SUPERB' PHOTO-CARD OF MARILYN MILLER FREE INSIDE!

| | “¥0U SNEAK!”

{& dramatic incident

© from this week’s grand

complete Morcove
School story.)

No. 525. Vol. 21. PUBLISHED EVERY TUESDAY. Week ending February 28th, 1931,



Twopence

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

145

A Grand Long, Complete Story of Betty Barton & Co..

Fresh Anxisty For Polly!

OLLY LINTON'S looks fully expressed her
seething impatience as she waited in the
corrider at Morcove Schoo! to see Miss

Everard—the Fourth Form-mistress.

The Form had come out of morning class five
minutes ago, and vsually. Miss Everard made for
her own private room directly after the dismiss.

“Why doesn’t she come!” :

Thus Polly muttered to herself. She knew
her Form-mates were mustered in the music-
room, waiting for her, and they, too, would be
growing impatient

Ding-dong, chimed the quarter-hour.

“Dash1” Polly said eloud. “And now, if I
go off hunting g;)r her, she’ll come the moment
my back's turned. Noy I'll wait. I won't sit
down to dinner until I know whether I can have
permission to— .

“Ooo, gueek, hert’s Polly!” came a shrill ery
that left Polly glaring at a certain schoolmate.

* Allez—clear off " seid Polly wildly.

“But, whet ze diggings!” expostnlated that
desky Imp. Naomer Nakara. “Woe have all been
waiting for you, Pollr! In ze music-room,
bekas—"

“Yes, Polly,” chimed
in . Betiy Barton. the
Form captain, now that
she also had appeared.
“Aren't you coming ¥

“ Presently.”

“We can't get on with-
out you, dear; and there
was to be a rehearsal at
twelve ‘o’clock.”

“Yes, I know., But—
oh, Betty dear, I must

Torn between her desire o help her brother
Jack, who is in dire trouble at his school,
and her wish to be loyal to her chums
of Morcove, Polly Linton finds herself in
a difficulf position. And now, to add to her
already great anxieties, the Fourth Form
misconstrue her actions and believe that
“she is deliberately ** letting them down!”

By MARJORIE STANTON

wait and see Miss Iverard about—about some-
thing! Take that looney away!"—with a gesture
indicating Naomer, who was doing a .weird
dance.

Naomer stopped dancing, and stared.

“Who is ze looney? Just bekas I rehearse
my dance for ze play! If Iam a looney for doing
that, then you are onme, too, Polly, for writing
zo playi”

“Oh, clear off I”

“Anybody would zink I had dropped =z
brick,” Naomer commented on Polly’s frantic
state. “All right, I go back to ze music-reom
and I shall take charge of the rehearsal myself 17

‘Come away, dear,” Betty advised the Imp.
“And, Polly, I'll explin to the others—you’ll
be up in a minute?”

“I suppose so—vyes, Betfy,
notice of me. I—-I'm—-"
© “Looney!” suggested Naomer, as she fled.

Then Betty also effaced herself, with a rhing
smile for Poliy that asked her to orgive
Naomer's skittishness, and to try not to get into
such an impatient state.

“It's all very well,” Polly fumed to .herself,
Pacing up and -down.
“They mnone of them
realise. ‘Even  Betty
doesn’t ! And that’s just
where I am up against it.
For all they can tell, I
am simply—— Oh—er—
Miss Everard I”

For, at last, the Form-
mistress had appeared.-

“Polly | 'But %thought
there was to bo a re-
hearsal of the great and

Don’t take any
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wonderful play after mnmmg school, - Won’t the
others be lost without you?*

- couldn’t spcak to you at twelve o’clock,
Miss Everard, so I've had o wail for you. And,
please;” Poﬁy entreated, “would you let me go
over to my brother’s school this’ naitemoon?"

“Grrangemoor  School;  Polly 1"

:‘It’s a- halfer this afternoon"’

yes; but even if it seemed ngh\‘, to Iet
you off games—Grangemoor “School is ever 80
far away! And wlmt about rehearsals?” smiled -

the Form-mistress.
after an ‘early tea?”
“Yes, but—="" ",
T dont know, Polly, but I sbould have
thought you could :hardly afford to be absent
irom rehearsals? .- You, ° the composer nl
‘ Merrie Morcove I”™
“Seriously, Miss Everard, I ﬁhmk I ought to

go over to Grangemoor School to see my brother "
I only want a few minutes’ Ealk wﬁh'

.
was here for a mmuta or two ].ast E&tnrday, you .

Jack.
him, to—to ease my mind about something.

. remember——"

“Yes, .- Polly nodded the
gravely, as if she also remembered that Jack
Linton bad no sooner .turned aup than he was
taken away by a prefect.

“Miss Everard, plmse'
Iot to ask; at the same t;me, it’s only because
I feel—I feel—\kell I ought to. go, {emg his
sister,”  Polly said awkwar

The Form-mistress spent a mnman# changing
books: from under one arm to_another, . That
moment, however, was probably an np‘portumty
for her to reach a decision.

-“It is not the time of year-for long-distance
runs by bicycle, Polly. I want to do my best
for you, If only it were ‘possible for you to go
by train; but. Grs.ngumoor is mst as badly served
as we are”

“But, Miss Evem:rd Im sure 1 cnu!r] b:ka
there and back in the time. After all, it Keeps
light till half-past’six.”

The Form-mistress shook her head.

“Miss Somerfield would never approve of your
relying. upon your bicycle,- Polly.
1},‘3* Pam = Willoughby go . with - you,

ein
brother's school7*

sleep the niglt at Pam

’ Eve?ud that would he splendid 1”

didn’t mean that, Polly,” demur:re& “the
‘Form:-mistress.- “I was wondering if Pa.nf’s
murher con]d send you both back by car.”

“TI .a P-a,m——a.t once!” burst out head-
sﬁron%vl’oiiy. Bt i1, be all right, I'm surel
Mrs
of cars,. And, anyway; t
home for an hour or two,” so—0h, I’ll Tun
tmd find Pam now”

“But' mind you lét me know what’s .arr.anged o
-the Form-mistress called after Poily impressively.
“No going oﬂ’ until ;I have. a.pprovea eve:'y-
thing.? -

"5h nol Thanks a.qully ja

Polly was. nearly clear of the passage as she -
looked buck to-respond so. gaily and gratefully.

The music-room: was on. i.he ﬁrst floor oE the grmﬁ
schoothouse,

Her 'bu*'st.mg in upon ﬂm vmltmg irls .was
the signal for a playful, but reproachful, .demon-
stration. Mock cheers were raised, and there .
*was some booing, whl]st one shtnsh junior darted:
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“Isn’t there to be another,

:outside. .with Pam for e talk;

.'Fnrm mistress—

T “know it sounds a Wha.t’”

-~ some ma,nuscr:pt music from the music-rest,

Eposmg I
ab. Swanlake—it is quite close to your
; *Ob, Miss

longhby is o dear, and they've got heaps’
Hlonglib ”i;ey ’1i Eovg ngmg Pa%?.

"+ Helen Craig dryly.

Every Tuesday
to-the piano-and thumped out a grand chord—

much to the disturbance-of Madge Minden,
5 I~ Halipds. - :
“Ho, ha,
Yes, and you can go away, quiy, bekas—
what ze diggings,” se¢ me -conduct|” yelled
Naomer, standing out to start beating ttme vigor-

hai# i

ously "in: front of the mirthful. moh. *One, two,
three—get ze jerk on, everyhadyt Openmg
chorug, ¢ ueelk !

‘But “the ]unlnl’s simply could” not sing for
!au ter.

ou’re a mce Jone, rw!ly, Polly 1" some of
them wesumed. . " How can’we .get on without
your?

“Very sorry, gu'lc, and all -that,” laughed
Polly, genume]y apologetic:” “Too ‘of me,
I know; b ut—-er—%am, just a:sec.{” she hailed
the Swanlake girl.

There was such a babel, Polly felt it best to
whereupon the
‘Form in general made a few more remarks.

“Well I like that|”

“Cione again! Oh, she is the limit!*

“Yeos, ‘wather; most twymgl” amiable Paula
Creel was bound_to remark. ~*““When one might
be. westing, bai Jove; we cupawa[:mg fwom the
cffects of & most- stwenuous “mowning in class,

“ Attention, - evenbody - yelled . Naomer, -
“Madge will how play ze openmg chorus——" 1

“Ob, I dor’t think so,” said Madge, taking
to
shake it together as if done with for the prosent.
She stood up and very definitely - some of the
others also showed their intention to depart.- A

form or two fell over, Ahnve a great ba,be] was
~heard the ery:
- HCome away, girls! Washout 1*

“No, no—just a bxr,i” shouted’ the captain
soothmgly. “Heaps of -time yeb, girls, so don’t
~be too impatient.’ A

“We've waited and waited,”” was the loud
~complaint. ‘“What does Polly-mean by it? Does
she want to rehearse or noti® ;

“0Of course she doss, girls,”* .said Betty; “you
- know how keen she.is—" .

. “Keen! Tt looks like it!
with Pa.m‘ L i

“I resign ' from  ‘ze’ pley, yes,” Naomer -
’announced with an assumption of dignity thas
left her sﬁalkmg across the roomy, nose in air.
“Bekas, for one thing, I am not allowed to
conduct; - and  anuzzer thing, I am getting
hungry”’

-Then' Polly came in again, with Pam,

“Hoom%'l” the Form cheered ironically once
more. ive her a clap! Well, Polly, what
rabout it?” .

“Well, what about it3” she retorted, quite her
_saney. se]f now that . she had. bappily arranged
the 'little matter with. Pam about going to
Grangemoor. . “T'm ready when you are, girls.”

“Wo have beon ready this last half-hour 1

N’OW she & gone off

C“All right; IH doubia our salaries,” prom- -
- ised Polly. You shal gﬂ.va all- the profits
from: my: play‘ Only !eu us get going ‘mow, for

I feel—oh, just wcady for a thorough good gol”

“Oh, you really are ‘ready now P h.ughed-
“Well, welbi2 -

Polly; whose cheerful faceswas enongh to put
the - disgruntled juniors into zood humour,
ﬁlanccd towards the piano.. Madge ‘had resumed

er scat, and ‘was seiting out rha music again,
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“Take your places, please,” playfully requested
Polly; and the theatrical party “fell in,” about
four deep, at the upper end of the room. There

_ was one exception; Paula Creel, instead of fall-
ing in, fell down. Some difficulty over gefting
her up agein—Naomer having chanced to fall on
top of the beloved duffer—made Polly stride
about, impatient of the delay. )

“Wowp!” howled Paula. *“Gow!”

¢ Ha, ha, hal” ~ ’ 3 3

“You see,”’ stormed Polly; “even when I am

_ready, yow're not! Do you waent me fo throw
up the whole thing?”

“Yes-s-s-s!” dinned some.

“No-0-0-01" yelled others.

“JIt won't take much!” Polly threatened them
all grimly. “Now, girls,” with sudden reason-

leness, “come, come! Order! Stand just as
you would at the rise of the curtain, and keep
your eyes on mel  We'll do the opening chorus,
just to show there is no ill-feeling. = We ought to
do most of the chorus parts before dinner. Then,

after tea, this afternoon—ob, by the way,” Polly

broke off blandly, *I shall not be here this after-
noon| Er—" :

“What?" she was yelled at.

“Hopry, girls; awfully sorry, but I really must
go over to Grangemeor Schooi——"

“Why must you go over to Grangemoor?” asked
onie member of the musical-comedy party, very
pettishiy. E

“I want to sece my brothes
understand, girls; but—" .

“Song, She Wants To See Hor Brothew!”

~ecried Eva Merrick.  “Band,
there I”. g

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“She can go_and. sée her
brother,” Etta Hargrove said
stifiy ; “I don’$ mind thiat. But
I do think, when we've all kept
our time freo for another
rehearsal—"

“Hear, hear!” voiced many

indignantly.

"'g';h I’ stamped Polly. “I
tell you—"

“You've told us alrcady,”
struck in Ella Elgood,:striding
away to the door; *‘you’ want
to see your brother! Ta-a,
then, and give him my kind .
regards : .
vain Betty signed fo the
girls_not to _go; . In vain she
waved to Po]fv to keep calm.
Thera was pandemonium in the
music-room. Polly was shout-
ing at those who were already
marching out; but she was not
heard, for other jumniors, pre-
liminary to_leaving in disgust,
were marching round the room,
rendering an imprompfu chorus,

Er—you‘ wouldn't

“ She-wants to sce her brother,
Her brother
{Poor brother )

he wa-a-ants
brother, :
Bo we can’t rehearse to-day 1”

to see her

“And when you do see him,” d
shrilled Naomer, dancing up to

© Polly, “I hope it will be fine for
you ! Good-bye [™ :
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“Hooray !” the cheer was given, as the last
of them made their exit. “Over egain, girls!”

And Betty and Polly, left alone together, heard
the absurd chant dying away “off stage” as ib
were. -

After a few moments, the Form captain turned
to say a soothing word.

“Never mind, Polly dear. -I understand—""

“You don’t; I'm sure that even you don’t!”
muttered Polly, whose cheeks were flaming. “It's

. —it’s—oh! Let me get out of this!”

‘ At Qrangemoor !

T half-past one Polly was in the bieycle-
A shed, looking over her machine, and there
Pam Willoughby came to her.

It was like Pam to be very serene, with little
to say, but eiways reteininy a cheerful’ expres-

sion.
“Yes, wlgll, Polly, we can be off now! Machine
“QOh, I hops so, Pam! What _about yours?”
Pem’s bicycle was all right. It would be! A
fortunate girl, Pam, to be the daughter of the
Willoughbys of Swenlake, where life was lived
on the grand scale. -
But if Pam had the best of everything always,
that was nos to say that she had been spoiled.
Morcove had never known the Jeast ostentation
on the part of their Form-mate. Different from
Cora Grandways, whose parents were rolling in
money—and didn’t Cora let you know it!
Polly 'and Pam set off at a time when, of
course, most of Marcove was flocking into the

Polly Linton entered her brother's study. “ Hullo, Jack ! she said,
as cheerily as though nothing had been the m
# polly | What the dickens—— 1 he exclaimed incredulously.

atter. Jack jumped up.
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open, this being a “halfer.” Accordingly, there
was an echo of the before-dinner demonstration
against Polly,  partly in. fun'and partly from
genuine annoyance; %he was cheered again, end
all manner of facetious cries camoe_after her.

_ Polly could only. ride in ‘grim - silence: _

They were soon on “the road running" inland,
mcross-the moor, that was the route to Swanlake.
Barncombe  they  would not. touch, nor  would
. they" pass-anything buf the tiniest of hamlets dus-
ing ‘the steady two-hour ride—or it might be
threo hours. X‘lo}; depended upon the state of
the - yoads, which, weceived ljttle attention—and
-upon the behaviour of Polly’s bicyele! Tt was
always lable to those ‘sudden disabilities which
come of slap-dash ownership, i % s

“Yes, well,” said Pand presently, looking as
cool ‘as_when she started—-whereas Polly was al-

. veaedy hot. “We've got e fine afternocopn.” . .
“Grand,” cried . Polly, her spirits rising fast.
Oh, the relief and joy-it was, to be on the way
to' Jackl - Letter-writing had done no gaod, - She
was so sure that he was.going through a terrible
- time,  and she. was determined ‘to. find oub all
about it, .even .if she could rot be of any use
to him. ol S IR e

“But I shall be of use, somehow or ather,”
she was saying to herself, es.she rode on. “Only
Jet. me find out why: that prefect is so down on
him, and I can-do something.. I must! It isn'd
as if he-had Dave Lawder to look to, now.”

There wa3 another .reason . -for :this visit fo
Grangemoor—Dave Lawder was ill1 . =
- “TIt never rains but. it pours!” Polly reflected.
“Mo think that -Dave should get packed off to
the san. just when Jack most needs the pal that
Dave_hag always been. - : . ;
- “Am I going too fast for you, Pam?”. .

“Oh, no, Pa]fy. Your bike squeaks e bit1”?

“That- doesn't matter}” i ; .

So they maintaineéd ihe fast pace which Polly
had set; :

" grinding. doise now -and then, and a loose brake

jarring af timds, whilst Pani simply purred along.

AIWBJB as impatient ag this, was Polly;. - bub
to-day=ah, it was something more then ' mere
slap-dash that was urging her to hurry along.

Madeap she might be, end_as fond of nonsense
az-any girl in the Form; but she could feel the
urge of motives such as only a true-hearted.-girl
.can know.- For the simple reason that hers:was

such . happy. nature; she could not bear. the ‘ides
And her brother—

.of - anyone - being unhappy.”
_what misery. she had seen him in last Saturday!

No silly seafiment about Polly; but strongly

if vaguely, at the present time, she felt an urgent .

call to her brother's side.

Tt was not that he had appealed for help or.

- sympathy even, Not he! It was just because he

“had refused to divmlge anything in his lettes

answering, hers; . that Polly’s anxiety had been
intensified. -: Something going on thap was nob
_right.- . That prefeet;i Gerald Renpard, merking
Jack down, goading him, using the;anthority of
a prefoct to make Iifo a-living misery, following
.. up . each ¢ruel attack ‘with -a  smiling:’ “Hit
- back~—if you dare!”’ e
. (‘Jn—:mdy on rode the two girls; the afternoon
keaping beautifully bright for them.
“The vigorous exercise helped to clear Polly’s
mind ;  she began to think of inspiring ideas.
Graduvally there was comingf' upon her a re-
stored - self-confidence. She fel
demands that might he made upon her, Jack to

help, the play to be got on with, the feheersals
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- the Form.down; over rehearsalsl
“Poll
&

dad .and mother,
_pushing on with those costumes for the play—"
.. “¥es, I know.” ’

the last lap in the long wun. .

her pedals coming round with a slight -

_ths two greal gaimes

It” equal to any -

Every Tuesday

to be supervised—as the Form seemed to think

shé alone could supervise them! Well, she would

manage it alll - :
Sush sanguine thoughts made her exclaim, by-

: and-bye :

“This is the last timé, Pam, T shall be letting

: It was en

awful pity about “to-day;  but it- won’t occur -

again.” - 5 4 .
“0Oh, T don't

por

suppose théy minded really,
Sure ‘you' didn’t mind—haying to come with

“Just, as if | Tt gives me a chance of sceing
I had intended, of course,

And “there the talk lapsed again.. For her
part, Polly wished shé had .never spoken just.
then. No mistake, she had played her school-
mates & low trick to-day. Kng it seemed so

* foolling to keep on deploring the fact aloud;.
_only like asking for forgiveness, over and over

Tagain. 5
At long last the} came in sight of stately

Swanlake—that famous country seat, lying back

“@ full ‘mile from the road, in the centire of a
- giqriuus old park. Pollawfas to part from Pam

eore, riding on for another half-hour by herself.
.They hopped down from their machines oppo-
site_the . entrance gates.to-the Swanlake estate.’”

“Well, you'H -be_ along ahous five o'clock?”

ked Pam.  “Mother will have it all arrenged,
abont our going back by car, - Good-bye for the

“I am so grateful, Pam! Cheeriol”

And. Polly, remounting, pushed on again. :

They were Grangemoor’s own sweet-toned bellg:
which she heard, chiming four o’clock, as she did -
A miinute later,
and she would have mjissed the pleasant sight
that greeted her, on riding in by the school’s
main gateway—the knock-off from games, a hun-
dred boys -and more suddenly careering away-to. -
their various houses. 5 - : ;
. Her brother’s schoolmates! There they went,-
going in to get some of the mud off themselves,
a few so puffed out that they had to lurch along *
in chummy groups. Some stout knees below some
of those muddy -“shorts”! Fine fellows, going
-in to get cleaned up, and then for'a great feed

“-present, Polly I”

B¥

7in their studdes.

Her eyos strayed from the boys o’ the great
range of ‘handsome -buildings - which ~comprised

- #his famnous Public:school.. Head's house, with its
“oriel" windows;

Little’s  House, and the fine
chapel - and the gymnpasium; * and there was
-Jack’s house, owning'to 4 new name, this term,
as she knetw.” A new master had been appointed
to it, and it was ‘“Lethbury’s™ now, Ah, and
right away from all - other -gu_ﬂ&ing's, there “was
the sen,, where Dave was lying. How nice if
ihe could ‘sée him for a minute! They might leb .
er,. * ; i
Half-way up a broad drive, which ran between’
fields, she dismounted, to
go the rest of the way on’ foot, wheeling her
maching. She was giving the boys time to troop
in .before her, Bumpl She heard a football -
go, as some fellow took a drop kick, and it went -
straight up, higher than the highest- roof. - Then,
dead beat though they were, some of the others
had ‘to charge obe another, to get the descended
Eﬁ.‘ Thump! - ‘And it nearly smashed a win-. .
) : i 4



~“mew master how.
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. Roars of laughter; more barg-
ing about; some arm-in-arm, so
they all went indoors at last, and -
a stately silence it was tha.t. fell
upon this schoolboy world, after
such .a hubbub.

No sentiment about Polly; and
yet—there it was again, some- .
.thing suddenly p!nckmg at her
heartstrings.

Her - brother’s school! Her
brother’s play-mates! She had
not picked him dut from amongst
that joyous mob. If he had been
one of them, she was sure she
~would have spotted him instantly.

For him to be absent from
.games; ib seemed. one more.sign
‘of - life having changed for him
of late, and for the worse.

» She stalled her machine hard
by the Gothic doorway that stood
wide open. - Mr. [.rethguty ’s houss
was humming like a hive as she
btelpped to the o fmn doorway and
’ led at_a bell chain. Would
Lethbury—or  his
Pity—it was a
Jaek had
‘always stood so well with the old
one. Had the change something
to do with it? Bub surely not!
-A trim parlourmaid came for-
ward, trying not to look sur- !
pr:scd at finding that this was not
some lady from round: about, pay-
ing a call on the master's wife.

she see Mr.
wife, perhaps?

- ' Afternoon,” said Polly “I'm
{tom Morcove -School——! . -
= “Oh, yes, miss!"”

“Tm " Miss Linton, and my

brother belongs to this house.
“And I would be so glad to sce him

for a minute,”

“1 see, miss. Well, I might
ask Mrs, Lethbury. The'Houﬁcmaster is out at
present, but—"

“Oh, must you trouble Mrs. Lethbury’? Tm
sure 1t's all mgh > urged Polly, raising her
voiee slightly on account of the babel that was
filtering down from the boys’ guarters.

“Will you coms in?” reguested the maid, non-
committally; wnd Polly was soon seated in a
waiting-room.

Another Mtacl: of fuming .impatience was
threatening her. “Now, don’t!” she was saying
to herself, having resolved to go on quietly;
but, oh, hnw bothersome were these formalities!
She was here; she might.be with Jack now!

But_ the maid had hinted that Mys. Lethbory

"must be consulted. Phew! Ah, dear!

Suddenly she heard a fellow—a scnior, by the
sound of hls voice—call out from the hall:

““Harris!”

This - brought a chéery “Hallo?” from a boy
gomﬂ upstairs.
" “Where's Lml;on T

“Don’t know, Rennard.”

“Well, find hm, there's a good chap.
him I want him I”

Tell

Gerald Reopard; out there in the imll—pacing_

about now whilst waiting for Jack!

With only that closed door between them, she
«got up from her chair end roeamed the waiting-
room, breathing fast. )
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nurse shook her head.

55§ don’t eupaet to be allowed to see Dave,” Polly said. The

' No, he’s very ifl 1" she said gravaly.
¥ We are writing for hls guardian 1%

A Porplexing Case.

UDDE’\TLY she knew that her brother had
appeared, for she heard the prefect begin
curtly :

“What's the time?”

“There's the time,” answered Jack, evidently

mdma,i'.mg a clock in the ball.

“I'm asking you what's the time, Linton1”

No answer. :

. “It's gone four!” Rennard remarked  sternly.
“W}.cre are those lines? Dane them®”

0.’

"Wha«a.«:xt"” ,

“J didn’t see why I should.”

fOh, that’s the game, is it? Force me to
take you to Mr. Lethbury about it? Right you
are, my son. Much good will that do you,
Rennard laughed curtly. “The sooner thmgs
come to & head between vou and me, Linton,
the soonar I shall be satisfied. - It hasn't been
for my own sake that I have stood such dashed
nonsense from you. I've nothing to fear.”

A pause, and Polly felt her heart thudding.

“You beauty,” she heard Rennard muttering
et her brother.” “All right. Now I really muss
speak to Mr. Lothburt' aboui you. Come to my
study st six.” .

The. brute!

But now, :f:rarfrely', Polly heard the tyrant
demanding : -



wh.af. i3 there to s.m:ie about, Lm

“Only that” you keep on talking of t-akmg ma
before Mr. Lethbury ;' you never do!”
“¥You'll go this time; my son.”
“le& to hear it1» .
“None of your confounded cheek] Do I have
any trouble with the rest of the chaps? Who are
you, _then—->"’

© “Why, of course,” Polly heard her burother S0y -
dryly, *I'm the one chap who' dlsllked your being . -

made .o - prefect |

Jack must have walked away to the stairs
then, for Pdlly heard Rennard muttering -abus-
ively, as if lefs alone in the hall to watch his
vmbnn pass - from sight.

A few ioments more, and Rennard himself -
: strode away—whistling |

Per

may have been accelerated by ance of
@ pariourmmd -liable to see hun ookmg so
savage,

The waiting- mom d,aor Dpened

“Myrs, Lethbury is very sorry, buir she is en-

gaged and cannct spare’ even @ minute to see
you. She says she doesn’t approve of sisters call-
ing to see their brothers; but if it is anything
very important—-"

“Tt 'is, of course it is1? explodad

"Polly.
“Would I have come_all this way—"

- “5¥ell - then; . mmS, I wWas told, if one of the

prefegts——>"
“We don’t -want, fmzzthmf 1o 'do thh prefectsl
Oh, -look here,” u; know  my

brother’s study.
I must! Be a sport—I mean-—o=:
“Miss, I daren’t—"

%y know but——  You've seen me io t'.he door, .

anyhow,” Polly whispered, with a sudden roguish
rush to the outer door tbat. left the maid both
bewxldered and amn:ed.

‘now—" &
‘What- Polly did now ‘was: to ‘turn “back -from
across - tothe stairs, -the.

the .dosrway fo 'nip.
maid giving a scared lift and fall of the -hands.
* Up flight after flight of shallow stone steps
raced Morcove's headstrong junior. No cne
about—hooray! - And here was the corridor down
which Jack and Dave had their stud{‘wt.he fourth
door on the left.* She knew! hing steps
took her to that door. She tapped turned the
knob; had o smile at her lips, and wes ready to
voice a tendGr * Jack1” as she entered—and then
she found a mu«..h older, fﬁ&er ‘fellow in the study.
He was alone, biting ab a macaroot s he stood
at a nicely iﬂ.ld tearta.»b!e, and be stared—no
wonden.

“What th .
“Oh,” said PoIl “sorry |1 :

OE «B.ll fellow: elra.!d Rennard?

“Hey, thoughl” he exclaimed, as she backed

into the passage.  *What are you doing here?”

“1 thaught this was Jack’s study. It used to

0.
“Ah ? said Rennard, "thmgs are a bit dxﬂ'er-
ent nnw——for Jack, ‘But what business have you

‘“I'hat business_is my business,” said Polly,
and, having withdrawn, “she closed the door

8 shamly between herself and that odious fellow.

A younger boy was coming along with a tea-
pot, for a refill at the washing-up sink. Beyond
checking .some very lively whistling,- he would
not have let Polly’s surprising presence affect
i‘] very Jubl.ivaml: mood. .-~ But she appealed to

Im‘ g
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s hls depawrtare

med,
i slip up w.lti}‘uut any bother. -

“Ro, anything I do -

- ever.

Every Tuesday
My brother’s study? Namé of
Last

“Excuse me.
Linton 1

“Oh, Linton! He's gone into No. 7.
door down on the left.” -

“Thanks- 90 “much ¥

She might have been in her own study passa
at Morcoye, the way she hurried along to No. 7.
Another tap—and this time she waited for a
“Oome in 1 before opemng the door and enter-

He.}]o Jack 1 said I"oﬁy, just as if it had
not ‘been such a. texrible busmess, a]together, get-
\‘.mg to see him at last,

Polly | - What the dickensi?”

And he -heaved up from 'a low chair, amaze-
ment chasing away the brooding look which she
found him “wearing.

wsOb, 1 thought Td come!” she said lightly. i
““Pam rode with.me as far as Swanlake.

How.
are things, Jack?”

“Not so bad. You ve not had tea, I suppose?
Er—I've bad mine downsteirs, so I'm sorry
there’s none on the table, Polly. Didn’t seem

- worth. while fagging out the tea-things just for

Tyse 1
“Fine 1
“Well,

031 and how's tha ‘play gomg‘l”

ou girls manege all right,”
grmued what with plays and rehearsals and
special - leave for a trip hke this to see me, "I
must see about some tea for you, Polly.?

#*No, Jeck; Tm all right, .1 shall get & cl,gp
at Bwanlake; Tm to be back there at five.
Then Pam .and I go home to Morcove by car,

- ‘bikes tied on behind, I suppose.” And now, Jack,

want to ask you—". # :

“Bui;-—ﬁve you say?  You haven’t much time
to- spare,” he commented in a sudden: fluster at
her sudden gravity. - “I was going to.try and

he

see Dave, and T rea,!-iy-tonght ot to leave it tgo . 3

late. You might come a.long ‘with me” ab oneE, "
Polly.”

“Just @ minute,” she ‘- mded “Ye musb-
have a talk. Bubt how is Dave?”

“Ah, in a

“A pasty eccident, that was;
m%' it may be weeks—7

‘I am so awfully sorry,” Polly sald huskily,
“Poor Dave. And poor you, too—"

“Oh, I'm all right!”

and they're say-

“In tlus stud\y-'[ now ! J#3 not a change for ma'

better, Jack. t would be depressing . enough,
even if. you had Dave with youn, the ‘same “as
Wyil it only shows T &id right to come i
“Er—-—mca to see you,- nnyhnw, Polly.
* As to why I came, Jack——

“By the way, heard from homo lately 7%

“I had a ietier from mother this morning.
They're all right.”
going close to. him to put her hands out to his
shoulders: “What is it, Jack? "Here, in this
school—tho trouble betwoen you and—and timt
prefect? You must tell metr - .

“Now, Polly,” he -said, and sighed.
hang, you mustn’t come askmg— ’
““Tve got to know. Vou ware @& wretch mnot
to answer iny letter s:m‘operl y | I lie awake ab
nights thinking. T feel that the Play, and games,
and everythm must go, 8o it's not domg me
any good, i, not to be toldi”

In his salent takm%-d of her hands, to bft them

away. from his shou ers. he” retame& r.hem for

a few moments,
“Well, I must

dida’ say it, after

was ono of his rare dlsphys of pride in her."

ss.{i he* exc?mme&wbut he
e

way, I'm afraid, ” s:ghed Jack.,

A pause, and then, suddenly.

“on.

wcept by a glance that - A
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.. Then he walked : aboub the study—frowning.
From neighbouring dens came the murmur of
voices, and suddenly there was one great guffaw-
ing which would have made Polly giggle, simply

“to hear it, only she was walching her brother.

At last he. turned round, facing her. ;
“Very well, Polly, you must be told. A new
.master here—although he’s not so bad, by any

. means; I.like to be fair—has made various
changes. -One_thing he's gone and done is to

make Gerald Rennard a prefect, ‘Well, I know
it scems all right to the House as a -whole.
‘General feeling, Rennard ought to have been

. ‘made a prefect Jast year. But I—I've no.nse for

" the chap. 1 know him; I'm the ‘only person in

" all Grangemoor who does know him!” .

Jack . sléod opposite his attentive sister, the™

table betweer them, end he took up e penknife,
to start stabbing it absently into the table.

“T'm fond of Girangemeor, and it jus about
got- up my nose when Rennard was made @ pre-
fect. In fact—well, you're pretty much the samo
as me, Polly, in that way. What's in your meko-
up has got to come out.” :

“Ves,” sho nodded, “Go on."

“Well, T.simply talked freely—like a silly ass,
I suppose; seeing that I couldn’t state my case
.against Rennard, being without proof. ¥Yet, I

“ dor’t know, I simply couldn’t help saying what - 0 ;
mg 2 P e d to let an imperious-looking lady stalk into the

@ jolly shame it wes, and that sort of thing; an
the isn’t going to forgive mel” - !
&o Polly glanced cautiously towards the . closed

¥y O . . Ty 2

. “You can tell me, -Jack, your reason for say-
ing "that Cerald Renpard isn't fit- to. be & pre:
~fect 2 N el .

-+ %X could, but I'm not going to,” said Jack,
‘gnaking & final throw of the penknife that left it
‘quivering, stuck fast in the: table. “Not on your
Jife, Polly! I admit I had no right to go raging

- round when I wasn't in a position to make &

definite charge mgainst him. That was Ty mis-
take; and now, of course, I'm payin for it
He's the sort to make a chap pay dear Fs Ty

3

¢ But it can't go on, Jueok. 2

“Oh, it won't! It's him or me, any day now—

at least, I hope 0.
“How do you mean, Jack? * Any day. now—
: ~what?? . .. e w7 e
. %“(ne.of the other of us—pushed out. Bub
" don’t look like-thas; Polly. Even if it does come
“to my. being—sent home—they’ll nob cut up rough
at home.  That’'s: one: thing “ebout dad.and the
_amater, Polly; -where you:'or I erc concerned—
eh, Polly?” = gy 4

She nodded, thon suddenly ,wféﬁt 0.0 chair and

sat down in a distressed

received @ big- shock.

she said tenselysy = - : i ;
“We mustn’t let it come to that, Jack. Not

way, like one who has

“expulsion—for you.”
His face darkened. . 5
_ “He's a prefect. You . understand how that
affects the whole thing, Polly. .'I ought to sib
. down under his snoers and goadings, and I can’t.
It only I could get the means of showihg him
up! But that's just- where:I'm whacked. If only
‘I could get into Barncombe more Joften—="" . -
- “Barncombe?” echoed Polly, with & start. - -
. Her brether nodded. - : . ;
. “But the ced so woiks if thet I hardly ever
geb oub now.
fast Saturday. I've not been im this afternoon’s
Aeam. - He's hounding me atout- all the'time, an

" the excuse to Mr. Lethbury is that Pm a bad lot,
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"Mike Heriot.
_fallen out over this.

“to grief yourself at Morcove.

“all,

" gave him her

“silence,

Looking .across to him,

mockingly,

I was stood back from that-outing -
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going to spoil the House unless I'm dealt with,
There’s no help for me in Lethbury, I"ally.”

“Rut wll your schoolmates, Jack?’ g
“They find Rennard all right. I.get no sym-
pathy from them—not that 1 want it.. So long

as I have Dave; pgood old Dave, he's the one!

A bit of an owl, always swatting and all that, .
but & pel; Polly; e pal!” He paused. “Take .
fi’'s funny, Mike, and I have

Buf Dave—not he!”

“I know,” she said, “But you haven’t Dave

at present! Oh; Jack, isa’t there something 1
can dot” N ? -
“Youl” And he laughed, “My dear old

Polly, best thing you can do is not to let. this
trouble you af ell. - Yowll only end by coming -
I’s my funeral.”

‘S8he got up, giving a dissenting shake of the

cad. - .

“Vouwd want to come to my help, Jack, at any
time. I ought to stand by you.. Ob, and I mean
to, and yet go on all i ht et Morcove. I can
do’ everything,” Polly ‘said, not boastfully, only
very bravely. “Get the school work: done, and
see the play through, and -write fo - you every
day, andp-«-and perﬁaﬁs,. as time goes on, who
knows? I may be able to—" 4 ;

There “was -a sudden- interruption. They fourd
the door being thrown wide by CGierald Rennard,

study. *
No need for -Polly to be told who this lady.
was, Mrs. Lethbury, the Housemaster's wife!
e "Tention, Linton!” rapped out Rennard, like

Jack

" & sergeant on parade..

The -reproof was -quite 'unp;.llg,d. for. .

Linton, - whatever his faults or failings, never
“forgok his manners in the presénce of Jadies. -He

had withdrawn his hands smartly from his pockes
and stiffened out of any loungind-g attitude that
had been his. But Rennard spoken . whilst
this was being done, so that it may well have
seemed to Mrs. Lethbury that the boy had needed
to be told. . .,

“My. sister——" - . .

“Ves, T know,” the Housemaster’s wife bleakly
eut Taok short. “And it is not what I meant at
Therefore, I must ask your sister fo leave— -
‘ab oncal”. - Bt Ty 3 M i F

Promptly, Pc%ly stepped up to her brother and

and, : : ;

“ Ciood-bye, then, Jack dear,
Glad to have seen you.r ' ¢ :
. #'Bye,- Polly,” he responded “thickly. -

- Polly next tursed to the. . Housemaster's” wife,
prepared :

for - the present.

to.accept some lecturing remarks in
But nothing was said. Not one word!
Mrs. Lethbury stood mute .and siiff, es if sha
would do or say nothing until this unauthorised
visitor had left.

So, ‘with a shrug that said: “0Oh, ell right;
if it’s like that!” out marched Polly.:

Rennard very politely offered to close the door’
after her exit. She saw him bowing and smiling .
and, since she could ot very well
treat him fo e smacl across®the- cheek, she did
the next bost thing Rl

"% You cad!” she whispered at him, and then
marched away. el K
LA Sad Newsl : 4
o T dear,” Polly sighed to herself, going.
“downstairs. mer \

Then she laughed grimly.'
“Never mind: I did see Jack, anyhow!” g .
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And even now it was only half-past four; -the
chimes were telling her so, as she emerged from
the Gothio porch to recover her machine, She
would be at Swanlake eesily by five, if not before

- that -eappointed time. i

Hallo, though! Ugh!

_with both tyres flat!

“Now, what—— But it’s funny,” she frowned,
meaning that it was- suspicious. As. for being
really funny—no! That both tyres should have

Here was the bieycle

gone down like this, when they had kept up all".

the way from Morcovel®

Some rascal of & schoolboy serving her this

“trick for a’lark? ‘No.. That was not the Grange-
‘moor idea of a-joke. Bit Rennard? Ahl
o Wh]y didn’t I" she weproached herself dis-
gustedly, “smack him ecross the face after all!
I—Yve a good mind to go back and do it now!”
She forebore, however. No use making scenes;
that would do Jack no-good, = .
- Wheeling the machine she set off to walk te
Swanlake, -, 8lapdash Polly. was elways .caught
without- .o puncturerepaizing outfit, and :in an
 case she -would rather walk .miles than take o

& tyre and fiddle with an inner- tube. Her ex- -
perience of he: own puncture repairs was that .

‘thoy always let: you down before you had gone
hall & mile again, . & - 3 '
In 2 few moments, however, her attention was

-drawn toa car, starting away irom the san. The -

doctor? ‘That lefy her .with a-poignant thought
of-Dave, and, -for all her being so pressed for

tinte now, she felt she mpst go across and inguire ““and-ss Polly gor the most welcome cup. of toa

Jf that was the doctor jusk going off, .it. must
- hayve beren his second. visit to-day, -surely? School
cases were alwrys seen, in the morping. .. .
The bieyele seemed to wattle and squeak worse
than ever, now that it was being wheeled along
on flat tyres. -So, at one moment, a gust of rage
against Rennard would sweep through her,: whiist
next moment -she  would. be .all - tender- anxiety
abopt Dave,: and Jack—poor Jack. . Reall
was a problem, she said to herself, How loniely

her brother had Jooked, wheu she“took -him- by -~

surprise in that .new study of his. -
“Dave must get well again soon,” she re-

fleeted desperately. « “He’ll hove to!” -
Her “tind was heunted- with one phrese that

. Jack “had . 'voiced tremulously, concerning Dave.

A pal, Polly; o pall” g7y

_She pressed. the button of an electric bell at
the front door of the san, which was wide open,
letting the fresh air waft in up a:flight of spot-
_ “leis stone -steps leading to the wards.. After a
.minute’s wait o nurse came -down, - - S
_ * “If you please, nurse, how is Dave Lawder
Z‘OW.?.” = 4 g . v

“Who are. youh?” ]

_:*Polly Linion, of Morcove School, My brother
Jack ha{;ngs to Mr, Lethbury’s House: I don’t
expect to he allowed to see Dave—r"

%Oh, no; “he’s very ill,” the nurse said gravely,
but not hostilely. . “We ers wiring for his
-guardian.” o R e BeninlE T e B,
~ Polly experienced a kind.of nunb feeling. Life
—what it was becoming these days! - -

% “We may have to ' operate,’ said --purse
" softly. "It’s your brother who is Lawder’s best
" friend. isn’t ib?”? s
*Voa,” gu]&:'ed Polly, winking tears away.
T guessed as- much from hearin{&"mwaer
ramble about @ ‘Jack’' so often. Lawder is
known- to.all. your family, perhaps?” .
. “Yes,-nurse. - He often spends his—his. holi-
days with us,” Polly faltered. “Bo—remember
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_lgeh'away'%"r sl

ly, .t

“to- Morcove with Pam in
it was in Polly’s niind now that she would -feel

‘the journey. ¢
trouble ‘that he can’t get out of.”

‘Every-Tuesday

~mo to him, will you, if possible? T'll go. Thank

you so much, nurse.” 2 3
" “Not at all,  We must -hope and pray it will
‘be all right. He’s a .dear fellow:. So patient.
Like men I spursed on the Semme. during the
Groa];’ti Wgr.ﬂ ¥ 2

. “Oh; Dave—" Polly 'wa3 murmuring
brokenly, going away, still trundling the bicycle
mechanically. ~ *Ob,: Jackt ~What ere we all
coming ol - L M 8 i

At the outer gateway she looked back ab
Grangemoor School; looked towards Lethbury's,
with. what loving thoughts for her prother, hard
hit, robbed of his one unfailing patt And then
she looked; last of all, st the san.” Dave, lying
there, bhi.nf:iﬂg of Jack for-as Jong a3 the poison
and the fever would leave: his brein to think of

.anything at ailt

* N P a @
There was a car in readiness at .the Swanlake
porch-when she ended her brisk tramp at & few -
ninutes after five. . - : - .
““If anyone, ‘Pam. wants a bit of old fron, there
it is1” launghed Polly, leiting her- bicycle crash
to the ‘gravel’ now thaf her schoolmate hed run
oub to welcome ner. - -~ s
“You ‘didn’t have to walk all the way here,
Polly ¥7 =RE i PO N -
“Qh, thore are worse things than that. Had
tea. If so, T can go without, really'l can! Let's
“Phe ideat Come on in,” commanded Pam,
she had even known, sitting theré in the drawing-:
room, with Mr. and Mrs. Willoughby and Pam,
a couple of mighty Labradors and a FPersian

cat, o .
“ My word, Naomer ought to be here,” chuckled

Polly, as ske-was offered the “tray of tea-time
dainties & second time, “Enough to .demoralise

-anyone, Mrs, Willoughby.. I:had made up my -
anind. to geb korie to Morcove ah oncs. There's
iR T ELOEGR e ; ’

a lot-to bP d 2
“Ho Pam has been gi_\ring me to understand,
my dear! But how did you find 'things at Grange-
monr ¥ Y.z . : .
““Ves, Polly?” 5l 2
Pam had turned wound eagerly whilst lighting
& cigarette for her father. i % o )
Bus Polly did not say much about-Fack, either-
then or when, later, she was being whirled back
the' Swanlake car. For.

so hurt by any lack of concern for Jack, it might
cause ‘a coolness, if not a quarrel.
shrewd enough to realise that there might very
easily be that lack of real coneern. Z !

Neither Pam nor any of the other girls had.
ever seen Gerald Rennard.  On the other hand,
they all knew Jack well, gt R

A great strong chap; . surely hé ‘can fight’ his
own battle?  Surely he can held his own against-
anyone,. Pollyt”. That was what it would be. -

“I .am sorry your. brother is having a rather
thin time,” Pam remarked, towerds the ‘end of -
“Can't imagine his being in any

There. it was! Nof a callous indifference, but,
simy ,I{' an . inability: to imagine jovial, sturdy
Jack being @ case for anxiety : Polly eould.tell;

‘Pam probably .reckoned that the excursion -to

Grangemoor had been more -the outcome of &

whim, - E s £ W Sl e
Study 12 had not yet settled” down to prep. =

And she was =
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Polly could hear meny tongues going as she got
to the door; und then, as she entcred, great
cheering !

At least half a dozen girls, who were only here
for pleasant’ gossip, jumped up ‘o cheer and wave

toasingly. Naomer, doing = Dervish dance,
" yelleds

“Hooray, bekas, now for & rehearsal !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Qrder, order!”- Betty .lalf seriously banged
upon the table; but Polly laughed.

“Carry on, girls; I don’t mind! About re-
hearsals, any time to-morrow convenient to the
Form 1" ’ : b

“But,” grinned Elsie Ashby, “we'vre been
rather talking of throwing up the play.”

“You had better mot1” said Tolly grimly,
“After I've gone to the trouble of writing it!”

‘
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cried Naomer, rushing to bug the madeap. *‘So,
queek, sit down, and you shall have ze refresher
peforn you start, even though you did have ze
grand spread at Swanlake! And I suppose you
had wnuzzer tea, besides, with Jack at his school?
And Dave—-»"

“How js Dave, by the way, Polly?” asked
Betty.

The Study 12 four were now by themselves,
Naomer had whisked to the corner cupboard to
rummage out eatables.

“I didn't see Dave—"

“(ood job! Dekas, cet not fair that you

should have two lollows to look after you ab

tea. But hero you are, Polly; make ze start.”
“Dave is in a bad way, girls,” Polly spoke

slowly. “It is & case of poison setting in, or

f”f\‘\

A girl appeared suddenly and smiled at Polly. You wanting the Mariowes, miss ? :sha
inquired. ‘“ There’s no one at home 1* Polly paused in the act of knocking.

It ssemed as though

her journey had been made in vain. ,

“Oh, we're keen enough; it’s you!” smiled
one of the disgruntled ones of eatlier in the day,

“But, Polly, did you sce your brother?” asked
anlr:\hher. i‘i} the act of making for the door.

“How nice for both of you!”

“¥es, wather haw, haw,
Paula, from the easy chair.
Ow, wowp!” :

“Well, don't you try it on me,” said Polly, a3
she playfully pulled Paula’s hair. ' And those
of you who don't belong to this study, will you
kindly beat it? I want to get my prep. doune!
I've a lot to do, revising the play afterwards.”

“Really 7" exclaimed Elsie Ashby, on the way
out with the rest. “Bravo, Polly! Girls, she's
not going to let us down, after ail”

“No, you are not a bad old Polly, after all!”

haw!” chortled
“Most gwatify—

something. They've telegraphed to his guardian
to come down.”

“What 1”

“There may have to be an operation.”

“Howwows!” gasped Paula, sitting eghast.
Betty stood staring at Polly, end so did Neomer,
with a platter so tilted that the ceke was in
danger of sliding off.

Silent, in @ deathly silent study, Polly dropped
down into a chair at last,

Then Naomer as silently turned back to put
the cake .away.

“I very sorry,” she said plaintively.
afraid I have dropped ze brick?”

Another great pause.

“I'll have some cake,” Polly suddenly re-
marked, getting up I had betier have some-
thing, I've got a lobt to do.”

i “I am
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vkt ) Polly Pushes On ! o om e
ER prep, finished, Polly went away to the
Iibrary to work—for quiet’s sake, -

She could do this. without giving the
least offence to her study-mates. They understood
that authorship is like no other work in its
demand for total absorption of the mind! .

So there, in the otherwise deserted library, she
saf, busy with all the tiresome revisions, cuitin
out parts that had been intended for Jack ‘an
Dave, writing in- iresh stuff. The two boys would
never be able to figure as outside characters. in
“Merrie Morcove.” Bub it was no use geiting
“dojected. - Polly laboured on, until Betty came
to fetch her away to preyers after the last bell

. of the day had sounded.
. Next ‘morning—up before any of her Form-
‘mates was Polly! = She managed a full hour’s
useful work upon the play before Betty and
others hurst upon her to drag her off for a run
round. . ot ' I ;

“Belas, you won’t eat any_ brekker if you
don’t 1’ was Naomer’s concerned cry. :

Polly was feeling fit enough. That was
blessing; she felf grand! She was not the first
literary worker to find that she could go on
working up the fun in her masterpiece in spite
of personal worries. In school, she sailed through
the lessons, and was even made to show her work
gb Naomer, as an example of how it should be

one-} : 3 !

Then;. at the mféda’)j dismiss, Miss Evérard

%TEH rang up Grangemoor to  inquire after
ave. .

The news was that he had had a very bad night,
bub . there was a slight improvement this moraing.
His guardian had turned up by the same train
that had brought @ specialist from London. Tt
was hoped to avoid an operation, after all.” The
oase had become as grave as all this, owing to

Dave's Tecont accident injuring. a- joint where

- some trouble must have. lurked unsuspected.
Polly’s spirits benefited greatly by the news of
g, slight improvement.”” " As for_the Form in
generaf, it took the. sanguine-view natural to
youth, that Dave would go .along all right now—
of course he would! A strong fellow like Dave!

So, whereas there had been great sympathy on

his account, saddeping all, there was now a
reaction to jollity. What about that play?. Polly
assur
play.

Rehearsal at five, sharp?
At which hour she was one of the first to

o
down to- the musie-room, and a fine, thorou %1" )

going rehearsel she conducted. ' -~ :

" Epthusiasm was running. very high again, when
the musical-comedy pqrt-f knocked. off after two
hours' -hard” work. * Polly, at odd times in the

last twenty-four hours, had done’ wonders in . the

way of rewriting,  No, mistake, there never could
have been any “Mervie Morcove” without hert
Miss Somerfield must heve got to_know how
keenly the juniors were going on_ with the good
“work—their own’ devising, ‘every bit of it! The
play itself, compesed by Polly Linton; music by
Madge—and such musicl—scenery by Tess Tre-
Jawney, apd it was some of the best scenery
Tess had ever done. : ‘
Then there was Pam’s supetvision of the stage
wardrobe, all a part of the fine team-work, not
to mention Betty’s by:no means minor:duties. ol
attending to finance, printing, etc., ete., '
Bv the end of the week it looked as if Betly
might. even have to see sbout some bill-posting1
Tor there was a sudden rumour in the school
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. that Lady Lundy of

. becoming

one

ed them that it was-all right about that

 read it standing near the letter-rack.

Every Tuesday

! 'ncombe Castle had heard
about the juniors’ theat¥ical enterprise, through
the headmistress, and was int?:'mted. ’
Rumour had it that Lady Lundy was minded
1o offer the ti_reat hall of the castle for a special
matinée of the play in aid of local charity. -
Over the weck-end it was only a rumour; bué

the Fourth Form found on the following Monday

that it had not courted bitter disappointment by
1 so sure that rumour wes vight.
Miss Somerfield . gave out before morning

_school that Lady Lundy would be at Morcove

later in the day, when her ladyship ho]ped to
havs the pleasure of attending a rehearsal.
If the Fourth Form-és & whole was ready to

bustle to out of school hours to ensure this next’

rechearsal being a specially ‘finished affair, so was
playwright Polly. She had a hearty affirmaiive
for every ambitious suggestion. ‘Why not try to
meke it a_dress rehearsal?
scenery? Yes, why not! -The mwusic-room was
large enough to take scanery, All start in directly
after an early tea, and they could do wonders
by the time Lady Lundy was due to honour them
with ber presence. =~

Then at midday came a letter from Jack, and

it. was. not a_mere repetition- of the jovially
evasive note which Polly had lad from him st
Saturday morning. In i

Now, roading between the lives, Polly felt thas
certain paragraphs bore vitelly upon Jack’s own
desperate state. g .
After giving her the lstest news about Dave—
that the poor lad was really not getting on, and
was suffering from extreme exhaunstion—there
was this for Polly to wead with bated breath:

“I wonder if you could eall at No. 5, Tanner’s
Lane, Barncombe,; 28 soon as. possible, and find
out if the people living there—a mother and
daughter—are related to a-certain prefect at. this
school? * But don’t say that you have a brother
at Grangemoor, and, whatever you do, don’t ask
them point-blank about 'G. R. If you do, they
are cortain to deny all knowledge of him,’ but
perhaps you can draw them out, i so, it will
meen . everything to me.”

that. previous inissive,-
. the only grave bit had been in wegard to Dave.

Certainly ! - With-

The egitation that was Polly’s now! When

she knew so well what her brother meant by that

word—everything !

She read © )

“Hancy ‘my having “io ask you to do this for
me,- Polly. . It is awful,~but for me to go scoot-

‘on:

-ing.off-to Barncombe means exprlsion—I'm
"now; he’s done it on me worse than ever. Now,
' Lethbury, too, is putting me through i, so, Polly,

don’tlel me down if you can help it, but I know
you won't. Good old Polly, and best wishes re
pley 111 If you can find cub, then I'Ve got him
cooked, but don't get yourself into & bothe
The ‘r® ought to be taken out of 'brother,
don't you think? In my case, anyhow.”

There was a postscripé:

"T.l?'ey'e.re quite respecteble people at Tanner’s

8,

“Polly 1 she heard herseli being shouted for

as she folded and put away the letter; having

551)01_1:!7;"

“Qh, dash—all right, girls, comingl” She

changed from irritability” to blithesome willing-
ness, 'and ‘rushed upstairs.



Twopence

“They want you in the music-room, dear,” ex-
plained Betty, meeting ths madeap.

“Right-ho {"

And a fow moments later she was involved in
all the excitable ‘discussion thet was going on.
What did she say to having the piano shifted,
Cand making the sbage at that end, riot this? Had
she seen Tess? Because Tess wanted. to see her
about something, Where did she, Polly, think
Lady Lundy ought to sit? Wouldn't it be better
to get the room arranged now, so as to give

more time for other things by-and-bye? And
. %0 on, and so onl o ) .
“What we feel is, Polly,” said Betty, “if we

meke it a very ecarly tea this afternoon, we
might do e rehearsal in front of the rehearsal!
Lady Lundy won’t show up until six, I'm told.”
“¥es, all right—I don’t mind—yes—at ldast,”
Polly hesitated.  “I don’t know that I shall be
able to stars-in directly. after school. I must go
" into Barncombe, - Sorry; - but. it won’t take me
long: I can be back by five st the latest.”
.+ Expressions grew ominous egain, but Polly
. could not ‘let that affect her. Jack had said in
his letter “as soon as possible.” Besides, she
felt entitled to snatch the hour or so for herself
. after the way in which she had kept at the
. play lately.
“Whas do you want to do now, Polly—going
. into Barncombe?” someone voiced the general
. disappointrent. -
- - ¢J want a bit.of time to myself, that's all.”
“Qh, cross—""
“Well1”, .
“@Girls!” interposed Betty quickly. ° “Now,
girls, surely Polly’s entitled to go if she wants
to?  After all, back by five means being in heaps

of time!"” - e
“Ves, wather; - Rl
. pway let’s be ;
weasonable,
_geals,”  beamed
Paula.
“But—7" be-

- gan several, and
. then Polly lost
her temper for.
the first time for
days. :
“If there were
less fuss about
nothing, there’d
bo less waste of
time {”. ”

o “All right,
Polly,”. mumbled
one of them. "If
it is so i
portant 1" _

“Of course it

_is * important,”

‘ehuckled
another. “S8he
wants to see her
brother 17+~

“Ha, ha, ha!?
“Chorus!” re-
quested Elsie
Ashby playfully;
and it has to be
recorded that the

_musical - comedy
party again ren-
dered that silly

i
't Befty, are you angry with
me, too 7' Polly asked. The
Form Captain looked her |
full in the eyes. *f No, not
exaotly, but | .don’t wonder
.that the others are,’”’ she
.said frankly. **You're to go
and sea Miss Somerfield I’
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‘the Creamery ted-rooms;
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refrain of last Wednesday—this time with music.
Polly stamped out of the room. Maddening!
Even though most of the girls were not seriously
treating her intended wun into fown as another
let-down, she felt exasperated and hurf. -

If only she could have explained fo all of them
the urgency of her mission! But e detailed ex-.
planation was out of the question. Fatal-to tell
the world about a bit of private inguiry work
calling’ for the utmost discretion end tact. As
for a. mere vague remark that it was ‘““something
to do’ with Jack’*—nothing would be more certain
to provoke derision! - i

Polly was sure that it would be a strein on

. Betty's decorum, even, to be told only as much

as thas. The old, old difficulty! For her, Polly,
to. have to look after m hefty, self-reliant brother
like Jack was beyond being taken seriously by
the Form. .- ' ’

Miss Everard let them out at three-thirty sharp
that afternoon, and Polly, on a borrowed bike,
was in Barncombe by four—pretty good going!
She was cetbainly ahead of any other scholars
who might be running into the town, and not
a soul connected with Morcove did she have to
evade whilst making for No. 5, Tanner's Lane.

It was a turning out of High Street, just past
one of the quainbest
bits of (ﬁmint old Barncombe, the half-timbered
cottages leaning towards each other from opposite
sides of the narrow way. All scomed to be ir
the ocoupation of honest, hard-working folk,
carrying or home crafts and small, but long:
established, businesses. g ’

At No. 1 lived a basket-maker, No. 3,
brass plate stated, was “Billing,

ohi as @
mney-
iy

* Sweep"; and then came No. 5—the home Pol
had quested—with “Dressmeker” in the window.

‘D r e ssmaker !
That card in.the
window - meant
an  inspiration
for Polly, ending
all uncertainty
as to how to in-
troduce = “herself
to  the people
who lived here,
let alone. draw -
them out! .

She - knocked,
with  something
all the time
knockingo at her
hears, Oh, but
what a strange,

. mysterious. thing
Jack had asked
her to do! What
would be the en
of it? Shee
salvation . for
Jack, from what
ho had- said in
his letter,. if she
succeeded - if!
But would: she?

“Hurry up!”
she fumeéd, ply-
ing the knocker
again.

She was still
w_aliting wher& a-
girl appeared at
the door of the
next houne.
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“You wanting the Marlowes,. mlss 99 shn .askui
#There’s no one' at home.”

So the name was Marlowe.
to have becn told that.

‘“Phink they’ll be long"’ usked Po'lly.

“Oh, no, miss; what it ds, T expeci they've
done a bit of das!ymg to-day, both of them to-
gether. - They does so at times, I know,” con-
fided Miss Billing. “There’s nol auch in the
dressmaking, I fancy. .When they goes- out to
work, ‘they genemlly gets In a ibu. before five.”

R G look hnwk sa:d Polly.. .*Thanks.”

“The Prlco of Her Loyalty ! -

A help, anyhow,

A CAR passed Polly as she hurried along the

High . Street 4o .the post office—Lady
Lundy's ear on the way to Morcove! .~
But Polly would not-let herself feel perturbed.
Plenty ‘of time yet! ~
Meanwhile, -it. was' & bappy tho‘ught to slip
‘into the post office end get a stamped envelope;
‘and address it to Jack at Grangemoor School.
Thus she would be able to_drop
immediately she had finished with the Marlowes.

She “addressed . the  stamped énvelope at the.

te]egraph desk, appropriated ‘a
as sonething on -
- presently, and then refurned to Tanner’s:Lane.

Not home vet, even now, the Marlowes.. To and
dro, Polly paced; to the end of the short by-
street, and then back again. If ever there had
been- & : time - for- her. impatient . disposition: to
‘assert -itself, this ~was such a timel . Bui her
multiple interests and. anxieties had -made her
-rea,hse lately that she simply must t.ry to go on

V-

And she waited, pn.mfui[y awate that she could
never bs back at school by .five. Still, a few
minutes . didn't matter. What did matter was
that she should pay regard, at wll costs, to that
urgent note in.Jack's letter: “as s0on ‘a3 Pos-

- sible.” 3

Ho had not underlmed those _words, but :hey
seemed to be italicised in her brain.  When she
bad longed, prayed to -be wable: to lelp him—
how could she afford to throw away this chance ?

“T'l wait till five, anyhow,”
self. ““Then I really must-go.”

But at five o'clock she found herself quite un-
able ‘to “leave. - At any minute now, surely,
“mother and” daug,hter would show up.

telegraph form

To the end of the st):eet a.nd back once again. "

" SHL po dgn ol themis. -
“Dach 17 Polly fumned, -at lash.

Lady Lundy, at the school, must be ha.vmg tea'

. ‘with ‘the headmistress now. But Betty herself
had said that it was likely to be nearly six before
her Jadyship ‘was escorted to the music-room b:
‘the_headmistress. The girls, of course, were all
‘a8 busy ‘as eould b
Polly copld imagine: the grumbling on -account
of her nob being back.

“But I don’t care,’ she muttered. “How van
I help it1 T must thmk of Jack.. Let him know
by to-night’s post, a: Oh. “come on, come

onY” she ragingly :apostroph;sed the o‘verdua .

Marlowes.
‘They ‘did ‘not come, Half-past ﬁve sounded
fromy’ the Town Hall; & quarter fo six, and Polly

was.still desperately W&lf-l ,%' She was still thera .
I beat six at last. And .
then ‘she resigned herself ta the cruel convietion

to hear the iron-tongued be

that it was not to be!l

Her luck was out, and all for nothing haﬂ she *

nsLed the Torm’s dlsnlemumrer
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" overtalin

. seeing rart “of the rehearsal.:
“. Polly opened the dom' ganﬁy and’ slippe& in very

him’a line-

which to ecnbb]e her message °

she said to her-

L :.hmg to do with’
" liberty to say move.’

at this very moment, and

Euvery Taesday

' Back to Morcove she rode as fast as possible, -
many @ senior and many a Fifth
Form girl. There were whole droves of those
slowly back efter-a run into town. But as for
juniors—no, ~They, as she knew only too well,
were all within doors, thronging the music-room.

Breathlessly she dismounted at the cyele sheds,
slammed the machine as:d(., then pelted across
to the schoolbouse.

Half-past six} By ”

“Well, it couldn’t be helped’” she \m,a ,g\aspmg,
as she ran up to the music-rooit,

“That the music- room, as dhe. ran to“-amds its
closed door, seemed very quiej, did noh surprise
ner. - Theéy were all there, ©f course, possibly
kesping very- quiet whilst Lady Lundy spoke a
fow words of praise and encouragement, after
Thinking thus,

qumtf{v
And the great room,; in Gespcs!: g!oom, was
utterly -deserted

Not -for 4 full mmut.e did she tum 'mund to
come away from the significantly empty moom. .
Such a sheck had its desolation given her.

At last, however, she went the floor higher to
the Fourth Ferm cuarters and passed down the
corridor to Study 12, meeting no one. She en-
tered, and Beétty was thetre, but only Betty.

“So there you are, Poily ¢*

“Yes.” There was no rehearsal; then?”

“How. could- the e be—without yﬂu? I wanted

- them to muke o start, but they all said it was

no use without you. We were in the thick of
an argument when Miss Somerfiekd tumcd up—
with Lady Lundy.”

The Form captain did not seem to want to
say any more. She got on with what shé was
dom at the study table.

1" said Polly presently.
wasi Be , are you angry with

“No,. Poily, not exactly ANgTY.

“Well, there it
me, too?? -
But I don’t

And

“wonder ‘that the others are .

“Lady Lundy—I suppose she's. oﬁended’
Miss Somerfield 2>
_ “You're to go and ses Miss Somelﬁeid Aftor
this, ’'m afraid it’s all off about doing the play

at Barncomhe Castle, There 1; talk, in fact, of
drﬂp{nng the play ahogether.
ly sighed. .

Y S du’m’t seem mny: use. telling even you why
1 had'to go into the town, Betty. It was some-.
my - brother. . I mm not at

“No, dear; very well, On}y, even if Jack
has some batt.le to fight, what nonc of us can. .
understand is why he can’s fight it himself—a
fellow like Jack1? .

“I know,” ‘Polly nodded dully. “That's just
it. You—-ﬁrcu can’t mnderstand.  Well, I must
go and-see Miss Somerfield, "1 don’t piind 17
~And, straightening out of e slack and weary
att:tuée, she went frﬂm the S%udy

END OF THIS WEEK'S stoBT. 5 ol

Circdmsiances:anear to be dead ag:ﬂm‘f Polly.

- What can the headmistress want with her? ' Does

it mean that the play, about which everybody
has been so keen, will have 1o be abandened? Be
sure to read next Tuesady’s énthralling long Mor-
cove story: “,:#OLLY LINTON’S DOUBLE-
PROBLEM Y’ . Order your . SCHOOLGIRLS’
OWN in advdm:p. ol



