer ones. It was not usual for a girl
at Cliff House to borrow another girl’s
new dress, ;

Rut little did Baba know why Polly
had borrowed that dress which had been
returned this morning brushed, and, oh,
0 neatly folded !

Polly’s tears stained her cheeks as she
bent over her book, and, although the
other girls did not see those tears, they
had not escaped Barbara Redfern.

At last a rather dismal lesson came to
a close. It was not diemal because it
was geography, and South America as
the subject, but it was gloomy because
none of those girls were looking forward
1o a week robbed of their liberties and
privileges,

There was also the awkward fealure
of the inability to et the blame at
Marcia's door,

Marcia was not in the least conscience-
stricken,

*“Serves them both right,” said Hetty
Hendon spitefully to her crony. “Fancy
havin® such a girl as that tiaerc Polly
Vane at CHff "Ouse!”

And Marcia grinned back at the one-
time servant girl of the school.

At last morning school ended, and an
indignant swarm of givls surged in the
direction of the Fourth Form common-
room.

No one had convened a meeting, hut
it was taken for granted that there was
indignation to be vented, and, as the
Fourth Form common-room was ihe
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place for such a thing, thither the girls
swarmed,

But not Polly,

As she had come inie the corridor,
Babs and Mabs had come to her side.

“Don't take it to heart, Polly,”
whispered Bubs, giving Polly a comfort-
ing sqoeeze of the arm. was @
spiteful trial by a spiteful gir], who isn't
worth worrying abeut.”

“We'll find ocut who did it, teo!” said
Mabs. * Marcia Loftus is the culprit, and
we'll make her sit up for this!”

Polly’s pale face was touched to a
smile of gratitude, and, thanking both
the girls with her eyes, she was abouf
to hurry away, when Marjorie Hazel-
dene ran towards her,

“T aay, Polly!” said Marjorie. “I
wonder would you do something for me
—something very important?”

Polly flushed. There was such friendli-
ness in Marjorie’s voice,

“Why, of course I will!” she an-
awered, * t is in my power to help
you, Marjorie.”

“T Jenew that you would,” said Mar-
jorie, pressing Polly’s arm enthusi-
astically. *It 1= just this, Polly.”

She looked about her to sce that they
were unobserved.

“Tt’s ald Mrs Crotchett,” said Mar-
jorie quickly. “She's been ill, Polly,
and she’s always been a_good friend io
the girls of the Fourth. She hasn'i
heen able to work, and we made a coll
tion to pay her rent for her. Unless
is paid to-day. I
landlord.”
v's face was filled wit
“Oh, Marjorie!” she whisp
“T knew |tmt you would feel as we all
do,” said Marjorie. “And we've pot
enough to pay the rent and to tide her
aver. It's here—two ponnds, Polly—
and will you take it to her? It ie
Chureh Coitage, in Friardale itself. You
know it!”

Marjorie saw something pase across
Polly’s face that Marjorie fancied to be
a look of fear, but she could not be sure,
although Polly hesitated for a moment
hefore replying. B

“Yes—yes, Marjorie,” she  said
nervously. 1 know Church Cottage.”

“You will take it for me, then?"” said
Marjorie Hazeldene, with a sigh of relief.
“T ‘was so worried, for, you see, now
that the whole form is ‘gated,” I did
not know how we should help s
Crotchett. Even the post office
of bounds, through Maria Loftus.”

She slipped the money into Polly’s
hand, gave Polly’s arm another squecze,
and, with a final caution that the matter
was u’exgnmtel} urgent, hurried off to

it

sympathy.

attend the indignation meefing.

It was in full swing, and at this
moment being  addressed by Clara
Trevlyn.

“ATe we going to accept the blame
that should fall upon another?” cried
Clara.

A valley of “XNo's
words.

“The giddy limit, i in it,”
Clara. “ Who made the silly drawing,
that i= what we want to know "

And a unanimous ery burst from every
e

greeted Clara’s

p:
“Marcia Loftus!
“Marcia Loftus is the culprit,” eried

Clara; “and, somchow or other, we're

going to prove it aga

nst her!”
Somehow or other! Tf Clara had but
realised how difficult that “somchow or
other ** would prove!

Indeed, had the girls but known how
quickly all thought of Marcia’s little trick
was to be banished from their minds by
il;lg: _m:Ivent of a vastly more important
affair !

1l bo turned out by |

added |

|
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But, the girls did not know, and, whilst
Clara waxed eloquent in her indignation,
feeling in the Fourth Form grew very
bitter against the spiteful Marcia Loftus.

Polly Fails in Her Mizsion!

OLLY VANE seemed very timid

P as she walked down the drive
that led to the Friardale Lane.

She locked to either side of her,

as though figures lurked amid the

tangled undergrowth or in the gloom

beneath the tall and almost leafless trees.

Coming to the gate, she opened it and
looked :gm. the road.

A sigh of relief came to her lips.

There was no sign of a solitacy travellér
upon ihat white road, and the fact
scemed to hearten the girl; for, clasping
{he two pounds firmly in her hand, she
hurried away from the school in the
direction of the village.

Polly’s face was very pale, and in her
memory there was still a picture of that
class-room she had left, and the picturk
on the blackboard, and the eyes that
had watched her.

Oh, if all this mystery would leave
her! If she could just be as those other
girls were, happy and care-free !

Nith nervous eyes she looked to either
side of her, peering into the hedgerows,
looking behind and beiore her, as though
expecting some alarm to come.

She was trembling, apprehensive, as
she hurried on her homeward way, but
with each step she went she seemed fo
gain confidence.

She was thinking of Myrs, Crotchetb
and the money that would have to be
delivered to her, if her home was to be
saved,

There was that mission to be carried
out, and, whatever her fears, she must
da what Marjorie Hazeldene had asked
her to do.

She had suffered so much herself
recently . that she could realise what
terrors poor Mrs. Crotchelt was unders
going.

It nerved Polly to a greater speed,
and she was almost running as she turned
the bend in the road.

And well for her that she was, for, as
she came speedily round the bend, with
a cry on her lips, a veiled woman sprang
from the undergrowth and darted
towards Polly.

For a moment Polly recoiled.

A scream came to her lips, and she
felt too dreadfully afraid to act.
only for the passing of a second was she
held as if transfixed.

The next moment she had gathered
speed, and, dodging past the woman, she
tore with all the epeed she could com-
mand in the direction of Friardale,

And behind her raced the woman,

Fleet as Polly was, her pursuer was
fleeter, and Polly began to realise thak
as she heard the sound of those footbeats
coming nearer and heard the sharp voice
of the woman calling upon her tc stop.

Frantically she turned to the left,
scrambled over the ditch, forced her
way through the hedge, careless of what
damage she did to her clothes, and the
next instant she was running across a
ploughed field.

This diversion had threwn the woman
out of the race for the space of a second
or so, but she had quickly recovered
from the surprize, and soon she was
following through the hedge and over
the field in full ery after Polly.

Heartbreken cries were coming from
Paolly's lips, for she felt that she could
not run faster than she was doing, and
to her it seemed that already the shadow

(Continued on poge 633.)
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of her pursuer was falling on the ground
at_her side.

But she persisted in her efforis, and
once, giving a glance over her shoulder,
she saw that the woman was farther
behind than she had fancied, and, even |
as she watched, the woman caught her
foot in one of the furrows and came to
the ground |

Polly did not wait for mere. She|
simply tore in the direction of the hedge
that lay at the farther side of the field,
and through this she scrambled, to find
herself in a bridle path.

Polly’s eyes lit up as she saw the path
into which she had come. It linked up

with Rosc Way, where lay Clematis
Cottage, and now she knew that she
was not far from home.

But, as s salised that fact, she re-
membered the two pounds was still

clutched in her
not fulfilled the
Hazoldeno had 2

How could she carry that out?

That woman was stll following,
and no doubt there were others on the
look out for Polly,

No, no, no! She could not go to
Church Cottage ~dared not go !

It wauld be nothing shert of foolhardy

L to there. And yet! What

t{'c own worries? What

<o urgently needed, the |

Would be taken from her,

her furniture perhaps sold to pay he
debrs?

“ Oh, if only 1 dared—if only I dared
sobbed Polly.

But she knew that she daved not go
into the village.

Much as she might woirry about the
poor old lady, who had done so many
kind things for the Clif House girls,
the fact remained that Polly could not
vonture into the village now.

Porhaps, she told herself, she would
be able to et cut when night fell, and
tako the money then.

But wonld it be in time?

No, no! She would try mow, it was
the better course.

Panting for breath, she sped down
Rose Way, and she had just come
abieast of Clematis Cottage, and was
preparing to speed into the Friardale
toad in order to get to Mrs. Crotchett’s
when she saw a figure running towards
her.

There was no gainsaying the purpose
of that running form, and, with frantic
fear and worry in her heart, Polly threw
open the gate of the cottage garden and
tore up the litile garden path, to at last
find chelter behind a door that was
lacked and barred against all intruders.

 Missy, little missy 1"

The middle-aged woman, whom Babs
had seen, was holding Pclly and looking

hand, and that she had
mission that Marjorie
t her

axiously into her face.
- “They followed me—theyre here
“And

igain, éjgnes 1 sobbed Polly.

““You can't go to school this alter-

i M said  Agnes fearfully.
ither of us can go cut-until this
new danger has lifted.”

With that she left Polly and went to
the back of the coitage, to look appre-
Yensively out over the garden at the
rear of the cottage.

“QOh, what shall T do, what shall I
do?” moaned Peoll “How can 1 get

Crotchett 77

the money to Mr:
Bul she could find nu answer

None at all.

Lo that

guestion,

| fear,

| ward look from a window above the door
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All the afternoon she waited in ihe
cottage, and there were visible signe of
the fact that the cottage was being
watched, for Polly saw furtive figures
in the trees, and she knew that it was
hopeless to attempt to leave tho little
place.

She had mad ideas of making a frantic
rush into Friardale, but she was forced
to dismiss them, for, on one occasion
when she went to the cottage door, un-
barred, and opened it, she saw a figure
flit through the tre and the next
moment the door wa sed, and Polly
was leaning against it, trembling with

What long hours those were.

Agnes was at the back, watching and |
waiting in ease these mysterious people |
sought to enfer the cottage, and, with
fast-beating heart, Polly watched the
front of the house as the slow hours came
un faded, and the mist came |
slowly over the fields to herald the ap-
proach of darkness. .

The tall and almest lcafless trees in
the old garden loomed spectral-like and
ecrie in the gloom, and Polly shivered
with fear.

To her it scemed
moment that passed, the danger wa
creasing, and that the garden
crowded with vaguely-seen ligures,

er imagination was playing all sorts
of tr with her.  Unce, when the
flurry of the wind shook the old door of
the cottage, she fancied that hands were
trying to force the door apen, and che
cried out to Agnes.

But it was a false alaym, and a down-

that, with every
in
was

howed no figure standing there trying
to galn an euiry.

And so the evening wore on, and, as
it grew later, so did Polly’s fears increase.

Not fears for her own safety so much
as fears for old Mrs. Crotchett.

She couid pict the landlord calling
for his rent, the sad-eyed old woman
shaking her head, and telling horself
thit those she had fancied to be friends
ha-d_deserted her_in her hour ‘of trial.

“Oh, if only I could do something
I only I could get out to help her
moaned Polly. 1

But_she knew that _she could not get |
out. She knew that it would be foolish,
and that the attempt would serve no
good purpose,

Probably it would only mean that she
would be ecaptured, and that the two
pounds would be lost. i

She wrung her hands, and the tears
would come into her eyes, much as she
tried to be brave and drive them back.

Tt was a ceaseless vigil. Polly had
never seen Agnes as alarmed as she was,
and the fear of Agnes only added to
Polly’s own terrors,

There was bnt little rest for Polly
and Agnes that night.

The test sound bronght alarm and
sent two terrified people running helow
to see if their fcars were to be made
very real indeed.

But the night passed, and the grey
dawn came slowly r the cdge of the
world, and then tived eyes closed to
snateh a few minutes’ sleep before the
day awoke to work.

Polly was dead tired when she did at
last get up, and there was but scant time
to get to Cliff House,

All through the night both dreams and
waking hours had been ithronged with
thoughts of Mre. Croichett and the fate
she might meet with.

Polly’s first thought, now that she was
in Rose Way, was to go to Church Cot-
tage, but, even as she came to the Friar-
dale Road, it was to see a figure run
frem a clump of trees in the garden of
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Clematis Cottage, and Polly had to run
fast to avoid that hurrying form,

She felt sure that she had had another
narrow escape, and she was out of
breath by the fime that she reached the
scheal.

Polly was pale after the happenings of
the night, and she was sick at heart that
she had not been able to perform the
mission for Marjorie Hazeldene,

The first person Polly saw as she
hurried into the school was Babs, and
Babs ran to her with Mabel Lynn com-
ing fast behind her.

“Polly, Polly, what did M
say? Was she dc 1 to

Croichett
he helped

out of the difficulty
Dabs’

veor had barely died away
farjorie herself appeared, and,
hed and excited face, bore dawn
towards Polly. -
“You gave her the iwo pounds,
77 exclaimed Marjorie, eager to
ave her mind made casy on that scove.
Polly’s lips trembled, and she looked
whwardly at the three girls, and now at
Clara, Freda, and Peggy, who came up.
“Marjorie, Marjor I don't know
what you will say ly, I don't!”
murmured Polly brokenly.
1" Janghed Marjo: e

now ! “Yon

didn’t wait to hear her thank

as the

“Polly, what on earth’s the matter?”
d  Clara, in astonishment. * You

't see a ghost there, 1 suppose?”

Slowly Polly unfolded her hand te

H‘.‘ina] two crompled notes lying in the

palm.

. gosp  of  astonishinent

s

&

d

came  to

lips.
* exclaimed Babs.

Polly’s eyes.

“Marjorie—girls I” she said, her lips
trembling as she spoke. *I didn't go—
couldn't go and give her the money |

A cry of disappointment came from
Marjorie’s lips.

Clara looked blankly at Polly, and
Clara’s face was filled with astonishment.

“You did not go, Polly!” said Babs,
catching her breath as she spoke, and
thinking of the poor old woman being
turned out of her home.

“It was so important—almost life or
fcath,” said Mabel, astounded by Polly's
news,

“Why didn’'t you go?” asked the
practical Peggy, getting to the point at
once.

Tolly's eyes were filled with fears.
She was conscious of a sudden atmo-
sphere of tension and awkwardness.

“1 couldn’t go!” she answered. *‘Oh,
if only T could have gone and given her
the money !”

Suddenly, from behind the §mup of
girls, there came a scornful faugh.

“she forgot, that’s what it was

Marcia had spoken, and Polly could
see Marcin's narrowed eyes.

“That is net true!” Polly exclaimed.
“1 couldn’t go!”

“ Byt why, Polly?” asked Babs gently.

Polly’s eyes were troubled. She
seemed at a loss what to say or do at that
moment,

“Don’t ask me—don Babs !” she
answered. T can’t explain, really!” |

Marjorie had gone quite pale and, in
common with her chums, she was feeling

maost  desperately sorry for old Mrs.
Crotchett,

A sudden feeling of resentment
against  Polly Vane had crept into
Marjorie’s tender heart.

Polly,” she said quickly, and hardly
thinking what she was saying, “*I should
Tre Scmoon Fmiexp.—No. 231
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“MARCIA LOFTUS—SHE DID IT!”

Clara Trevlyn’s eloquence for the o

Tha cry was taken up by
present and drnwnuﬂ

have fancied that you would have had
more consideration for a poor old body
who couldn’t help herself.”

‘Jolly mean not

to do everythin

¢ power to get the money to |

id Clara,

“She may have been turned
house and home by now!” P
claimed,

“But can’t you explain, Polly?”
pressed Rabs, realising t her chirms

Crotehett's
most part, argry

\ere not only sor
lmL

aceount, far the

I beg of you not to ask

then, Polly,” she

won't !"

Marjorie had
taken the two pounds from Polly's hand,
and Polly was standing blankly there
with tears in her eyes,

lmnm[ away. She had

¢ anly she could have told these girls
the reason for her having neglected the
tusk! If only she could have explained !

But the fact remained that her lips
were tied, and she had to suffer those
harsh looks, those murmured words, and
she could hear Marcla's mocking laugh,

Polly did net know that Martia had

penny piece td the
lady at Church

not subscribed one
little fund for the old
Cottage.

The girls walked away, all save Babs,
who stood mear to Polly and looked in
quiringly into Polly’s face.

Poor Polly ! she whispercd. “There
must be some very good resson why you
did not ge—some very good reason; I am
sure of it.

But Polly did not speak.
was too full for her to do so.

In the distance her Form companions
were telling one another that she had
been unmindful of a poor woman’s suffer-
i that she had been callous, almost

Her throat

eruel.
But it came as quite an inspiration to

Barbara Redfern to ask Amy Barlow, 2
good-hearted Tifth-Former, to take the

ANSWERg
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money, and Amy returned with the news

and that after all the two pounds had

come
IE} Polly had not bee
word ar to the Form. and t

forget that fact, much as they meri to
do so.
But Babs believed in Polly, and so did
I
It gave
; but it was hard,
ted by almost the

“0h, if onlx T conld have told them
the real for my not taking the
maoney whispered  to herself,
“How well would they have understood
then 1"

Clara's Strange Discovery!

P dwell-

schonl,
She had decided

OLLY'S
ing on the
in her friendship wi
Formers when, after m
she found her way to Babs’ y
that it would be wiser

thoughts were still
little rif

school. There had been zome little diffi-
culty in explaining the reason of her
absence on the preceding afternoon.

But the note she- had brought from
Agnes to the headmistress had only been
slightly  questioned, and Polly had
breathed again when the short intervicw
d come to a close
gnes had cut her some sandiwiches,
nd Polly had asked Babs if she might
eat them in-Study No. 4.

She was here now, looking
ful eyes out into the guadrangl

ith wist-
and the

She fAusk , and that feeling

Pegey's, and there was a eertain stiffness

that the rent was not due nntil that day, |

that had come !
h the Fourth- |

rn to the cottage until after |

of .:\\]\\\msmch returned, for, coming
down the corridor, were a number of
girls and, from their launghter, she knew
them to be Dabs and her particular
chums.

The next moment the door cprned,
and Babs entered with Mabel Lyon,
i Freda, Dolly Jobling, and Peggys
i'r(‘~ml‘ ; !

Although Babs smiied at Po the
laughter died out of Clara’s ey and

Twopence,

in the manner of all the girls save Mabel
and Barbara.

But Babs did her best to dispel this,

Babs seemed more than convinced that
the non- dolner\ of the two pounds had
not been Pol; mu!E and she had told
her friends so, and also she had pointed
out the fact that, after all, no harm had

been done by the money being a little
late.
“Hallo, Poli she said brightly,

going to Polly “You had your
lunch in loneline

Tears were not
of Polly Vane at that n
She had felt more th

ery far from the eyes
ent
lonely thes

a J’E“"‘W Hazel-
dene. who had Just enteved, had gone to-
wards the table, for their post  had

arrived, and, laughingly, thes
ing their letters from home.
“T see you have ol your proverbial
newspaper, Clara,” laugh>d Marjorie,
Clara smiled.
“Uncle Jolm's ideas of cheery gifts
are funny,” she replied. “He always
sends me a weekly piciure newspaper o

were open-

elevate my mind {7

“He really th 3 one 7"
asked  Freda, the Form
humourist.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

The next moment Clara had brought

the folded ]'\‘lrr-” down on Fieda's head
| amidst gener ghter, and a sndden

f da’s chair had tip
e down 1o the floor
\‘l(h a resonnding bang.

“Pa she exclaimed, holding
“TIl mind my keys and

and Q's, vou mean, duffer!”
lrrJu-d Mubel, helping IFreda to her
feet, as Clara slit up the wrapper of the

newspaper,
Polly
had

witness

the

ren

elt L if there were not so
many difficulties in the way. she conld
be just as happy and care
But, alas, a black shadow

herself and happine
e that fact move and more as the days
it

| the latest, Ci ciied
ueen Anne dead?
Villiam  the C onqueror  won

gz vet®” chimed in B;

o of Hastin
to

her shoulder a

hatl laughing

ough she

Were

tion of surprise had
Clara’s lips.

en reading a rather scaring
lack type

Danghter Missing !
wation of surprise had come
s lips, and as she looked up
the wistful eves of Polly Vane were
turned towards her for a moment. Then
i those sad eyes looked away, and Poll
walked towards the door.

Somehow the girl was feeling that sha
was not wanted by Babs’ friends, and it
was not one of Polly's characteristi
to make things awkward for those of
whom she was fond.

l'fvcu as the door

to Barbara

closed behind her

u form, words felling her to stay were
ing on Bnb~ lips.
Polly had gone. The echo of

P nm.g footsteps came back to the
in the study.

“Marjorie, Dolly, Freda, Peggy, come
aver here.”
Babs' ayes were shining with some
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strange excitement, and Clara was look-
ing at the photograph displayed in the
paper. i

It was printed none too well, but, faint
as it was, there was something about it

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

. “Take a good lock at it, you giddy
judges!” laughed Clara.
“H'm! TLooks rather like Pol
to me,” Phyllis Howell remarkec
“Very much like!” agreed Philippa

jY Vane
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Peggy, who, avoiding Clara’s clutches,
darted from the Common-reom, with
Clara in hot pursuit after her.

And in the momentary confusion a
white-faced girl stole from the room,

that had 1proude<i a peculiar interest for | Derwent, her chum, looking closely at | and, with fast-beating heart, ran down

Clara_and Babs. the photograph. the corridor. Nor did she pause until
“What's the matter?” asked Dolly, A mocking laugh came from Mareia | she was safe from being seen or being

with a smile. “Found a longlost | Loftus at the mement that, unchserved, | spoken to. =

relative, Clara?” Polly Vane herself stole into the Fourth Mabs and Babs, in the Common-
“A jolly old mystery is the matter,” | Form common-room. room, were looking for Polly.

cried Clara, as the gi J ed abhout “Polly Vane!” said Mareia con- “She’s gone,”  said Mabel Lynn.

the table to gasp with aston ent as | temptuons! “She looks like the | “ And, Babs = 2

they followed the direction of Clara’s | daughter of a m ire, doesn’t she?” abel's eves were still excited.

Bgaze.

al
No one heard 1 choking exclamation

yes
Jidn’t her manner scem strange to

And Babs was reading out what that “f_ﬁ_inla,lt?]]}ﬂ]ﬂl 7 Polly checked as | you, Babs %" she added.
paper announced: quickly as it had come. Bab ded,
DAUGHTER Fancy that shabby creature, who truck me  at  once,” she

SMILLIONAIR
MISSING.

“WHERE IS BERYL WINGATE?

“Mr. Richard Wingate, the famous
owner of Clovely Court, and a million-
aire three times over, is distraught at
the loss of his only daughter, Miss Deryl
Wingate,

“She wae
garden at CI

soen plaving in the
Court, where she was

borrows other people’s clothes, being the
daughter of a vich father,” sneer
Naney Bell. “Think again, Clara !

My people mix with the Wingates.!”
said dy Hetty Hendon pompously,
“ Let me tell you'there's no one like that
there Polly Vane among ’em !

Babs was looking at Clara. To Bahs
it senmed that, against this census of
opinion, they had no ground to stand on

“I wonde:
: is Beryl Wingate.

And as those two chums wondered, in
a distant class-room, alone and with tear-
filled eyes, Polly Vane trembled lest any
of the girls should come and find her
here !

If her s
but knew
through her

Mabs—TI wender

ool friends but kngw—if they
as the thought that rushed
traught mind,

being privately tutored, | at all,
“Tt s sus ~'mll that she }ms[ been | And then, glancing backwards, she saw
abducted through the instigation of some | Polly Vane, white-faced and nervous, ]
rival faction, who have sworn revenge | ctand by the door as though she were A Fallen Letter!
npon Mr. Wingale since his ree for- | an the verge of g a quick exit, " H, daddy, daddy! If only you
mation of the powerful oil combinatior A cry e to Babs’ lips. you would come to Friardale!
of which he is the managing directar. “Why, girls,” she exclaimed, “here is If only all this trouble would
“Detectives are busily at work trying | Polly ! Let's sec what she thinks!” lifg 1
to solve the inexplicable mystery of Polly looked as tho he were on the Polly Vane's eyes were unable to leep
Teryl Wingate's disappearance. verge of collapse. back the tears; her lips would not ceasc
“We publish a photograph of the “What—what is it, Babs?” she asked, | to tremble, as she looked dismally before

raissing girl, and anyone who has infor-
mation to give will be amply rewarded
by Mr. Richard V -, News of the
girl may be sent either to this office or
diveet to Mr. Wingaie at Clevely Court.”

A whistle came from Clara’s lips as
Babs paused.

“I needn’t read any more,”” said Babs
excitedly, “It only goes on to tell of
the romance of the Wingate millions and
of atrempis made to injure Mr., Win-

ing.
took the
and now she

trembl
Bab

paper from Clara’s
was showing it to

“Polly,” she said, as a hush came aver
the Fourth Form Commeon-reom, “this
photograph of a missing girl—it's like
you—very like I”’

Polly was doing her best to conceal
her feelings.

She forced a langh,

ot only was her mind flled with tor-
turing doubts, but the mystery that was
outside the schosl had come into it, and
now she did not know how to cope with
all these things.
She felt that her heart would break
bencath the tension of it all.
here was so little hope, so little relief
from the carking worry; and, to add to
all her sorrow, there was that rift

rrate,” “Not very like me, Ba'{_;i!” she Irwfiif'nvn hjarscl{ and some of Barbara
- Fori ¢ i answered. “Why, it is hardly like me at | Redfern’s friends.
Mariorle, wid: locking; ‘strengaly” 4 | 21w 2 Oh, how loyal Babs had been to her,

Dabs.

“But what is it all about, Babs?”
asked Marjorie blankly. *“What has it
got to do with Cliff House?”

orgy noddad in ngreamont with Mar.
jorie, but Freda Foote was looking into

Babs’ eyes as though she understood the

meaning of the excitement,

“Don’t you recopnise the photograph,
Marjorie?” asked Freda quickly.
sie chiouk her hoad,

e never seen that girl before,”

the answered.

“ This photograph,” said Clara deliber-
ately, “is the image of Polly Vane.”

“Bo it is!” murmured Marjorie, gaz-
ing intently at the photograph, “What
extraordinary coincidence !

Look here,” girls!” cried Peggy.
“Let’s all go down to the Fourth Form
common-reom and see what the others
think.”

“That's the idea " chimed in Clara.
Picking up the paper, and followed by

: the others, Clara hurried into the

corridor, and the excited band of girls

made their way in the direction of the
common-room.

“There was a fair sprinkling of girls

there, and amongst those occupants of

the room Marcia Loftus, Nancy Bell,
and Lady Hetty Hendon were prominent.

Marcia’s sneering face was turned in
the direction of the door as the chums
entered,

an

** Theve,” said Peggy Preston, laugh-
ing. “Trust Clara to get hold of a
mare’s nest !’

“T'Nl get held of you in a moment,
Peggy ! cried Clara, making a dive at

she told herself,

What she would have done without
Babs she did not know,

It had helped her to be brave, and sha
felt that disaster would have come long

“Here, I say, you girls!"” said Clara,
holding the paper up. “Tell me whe
this reminds you OL”T g .

hing ‘and jastling mob of givla
rrowdg:i'vabout Clara amf looked up at
~ the paper,

DLARA To THE nEscuE! she wrenched Marcia Loftus away from

Polly.

** Stop your bullying 1" cried Clara, nu‘?

TrE Scroor Fmiewp.—No. 231,
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g0 had it not been for the support and
friendship that Babs and Mabel Lynn
had given to her.

And now this had come—this new
terror that only added to terrors that
had gone and othvrs that remained.

How long would she have to go on in
this manner? How long would she have
to fight her feors and put a brave face
to the danger that confronted her?

Distantly she could hear the sounds of
merry laughter.

There could be no such laughter for
her, no such care-free joy. For her
there was this burden of thought, and it
was, not fair that she should have so
much of worry when others had none,

Happy schoolgirls could enjoy their
school life untroubled, bui for her there
was tho darkness of danger, the threaten-
ing shadow that robbed her of all the
f.urél:ght that otherwise she would have
1a

Suddenly to her ears there came the |
sound of footsteps.

Polly started to her feet and quickly
d her eyes.
tervibly afraid now -—-afraid
Mabel had come ta find her

hidmg pTacn
orse  stil] THIILh
Loftus might come!
A hand seftled on the knob of the door,

worse -~ Marcia

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

“Come in!”

As she heard Miss Primrose’s voice
she did not know how to contain herself,

Fhe felt that she would faint beneath
all the excitement.

The next moment the door was opened
and she was looking expectantly into
the room, to recoil as she saw that it
was empry save for herself and the head-

Cons il Polly I said the headmis-

tress Lmd'v. and, with waning hopes,
Polly walked s o\sly towards the desk.

She looked a very sad and wistiul
figure at that moment, as, with her
hands behind her ba she looked into
the kindly eyes of Miss Primros

“You sent for me, Miss Primrose?’
nhr‘ murmured softlv.

“Yes,” said the headmisivess, smiling
encouragingly at Polly. “I have some
news for you, Polly."

olly’s heart leapt anew.

“From my father?”
catching at the desk now.

Miss Primrose nodded.

“It is from your father,

Polly,” she anzwered.
She leaned forward.
heve through your

she breathed,

indirectly,

“You were senit he
father’s solicitors,” said Aiss Primrose
quietly. “And now they communicate

to me the wish of your father that your

and now the door slowly opened.
figure, for the moment vaguely seen, |
came into the class-room.

It was Miss Steel. |

¢ Ah, there you are, Polly " said 2 1
Sreel, surprise in her tones.

‘she came into rhe room.

“T have been searching for vou ex
where, Polly,” she added.
vou doing herg?”

Polly felt awkward, at a loss for wo
and there was such deep inquiry in M
Steel’s eves.

Miss Steel's rather austere exterior |
only concealed a very warm heart, and
she had taken an instinetive liking to
Polly Vane, and perhaps there was com-
passion for the manner in which Polly
Vane was dressed,
Miss Steel, funds were scarce mn Polly's
Tamily.

"I‘—I came heve to be alone, Miss
Bteel,” answered Polly falteringly. “1I
had a hoadacha.” |

It was true Polly had a headache, |
Thought and worry had brought it, and
romehow she feit that she would never
chake it off.

“Well, it was only by chance that I
looked in here,” said Miss Stecl.  “The
headmistress asked me to find you, and 1
have been looking for you everywhere.’

Polly Vane's eves lit up.

“Miss Primrose wants
sha cried.

Miss Steel smiled,

“Yes, child,” she answered; and
added : “ You evidently have nothi
vour consc:‘enf_‘e, or you would not be o
do':ghto:l "

T nothis

Mo, 4
W ng‘ smd Polly simp &m won-
dering if Miss Primrose has news—good
news for me.”

“That remains to be seen,” laughed
Miss Steel. I would go at once if T
were you. You know the headmistr
study 7

Polly nodded.

“Yes—oh, yes,
Steel I she answered.

Polly, her heart beat
reached the headmistress" study door

She wondered—would she find her
father in Miss Primrose’s study ?

erhaps he had come fo iell her that
all the danger was passed—had come to
fetch her !

She tapped on the door.

to see me?

she
1

zlﬂn(‘

have

Miss

thank  wvou,
“T will o now
g fast, quickly

“What are |
| There was that to be considered.
.| The change might

No doubt, theugh( 1 ¥

studies at CLff House should continue
under different conditions. You are to
be a day girl no longer, Polly, bm wil
coma into the school as a boarder,”
It was not the news that Polly

had

wething of a fulfilment of dearly ex-
rected hope.

How much safer it would be here!
alter all things,
might even make for her happiness at
the school.  And she would be with Babs
and Mabs more, and with their friends.
had  been  watching
“1 can ses
u, Polly,” sk
She paused.

“There is one other thing,” she added.
“1 am to make all the arvangements for
having your things brought here, and
your solicitors make the curious request
that you shall not rveturn fo Clematis
Cottage. That is all, Polly.”

Polly thanked her, and fhen,
-hn hurried from the room.

e felt a strange chill at her heart
as she saw Marcia Loftus come into th
corridor from one that gave on to it.

Marcia's sneering lips were curled as
she saw Polly.

Tt was evident that she realised where
Pelly had been,

“Called you over the coals for your
shabby olo:hes. I expect?” said Marcia
cruelly. * And 1 donr’t wonder, either!
You should just hear uhal the oth
mivls are saying about you !
olly drew back as though Marcia

struck her rather than e¢poken to

the idea appeals to
<. i

turaing,

had
her.

How she feared those cruel grey cyos,
and the girl's spiteful nature.
I don’t wonder you look frightened,”
said Marcia. “Faney them thinking for
one moment that you “ore a millionaire’ *;
danghter? You! like that! Why, 1
shouhint be surprm-d if yowm father
were in prison even !

She came closer to Polly.

* And perhaps that i
to be, if not alread she added,

The mext moment, with a sneering |
langh, Marcia hurried away.

She had seen Miss Steel coming, and
T

Marcia always chose safety in flight,
was her way
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Y.
Polly, her eyes sad, her recent hopes

ected, hut now she felt that this was |

where you ought |

Twopence.

almost dashed to the ground, walked
gloomily up to Study No, 4

How could she stay here with all this

worry ! If cnly her father would take
her away and guard her from the
threatening dangers.

The study was empty, and, as she

entered it, and saw that neither Babs
nor Mabs nor Bessie were there, she seated
herself at the table, and, :Jramng out
writing materials, began a letter to her
father.

If it was splashed with tears it was
not because of any lack of effort to stem
that sorrow,

She wrote in tears,
the words she wrote

“Oh, daddy! Day and night T am
afraid, There seem to be so many of
them, and I am nervous of them. Can
nothing be done? Can’t you take me
away where I shall be safe from all the
plots ‘and schemes? What have 1 done
to them that they should treat me so?
It is hard to find happiness with friends
here, friends with whom T could be so
y. There is a girl called
Barbara Redfern, and what 1 should do
without her friendship T do not know.
Oh, daddy, daddy! Do your best for
vour little danghter who Iﬂ\(‘i vou, and
sometimes feels so afraid.”

and tears lay in

There was much more, for Polly Vane
{ had so much to tell, and she had spent
|qnm a time over the letter before it was

finished and ready to be postes
ing an envelope, she had just
finished 'uldrcssmg it when the door

opened, and Babs came into the room,
ta smile as she saw that Polly was here.

“Tlallo, Polly 1" she exclaimed. * We
lost you! Where have you been?”

Polly was fumbling with the letter.
She had turned it face downwards on the
table, and now she picked it up and in-
serted it in her blouse, and a look of
f came into her eyes,

relief

©Oh, Babs!” she \xh\qn-rnd “You
wiil never guess my news!

“Well, what is it, Polly?" laughed

Babs, perching herself on the side of
the table, as Bessic Bunter rolled into
the room, accompanied by Mabel Lynn
and Peggy Preston.

“T am to stay at the school!” said
Polly quickly.  “I am a day girl no

long Babs. T am to be a boarder.”

Babs' face flushed with pleasure.

“ 1 zay, but that's splendid I exclaimed
Mabel Lynn enthusiastically.

“Rather!” pnt in Babs. “Cheers,

Polly

! re glad 2™

Polly looked up wistfully info Bac-
bara's face as she spoke.

“ I should sn_y Tam said Babs, “ And

so i= Mabel. We all are [
s eyes rimed with tes

“How kind, how gencrons you are to
e i she whispered.

The rext moment the (e had gore,
and, almost for the first time since she
i come to CL House, Babs saw a
| =mile shine through the cloud of
ange unhappiness that had wrapped
.\a(-ll about Polly Vane.

She rose from her seat at the table.

“I am just gmng to post a letrer,
I ," she mld “T won't be long. Ii
is important.”

Poliy flashed a rare smile at Babs, and,
walking from the room, closed the door
behind her,

And when she
| exc n.mgmi glances.

“What a mystery she is!" said Peggy
Preston, looking in Babs' direction.

“Anyway, mystery or no mystery, I
like her,” put in Mabel,

“Aud so do 1" chimed in Bessie
Punter. *“She gave me a cake the other

had gone the gitls
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day. Polly Vane is & nice
shouldn’t wonder if I invite her to
Bunter Court for the Chrisimas vae.”

“Don't take her to dreamland,
Bessie,” said Peggy, with a langh
“We'd much rather she stayed with us.”

And Bessie snified prodigiously. Some-
how, her references to Bunter Court
were always received with réserve in the
Fourth Form at CLff House.

“Well, the mystery of Polly Vane
jsn't solved yet!” Clara Trevlyn re-
marked, as she came inte the study.
“And there is 2 new one, Babs"

“ A new one, Clara!”

Babs jumped down from where she
had been teated on the table. " Yes”
said Clara. ““We all may have just a
bit of ‘down’ on Polly for not having
got that money to old Mre. Crotcheit,
but I think thai it is the sky-blue limi
when Marcia tracks and elenihs Polly
as though she were 2 Red Indian and

gl T}
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to place the letter in the box that she
heard n movement behind her, and,
;uming, she saw Marcia's eyes watching
ier.

A fesling of terror surged through her
heart, and her hands trembled so that
the next moment the letter fell from her
grasp, and, blown by the wind, fluttered
to Mareia's feet.

Marcia stooped and picked it up, for
Marcia had wondered how it was that
Polly wished to post a letter when she
was =0 near to her home,

Unblushingly, Marcia had come from
her place of concealment to do this, and
now, as she looked down at the letter
as a [rantic cry came to Polly's fips, an
exclamation , of amazement came fo
Marcia's.

She had stepped back. and her eves
were fascinated by that name and thai
address she saw on the envelope.

There, and =o plainly written in neai.

Twopence. 637
“ITow can you say that?” she ex
claimed.  “Yon know that you wers

eav ;rh-uppmg“'

“1 wasn't,”

“ You were.”

“Dll teach a new girl to say T tell
falsehoods,” exclaimed Marcia, advanc-
ing threateningly.

'he girls watching from the window
saw that action of Marcia’s

“T say!” cried Babs, “T'm not going
to stand th

“ Neither am 1,7 cried Clara,

And now those girls were yushing
down the stairs to come to the grounds
and the drive.

Daown the drive they tore, and they
came vpon Marcia just in time.

She had ecanght hold of Polly by the
army, and ehe was preparing to inflict a
sound box of the ears on Polly Vane.

But the blow never fell, for Clara had

i
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Polly was some poor setiler in danger
of losing his scalp.”

“What do you mean, Clara?” asked
Mabel Lynn.
“Aean!” exclaimed Clara. “I only

saw Polly going out to post a letter, and
there was Mareia flitting throngh the
trees following her! Come and see!”

There was a general stampede to a
reom that gave a view of the drive, and,
as the girls flocked io the window, 1t was
o sce Polly Vane just approaching the
letter-box.

Behind her was Marcia Loftus, and,
although for the moment Polly did not
know Mareia was there, the girls who
watched from the window did.

Polly had run down the drive intent
to post thar letter to her father, and, if
-he had fancied that she was followed,
it oceurred to her that it might be only
and she had not paused to make

2 Down 1o the pillar-box she
hurried, apl it was just as she was aboul

girlish handwriting that it could not be
mistaken, was:
“Richard Wingate, Esq.,
“(Clevely Court,
“ Puckinghamshir
instant  Polly, her eyes
r, had snatched the letter
grasp, and, running to
she posted it, and had
who had spied

The next
filled with ang
from Marcia’
the pillar-box,
turned to face the girl
upon her.

Her hands were clasped, her face was
red and angry.

“What did you mean by following
me? How dared you spy upon me
von have done?” she cried.

Marcia laughed contempinously.

“If you fancy that I wa honouri
you with such an interest, you are mis.
taken,” she said.

Polly paused helplessly. She was con-
vineed that she had made no mistake.
She could see guilt writ large on Marcia's
ace.

daried forward and had caughi hald
of the descending arm.

And Clara’s grip was none 0o gentle.

A shout of dismay came from Marci

In her excitement, she had not he:
those footsteps bearing down on her,
now, her face the colour of a sheet of
paper, she swung round upon Clara.

“Siop this kind of thing, Marcia,”
said Clara grimly, *or——"7

Clara’s eyes conveyed her meaning.

“What's it got to do with you?”
<napped out Marcia Loftus.

 Everything,” answered Babs. “We

you tracking Polly down to the

here, and we know you were
v no good.”
“You were spying on her,” exclaimed
Peggy Preston.

“Mind your own blessed business,”
said Marcia, with a dark scowl.

“We're minding it,” said Babs quietly.
“We saw you from the window, and,
what is more, we saw you attempling ta
strike Polly.”

Tue Scnoor Friexp.—No. 231,
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/ Polly, white faced and trembling, was
smndm'- near to her friends.

‘hmm: eyes were like daggers, and
naw, with a contemptuous curl of her
lips, she pointed to Pally.

A precious fine member of the
Fourth Form to make such a [uss over!”
she said scoffingly.

There was a strange smile on that
FOFCESL!L face of hers.

“It’s_a good thing I did come down
here, that I
‘deliberately.

Polly had stepped forward, and was
looking into Marcia’s face with [rantic

did watch,” she said very

fear

She knew what Marcia had seen, and
she was afraid now—terribly afraid.
} The other girls were silent. It was

obvious to all of them that there might
be an unexpected ending to this incident.
[ *“What do yuu mean, Marcia?” asked
Bnrhara coldl

“What I 3m going fo say, Babs Red-
fern,” retorted Marcia, her cold eyes
gleaming. I think that you'll all be
mighty sorry you made a friend of this
Polly Vane when you hear what 1 have
got to tell you.”

Polly, with a '.ow gasp, caught at
Mmma s arm.
“Don’t  speak! beg  you mnot ta
speak"' she pleadc—\d to iha amazement
of the girls.

Marcia shook her u.tT and specred.

“I am going to speak, Polly Vane—
whatever your name
peak so that all these g

fove: xind  of gicl they J. a
friend of.”

i ‘ihe looked bitingly at Poily

' “I've found her out!” she ecried. *I
“saw her sneak down here fo post a
Aetter!  And do you know what was

written on that envelope?"
| Mareia pointed dramatically.
U “This  girl,”  eried  Marcia—“this
girl, Polly Vane, has written to Mr.
Richard Wingate, and you can see what
she iniends domg
gasp of astonishment
iha assembled pirls.
can see her idea!" blazed Marcia,
“She’s poing to pretend that she's the
missing girl. That’'s what she intends
‘doing 1
i A cry of amazement came to Polly's
Marma had said somellung that she
‘had not expected her to say. There was
ino doubt about that.

came from
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THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

Perhaps relief showed in her eyes as
she looked about her and took in those
surprised iareq

“But how do you know she wrote to
Mr. ‘\Vingabe?" asked Babs.

“Because I made it my business to
soe the envelops, Barbara Redfern!”
she answered.

Mabel Lynn laughed softly.

There was something amusing about

Marcia's  frank confession of eaves-
dropping.

Polly looked scared, she looked as
t}mngﬁr what Marcia had accused her

of was the truth; and the girls looked
askance at Babs,

Had they been wise in making this
girl their friend? was the question that
lay in their eyes.

‘Babs was amazed.

“And there is another thing,” cried
Mareia.  “There’s another girl adver-
tised for—a girl for whom a reward of
one hundred pounds is offered—and
that girl corresponds in every way to
Polly Vane!”

She came nearer to Polly.

“Deny that if you can ! ™ she added.
“Deny that you're wanted for some-
thing—some crime—and that is why
you're hiding here!”

Marcia_langhed as
came to Polly’s lips.

a cry of alarm

v are you tracked, followed by
strange people?” continued Marcia, as
the girls gasped with astonishment.
“Tell me that Polly Vane! Why?" she
exclaimed. “They are detectives, I
for T have =een them! Anc
Poily Vane, try and be popular
in the Fourth Form if you can!” '

Marcia waited only for a moment,

She felt that she had reduced Polly
to nothing. She felt that her telling
evidence had convicted Polly already.

From Polly’s attituds it indeed
scemed so. She was sobbing as Marcia,
her nmk done, turned and walked back
up the drive.

And other girls followed her.

Not so Babs.

Babs had gone to Polly’s side, and
was doing her best to comfort her.
“Polly—Poliy,” she whispered, “‘why
didn’t you answer Marcia? Why were
you afraid for her to speak? Why
didn't you deny what che said?”

Polly looked up through her tears.
Babs—DBabs,” she moaned, “IL
couldn’t deny a word of it—I couldn’t!”

A cry of fear came to Babs' lips.
Ier hands werve clasped, and she had
stepped back.

“You don't mean that you are guilty
of something—can’t mean that?  No
no!” she exclaimed. “I know that that
cannot be; for you conld never do any-
thing wrong, Polly—never !”

She soothed and coaxed Polly.

“Don’t cry, Polly!” she begged.
will all come ngm—nll of it."”

But there was fear in Babs' heart.

Although she bolm\(‘:l in Polly, there
were now many girls in the Fourth who
could not.
ter what accusations Marcia had
mada—accusations that had not been
denied—it would scem that there was
real meaning behind the charges that
Marcia had made.

Polly's shoulders

sobs,

Babs did her best to comfort her;
but it .was hard work, for Polly seemed
as though she could not be comforted.

She stood there looking through her
tears into Babs' face; an Babs
realised. that in Polly Vane she had
come upon a mystery such as she had
never come in contact with befme

“Polly—Polly,” she said keenly, “you
will do ne good by taking it to heart
like this!”

wry

were shaking with

Twopence.

Slowly Babs led Polly back up the
drive, and Polly could not stem her
Lears,

Lom(mt Polly as Babs had done,
there was alarm in Babs' heart,

What was all the mysterious mesaning
of this? What could the explanation

be?
Thers would bo no holding Marcia
after this triumph.

hen, again, as Babs thought, she
wondeged what purpose Polly could
have had in writing to Mr. Richard
Wingate.

Hnr attitude had spoken a complete
denial of her being the daughter that
had been lost, and a second glance at
the pimmgraph had shown that the
girl was not really like Polly.

And that other advertisement?

The *wanted ” girl!

Babs could not believe that Polly had
ever done anything dishonest; she re-
fused to believe it.

Now they had come to the
and grouped about by
the Fourth-Formers,

How cold were their plnces as they
looked at Polly Vane!

Babs drew Polly back.

It were better not to anter tho school
by that way.

There was another way, a belter way,
by the servants’ entrance, and thither
they tur?od their steps.

“Oh, Polly, if only you would speak!
If only y u | woul tell Marcia how
wrong she is " pleaded Babs.

“If_only I could' sobbed Polly.
oniy T could, Babs!”

They had come into the side enirance,
and now they were in the domestics’

uarfers of the old school, and passing
?hlou h them in the direction of the
sl lmﬁf: proper.

As they walked through the kitchen
Babs was conscious of an exclamation
that came from a woman who o
moment since had been looking through
a window that gave a view of tha
school entrence. .

The woman had turned, and a pair
of hard eyes were resting upon Polly.

Babs did not remember having seen
this woman before, and as she watched
her she saw Polly look up, saw her
shrink back.

Polly’s heart had
to go on beating
moment later.

As she looked into those eves she
seemed to see a veilad figure dashing
ab her from the shadow of the hedge-
rows on the Friardale Road.

And when at Jast she had come to
the distant corridor she wondered if it
were her imagination that the woman
had looked at her in a meaning and
malevolent manner.

Little did Polly know! _Little did
she realise the explanation of that look!
Who it was had come to find service
at CHff House, and for what reason had
she come?

school,
the door were

“yf

suddenly stopped,
at a frantic rate a

flad Polly known, how different
things might have been! How very
different |

EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

(What is this bafling mystcry which =
surrounds Polly Vane e a shroud?

Are there any grounds for Alarcie
Loftus' grace aceusation?  And—a last
and yet a vital guestion-—who is thes

strange woman who has suddenly ap-
peared in the servants’ guarters of the
sehool? You simply must not misy next
Thursday’s enthralling story of Clijf
House School, entitled “ THE TRUTH
ABOUT POLLY VANE!" By Hilda
Richards.)




