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A Long Enthralling Story of Betty Barton and Co. of Morcové School.

|/ TO0 ™MuUCH FoR'
MADCAP/

THE

What excitement there is in the Fourth Form when madcap Polly Linton suggests the produc-
tion of @ Form Play I With characteristic energy, Polly herself shoulders the bulk of the
work, her chums lsupporting her loyally. All is going well, when with dramatic suddenness,
comes news that robs Polly of all happiness and all desire to carry on with her self-imposed task [

Proposed and Seconded !
HE meeting was ‘over. RErCa———
Morcove's Fourth Form class-room door
had flown open with a bang, to let boister-
ous juniors come surging forth,

Some went stormin
Others formed into chummy groups and slowly
drifred away, deep”
were only happy faces to be seen. Betty Barton,
the Form captain, had given the meeting a
picasant surprise this evening.

She had begun by reminding her hearers that
every term they reckoned to keep up the amateur
theatricals. Was this term to be an exception to
the rule? (“Nol”} Were ther to leave it to
to the Fifth Form, perhaps, to steal a march on
them? (“No!”) -

Well then, what about & play? Unless she, the
captain, was greatly mistaken, a certain member
of the Form would love to write them some-
thing. (Loud cheers, and much standing up to
identify madcap Polly Linton as being the party
suspeecied.)

In the end, and after much argument, pro-
posing and seconding and  showing of hands,
everything had been amicably arranged. Re-
solved, that if and when Polly Linton chose to
write @ plar, the Form would produce it!

Resolved, also, that

upstairs to: the studies.

in talk. In either case, there _

front, so to speak.

Resolved, finally, that Betty Barton bo
eppointed secretary and treasurer, with power to
collect *“subs,”

Possibly it-was Betty’s additional duty, as cap-
tain, to sty behind in the class-room, to set
Miss Everard’s own desk in order, so that it
would not show too many signs of bhaving been
used for the “Chair,” and then to put out the
lights. But Betty, quite apart from these reasons,
did not want to humy away with-the rest—even
with her own best chums, like madcap Polly
Linton, and amiable Paula Creel, and that dusky
imp, Naomer Nakara, ‘‘Let me,” Betty was
thinking mirthfully, “have just a minute to get
my breath back.”

So, by a little adroitness, she was able to hang
back until all was quict on the Fourth Form
In other words, the last
chattering groups had moved off, and upstairs
most of the study doors had been shut by girls
who ought now to. be thinking of prep., when
Betty switched off the class-room lights and
ascended to the Fourth Form quarters.

Very few of the studies were quite silent as
she went past them; but Betty would have been
bound to edmit that they represented peace it-

" self, compared with the hubbub emanating from

Not only could she hear

Study 12—her study!
: its usual occupants,

‘Madge Minden be ap- Polly, Paula and
pointed musical . " Naomer, all talking
Gockiy e, gt BY R o T
and is hereby more had drifted in,
authorised to paint MA.RJ ORIE STAN TON T " Fuatkhas ek
the scthnery. about the play.
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, - Expecting an outery .on- entering, Bet;t-y wore

& bland smile as she.turned the knob .end went

in. :

Something like the pandemonium of the recent
12, Whereas’

meeting instantly took place in Stud;
Paula and others were vigorously ggm'onstm.ting
their delight over the -way things had.gone at
the -meeting, Polly Linton very noisily expressed
disapptroval. It goes without sayin, at the dis-
approval was only make-believe; g‘ut that made
it none the less loud: . o

“You're a nice one, Betty|” cried Polly,

“ Why—*» laughed Betty,

“You know!” . i

0«

© . Betty— ; :
© " “No, bekas—".. e ) :
. “Be quiet, you!” Pollf‘ rounded on Morcove’s
royal but excitable scholar, .
thing !~ If P’ve got to have anything to do with
the show—you won't in it, Naomer.” .
“Won't I?” retorfed Naeomer saucily, keeping

at o safe distance, with the table between her and
Polly,” “Betty will see about zat!”

Polly appeared fo have grounds for feeling very

put ot ! B o :

“T’m not going to be the one; this time, to bate
to write the book of words and everything!”

“Oh, Polly!” cried Pam and others.  *When
you have always been so good ab that sort of
thing.” g : = :

oy %es, bekas—  Eceeee,  ow!” screeched
Naomer,* liee left ~ear suddenly. between Polly’s

.__ﬁn‘%’er' and thumb. “Wimt ze diggings!”
a, ha !

“That’s -wight,; Polly deah,” chuckled Paula,
from the best armchawr. Naomer. wants. keep-
ing in ordah, yes, wather. We had much too
much of Naomer at the meeting, bai Jove!”

“Did you!
your ear: pinched—eh?” demanded Naomer, sud-
denly pullig ona very shell-like one, 4

' “gw, ow'!. SBtop it!” .~

“Order!™ cried Betty. “I say, we make more

noise than ‘all the rest of the studies put to-
gether,”* - c o
86 we' ought!” claimed Polly. "We're the

“only study that 2eally matters! It's the captein’s

studg.” B e e g 3
i “Only it isn’t the captain who makes the
noise,” smiled Madge Minden. =~ - :
“The trouhle - is—the* "whole - trouble  is,
Naomer,” was the madcap’s assertion. * All-this

talk about the Form getting up a sort of musical.

- :comedy; I wouldn’t mind having a shot at i,
“only—how can on¢? Naonier, if she isn’t chewing
apples; is sorunching toffee. I don’t say any-
thing’ about ‘not being able to do prep. " That
doesn’t matter ! But when it comes to swotting
“ “You know you're longing to start, this very
evening !” eried Helen Craig. . . ’
“And Naomer - will be very, very good—won’t
. you, Naomer?” suggested dge, pulling the
dusky one on to her knee, -“Study 12 will be
as quiet as e public library, when Polly wants
- ..to compose!” o P
“Yes, bekas, I zink of doing some composing
‘myself, < for ze play,” agreed Naomer- -~ gaily.
“What ze diggings, why not? You see the songs
I shall make up!” . K
- “Batter.leave it all to Naomer,” jested Polly.
“Tet her have a shot this ime.” E g
. ““'With -all ‘due; rés&ec& to Naomer,

] ! T would not
have liked to put :

t proposal before the meet-
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» ha, hal VDop’t:ta'ke any notice of her,

“1 promise one -

And how would. you like to have

i t _ P i

Every Tuesday -

ing,” chuckled Betty. *I'd have beenr booked! °
No!  Under powers conferred upon me by the
Form at the general meeting, Polly, I'm afraid
T must. call upon jou to jump to itl Something
that will be one better than our last affair, jolly

- good ‘though it was!” i

“But what sort of something?”. cried the mad-
eap. - : |

“That’s up to you,” said Betty., “A neat plot, -
of course; - there must be a definite: idea—simple,

Originai, olever——=* . . . ' . g

“Anything else?”. asked.the one whose estab-
lished ‘fame as the Form’s. playwright had let

her in for this, v /! 3 4

. “The fwesher the bettah, what?” suggested
Paula, combing her hair as she lolled in the
best armchair. *If vou could stwike an owiginal
note, Polly di — E R y L
T shall do some striking before the end!”

% And then, bai Jové, a few epigwams—7
A few what?? : e
_“Phwases that will create a pwofound impwes-

sion——" : P ? :
“QOn the mind-of the Fifth Form, yes,” chimed ~

in Helen. ' “We will assume the Fifth Form have

minds, whilst modestly appreciating that where .

talent is concerned, the Fourth has it.”

; “Polly, in writing the play—" began Pam;

but now Polly ed out: N
- “I don’t want any advice about writing the

blessed play. I shall writd the play in my ewn -

Wﬂ.y—‘—”
. “Oh, so you-are going to-write it? That's
good,” ‘commented Betty, with pretended relief.’
“How can I get out of it?" protested the mead-
cap virtuously. “When you, Betty, as good as
told the meeting that I had had an idee for a

play.’ ;

. “Well, hadn’t you?” grinned Bethy. ~“Would
T ever have called the meeting to find out if the
Form would be keen, if you hadn’t been talking
about it being time the Form got up something
o ack?” . T g il

“Ves, and what about that exercise book you.
have been . writing in so much on ze guiet?”
Naomer accused the madeap, who blushed.:

“Tt's a fine lot of time I get for quiet writ-
ing,” she retorted, with mock huffiness. '* Any-.
‘how, Madge, youw're for it, too. ¢ Music by
Madge Minden *—that goes without saying.”

Madge, the music lover, gave a demurring .
smile, but did not protest. . She knew, only too
well, that protests would be in vain. i
."“And you, Tess,” Polly exulted over the Form’s
artistic genius, Tess Trelawney; - “plenty for
‘you to do in the next week or iwo,” i

“Polly’s running into rhyme already,”. said
Betty. “I hope it’s to be all in'rliyme, Polly?” |
<+ “T shan’t say! And mind,” warned the. mad- -
cap, “if anybody goes looking ab--that exercise
book which contains—er—notes of mine—they’ll
get it in the neck from me!” . =~

The Form captain delivered :herself of a loud
sigh of contentment. 3

“Thank goodness, my responsibility now ends!
Polly writes the play—if she hasn’t already writ-
ten it.. Madge puts it to music, Tess paints
‘the scenery. Naomer keeps quiet. That' leaves
me -with nothing " to' do—except report progress
from time to time.” . i
~ “Does it!” said Polly grimly.. “ Who is going-
to get the girls to come to rehearsals™ if-you
. don’t, ‘Betty? And the printing—programmes,

" bills, and no misprints, this time. And finance.
You can’t expect me to keep the accounts.”
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“Right-ho 1” assented Betty'chemfully.
“And costumes
“0Oh, you must see Pam aboub the costumes !

Suddenly Polly’s enthusiasm got the better of
pretended diffidence. :

“I say, girls, it will be fun, though, won't
1?7 -And a crashing success, all pulling together,
fike we always do. Let's go out this fime to
knock spots off anything we've done in this
line before!”

“Ves, gorjus! Bekas—"

“There is the promise Miss Somerfield has
given; that if it goes down: well before the
school, she'll arrange for it to be given again
in Berncombe,” nodded Betty eagerly. “And
so we might get in a nice bit of money for a
deserving charity.”

Helen jumped up.

“0Oh, Polly, do let’s look ab that Plﬂy of yours,
if it’s already written! Even if it's only in the
roug >

“¥es, queek, queek! Bekas—"

“No,” objected the Fourth Form playwright.
“J shouldn’t dream of letting you see it as ib
stands. Another thing, I must sit down now
and write to Jack. Betty, it will be all right if
1 ask Jack and Dave Lawder to come over to
Morcove next halfer, won’t it? Feet is, my “play,
in its present form, has parts for them both.
Miss Somerfield won't mind, will she?”

“ Just as if I"”* answered Befty.

“Here goes then, anyhow,”
dropping down into a scat on
table, she started to write.

Silence was accorded her, and
in a few motents those who did
not actually belong to Study 12
went away. . Then Betty came to
Polly’s elbow, whilst the letter to
Jack Linton was in progress,
and entreated : i

“Polly dear, you arc going to
let me have a look at the play as
it stands at present?”

“Oh, there you are, then!” said
Polly, slamming out the potenti-
aIl‘y famous manuscript.

“Thanks

And Betty rctired with it to
an armchair, with Paula on one
side of hor and Naomer on the
other. ;

Meantime, Polly - dashed on
with the letter, finding it im-
possible to be brief, there was so
much to tell.  Closely written on
all four sides was the shéet which
she finally folded: into an enve-
lope addressed to:

“Jack Linton;
Grangemoor School,
near - Barncombe.”

Thump! She pounded a licked
stamp on to the letter, then sped
away to post it.

Fust after this Betty took her: -
chum’s play round to Madge and
Tess.

“Do look,
awfully good.

, “I like -the title, anyhow I” ex-

said Polly, and,
her side of the

”girls T really

glanced at the

L %
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script to glance through it. ¢ Merric Morcove !—
A Musical Medley in Three Scenes.” ” :

“Eh, what? hree!” frowned Tess. ““Have
I got to paint three scenes!”

“¥ou'll manage -them, Tess, beautifully,” was
Betty's confident remark.

Madge’s turn for dismay arrived, as she turned
the pages.

“Put it's nearly.all songs!
all these verses to -music?
needs a real composer.”

“You'll manage them,” was again Betty's pre-
diction, perfectly! But—h'ssh!” as Polly’s re-
turning scamper was heard. “I must get back,
girls.” G

And the captain, hastily recovering the MS.,
nipped back to Study 12. )

When Polly came romping in, three seconds
later, the draft libretto of *“Merrie Morcove” was
lying upon her pad; and her three studymates
appeared to hdve started prep.

A

Have I got to put
Oh, impossible! It

Qoing Ahead !
POSTCARD two mornings later from Jack
was the answer to Polly’s four-page screed.
“QOver on Saturday,” wrote Jack.

So that was that. ‘-

Aoantime, - Merrie Morcove” was being licked
into shapé by Morcove’s gifted authoress.

One way and another all interested parties had
obtained & sight of the play in the rough, and
the genecral belief was that it was quite the best
thing Polly had ever donc. g

—_— e
— =
/

© & do like the title .?f Vthls.:' gc:lal,mei Madge Minden, as she
i A rough co olly’s play-
claimed Madge, taking the manu- th 3 wh 5

“} think the whole
ing is awlully good,'’ said Betly.
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.- The only derisive:criticisms came from quarters
that did not count: Cora Grendways jecred, as
usual, . simply because the whole thing had
'ori%rinated in Study 12, Diana Forbes, always
inclined to take example from Cora, made sneer-
ing tommeiits on the enterprise. ~ And then there
was Ursula Wadé; unpopular Ursula, who had
to find mean excuses for nof wanting to take
part in enything for the good of the Form, and
the possible help it might bring to some deserv-
ing cause. WG
But. such
~matter ! Polly had fired the enthusiasm of the
" great majority, which meant that she was now
going full speed ahead, much te the disturbance
of Study 12's usual routine. - g =
" That roatine ncver could be termed tranquil,
Now it.wak one great turmoil. Press'day on the
“Morcove Magazine” was nob in it for flurry.

Paula would soon be forgetfing.what. it was like

to ““wecuperate” in the best armchair.  She was
_“'continually being bundled right out of the study,
cither because playwright Polly wanted to polish
up & few more lines, or because of conferences
between the authoy, the musical director, or the
artist - ' ) s R .

" Madge Minden preserved her calmness, and
perhaps. it wes just as well. If there had been
two Polly Linton’s in_collaboration, tliz ceiling
of Study 12 must have comc down sooner or
later.. Tess was slow in starting, and, althéugh
Polly wonld remeniber at one moment that Tess
was best left 1o do her part without interference,
the next mement she would forget.
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fit,” ‘urged well-meaning Naomer, insinuating a .

irls and. their opinions did’ mob -

* Hence some rather heated scenes, du;ihg which

neither girl would let the other finish a . sen-
%jence. “Yes, but—" cut short. byr “I know,
u f———?? g . ¥ :

- _.There were no clashes between Polly end Betty.
_ With cheerful capability Betty was getting in
the “subs” to finance the. great production;. and
the financial side of the affair was nothing “fo
Polly. It left her cold. In. which respect she
was like most other playwrights. B

But where Madge, Tess and Pam were con--

cerned, Study 12's head-strong junior was one

~mighty driving force. Music, scenery, costumes—

all “were urgent.

“The tifne: would come when that driving forco

would: be concentrated 1
*_Monday ‘weuld see the-start of Polly’s fiery coach-

ing of & seore of Form-mates, whose idea of -what
thoy had to do ‘would then be enly very faint.
Meanwhile, if she was not sparing her eo-
organisers,
»self.. ) ' - -
. Friday uight, after sonte belated. prep., found
her hard at work upon more touching-up. Betty
was being allewed to help; she was copying out
‘some - parts, so that girls who had been cast for

them “could learn them .up over the’ week-end. -

Paula; in the best armchair, was scarce daring
to breathe, lest she should be thrown out.” As
for Naomer—-=. = ; J ShE L3

- A miouss could not' have gone to- the tcorner
cupboard ‘guieter than did Naomer! =~ Not a
sound as she turmed back the key,  opened the

door, and brought out the requisites for a. “hand- - ;

- round.”
:;gefg rgcm are, ; N
ush ! - “ay ;
“Leave off now, Polly,” Bettg suggested, put-
'tﬂing .'dff)wn_ her g%wn pen. “You've ¥
éar, . for to-night.” .
*And queek, have ze refresher, to keep you

Pttt &

on -rehearsals; "next -

she’ certainly was: not sparing her-.

" done enough,

. spg‘nsibility,

‘knows what it ist” . -

o . -

Every-Tuesday -

plate holdin a.pyles in the direction
of Polly’s elbow, *‘And e lemorade, Polly=—"
“Don't spill it all over my MS,}”
Polly thrust the great work into her drawer,

-then got up, running fingers through her hair.
She looked wild, fearsome, until she suddenly
langhed. : ! .

“Tt's all very well, but if I don’t push on—"
“ Gwanted, Polly deah; yours is a gweat re-
twue |- Howevah——" - :

learn that!¥. said: Polly,

Here,’ with only

nminke-believe dudgeon, as she took one of the
copied parts from Bett-g@ side of ‘the fable and .- °

herded it to Panla.- “And if yon ere not word

perfect in time for first rehearsal on Monday .. -

pight—look out for squalls!® =
‘ Howwows,"” gusp:ﬂ Paula; realising
was cast.for quite a big part, I don
wecite, all this?” i - :
“Recite? - Recite ? Ugh!” Polly groaned, cast-

that she
t have to

- ifig. up- her- eyes to- the ceiling, whilst -she .-

‘masticated a mouthful of cake, *‘And then you
wonder that T get in a stew!” X i
“Well—success to “Merrie -Morcove!’” cried

Betty. raising her tumbler of lermnonade.

“It’s going to be the most awful failure we
have ever had,” sighed Polly, with a. pessimism
becoming 'to hér responsibilities. T
“No,.hekas, we have never had a failure!”

“Then it will be our first awful failure. I can
feel it.. Even Madge’s music won’t save it, or
Tess’ 'scepery.”? . = . -

“Then the Form’s acting will,” rejoined Betty
gaily. “Polly; you're talking out of your hat!
“ Merrie Morcove * will be a hit.”

.“She is only fishing for ze compliments,”

‘Naomer  wrongfully diagnosed Polly’s decrying

the play. . Whereupon:Polly, glaring as she set
down her-tumbler, went for Neomer and caught
er after a chase round the table, “
“Eeeete, owi” A A
“That's wight, fall over me—ow! ;
speak to.them” howled Paule, trying to save a
tumbler of lemonade from going all over her’
frock. . o R E
Betty smote the table—thumpt - ]
“Order! Do you want the whole thing io be
knoeked .on the head, Polly?” ;
“T_want Naomer to be knocked on the head—
good and hard! ~And soon!” added Polly, with
a push. that sent the Imp. headlong, * Phew!

‘By the way, I did do my prep., didnt I

““After o fashion, I believe so,” grinned Betty.
“And now, here’s Tess. Come along in, Tess;
just in time for a snack before bedi”

“Not for me, thanks,”™ said Tess, bearing a
large. sheet of cardboard on which something’ was
sketched.
Scene TI?” : £
“What do you call this?” geped Polly, *And
what’s the good of coming to me, anryhow, about
art, and scene painting?™ . ° = g

“1 didn't wani to come to you, but you sort
of hinted——" : . P 25

“1 don’t remember hinting—>" y

“Polly, you certainly did say—"" | .

#“If you don’t know me by now, Tess1 But
since you ask me,  this is only a—a—goodness.

“It’s @ rough-out—" o
“1 know; but——""

“Yes,- butm——" 2 g
At this moment Madge

manuscript musie, .

‘camé’ in, Wwith' some

‘Beity deah, . -

“Polly, is this more the idea: for oy
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“Yes, what?

. How have you
got on Madge ?”
“Oh, don’t
look at that!”
smiled Madge,

as the music was

Polly.
won't be able to
understand that,
T'm afraid. But,
Polly, about the
" apening .. chorus
“Haven’t you
done it yet?”
“Oh, I shall
be all right for
time—"
“But will
you? ~ This is
ridgy night

*“Cheer up, to-
morrow i
Saturday,” _ in-
terposed Betty.
“And Jack and
Dave will be
over to lend a
hand.”

“I don’t know
that - they are
coming over to
lend a- hand!”
fumed  Polly.

“Well, to get
the - hang of
things,” laughed
Betty appeas-
ingly. *
must say, Polly,
the parts they -
are to take will
give a zip to the
show. I like
that idea, of
yours; bringing
on two fellows
to say _things ;
that put Morcove on its- mettle.”

Naomer yelled out: 3 s

“Yes, Polly, that bit where your brother tries
to make out that Morcove is not as good as his
school; and zen we all get on ze hind leg about
it! Gorjus!”

A certain, familiar ding-ling! was suddenly
audible from downstairs, Polly gave a grand
gosture of despair. -

“Bell for prayers. Then bed. Ugh! Well,
I'm through—done with you all and done with
everything until to-morrow.: Oh, and I suppose
.we'll make something of it!”  She suddenly
chi‘;ired up. “Girls, I'm sorry I’ve been such a
trial ——

1

* Why isn’t Jack hars 7 '' asked Poliy,
to say he was coming.”
““ but he was detained a! the last moment.”’”.
mean, has he been gated ? *’ Polly demanded anxiously.

“It's we who have been e irial to you, I'm

. afraid,” smiled Madge =

- “You haven't! on're wonderful! And it'll
be ali right!” From the depths of pessimism,

* Polly was suddenly raised to Eeights of supreme
confidence. ‘“We'll show the other Forms what
we can do!”

“Yes, wather, bai Jovel!”

“Fail? How could we fail?” asked Polly,
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"' | Naomer, was led
I

4} know,'” replied Dave Lawder,

II3

her madeap self again, “when we’ve - got
Paula! By the car, Paula, guick march!”

And the amiable duffer, cheered .on by
away by Polly in that
fashion. e
The going very early mext
morning. Madge
- was hard at it in
the music-room,
getting  one . of
Polly’s ditties
set to a lilting
Aware of
sundry
of the
Fifth Form
called a scornful:

“Stop that
row | whilst go-
ing by; but it
would have
talen' more than
that to annoy
Madge.

She was not so
* temperamental as
Tess, who had
come down early
to do come rout-

ing out of old
scenery, stacked
away in  a
lumber-room ad-
joining the gym.

It was known

to be Tess, and

not some wild"
animal = escaped
from a travelling
menagerie, when
various Fifth
Form gymnasts
went to investi-
gate the cause
of all the bash-
ing and smash-
ing sounds,

coupled with a
savage gibberish
emanating from
the lumber-room.

Tess had found
what she wanted; canvas that could be made to
serve a sceond time: But she had lost her
temper—badly | .

As for Polly, she was starting Saturday in
great good spirits. Could it be because Jack
would be over, later, brirging his best pal, Dave
Lawder? It would never have done for Detty,
or anyone else, to say so; but the chums quietly
believed that such was the case. 3

By five to nine one of those volcanic confer-
ences had begun in Study 12, but the bell for
school proved just in time to prevent Polly
from saying that she would be *“done with the
whole thing!” Harmoniously the chums went
down to class, where Miss Everard awaited them.

Last night's prep. was looked at dJuring the
morning, and no one came in for censure, The
Form, in fact, was standing so well with its
mistress, it got let off at least five minutes early.

Spme twenty juniors were now all eagerness
to be given somcthing to do.in connection with
the forthcoming production. In vain Polly
dinned that she was not resdy for them yet.
They hurg about her in Study 12; they swarmed

piano was

“ He sent mo a card

¢ What do you

w
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'e,ft.et her when she went down to “keep,. an appoint-
ment with Madge in the music-room. “All privacy
for the gifted collaborators was at an end. -

. By the time the gong went for dinnor, the
Form had got_hold of some of Madge’s: tunes,
and Polly’s clever verses were being sung to
them, Later, it was all Betty could do to get
the girls' out to games.
desertions from-the ‘team, but nobody turned up
on the field a minute before the time.

Nor did Morcove, this afternoon,
visiting team from Barncombe House
stay for tea. Those friendly rivals—incidentally,

_the winders of ‘the match—were in their own
- school’s’ bua” egain by half-past three; and .then
‘the - Moreave juniors could rush indoors to™ get
washed and changed, intending a i1ghtnmg tea,
and afterwards—a busmess-h]se go ab “Morrie
Morcove !” )

Tew were. the studies brew;nw their own' oup

ress its

this afternoon, Polly and Ma.dg-e mever even. sab .

down to their tea.  They stood; cups-and-sancer in
hand, glear of the lively tea-i.a.bes ‘downstairs,
for a mere minule or 'so; then it was.a whis-
pered: .“Coms on, M.a.dge"' emd an equelly
guarded nod in response,

They fitted away; hoping to ﬂet ab least ten
minutes ell to themselves.in the music-room. but
hardly had Mo-e begun to try over one of the
“band parts” than in surged other. girls. .With
the tune ‘that Madge was then playing elready

" on-their. brains, these skittish. sau'lts came troop- .

'mg in like a Teal: chorus.
“ Now :then—w. stop, girls, stop"’ appealed
Polly. "Mudgr.—
“Sver
mob. ‘““Opening chorus|
“Yes, bekas—encore !” shrilled Naomer, stand-
m to. . beat ~time with a hl-ac board pomter.
16, two,. three!™
an’ ha, Bl A
“Get ze jerk on!” . #
So they egnn all over sgam' :

- O we are the gn’ls of Morcove Schoo]
< Of Morcove, Merrie Morcove—""

"Then: Polly rushed at Naomer and, wrosting
the bajen from a-dusky hand, gave the Imps
y da,rk and glossy head. a tap. with it
“DohI” sang Polly, Fretendmg she had etruck
‘e t.umng fork upon a block ‘of wood.  * Dol h
. Ha, hda, bha!”
“Now, look here—smce you all are here,” Polly
: vociferated, “mno fooling about! What do you
g:ris want to do?" ;
“Rehearse! Rehearse!”
Polly treated the enl:husmsts to one of her most
smthmg looks.-
“ Sort yourse!"res out, “can’t youl
a lot of— Ugh, Tl be. dotie with the whole
t.hmg, I willl’ ow, listen, ?_;-}s L wlth a sudden
change to sweet coaxing: f you're very good,
you shall iry over one ot two-bits. Belfore we

go any further, though; let’s have the door shus,

_And where’s Betty 77
" Here's Betty "
The captain was only now coming m. :
7 3 sayy Polly, Dave has turned up,” announeed
Betty‘ F*bat your brother hasn't come.’
“Wha-aat!” was the madeap’s astounded cry.
. “Why not?  Has Jack-let me down? Oh, I must
look “into this! TIl be back,” : she needlessiy
promised, ' darting a.way to - the -door. © “Carry

S onl? . .

»
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There were no actuel

chool” to -

again, Madge'!” c]a.moured the Juyous
”»

the town
" the six-forty, and I must catch that train.

- Crea»met'y.

Talk about’

" never . thought " of  telegraphing |

Every Tuesday.

The Form did SO, and Polly, as she sped down-
stairs, could hear the opening chorus o [“Merrie .
Morcove' being rendered .all over again; and-
it sounded quite all right=it really did1 ;

What ‘Had Jack Done ?

.DAVE LAWDER was in the’ frant-bél] coat

and cap already discarded; for it was five -
mirutes since he arived.
The formelity of *“reporting” Ead given him
Miss Everard to chat with, whilst word wcn!; up.;
to Polly. 'The Foem-mistress was still engaging -

him in talk, and her liking for the led, as being

a fine type of manly schoolboy, was not d1sgmsed

There was a’ warm. corner of Miss Everard’s -

* heart, as thers wiis in Mass Sometrfield’s, for Dave

Lawder.

“Yes, Polly, here is Dave, but your brother
hasn’t come,™ the Form-mistress remarked, as the
madcep meed down the few last stau's. “Beo
that Dave has some tea.”

*“Right-ho, 'Miss Everard 1”_ N

For the moment, however, Polly was o round-
eyed cha.uen%r of Dave’s right” to ‘be here at
all, without Jack. She was gazing at Dave in
that way as Miss Everard walked off. ;

“But why?” asked Polly. “When ‘he sent me.
a cn.rd to say he’d be here.” 2

“I know,” Dave nodded uncomfortably. *‘But

'-at the last moment he—he was kept bacl, Polly.
I was for staying back as well, to keep him.

_compe.ny, but he said no, I must get to Morco»e,
even if “he-couldn’t.” .

“How dg you mean?” 'fmwned Pohy. “Is
Jack gated: then, or what?’ 4

"glmtmaﬂy gated—yes. Not that he has done
an :

Then T'd like to know why he is gated I
“Yes, well, I might explain. some time,” said

Dave, with an evesivenéss that smted him badly.

i Huw s things,: Polly ? - m glad you re a&.‘s going

to’ do s play. . Always good fun.””

He did not grow  more comfortable undelr her

steady serutiny. - ]
“How have you come, Dave?” . i
“Blke from’ Barncombe. -I hired one in the o
town. %:)Od few Crangemoor. chaps are in
is afternoon; we all-go back on

I'm

awfully sorry’ your -brother isn’t with me, Polly.”
“Oh, well! But I don’t understmd, all the

same | - You'd like some’ tea, Dave—"

L ek, thanks, but—er—I had some at the
“¥You must have somethmg e Polly  insisted.
“Then you must come up to the music- room with -

me. We've tea’d down I;Jem for once,” conduct- .

mg him to: the school’s great dmmg*-hall

“I say, I'd mther not, thanks,” he pleadad
hanging back.  “In fach, 1 never expected to
stay, being bv myself. OnIy Jack felt. he must
let you know.”

“So he put you to all the trou!:a of coming; - -

You boys!” .

Polly derided their way of doing things. 3

_ “Now you speak.of it, a te]ewmm would have ...

-dane ust as well, of course,’ agreed Dave. :
“Oh, don’t know so much,” Polly now
doubted. “After all, it’s nice to see you, Dave.

,I’m afraid. I didn’t seem pleased . at first.”

““No; well, it was enough to rile you.  Er——
Dave gave out, a3 usual. He was ever.a bad

hand at small -talk. Left an orphan”in- his in-

fancy, he had been reated in a gloomy London
house” by a bachelor le.wver—guurdm, a fine -
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gentleman, but as solemn as e judge, And the
servants with whom Master Dave had had most
to do—including a certain Scotch “Janet,” very
dour—haed been a decorous Iot. Since then,

= Grangemoor School had done its best to draw
Dave out; but he would never be one of its
riotous spirits, . s

A trusty half-back on the footer field, and good
for "iwenty any time during the cricket season,
but an awful browser amongst the library shelves
—that was Dave. Yet he end Jack Linton, who
was & masculine counterparf of madcap Polly,
were studymates and the greatest of pals.

It was Dave’s failure to keep the talk going,
whilst Polly seemed to be giving her mind to
absent Jack, that made them Leed a certain bursé
of singing. - i

“Er—rehearsal going on?” inferred Dave.

Polly coloured up. -

"g-Ic-w footling it does sound now,” she grim-

. _aced.

" P11l go and get the parts, and then——"
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“Oh, I. wish I never had let myself in
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music fell upon Dave's ear with full force, and
he had a vision of various Morcovians giving
their different ideas of stage dancing. Then
there was a break in the musie, and a <change
from singing to cries of welcome. No need for
Polly to say: " Here's Dave, girls!” They came
rushing at him. Madge jumped up from the
piano, to cross over and accord him her greet-

ing.

“B8o Jack couldn't manage it?” Betty com-
mented, when all the hub-bub had died down.
K Hur’c! luck ! But it's something to have you,

ve, ;

“Yes, bekas, we can get him to rehearse with

"

“How long oan you stey, Dave?” voiced
several—eagerly.
“Oh, unti] six;
““Splendid |”
“Tirst of all,” said Polly, “you mustn’t go by
what's. going on now. I don't know why they're

that is, if you weally—"»

Polly broke off in astonishment as the, door burst open,

and Jack Linton entered the music reom. ** Ought you to be here ? ’° Polly asked, doubtfully.

for things! DBut if you really won’t have any
tea, you must come up to the music-room.”
,“\youldn‘t vou weally
i

“—No, why 7
Dave's answer to that
mistrust of himself as

party.

“Do you good—you
denly smiled, with all
established friendship. “I suppose you're still
swotting at Greek and stuff? Oh, come along
up; Betty and the rest would never forgive me
if I let you go before they'd seen you.”

So Dave ascended with her to the noisy music-
room, fingering his tie on the way as if he were
being taken to interview his own headmaster.

The Fourth Form musical comedy party was
trying out ancther mimber, with Lge.dge at the
‘piano, when Polly preceded the Grangemoor boy
into the crowded room.

For a moment the singing and the piano-

was a gesture implying
an acquisition to any

old owl,” Polly sud-
the freedom of long-

rather that I pushed ‘

all here. I'm not nearly ready for them, and
neither, I'm sure, is Madge! My idea, Dave,
was_to sce you and Jack to-day about the parts
you are to take. They're upstairs in Study 12,
copied out; I'll pop up and get them presently.”

“You're for if, Dave,” Helen Craig warned

him, - “Polly’s made  up a song for you to
sing.” !

“1 haver’t!” dissented Polly, noticing Dave's
dismayed look. “ At least, it's one for Jack end

Dave to sing together—7 :

“Oh, in that case!” nodded Dave—brightening.
“ Er—Jack showed 'me your letter to him, Polly.
80 I've got a fair idea of what the play i=
about.” :
. “I'm so glad,” said Polly sweetly. “I'm sz0
awfully glad that somebo y has a fair idea
what it's all- about. I'll slip up for those pants,
and then perhaps——" ¥

She  broke off, open-mouthed, startled by a
figurein the ddorway.
3 = llJMk!h
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And- every other Morcovian echoed the cry.
Thers ~he was, still wearing his -greatcoat,
whilst his ‘eap .was half-rammed into an outside
pocket. school searf was wound' aboub his
neck, and he looked. rather hot.
- “Hallo, girls,” he said ‘breathlessly, a,dva.ncmg
-mtor the thronged room. - “Well,
you've made a start with it.’ Sorry Tm—late.”
He had just time for a side glance at Dave;
for a smile that scemed to say: "Don’t loole
like that [”—and then Polly broke out tensely s
¢ “But, Jack, ought you to be here?”

“%Qh, that’s all right,” he answered, with I-us ]

usual mhty “I'd
m'.\Iy I had a puncture.”
“You haven’t ridden’ over irom Gmge.moor‘ e
eried Polly, - for that school swas. many miles
away; . o matter of two hours’ hard riding.
“Well, yos,” .he. nodded carelessly. “But
never mmd Gireat thing is, I've got here. ~Oh,
* ang Pve seen Miss Everard, although I chfint:
stay to hang up my coat, wa,ntmg to let you
know al -once that T_was hem.
out, my being ‘late, T hnpe?
“No, Jack—oh,. 1n0-0-0,
whilst she gazed: ‘at. him uneaslty
‘can't haye had any ten.?’ S
T'mi all right—"
Te-must have  some tea, wmd the * Merrie
Momove"'chorrus, ag'if that were a line in the

play

“I’il see to 1t"’ shrilled. out N-e-omer, d_mrtm
away. I get o %my to bring up,; queek
bring you a cream

ve been here sotmer, too,

~you

“Your majest;
‘the Tmp, and there were peals of laughter..

. Even Polly was failing to detect any absence
of the usual levity in her brother. Only, Dave
Lawder did ‘not look ha.ppy, .a..ud tim.{: was ‘a dis-
qzue!mg gircumistance. . -

“Qh, well, you know your: oW - 'busmess best, .

Jack 1 the madcap s}smgged A% laste “As jo;_
me—I’ve got enough to. bother about.” "

“If you will do these thmgs, Polly 1”

“Ha, ha, ha}”

4 Pvef:ty cool,” Jack complnmed to " the furiber
delight of all she girls, “to go and bag me and
Dave for paris.. Seems to me, Dave and I have
sunply got to stand to be:shot at in the play.”

emlrmg sweetly,

“Thﬂ.t’s it} To get 1t across fo- the ‘audience,
what & grand, jolly school Morcove is, I found
I had ta‘hzwe a couple of boys
‘to. pick faulis in it, but of ‘course they coine off

WOIst . qvery . time. One boy is rather e silly
mubt— A -
“Dave’s part,-e¢h?*
“'No, yours '!“ :
“Thank yeu,” said Jack, making as if to go.

“Irll say goofi'bye,‘l-‘oll_,)
““Oh; . won’y you stay for the cream bun?” said
the madcap teasin, tgljr. .
we can gebt on without you?. Wlth ',Dmtea help,
" of course.”

“I. dont mind. staying for ‘the eréasi bun,”
conceded Jack, keeping. the -peals of 'latighter
_aomg, and he started to shed his
“And any advice I can give yom girls; in a
fessional capacity—you're welcome to it. I
like -the title t6 begin wvth - “Merrie’. Moz-
coveV ¥ Fiy .

Pnlly drow herse}f up:

“What's . wrong with my tltle, pm.y?”

‘* Alliterative”

TO-
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Polly, I see

; tu.kmg up his gremcoa.t and scarf,

Hasn't, put you °
Polly - sa.chB slawiy, e

n from Siudy 127 boo, Jaek i
o s 7e special f.nvoum fas o )
Jack "bowed his thanks..to

" ‘journey by bike,
who try "’
*And 1o see how nicely .

greatcoab..

on’b -
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“Never heard .of the. .vo:d ” said the l‘.[orcove
playwright. i
“*“¥You two, when you - n-et together,” . Betty was .
saying, - when " there occurred -another ‘dramatic
surprise’ for all,

sﬂenced them.

“Jack Linton, 3011 are wa.nted downsta:rs
said the Form-mistress distressfully. ' Someone
is’ there from . your school—a plefect. ‘Gerald
Rennard, I think.he seid his name is.” i

“Oh,” 15’ he here?” Jack reaponded mim?y‘ 5,
En!}ug"l It was Dave—as Polly for one qutcl.iy.

- noticed—who leoked troubled.
“Right, Miss Everard, and thank ynu, ri
go down end see the chup, Jack -added, calmly

. No, D.'We,
you- neadn’ t—7>’

“Jack I the. girls- ucard Dave exclalm in a
queer tone.

" “Vou stay, old 'son;” Poﬂys h:other very
stolidly msxsted and he walked out of the woom
by. himself. .

Miss Evera.rd hnd gene away, yeb.the silence
éndured. Polly’s schoolmates were noticing that
she, after letting her eyes follow Jack to the
door, had turned them upon Dave again.

“What is al! t.ns, Dave?” - she u.sked impa~

tiently. - ;
“Qh, I wouldn’ mi‘m_'fcra,. Polly,” ‘he adyvised,
1t yon’-ﬂ excuse’ me, ‘gir}s, ry .-

. guite ahmdxly.
L8O wn,”

watked out. A ‘few .moments went by—perha >
half a mmute—bsfor&“’l’olly gave a stamp -of the
* foot, exc! g . L

“I don’t un erst-emd' I must ‘go down, ‘too? -
Who's this  Rennard  fellow—this Gmmg'emoo:
‘prefect—butting ir? . I'm’ going to see!”

And instently she was gone. By whisking the
door shut behind, her she implied that she. wanted
- nona of her chums to follow her. Down to the
- ground -floor she rushed, to find that her brother

—-and Dave must bave hed to seek Prefect Rennard

Jn what” was known as the interviewing-room.
" The hall was deserted, and she heard the ’boys
voices coming’ from that ‘room.

“You'll geb back by -the way you came,’ * she
heard the prefect” seying to her brother,»as she
neared- the door, ~ “We don’t want_ you, Jack
Linton, on the six-forty train from Barncombe. *
you c¢hose to break . out ‘and_ do the whole
So you'll go back all the way
by bike, and if you're late—"

Polly was the interruption, as she stroda An.
Her eyes flew to the owner of the bullying - vamc,
and he returned -the look superciliously.

.She saw a tall senior, whom she could not i
remember having seen before, often though she
“had visited Grangemoor. He had not the Jook
of ‘a bully, and ‘she could imagine his being able
to make himself very attractive and to s well £
with the masters, But already she hated him. -
_For this fellgw to have -talked to Jack in*that -

tone; for him o Be looking et her in-that
superior manner. ~As if 4o say: *“What do you
want, kid 1

“I'm  Jack's :nster,“ -Polly said, a.llow.m no
~timie. for formal introductions to be made. < *'And’
w];a,t I want is to know—whnt you mean -by
It 3 N 1
The tall \prefecﬁ kept .'ms eyes upon her, and
she let him sea that she ‘wished him. to do that,
so that he might appreciate her- funous mfhgna—
tion, .

Miss ‘Everard, by her serious
‘looks, -as she suddenig came npon the scene, "

There wa' still-thab dmma.i.m si]ence as he mow . '



Tﬁwopeﬁce J

i - . The Fight! 5
T HE prefect started @ smile that was one-
sided. : -
“I see,” he remarked, very blandly.

“And so it runs in the family, does.it? The
same cheek that I've had from your brother; the
same——" > 3 i E

“QCut it out, Rennard,” struck in Jack fercely.
“Or what you'll get from me will be a dashed
good hiding, so now then! But we can’t nave

& scene here. Polly, you go away! Take her
out, Dave!” P e
“The idea!” flamed Polly, with a stamping

sidesstep. that. put” ber. beyond: reach. of Dave's
coaxing hand. . “I"won’t be treated as if I'm
of no-account—in my school!” = o

“ Certainly not,” smiled the prefect airily;-“lt‘§ 3

for Jack to go away—and not wait to be toid
@ second time. I really must. apologise, young
lady! but your brother has got to understand
that what I say I mean. I ordered him to stay
in bounds this afternoon——-" 5

“You ordered him!”

“T think you know I'm a prefect,”” submitted
(lerald Rennard blandly. “There, we don't want
any unpleasantness.  Your brother bas got his
work _cut ouf, to bike back' in time .to be re-
ported.” : Bad n

“I. imagine,” said Polly, with an annihilating
laok, “you rather enjoy reporting fellows?”

- “No. Mistake, I assure you,” Rennard said
“suavely. “I haven't that reputation et Grange-
moor. ‘Have I, Lawder?”
“Let’s ‘end  this,” Dave

dimploreds ~huskily.
¢ Jack—Polly——" :

“QOh, ‘shut ‘up1” exploded Jack, and he strode o

out into the hall; there to spatch up-his great-
coat and cap once again. i

“7ll ride with you,” Dave said, starting to.

help his chum into the coab. “One see., and I'll

get my things, and then—" .

Lawder, you have to go back on _the six-

forty, with the other fellows,” spoke Rennard,
sauntering forward. “You end I will go along
together to Barncombe.” i :

“Well, then, you must Jet Jack come—"

“My dear chap, don’t argue!” .
" . Polly was now watching Dave’s-face, marking
how . it worked under his repression.of some very
complex feeling; but in a moment she had
Jack. standing before her, his coat put on” all
anyhow hia hand held out. oy

“Tata, Polly. I—I've got~ to go. I can't
explain, excepl that he’s a prefect, you know.”

“He's  beast!” ]

“Shut up,” her brother advised.. “And look
here, no getting. worked up about this. DBest
of lutk over the play; and: I'll do my best
for you, of course; bubt—"- -

By & resigned. casting down of his- clenched

fists, he as goed as said again: “I've got to,

o!” s
“Very well, then; good-bye, Jack,” his sister

reurmuced, * You must write to me, that's all.”
“iBye,” Jack said- moodily, and crossed to
the outer door, where Rennard had now

stationed himself. .
.« *Afternoon; young lady!” the Prefecb called
to Polly. *Very sorry and all that.” -
And he followed Jack into the open air.
Dave had run to.get his ‘outdoor things from
thaet visitors’' cloak-rcom.. He was quickly back,
. uailnding and knotting his school scarf mechanic-
ally. - .
Polly went up to him.’
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.1t would take very little to make

II7
“Youwve a bubton cothing off your coat, Dave

P“lfi?h_at? Oh, yes—er—doesn’t matter, good-bye
olly—" = .
“Stay, and let me sew it tight, before you lose
it, Dave. Oh, Dave,” she whispered, “must you
go at once? I want to know what it means—
that prefect, with his knife into Jack! I want
you to explain—" o .
“Polly, I'm sure I'd better not. Look here,

" though, if it’s going to make you worry; do

remember that Jack’s always got me.” )

“That's all very well; but—what has Jack
done?™ , .

There came a peremptory: “Lawder!” ‘from

Pureh.
4 Bye, Polly!” said Dave, with a kind of grim
composure.

Shé ‘shook hands with him; and then, in her
headstrong way, she flashed across to the outer
doorway. Rennard was hands in pockets in the

orch, watching Jack preparing for the long ride

ome to Gr 0pr, 3 A
Polly demanded the. prefect’s

; th:a‘

angem

“Look here!”
attention, and he faced round.

“ Hallo, you again!” : :

“There has never been any difficulty about my
brother coming to Morcove until to-day. I am
sure it was all right, so far as his Housemaster
was concerned. E}vrangemoor and Morcove are
on tho best of terms——"

“Oh, quite!” ;

“My. brother and Dave Lawder are going to
take part in a play we girls arc. getting up,”
Polly imgetuausfy remarked. “And are you.
‘going to be so—so mean, so caddish—as to ‘inter- -
fere?” ) & e ¥

“(Come on, Lawder, come on!"” said Rennard,
pointedly ignoring Polly. J

He and ve went away together, to where '
they could recover their machines, and before -
Polly had lefr off watching them, closing the:
porch door, something in the situation. had been:
divined by her that increased her alarm. Ren- -
nard was not “down” on Dave. Very definitely;
the prefect’s malice was concentrated upon Jack—
and why, why? 1 ) e

She felt o shakiness as she tuined back to the
stairs, passing a sweeping hand threugh her hair.
her ery, she -
knew. Yet all Morcove would agree that she
was not given to doing so.

“Brute!” she stigmatised Rennard, slowly
mounting the stairs, ‘‘Spoiling everything.”

At the half-landing she paused to look out of
the -window. Dave and the prefect were pedal-
ling down to the gates, but Jack had gone—no,
he hadn't! e Mg

Polly’s peering eyes went, in her renewed ex-
ocitement, so close to_the window pane that her
breath fogged the glass. She rubbed it clear,
and watched on. For, Jack hed got down from

“his bicycle just beyond the Morcove gateway. He

twas putting his machine aside, and so she guessed
his intention. Outside Morcove’s gateway, he
was going to have the row with Rennard that
had been out of thée question inside.

” Bure enough, she saw him make signs to the

. pair to stop, after they had cleared the gateway.
= Dave instantly dismounted;
“ have ridden on, only Jack simply pulled him off

but Rennard would

the machine. . ’

Polly’s heart pounded. - A fight! Already
Dave, trying to come between the two, had been
brushed aside. They were going for each other—
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Jack and the prefect. She believed Jack had
“struck him across the cheek. Be that as it might,
they were fighting each other all over the road.
.8he wanted to rush downstairs, and-on down
to the gateway, yet she had to stand and watch
from that window. ~Ah, one of them was down
already ; Rennar&—vgone down like a shutter!
It was all over after that. She saw that Ren-
nard did not get up to menew the combat. Her
brother, - obeying Dave’s imploring gestures, was
swinging his bicycle round for riding away.

Even so, Polly ran downstairs again, and out

by the front porch.

** Jack—oh, Jack!” she was panting aloud, as .

she tore down to the getes.. ‘‘What have you
done now! Oh, what is it all about? Don’t go,
any of you.

But they were gone, all three of them, when
she reached the gateway.

It-might have been all a dmeam, the scene was
so peaceful now. A foretaste of the happy spring-
time was in the mellow air, ab this sunset hour.
A robin” sang his sweet song. But the roadway
showed the marks left by that fierce scuffie; she
saw where Rennard had measured his leng-th upon
the ground., She knew what a terrible thing it
might be for her brother; knew that this was
some personal feud, without knowing the cause
of it; and mmdenly she became qurt.a nnstrung

“and gnva way ‘to tears after all.

Waiting and Wondering! = .. -

T surprised the rehearsalists when at last Polly
came 10mping back to the musicroom, reddy
to earry on with the joyous work.

She had been such a long time away, they

. had tl.lmughz she must h.ave come in for some

_upset

But here she was-agein, quite her normal }]lolly_

“self and meaning busmcss, as she let her school-

" mates know.

Nat even Betty was allowed to suspect ihat
for once Polly had been erying; thet she bad
had to wait @ good ten minutes for traces of the
sudden grief to pass away. -Nor would Pelly,
if she could help it, -let even her best chums
!mow ‘or Jet the pwson&l upset interfere’ with

“Merrie Morcove.”

There was all her usual mock-despair mrd lay-
ful upbreiding as she resurned charge. Ani
'g—xr}s did ‘get on well under the ‘personal snper-
vision of the, play’s gifted authoress! -~

She was the life and- soul- of things - dm:mg f‘.hm
preliminary {ry-out. -
chorug parts once again, after hearir
the ‘characters render dialogue with t
their written parts, showed how fe.al]y well the
whole medley was progressing. - I .

‘some. of

The Form adjourned after a good iwn IIO\III‘HT

of usefu[ team-work, feeling keéner than ever
about **Merrio Morcove.”
lines; the songs were being given really charm-
ing tunes by Madge. Rehearsals every night for
the next three weeks, then, and as several girls
put i, they wou;d have something to be proud
o

‘J'I’rei;ty good gomg-, Polly!” eried Betty, com-
ing into Study a .couple of minutes after the
adjournment. “¥ou are .the one!  Aren't your
ears burning? They should be; -such things are
being said about you and. your Woudeffut play

Naomer had got the corper cupboard- open.

“Yes, and now, plis, a refresher for every-:
Bat,’ why 2é diggings: Polly, did your

Dbody.
_broﬂmer g6 oﬁ before I could get him his tea ?”
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The going "over eerfain . nover know what an effort it

e aid of

It was full of witty:

‘ing down the fellow;

Every Tuesday

“Yes, Polly?” said Beity, with earnest solici-
tude now that they were. back in Study 12, “No«
thing much the matter, I hope?”

“I—I weally didn’t guite understand myself,”
Polly answered, with desperate carelessness.
"Soma prefect fellow came for h:m, as in\
know.”

To stave off further questmmnv she ma,de a
show of great activity. It appeared as if she
were having a grand Saturday-night clear-up in
the study. The MS. of the play wis stowed
away in a drawer, along with various oddinents
that had littered the table.
out her books for prep.

“Do part of it to-night, anyhow, Betty »

“I suppose we had better,” agreed the cap-
tain lightly. “About the play, Polly dear; I1°
couldr’t help thinking, when your brother was. -~
here for those few minutes, what an acquisition
he'll be. You and he have only 1o be, your
natural selves-in the play and what a hit you'll

“Yes, vmther, bai Jove! Scwea;mmgly funny !
And ihen, bai Jove, there’s Dave,” remarked-
amiable Pau!a reluctantly getting up to come to

" the table and t.nke her look at lesson books, - “So
gwai!ve’,’ so sewious; - such a foil, bai Jove, for
Jack | ¢

“Well, that was p.lst. my, idea,” nodded Polly s
and, for ‘appearance’s sake, she took a mouthiul
of cake to eat; whilst starting prep.

-Her sl‘..udymﬂ.tes—t.hey little. knew! To hetl'
own great relief she had contrived, by keeping
such a great grip on herself, to leave them bliss-
fully ignorant. Little did they dream - that—oh,
that it had been an upset which~she could not

.get over!

For her to t'hmk of the play, now, was to

 think of parts that looked like having to be cut

out. The’ very best bits, doomed to be sacri-

“ficed, -since there was -that hateful  prefect at

Grangemom with ‘his *“down’ on Jack—certain
to pub every obsticle in the way.

- The play was all ebout Morcove; and Mor- .
covians, of eourse, were to be all to the fore in
it. Bui, as she had told the Form—and the girls
‘quite appreente& this fact—*Merrie Morcove!”
demanded at least one ov two characters drawn
from outside the scheol. Otherwise, much of the
dialogue would not be half as witty and funny
as it should ' be. -

But it was very : ttle™ thought that Polly could .
give to the play tonight. Her chums would
cost her. to
return to the.music-room and be so enthusiastic.
Her brother, vietimr.of that prefect’s coneentrated
vindictiveness—and  why, why? That was the
trend of her. mind. -

She must find eut—why? - She must get a letter .

‘off to Jack, although she could ret hope for a

reply at the earliest before Tuesday. Two days
of suspense in store. Two days and.three nights
—for she would be awake to-night, and every -

night after until she did-hear from.him, wonder-
ing what was at ths bottom of the persoua.] feud,-
and could Jack hold his own?

Could h2 hold his own? REven now the question
was rendering her inwardly frantie. In the
ordinary coarse, and against ordinary school-
fellows—yes! But this enemy of his was a pre-
fect.” It made all the differerce. - Jack, it was -
cértain, done no good for himself by knock- .
but it was like Jack, and .
stl;re adm;red him all the ~more for having "done
i we.

Then she slammed- e



Twopence

“Like striking o superior officer,” she thought,
“Fatal! But—if 1 were a fellow, I'd do tho same,
if he gave me cause!¥

In due course, the school was rung down to
prayers, afid then it was thai Polly found hand-
some Clora Grandways sauntering close to her,
It flashed upon Polly then that if Cora had bad
a brother, and the }}nonhaw had been at Grange-
moor, he would have been another Gerald Ren-
nard. 8o wvery good-looking, so dashing and
“uppish,” and yet—so oapagbl_e of enjoring a
vendetta ! :

*“So your brother didn't turn up this afterncon,
Polly ?”

“¥es, he did.”

“Oh, he did?” said Cora, quite unabashed by
Polly’s crushing anetort to the ill-natured comn-
ment. - “‘I wds in the Creamery at tea-time, A
lot of Grangemoor fellows were having tea, and
I heard it said that Jack Linton had been gated
for the afternoon—by a prefect, I fancy!”

“Jack was gated, and he came along all the
same!” .said Polly triumphently.

But she knew she was walking away as hastily
as this, feeling what a humiliation it would be
to have to say more. And if she felt it as a
humiliation, that her brother had been  foreced
to go when ordered, what about Jack's own
humiliation ?

In a quiet hour on SBunday she wrote to him,
dropping the letter into the post-box with the
fuming thought : c

”

“Nothing from him . ) b

until Tuesday morn-
ing.” That night
she Jlay awake wish-
ing that Grange-
moor could be”
roached in half an
hour by bicycle—
wishing that the
play could be
shelved !

Another rehearsal
to-morrow evening,
and one could
imagine the effort it
would mean !

If only her jpart
bad been all over
when the play was
written! But she
was in the play, and
already a remark of
hers, . about : getting
somebody else to
take her part, had
been .greeted with
amazement. Why -
should she want to
drop out? She
could not tell them
why; best to leave
them in happy
ignorance. And who
was there to take
her ‘place, with any
chance of making a
success of the part?
So they had put it

been at a loss for an
answer.

“TFor you wnot to
‘be in. the play,

latter was walting ea
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<l
to her, and she had !

Tess Trelawney was trying hard to gain Polly’s atten-
tion for a matter noncm;ni-;g .the Form play, but the I
erly o
for her. At fast it e%me!
someone called out.

119

Polly, would be like playing Hamlet with the
prince left out!” Betty had laughed.
© “Oh, rot!”

Still, she knew that she was relied upon to be
the leading comedienne, and so there it was, She

. anust carry on—of course she nust, when the

whele thing had originated in her mind! If any-
thing, it was ail the more up to her now since
there was this likelihood—not yet divulged to
the Form—that Jack’s part svould have to be
dropped, and no ¢nd of revisions would have to -
be made.

She sighed, lying there in her bed with closed
eyes, waiting for sleep to come. Full well she
knew that any trouble of Jack’s; whilst it was
bound to be her trouble, too, would never be con-
sidered sufficient reason for the play being
abandoned, % -

“You're a nice one,” she seémed to hear the
Form quite rcasonably complaining. “You
started the thing, and we've already gonc to a
lotl?f trouble—and now you want to throw it
up !’

.50, at the appointed hour on Monday evening,
she took charge for a second rehearsal. The
girls were all so high-spirited and enthusiastic,
she wondered at their not suspecting forced en-
thusiasm where she was concerned. But nobody
scemed to be noticing anything in her that was
out of the normal. All went well, Girls had
becomo quite fluent in their parts; the chorus

© had acquired the
right stage-sense,
and was no Johger 2
hopeless mob.

Is almost
frightened Polly, in
secret, to réalise

what a hold the play
had taken upon the
Form, and what o
great amount of
study was being
given to it.

To be the one to
want to drop out
out—no! Oh, that
would be too awful !

And there was
Tess, meanwhile,
giving .all available
time to the scenery.
Think of all that
having to be
scrapped !
. “Polly, T'd like

you, after school, to
give me five
minutes,” Tess came
up to her to say,
first thing on Tues
day morning.

It was the time
for giving out
letters, and Polly
was waiting,
feverishly  anxious.
. “The shed adjoin-
m%- the gym, Polly
—I've got the first
sccne - pretty
advanced——""
“I sce. Yes, well
: can’t be
bothgred—l mean

well

see if there was a letter
*f Letter for you, Polly!*
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“Polly Linton!” her name was_ cried by some
schoolmate with ‘a letter to spin-across to her,
“Catch ¥’ . E ! .

From Jack! g

She . forgot Tess' presence. completely, walking
off the instent the letter was in gxer' hand. 2

Thé neckt to sce Polly was Betty, just before
class, when Polly came in,’ her face convulsed
with ‘a distress that was beyond concealment, her
eyes-swimming. Mutely she held out a letter for
Betty to read. - : .

“Grangemoor School, .

£ L. “Monday evening

“My “dear Polly,—Thanks for yours. ¥Yes, L
was sorry not to be able to stay any time at all
last ~Saturday. ' I am sure "the play will ‘be a
crasher. s % g Ut

“I got back all right, and you shouldn’t get
the wind up about me. T'm all right.  That
prefect is being like that at present, that's all. -

“Hope to be over soon; meantime all the best..

0ld Dave is swotting away, as per, whilst I write
this, and T've got a dickens of a lot to do with
a special exam. in the offing, so no more now.
: : “With love,
“Jack.”

Such was the breezy screed [rom which Betty
raised her eyes, to-meet Polly’s gloomy stare.
“I don’t see anything wrong in this, Polly.”
“Bet'y, it’s not what it. says, it's what it
doesn't say.
he must explain. - Oh
“Explein what?”
“You've got to be told!” Polly exclaimed
warriedly. “I have been keeping it back, so
. as not to worry you.  Jack’s fighting some ter-
rible battle, I’'m sure—with that prefect who was
after him on Saturday. ‘A prefect, Betty ! That
means—you can understand what it means!”
“Yes, dear.” Very gravely Betly answered.
“Listen,” spoke on Polly fensely. “I could
fet nothing out of Jack on Saturday; the pre-
ect ‘himself was—oh, a brute to Jack! on’t
believe Jack will -ever be able to get over to
Morcove about the play. He'll always be pre-
vented. somehow. That prefect can, 1I he likes,
and he willl Can’t I go over to Grangemoor
to-day, Betty? Oh,” Polly stamped, f an’s
stand this! Nothing' is.worse than being in tho
dark, only knowing that one's brother is hdving.
to fight alone.” o al
~ “Te’s not alone, Polly. He's got heaps of
chums. Above all, there’s Dave.” N
“They’re no use!l Dave himself is no use—"
“Dave, no use?” - -
“Not in this case, I'm sure. I could read that
in -Dave’s own -eyes last Saturday. You don’t
know what I went through in those few. minutes,”
gulped Polly. “Oh, and I don’t want to worry
~you—upset you with my troubles. You, Betty—
-even you ean’t sce that there’s any real reason
for my feeling so worried on .Jack’s account?”
“Well, since yon ask me, Polly, I would try
not to imagine things. Supposing Jack has got
on the wrong side of one of the prefects—
“It’s worse than that; the fellow is worrying
the life out of Jack!
You weren’t there on Saturday,” Polly fumed
on; “I was, and Ixeould tell! And another
* thing, I saw Jack knock the prefect down out-
side our gates,’ .
“Oh!” said Betty, startled,

~
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denly  decided.
.won’t be in scheol yet;

When ‘I -wro,{;.e on Sunday, saying

He is out to smash Jack! -

E:uery Tue-sday

“And serve the fellow right, I say. After .
coming here to bhumiliate Jack in front of us.

“1 know what I will do!” the worried girl sud-
# 'Phone through to Dave. He
{ anyhow, they must fetch
him. out, if he is. I don't care! -Only let me
get him on the 'phone, and I'll simply make Dave
tell me!” . '

Miss Everard said that Polly might be allowed

_to ‘use the ’phone—" As a special favour, mind!”

‘“ Grangemoor, . four-seven, please!” Polly asked,

rushing to the ’phone.

. "She could feel calmer, hearing mo warning .

sound of the lines being engaged. It would be
all right; she was going to get the school, and
so she would get Dave. Thank gooduess, thefe
was someone like Dave at Grangemoor; Jack’s
devoted chum, and- one’s -own. firm friend. into
the bargain. There was no one else at Grange-
moor in precisely the same category as that.

“Hallo, hallo?. . Grangemoor School? Oh, if
you please, can I speak to David Lawder?”
Polly spoke into thé instrument eagerly. “‘Law
der, yes, pleaze. L-A-W—" &

She was suddenly rigid, open-mouthed, stand- .
ing with the recciver excitably tilted.

‘In hospital? Dave Lawder? But why—
why 77

‘The low voice of a servant spoke again, calmly,
but with great feeling.

“Master Lawder met with a bad_ accident. on
the games field yesterday, miss, He'll be laid up
for some time, they. think.”,

h, poor Dave! Oh, w a world it was, all
et once. One thing after another. ;

“Caa I fetch anyone else to the ’phone, miss?
But just a moment.”

“Fallo, yes, what is it!”
culine voice, next moment.

“Miss Linton * )

“Who? Do you mean Polly Linton, Jack Lin-
ton's sister?” the question came harshly. * Gerald

rapped oub @ mas-
“Who are you?”

. Rennard speaking. I'm a prefect; what do you

want 7%
“(Can I—speak to—my brother?”
“No, you can’t! Ring off, please!”
“Botheration 1 she raged, as she camo oui
of the telephone box. ,
All Moccove was in class now. Her own Form
had started a singing lesson. The girls seemed -
to be putting all their heart into it, .welcoming

‘e singing . lesson for once. Ah, of course, the
 play, with all its song parts and choruses——

The play! And Dave in hospital now, so his
part must be scrapped. The whole thing must
be pulled to picces and put together again. They °
must not expect to have either Jack or Dave.
Well, she must get the revisions made some
time—— 5

_“Oh, but I ean’t!” her mind revolted against
the idea. “When I am so worried about Jack!
He has lost Dave now! No, at break I shall
tell the girls T must drop out of the whole busi-

- mess.”

END. OF THIS WEEK'S STORY,

What an unenviable position it is for Polly!
Torn_  heiween her longing to bhelp her brother
and her desire not to let down her chums of
Morcove, she scarcely knows what to do for the
best. Be sure to read next Tuesday’s splendid
long Morgeve stery, entitled * Her Offence to the
Form1” here is another charming Photo-Card,
of M n Miller, with next week’s issue of the
SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN, don't forget.



