“‘HER DANCE IN THE LIONS’ DEN !"—Complete Inside

Iy
el

““Keep Out of Here
Polly Linton!”
A dramatic incident
from this weekls fine
LONG complete Mor-
cove story.

"HER HARUM-SCARUM HIGHNESS '—Complete Fun-Story
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Magnificent LONG COMPLETE Story of The Chums of Morcove, Recounting

% Helping Hands
OLLY LINTON was very excited about some-
thing this morning.

She always did pass up or down the Form’s
study corridor, at Morcove ge‘nool, at a bit of @
gallop. But at this moment there was more than
her madcap nature to account for her eager dash
to a certain study which two of her hest chums
shared.

“T say, Tess! I suppose you haven't—"
“Yes, 1 have, Polly— 5 £
“What, finished it! ~Oh, splendid! Let'slook !”
And Polly bounded to the study table, on which

a big drawing-board sloped, bearing a piﬂcar(}-
like work of art—fine sample of Tess Trélawney’s

skill with the colour-box.
Tess had been all by herself in the study, rinsing
water-colour brushes, when Polly bounded in.

M_:zdge Minden, who shared the “den™
with the Form's gifted young ertist,
was getting some before-school piano
practice in the miusic-room.

“Stunning ! Polly emitted, looking
enraptured. ‘“‘It’s fine, Tess!”

“Oh, it isn’t!”

Tess had the true artist’s inclination
te feel that anything she did might
have been done so much bettér!

Aware of this, and of Tess’ locking
as 1f she would like to tear the whole

"POLLY LINTON-
TAKE WARNING!"”

A threat which Polly, the unwit-
ting cause of the girl's dismissal,
‘has startling reasons to remember.

thing up, Polly promptly took posses-
sion of the drawing-board, to which the
“ poster ” was pinned.

“Right,” said Polly. “As it is
finished: 4

“Hi, come back, Polly! It isn't dry
yet!”?

*“1 shan’t smudge it! I—"

“But I don't want it to be shown
round 1" ¥

Polly, rushing out of the study with
the work of art, laughed. The idea of
Tess not wanting the poster to be seen,
when it had been devised as a flaving
announcement for all Morcove to be-
hold, was too funny for words.

Ta Study 12 ran Polly—that miscalled Abode of
Harmony of which she was a co-tenant, along with
Betty Barton, Bunny Trevor, elegant Paula Creel,
and dusky Neomer Nakara.

“Girls!  Look—look !

"251, X sa}',!’" cried Betty,

“Topping !

“Yes, balr Jove!” .

“ Bekas—seemply gorjusi” .

Polly carried the drawing-board to the window-
cill and stood it there. Thus placed, what it held
met the eryes of ¢ other girls as they now
drifted into the study.
And Judy Cardew’s
“Oh, that’s a treat!”
hey can’t miss seeing that!” was
s emphatic comment.

**Hallo!”
went up.

¢y

pretty brows

Iielen

Ly 4
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the Dramatic Things Which Happen When an Innocent Servant Girl is—

A SCHO

“Tess always does get just the right effect,”
said tall Pam” Willoughby admiringly.

“Flas the captain seen it?” asked Betty.

“No! T only grabbed it in case Tess might
talke it into her head to tear it up,” Polly gaily
cxplained.

“Botter take it round to Etta Hargrove,” Betty
advised.

As the girl who might herself have been Formn
captain at this time, only she had preferred to
lel another have an “‘innings,” Betty was all for
bearing Etta Hargrove's position in mind.

Tess Trelawney, in response to. a request for a
poster advertising an intended “stunt,” had done
far more than turn out a mere large-lettered
announcement. e

The lettering itself had been beautifully done
in several colours. It said:

“CGOME IN YOUR HUNDREDS!

In connection with the Special Effort being made
for the Barncombe Childrens’ Hospital, there
will be a .
GRAND AUCTION SALE

In the Gymnasium
at 4.30 p.m. to-day.

NO RESERVES! TREMENDOUS BARGAINS!
- Auctioneer: POLLY LINTON.

o "REFRESHMENTS FRER!” [
But Tess’ artistry had done wondoers in the way

decorative borders. By means of coloured
pictures, she had shown the Grand Bargains
going in at one end, as it were, and coming out
at the other end as a_flow of- money.

In the top lift-hand corner was a recognisable
picture of the official auctioneer, hammer in
hand, and at the bottom right-hand there was
a little child in a hospital cot, with pound notes

of

and silver and coppers cascading on to her
blankets !
“It’s the goods!” Bunny sparkled. “Take it

along, Polly; get Etta's approval of it, and then
i

“@&tick him up, queek, yes!” yelled Naomer.
“Bekas, no time to be lost] As for me——"

And she whisked to the corder cupboard—not,
for once, to provide herself with any before-
school snack.

It had been Naomer's own bright idea to offer
those free refreshments. She had been playfully
warned not to eat all the stock herself. In view
of the large nmumbers likely to be attending the
sale, she would have to provide a large quantity
of refreshments. There was some chuckling by
Bunny and others as the dusky one mow visited
the corner cuphoard to inspect the latest state of
her larder.

By Marjorie Stanton

“I like the way Tess has displayed ¢ Refresh-
ments Free!’' " said Bunny.

“Think there will be enough to go round, kid?”
Betty called across to Naomer, who was inspect-
ing the shelves with manifest anxiety.

Naomer's failure to respond was significant of
a growing concern, and her chums exchanged
more winks and grins.

“I'm positive the whole school will be there,”
Helen said loudly. “It’s such a good time fo
catch all thé girls—after tea!”

“The TFifth will roll up, any how,” Judy pre-
dicted.

“And it will be a longz sale,” Pam nodded.
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“About half-past six—that will. be-the time for
‘bidders to begin to feel really hungry,” said
Bunny. *Thirsty, too! The excitement—""

. “Ah, bah,” said Naomer, coming out of the
cupboard, 1 em not. going o worry about what
to give zem to drink! Bekas, I can soon make
jugs of my grand patent clove cordial—"

“Some of them may prefer coffee,” Helen
gravely remarked, “You must provide a choice !””

“Not ze bit of eet! Hef zey don’t like my
special make of hot drink, zen zey can jolly well
go without! Anuzzer ﬁhing, I don’t see why
ze Fifth Form should ecome in frec over refresh-
ments, Our Form, that is'quite all right, but—"
© *“You should have said so, t;hcn!”gBe'bty hock-
seriously exclaimed.

“Yes, bai Jove! Weally, Naomer, I don’t see
haow you cat-—er—diffewentiate I .

“What ze diggings, all right zen, I don’t care!
There shall be enough for all. Only, it means
]I) mush go into Barncombe, to ze Creamery, and

uy—— o

“No sense in that!” Judy remarked. “You
had better give the money direct to le Hospital
Fund 1" : L

“Not ze bit of eet,” Naomer strenuously dis-
sented. ‘‘Bekas; ze more refresherments zere are,
ze more ze girls will turn up! Zat is ze whole
idea. 'To attract everybody. Bekas, nuzzing like
refresherments, too, for putting zem in a good
humour and making them inclined to bid up!
You leave ect to me—"

“YWe ‘must,- T'm afraid!” Betty said, whilst
winking again:at Bunny and others. *“Any rate,
for_the present—school 1” " vy

The hell for classes was ding-linging, downstairs.
Those chums who did not actually belong to Study
12 at once ran off to get their books together.
Polly had not come back, and was not likely. to
do so now. Accordingly, Betty collected things
that the madeap would require in class, along
with her own. - Lo T
“But I wonder I'* ¢ried Bunny, hurriedly gather-
ing ‘up her books and primers—"I do wonder how
much the sale will bring in! Quite a lof,
perhaps P e, - ; ¥
“T hope so,” Betty blithely responded. *“We
all Tove an auction—it’s always-such fun! And
this is for a very: good cause.” . b
“Yes, wather, bal Jove! And I fow one ‘shall
wejoice, geals,” beamed Paula, from her easy
uhs.irz;“if ‘the pwoceeds amount to a considewable
sam.! $ -

“

me on, kid—school now!”

Naomer was back at the cupboard.  She had
been downstairs, and as_a result of the sight she
had seen round the noticeboard, she had rushed
back upstairs again to the eupboard, and now
she was ex eriancing a feeling of anxiety which
was ot to be dispelled. =H i

Tor in the front hall, on the ground floor,
round the attractive placard which had already
been affixed to the green-baize board, Naomer
had seen a huge crowd, and many remarks had
told Naomer cfgthe BFeclaI interest that was being
taken in the offer of free refreshments.

From the headmistress downwards, all Morcove
School wag wishin, dguod luck to the local com-
mittee, of which Lady Lundy was the president,
in their effort to provide a special fund for a much-
rieeded extension of the hospital. - Every Form in
Morcove had promised to do its best; and now—

But Polly’s Form was one Form that had shown
‘ real enterprise! Study 12 had determined that
jts Form~THE Form!--must be the one fo get
in most money. }

As for the chums’ own Form-mates, every one
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of them who-counted for anything was wild with
delight.. At the midday dismiss, Miss' Mertick,
their Form-mistress, had a few words to sa)f,%
wishing the praiseworthy venture all success; and
then—the cheering! |
-“1 shall hope to be.there myself,” Miss Merrick
smilingly added., “To pick up a few bargainsi”|
“And sample the free refreshments,” rejoined'
a voice which sounded like Bunny’s. ‘‘Naomer’s
omised no one shall ‘go short of refreshments,

I
s Rdlss Merrick.?”

“Ha, ha, hal” i

And Naomer found many a girl turning her
way, making pretence of sipping coffee and ﬁiting
at sandwiches—just to remind her of what wes
expecied | -

Hectic Preparations
# OW do we begin to look, Betty?™
“Tine!” :

. It was twenty minutes after school had
ended for the day, and Polly ‘was officially in
attendance at the gym, to receive all those
“tremendous bargains ” which were being rushed
across from the schoolhouse.

Already -a vast medley of objects, rummaged
out by their various owners, formed a glorious
'Yxmbia at the upper end of the gymnasium, where
dolly was to have her rostrum. And still the
steady delivery of potential lots was continuing.
And there was very little evidence of girls get-
ting rid of their “rubbish.” Most of the gifts
were articles of good value generously given by
their donors. -

One after another girls were coming in, more
or less heavy-laden, and geing out empty-handed.
Tt was all done, too, in & joyous .manner, and, in-
deed, there was so much i:)kin and laughter thas
you_had to shout to be ear!ﬁ & :

“J shall make up little parcels of goods and
sell some of the things in lots,” Tolly shouted to
Betty: £ J

“Vas " screamed back Betty above all the din.

“Or I may offer special Tuppeny Clollections !
was the official auctioneer's yelled afterthought. -

“That’s it!” from Betty, at the top of her
voice again, N .
+ Polly had persuaded her best chums to come
along to see the stuff brought in. |
- Now Pam came in, and Betty and Polly nudged
each other as they saw what she had brought to
the sale.

Tt was a valuable Queen Anne silver teapot that
Pam had brought away from Swanlake for use’
in her own study. All her tea-things were .
exquisitely lovely antiques.  Her mother had said:!
“Yes, dear, go ahead!” at the time when Pam
was thinking of making her study look nice.

“Gracious, Pam! I shan’t like fo put that up
for sale!” :

“Oh, why not?”

Pam’s serene answer was only just audible to
Polly and Betty, who 1 d pub themselves close
beside her as she set down her offering, |

“Worth pounds and pounds—must be!” Polly

_gasp,e’zd. “There isn’'t a girt who can dredm of

" “QOh, let it go for the best it makes,” ‘smiled
am, ; J

“It makes good tea—we know that!’” Betty
chuckled.  ““Jolly good of you, Pam!”

“Miss Merrick would like it, I happen to know
that,” Polly grimly decreed. “T shall keep it
back until Miss Merrick has turned up.” -

Meanwhile, - considerable additions to the auc-
tioneer's dump were being made. Even a bicycle
was brought in.

-
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Sports gear, of course, was largely in evidence,
and several stamp collections and autograph_
albums were to be offered, also some unopened
boxes of chocoly.tcs, fancy boxzes of soap, and at

least one first-aid box. ,

" No  seoner, however, had the school chimes

ding-dong’d. four o’clock, than the inflow of gifts
netual this after-

ceased. Tea was to be very pu
noon, .on account of the sale.. Polly could officially
close the gymnasium and - scamper with some of
her best chums to the schoolhouse, there to get tea
for once at the Form’s table.

Betty. and Co. had decided not to have tea in
their study this afternoon. For one- reason, they
did not want to be bothered with the laying of it.
Another reason was -~ that
Naomer; by now, was in a bit
of a panic about the promised
free “refreshments.

ho -had, .in fact, - com-
mandeered everything in the
corner cupboard that would,
in the. ordinary course, have
served. the chummery for tea.
And even so she was reckon-
ing to have to go on her knees
to cook, in the school kitchen,
to come to the rescue.

Privately, Naomer’s chums
were agreed as to how they
would help her to dischargoe
a responsibility ~so rashly
assumed. But they saw no
harm in still telling the dusky
one that it was  ‘“her
funeral ¥ 1 After all, if she
did, " in her imagined ecrisis,

ot round cook, so much the

etier.

From those others studies
which were tcnanted by
various members of the
“chummery,” cakes and buns
and other eatables were swiftly
forthcoming.- In the short
sEace of three minutes Study
12 itself looked like a canteen.

And then suddenly Naomer
camo -praneing in, clapping
her hands as she ran.

“PBekas—gorjus!” she
breathlessly yelled. *Seemply
wonderful !1”

“Th, what?” Polly voiced
the” general surprise.

“But what's all zis stuff!”
Naomer planted, taking de-
lighted notice of the collected
dainties. “What ze diggings,
belas—""

“QOh, they're just a_few
things we have “scraped to-
gether,” Helen said lightly.
of the difficulty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Well, much obliged, I am sure,” said Naomer,
helping herself to a cream-bun. “I zink now
there will be no difficulties, bekas—"

" Bacause what?” stormed impatient Polly.
The dusky one's pausing to take another relishing
bite was rabher trying to the madcap.

“Ah1” said Naomer, “you wait and seel
Bekas, cook has been a real sport—she has, yes!
I am to have all ze stuff T want, and zere is ta be
a proper buff-eat in ze gym—-"

‘A wha-a-at?"”

“Don't you know

bowler, and

“To help you out

what a buff-cat is?"” said
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Naomer, meaning “buffet.” ““Like a refreshmen
counter at a railway station! And what's more B
—taking & third bite at the eream-hin—*1 am to
have one of ze maids to help me serve!”

“XNever!” gasped Bunny and others.

«The new maid!” Beily exclaimed. *“That's
the girl who was. taken on last .week—Eflie
Barnard !”? - 7 ;

“ A Barncombe girl,” Judy chimed in; ‘‘a nice
girl, too, I believe! At least, from what little we
fave seen of her—=" ~ : ’

“Qh, yes,” Bunny heartily agreed.

“H'mi” Betty coughed, for at this very in-
stant she was aware of Ktie Barnard’ presenting
herself, a little hesitatingly, in-the study doorway.

GRAND

AUCTION SALE

e THE

There was much hilarity as Bunay Trevor, in a battered

Helen Craig, adorned with a check cap, acted

as porters and heid up the various *‘lots”’ which were to

be auctioned to help the hospital.

“Jf you please, I can't get into the gym-
nasium,” she said, “Cook has asked me to take
iome food there, and I've been told you have the

e

*Oh, yes!” Polly cried. ‘‘Here we are, Efie—
when I'can get it out of my pocket!”

The maid smiled as the scholars laughed at
Polly’s struggling with a very large key, entangled
in the pocket. As it came out, a quite small key
fell to the carpet, and the madecap pounced to
pick it up.

“You don’t want that one, Effie,” she jested.
“That's the key of my safe, where I am going to
put all the money that the sale will bring inl”

““Ha, ha, hat”
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“Shan’t be able to go to the bank until the
morning,” Poliy ratiled on nonsensically. “But I
perhaps my table drawer will hold the
money. If not—E shall use the corner cupboard, if
Naomer’s got rid of all her food!”

But Effie had the gymnasium key by now and
withdrew. - . ;

“We'll all be down there in a minute,” Polly
called after the -new .maid. .

But Naomer, bolting the last morsel of cream-
bun, meant to 'be off there and then. Using a
tea-cloth as wrapper, she put together' all the
cakes and’ othér eatables and,. shouldering her
dﬁhghtful load, made her lively exit.” Said Polly
then : iy i
* *Bhe is rather nice.”

“Who—Naomer?” e

“Don’t be silly, Bunny !” stamped the madeap,
who never would confess her own love for the
dusky one. ‘‘T mean Effie Barnard. I do hepe
she stays in her situation.” -

‘“Ves,” Betty nodded. “She’s & good sort, and
she is very lucky to get a job here, the school’s
serving staff is like one big family.
why she shouldn’t have got a job for life, with
good chances of pronmiotion.” ;

Paolly glanced at her wrist-watch.

“Well'l Time's getting on! I, anyhow, must
go_down now,” X

This meant a general exodus from Study 12.
Nor were the chums all to themselves as they went
downstairs. The occupants of many another
study, in great excitement over ihe coming auc-
tion, were also making betimes for the gym.

“8ay, Polly, you'll want a mallet, for knocking
down the lots!” Betty mirthfully realised, when
the ground floor was reached. “I'll Tun and get
you one.” . ¢

‘“Oh, thanks!”

Whilst Betty was fetching the mallet she met
Effie Barnard again, carrying a large basket to
the gym, The basket was one of those shallow,
open ones,-such as go to the clothes-line on wash-
days. Cram-full as it was with food intended
for the free buffet, it was just about as_much as
Effie could carry, staggering along with it held in
front of her. i s

“Oh!”. Betty iaughed. “Let me, Effie! The
two of us together I L %

“Thank you, miss,’”” was the shy and breathless
response.  ‘“Clook ‘has put-in a lot. of stuff, and
no mistake.” g g ’

The packed basket now went upon ‘its way
a-dangle between Betty and the new maid. - Betty

had found the wanted mallet, and she brandished .

it in_a “Hands off !” manner as various girls,
-guessing “the contents of the basket, playfully
threatened to swoop upon it en route. )

“Your home's in Barncombe, isn’t it, Effe?"”
. “Yes, miss. No. 8, Tanners Lane, just off the
- High Sireet.” :

““0Oh, I know it.” -

Betty wis seizing the chancé of a quiet'moment,
on the. way to the gym., to display a friendly
interest. § ¥ . ;

“You've got a father and mother,. Effie?”

“Only mother now, miss,” very softly. ‘‘TFather
died & year ago., There’'s mother, and my sister

Every Wednesday

No reason .
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-glad to have got a place myself.
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Kate, and my little brother Johnny. He's quite
little—doesn't go to school yet.”

“And Kate??

. Oh, she’s older than me and should be in a
job, only she can’t get ome. That's why I'm so
It’s been hard
on mother, since father died. She can’t ‘always
get a full week.”

“Do_you think you’ll like it here at the school,
Lffie 2

*“Oh, I'm certain I will.
Seems too good to be true,
if it can’t lga.si:l”

“No reason at all, Effie, why it shouldn’t. And
I'm sure youw’ll be happy every hour of the day.
We girls know how contented the staff must be,
because nobody ever leaves, unless it is o get
married. Bu{ here we ate!”

" Even then, at the gymnasium entrance, Betty
would not have left Ei%e to grapple alone with the
basket, but suddenly Naomer was in evidence.
She took on in Betty’s place, helping Effie to
get the provisions fo a lower corner of the big
building, where a trestle-table had been erected
for the serving of the free refreshments.’

How 'the catering preparations went on at that
lower end of the gym, Betty for one had scant
idea, during the next few minutes. She was with
Polly and other chums, at the upper end, where
a deal table, with a small desk superimposed, was
the very realistic rostrum.

All the chums were busy, merking the goods
with numbers and sorting out the mumerous lots.
As official auctioneer, Poﬁy liked to have her own
best chums , acting as clerks and porters. And
Bunny, as one of the porters, had found a green-
baizo apron to put .on. She had found an old
bowler hat she was wearing, and desired to be
addressed as “Bill,” and Helen Craig, who had
donned a cloth cap, discovered somewhere, was
Bill’s mate, and liked to be hailed as * George.”

At the last moment,-there was such a erowd in
the gymmnasium that a good many of the lots stood
& good chance of being trodden upon. Already a
girl had got herself so mixed up with the bicycle
that her extrication from it had been a matter of
great hilarity. i

8o one of the thick gymnasium ropes was used
to keep the crowd from surging too close. Betty
and Pam got the rope stretched across tighily and
securely tied, and then— ’

Loud cheers as Polly was seen to be climbing on
to the table, to take her stand behind the degk |
No sooner  was she up than she “grasped the

I'm very happy bere!
sometimes; as if—as

_wooden mallet and ’bTolight it down with a terrific

whaclk !
The sale was starting!

Going, Going:
HACK! again went Polly’s hammer, to
ensure dead silence. -

s “Now, girls! Before I make a start
with the offer of these rare bargains, these chances
of a life-time, some of them perfectly priceless
“Ha, ha, ha!” i

“1 think, girls, e ought' to get the captain to

say a few words?’
‘Yes, yes!” .dinned the crowd of intending
bidders. “Etta! Come on, Ettal”

Polly stood aside on the table, and up clambered
Etta Hargrove—not at all eager to come to the
fore, even for a minute or so; but the clamour
had been too insistent to be ignored. ¢

Betty led the clapping, which Polly allowed to
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continug for some thirly seconds at least. Then
the bammer whacked again for silence, and Iitta
gavo a brief but happy speech, wishing the sale
evVery success,

“Hurrah!” and. tremendous clapping as Eita,
having finished, "jumped down from the table.
“Hooray! Bravo! Well done, Itta!” :

Whack ! .

““And now, ladies and gentlemen:

“(entlemen, where?” Polly was
challenged by scveral girls,

“There!”  And the official auctioncer pointed
to Bill and George.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whack! | " .

“Order, please!” Polly vociferated. “Condi-
tions of sale! Ilighest bidder to become ihe per-
chaser ! All disputes to be settled by the auc-
tioncer, whose verdiet shall be—firal! "All lots to
be cleared away directly afier the sale ”

“Oh, oh!” and laughter. i

“Lot One!” shouted Polly, flourishiig her
mallet, whilst Bill held up six old books tied
vound with string. “How much for these first
editions?  Come on now, don’t be slow! A
genuine investment for the discerning collector !”

Peals of laughter were followed by a voice from

. the back offering: )

“Threepence !

“Threepence, then!”
. At threepence, going ! T shan't wait! For the
last time—going! At threepence—gone !

Polly was certainly being professionally brisk.
She was leaving it to DBetty, as clerk, to get the
buyvers” names. Lot T'wo at once came on show,
* held up by George. A damaged fennis racket,
two golf-clubs and- a bathing ecostume—*“a nice
sporting lot,” in the words of the auctioneer, and
it went off briskly at two shillings and ninepence.

Lot Three! A lady’s bieycle v

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Even Polly’s stentorian voice was lost in the
shrieks of laughtor which went up as Bill and
George, between them, held the machine aloft
for inspection.

“How much for this handsome machine, with
chain and nickel-plated handlebars all complete,
I mean_all bent! What a bargain for some-
body !” Polly said enviously, as if she wished she
could afford it herself, “Don’t miss such a
chance ! .

Much derisive comment, coupled with a complete
absence of bids, gave Polly te understand that
she was weleome te “buy in.” the awful relic for
her own use. With a sigh, however, she stated
that that would be “against the rules " !

“Half-a-crown!™

“Opt

There was quite 4 sensation. Tthel Courtway,
Morcove's head girl, had made this noble offer.
It came as @ welcome example, at the very start
of the sale, of the spirit that was needed. ~ Ethel
was loudly cheered when the bicycle fell to her—
and fell literally. It was, in fact, dropped at her
feet by the porters, ; 2 <

After that, Polly was able to work off numerous

mirthfully

lots of pure “clobber ™ at a brisk rate. Betty
had to as_quick as' lightning to get buyer’s

names and prices as the knocking down went on.
Highest bids were seldom for more than a few
pence.  One attempt to “spring " the bidding by
another farthing was received with yells of delight,
- “Lot Twenty-three! pocket-toreh, -three
cakes of toilet soap, a founfam-pen and a ready-
reckoner! How much? Hold ’em up, George!”
the energetic auctioncer admionished that porter.

¥ ft‘cutlnued on l.he:;neir! page.)
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Y first item of news this week must concern

forthcoming  features, for I know how

decply interested you all are in learning
what is being got ready for your enjoyment in
future issnes of SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN. "

Firstly, T am certain there will be a warm wel-
ceme for Miss Pauline Stewart, for most of you
will remiember with delight that fine story she
wrote for us entitled : “Her Voyage of Mystery.”

In next Tuesday's issue, Miss Stewart's new
story ¢ommences in our pages, and it bears the
intriguing title of :

: “ The Vanished Stage Star.””

As ‘the title implies the story deals with the
stage, and what more fascinating subject is there?
As for the heroine, Jill Romney, you will like her
the very first moment you cncounter her. Mora
than that, you will admire the splendid way she
deals with the astounding situation she encounters.

And what a situation it is!

Jill and her partner Juliette are at the top of
the ladder, popular favourites, and suddenly, like
a bolt from the blue, comes disaster. Jill finds
herself no longer wanted—she must start all over
again, on her own !

Of course, there is a reason for this, and it is
that reason which causes Jill to embark on the
strangest task of her career. I will not spoil your
enjoyment by telling vou more of the “plot  of
this grand new feature, but I do strongly advise
you, my readers, not to miss a word of the open-
ing chapters. Once you have read them, you will
long to read what happens next. That’s the kind
of story Miss Stewart’s is,

Then, the week after next, a splendid new series
begins in SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN. Written by
popular Louise Carlton, this series deals with the
enthralling adventures of Anita, the girl who runs
2 school for animals—but, of this, more next
Tuckday. .

" OUR SECRET SOCIETY

I am more delighted than I can Say at the way
this idea of a SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN Secret Society has
caught on. My postbag .has grown enormousiy the last
few weeks, and cvery letter mentions the Society in
enthusiastic ternrs,

One or two readers missed the original announcement,

and for their benefit I am repeating on p. 520 the Secref,
Code, the Rules, and the Code of Honour. Will every
reader please make a copy of these, or cut them out for
future reference.
. Finally, next Tuesday’'s issus of SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN
will contain a splendid long Morcove story, entitled
“ Her Plot Against “olly,” by Marjorie Stanten;
another grand instalment of * An Outcast—on Mystery's
Trail;” and fine COMPLETE stories of Maureen Markin
and “ Her Harwn-searuny Highness ;- so order your
copies in advance and then you wondt be.disappointed,

. Jbhe dtenrer qetres, .

JBHE RSTIRE.
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“Tourpence I'm bid—fivepence! Wil someone
make it sixpence? Thank you! Sixpence—seven-
pence, over there in the corner | s 4

“ Eightpence !” and clapping.
-bidding, this! :

“Useful lot,” Polly recommended it. *“You use
the soap, then you shine the pocket torch to see
yoursell; then you use the ready-reckoner to cal-
culate how much younger it has made you look !
Then you use the founfain-pen to write down the
answer! .Ninepence; thank you! At ninepence,
then ”—whack I—"sold again!” -

At last the more important lots were reached,
and time after time bidding went to a figure
which left the final tussle befween seniors. -

There was a goodly attendance of Sixth -Form
girls, and they could go on bidding after younger
scholars nad had to drop out. %thel was still
buying, and several . of her beon companions of
the Sixth gaily competed against one another for
the sake of swelling the grand total. . .

There was a genuinely appreciative “Oh |” when

* 2t last Bill, busy in green-baize apron and Yowler
hat, held up the lovely piece of antique silver
donated by Pam.

“And now!” Polly shouted, her voice being as
strong as ever. ‘“Here you see a—— DBut I shall
not describe it! I'll merely say, I shall consider
jt.an insult to the giver if it has to go for less
than fifty pounds!” W o T

This drew :sereams. from the crowd. All the
same, the teapot was seriously acknowledged to
bé a redl tredsure.. Some girls moaned over -their
inability to secure it. For once; there were no
farcical offers to start the bidding. Instead, there
was almost a solemn silence. !

“-A pound!” called out Miss Merrick frong over
by the doorway. She had just come in. .

Quite spirited

“Guinea1” Betty 'said promptly, only to hear’
higher' bids from various parts of the room, .JIn'

a few seconds the tes;i?t had risen to thirty shil-.

lings, and then Miss Merrick had only one rival
bidder. L i .
This was Vanessa Ducrane, & senior, who
seemed to be rather losing her head. As other
girls could tell, Miss Merrick did not like to drop
out, as the teapot was worth several pounds at

least, and in any case, she wanted to “go ahead-”"

for the sake of the cause. On the other hand, the
Form-mistress was not going to feel happy if she
induced a scholar to pay more than the girl conld
really afford. The trouble about Vanessa was her
fondness for showing off. In the Sixth, she was
known as “Vanity Van.” !

“Thirty-five, from Miss Merrick!” Polly joy-

ously announced. ““Any advance on—-"

‘Thirty-six!” drawled Vanessa. — “Thirty-
eight!” she added, hardly allowing Miss Meérrick
time to.speak. :

Now there was great ‘excitement in the thronged
gym. Girls were nudging one‘another in regard
to Vanessa's refusal to give in, It was all very
well for the hospital fund; but-—could she really
afford it? )

It occurred to Betty that Vanecssa might be
bidding up like this, intending to “eash ® the
teapot at a. profit_at some antique dealer’s place
in Barncombe, f so—what & shame! etty
herself, when she.was bidding, had been doing
so for self and chums. Her idea had been that
Study 12 should ‘acquire the teapot, and keep it
for a present to be made to the captain at the
end of term.. But that graceful intention could
never be carried out mow. Study 12, at thirty
shillings, had been “whacked ! .

“I will say two pounds,” Miss Merrick laugh-
ingly ealisd out, “and there I think I must stop!”

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

'sa.y—

-1 would like-to!™ .

“others were : lookin,

Every Tuesday

“Two pounds five!”

“Oh!” gasped the crowd. “Ha, ha, ha!” A
few girls started to clap Vanessa for her persist-
ence; but to the majority, somehow, the spirit
actuating her was open- to-doubt. :

*This_genuine old Queen Anne teapot!” Pally
yelled. “From Swanlake, remember | Now, Miss
Merrick—" ’ ,

“Very well, -then,” the Form-mistress went. on
again,- amidst_laughter and clapping. *“Two
pounds ten! No more, because it is all I can
afford, and I would never think of selling it.”

“ At two. pounds ten, and ruch-obliged to you,
Miss Merrick!” shouted Polly, thoroughly enjoy-
ing the sensation. “Going at two pounds ten;
going——"

**Three pounds, there!”

Whew!

For that was Vanessa again}

Gone !

“DARDON?” said Polly, to give the senior a
chance of backing out.  ““Of course, it’s up
- tome to geb the most I can! But, did you

- “Three pounds, yes!”

For a moment there was quite a dramatic still-
ness. Polly - was looking over the heads of the
girls, to Miss Merrick. )

“Borry,” that young lady said, with genuine
regret in her voice. “gI simply mustn’t, much as

Then Polly sinﬁled out Vanessa. 5

““¥ou needn’t ‘have jumped to three pounds,
Vanessa.” i M v :

“ Well, I did, and I stand by it]”-

““Oh, in that case—all right! At three pounds,
for-the last time'! *Any advance on three pounds?
At three—2* © " 1 2

“Guineas |

“*Ha, ha,"ha! Bravo, Miss Merrick 1"

““Three- pounds five!” cried Vanessa, causing
another sensational silence. ’

“Now I am sorry I bid again,” Miss Merriclk

_.sighed.'

“Going at tHr_ee pounds five!  GONE |” Polly

_shouted, and down came the hammer with a
“tremendous whack ! : &

“Bravo!” some of the girls cheered, but many
annoyed -with “Vanessa. It
was felt that she had shown rather bad taste.
She certainly had put Miss Merrick in an awk-
ward position.

“And now—hil” came the shrill voica of

Naomer from the lower end of the gym, * Bekas,
what about refres—" ¥
‘“IHa, ha, ha! Yes, hooray!”
““Whoa!” Polly requested. :-*Not yet! I have

here a fine work of art by that celebrated artist—
Tess Trelawney 1 .

“Oh!” And the throng became quite willin
to let refreshments wait.© Whacking away wi
the hammer, Polly launched into another eulogy,
whilst Bill showed the picture round. ;

“A life-like, fulllength study of her Majesty
Queen Naomer of Nakara—how much?” Whackl
“Fating an_apple! Look abt that apple in th
picture] How much for Naomer, then? *—
whael ! . -

“Hi, what ze diggings!” her Royal Highness’
own shrill yell was heard aIga.in from the lower
end of ﬂhs_gym. “Bekas I want him! I will
give you———r-»"— o

But Naomer’s starting bid, if it was voiced,
failed to reach the rostrum. There was, at this
instant, a sudden and appalling bang-—crgasfll at the
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lower end of the gym. But there were far more
screams of laughter than alarm as it became
known that tho trestle-table supporting the buffet
had completely collapsed !

Naomer, it appeared, had caused this disaster
by making too wild a dash to take part in the
bidding for her own portrait. On the floor in
that corner which had been set aparh for the
much talked-about *free issue,” there was now—
chaos !

takes and sandwiches and tartlets lay scattered
like tiny islands in- a lake of spilt “winter
warmer "’ and hot coffee. There was no longer
a choice of liquid refreshment; it had all run
together—on the floor. a

How the auction crowd shrieked its merriment
over this amusing upset! After all that had becn
heard about iree refreshments, there were fo be
none, after all, unless one chose to do some
salvaging.

After a mirthful interlude,

the auction was

W y \

It was soon clear that only two people stood a chance r;f seCur{ng the lovely antiqﬁe silver tea-

pot—Miss Mervick and Vanessa Ducrane, a senior.
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“Four 150unds eighicen and fourpence now, and
three pounds five still to come from the Ducrane
B :

ri.

“You will be shouting in your sleep to-night,
Polly,” jested Bunny. ¢ How much—how
much ?”

But the madeap, like all who had worked so
hard for the sake of a deserving cause, enjoyed
the most tranquil sleep that night. Something
attempted, something done, had earned a night's
repose! She was a refreshed and rosy-cheeked
Polly who was up first, in her dormitory, nexhb
morning. eager to get downstairs to Study 12
before all the usual before-breakfast hurry-scurry
could commence.

In her own best copybook hand—large, round
writing—she wanted to pen a notice for the green-
baize board downstairs, giving the official”
result of the sale. i

Tight pounds three and four,” she rcpeated to
herself gaily, as she. sped - alone to tudy 12.

. 1 |‘~mm1u* |

When Vanessa, whom most of the juniors

suspected of wanting to show off, bid three pounds five, thére was a sensational silence.

resumed, and Polly certainly had no reason to
suppose that patroms had turned sulky on account
of the fiasco connected with the catering depart-
ment.

The remaining lots went off briskly, and up to
the very end the bidding was on generous lines.
Then came the settling—a really terrible time for
the “elerk "—and a most boisterous claiming of
purchases. .

Betiy turned up in Study 12, presently, with the
“takings,” correct to a penny according to her
record of sales. Only one girl had failed to pay
up directly affer {he sale, as the rules had
required.

That girl was Vanessa Ducrane. She had not
exactly asked for credit, but had airily informed
Betty that payment would be made to-morrow.
‘As the amount in Vanessa’s case was a large one,
Betty had not felt entitled to protest.

“S4 there you are, Polly,” Betty jubilantly
snid, passing the money to the official auctioncer.

“That is, if Vanessa Ducrane pays up all right
this‘morning. ~Anyhow, T am going to include her -
money in the total—I must, o course,” 3

Qitting down at her side of the study-table,
Polly pulled open the drawer fo fetch  out a
writing-pad,

Then it fashed upon her that she should not
have been able to open the drawer like this, this
morning. It should have been locked.

Back went her chair to let her jump up, in
sudden great agitation.’

Normally, she left the. drawer unlocked. DBub
ovornight she had locked if, as she had put the
takings in it, g

Onece again she tugged the drawer apen, and
then—her mouth formed a mute “Oh!” of wild
dismay.

The money—where
longer here.

Someone during the night must have been to

was it? For it was no~
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this study, with the key, and now the money was
ONE ! :

w .

“Siolen!” Polly gasped aloud to herself. *Yes,
stolen in the night!” =~ -

Vanessa Pa}s Up!

at OODNESS, Polly! ~ Whatever . is the
~matber ", -
She turned to face Betty, who was

amazedly et a standstill after entering the study.
“ All' that' hospital money, Betty; it's gone!”

“Wha-at!” . :
“Stolen in the night—yes! Look; I've. -just
found this drawer of mine unlocked, and there’s
not & penny left.” T .

Betty returned to the door, and. closed ib.

“But how terrible, Polly! I'mean, it must have
been somebody who krew that, for once,. there
was money, in that drawer.. No outside thief—no
burglar—" X i E
~ “Qh, no! Besides, if the schoolhouse had heen
entered, we should have knowh by now, although
it's so early. 1 wonder—about that key—"" -

And Polly, breaking off, put her hand into her
frock "~ pocket. i A . :

%N, it's not theré now, Betty. . So it was taken
during. the night.” The:thief must have done every-
thing whilst we.were all asleep.” : S B

“Somebody in‘.the scliool—miust have been,”

Betty. gravely realised.’ *“ And that’s a nice thing! -

Whether a girl'or a member of the staff-—oh, but
we are not going to imagine that it could hav
been one of the servants, Polly!” S s
“There has mever, never yet been a case. of
dishonesty. amongst the-staff,” Polly answered.
“We know that for a fact.” . A
Another pause. To have to infer that it must
have been a Morcove girl only distressed both
girls -all' the more. . i y :
“Whatever shall we do?” Betty whispered, “It
can’t be hushed up. It’s too big a loss for us to
make it up amongst ourselves in this study, and
say nothing. Besides, that wouldn’t be right, if
we could.” ) .
““ Hospital money!” Polly suddenly flared out.
“That's what makes it so disgusting—for a girl
{0 have robbed a charity.

losers. It’s-all those kiddies at the‘hosgitn'l—
children of or- . parents—ugh, dashl!” she
stamped. “When you think!” - -

“Yes! The girl who did it must be an out-and-
out rotter,” Betty sighed. “We don’t know; she

may have been hard-preased, tempted., Ewven so
h—- ,J§“t what, Polly? What have you found
there ? - ; o : 2

Polly, in sudden great excitement, had pounced
as if to pick up some tiny object from the study
floor. After straightening up agein, she looked
at something lying on the palm of her hand. She
must have been too excited for speech, and Betﬁy
stepped close to see what her chum had found.

“Oh!” Betty gasped.

Polly had picked up a_ white bone button of a
kind that both girls had instantly to associate
with the blue-print_frock worn by Morcove house-
maids in the morning.

“This tells us something !” she emitted at last.

“Here, waib a bit, Betty. I want to run down-. -

stairs.”

She was absent perhaps five minutes, during
which interval of waiting Betty-was joined by
several of her other chums. In 2 low, grave ione
Betty told them ahout the missing money and
what Polly had discovered that looked so like
a clue to the thief’s” identity,
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As they all knew, no routine duty should have
brought a.ni{ of the maids to this study between
the overnight assembly and this present early hour
of the following morning, ;

Suddenly Polly was back. She whirled in upon
them all and slammed. the door shut behind her
violently. e ,

“I know who did it!”

“Polly I”

“That new maid—Efiie Barnard! Oh, it’s no
use your all looking like that,” Polly rushed on.
“T'm positive. I've just been speaking to her.
- There is a button, exactly. matching this one,
migsing from her print dress.”.

_Betty and the others were as if stunned into-
silence.- Similar thoughts were rushing into tho
minds of all. . The honesty of the Morcove staff
had ‘been tested, proved a thousand -times over
during term_after term, But—Effic Barnard was
a new recruit to the staff. 4

“8he’ did:it-=I know she did!"” Polly broke ouf
again in her explosive way. “I’'m nof jumping
to any unkind conclusions. That girl, I tell you, 13
the thief! She must have crept into our dormi in”
the night, to'get the key from my pocket. Then,
first thing this morning—before we were up—only
a few minutes since, in fact—she came to this
study and took the money.”" ’

“How awfull” sighed Madge

“Tewwible!”

“And this is hospital money she has stolen!
She has robbed a charity! If -it_were some
half-crown_or other of ours—welll But she has
taken nearly. five pounds belonging to the hospital
fund |  Remember—* z : #

. A pause for breath, and Polly spoke on again as
fiercely as ever. : o

“Remember, girls, she knew I was going to
keep that money in the drawer for the night!
I mentioned . it in ’front of her yesterday, Just

and “others.

_before the sale—"

“T remember,” Helen said sadly; “when the
small key of the drawer dropped out of your
pocket and you picked it up.” L

“Veas! Effie Barnard was the only servant in
the school who did knew that the money would
be here during the night! All that, on top of my
finding the bufton—-" R

“Did you show her the button?” .

“Ves, Betty, 1 did! But I didn’t let her have
it. T let her understand; instead!”

“What did she say, then?” _ ;

_ “ At first she said nothing—only changed colour. -
Then she said something about having come to
this study, just now, to return something taken to
the kitchen by mistake, when it belonged here.
Something that was used for the buffet, yesterday,
“in the gym.” ; o

“But that,” Pam eagerly submitted, “is plausi-
ble enough.” E ;

“0Oh, plausible!” Polly stam?ed.
what Effie Barnard is—plausible!
I help being so furious! I can’t
having robbed the hospital fund!
tion that it is—"

gy

But Beity, even as she hissed checkingly, was
bound to realise that Polly’s angry voice had
fatally carried beyond the four walls of the study.

The suddenly opened door revealed Miss® Mer-
rick, and her look told the chums—she had heard!

“What,” she anxiously inquired, glancing from
one to another-of the %rls, “what 1s this that-is
being said about Effie Barnard. As I neared the
door I distinctly heard you saying something -
about Tffie Barnard and the money being stolen!
So—I must know!™ -

“That’s jusk
But how can
et over her
ot to men-
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Tragic then was the silence
in the study, Given a little
time for reflection, time for
all  their nbound’mg good
nature to geb to work, the
chums might have decided to
hush-up the theft after all.
At any rate, it would not have
been ‘like them to comsider
desperate measures. Perhaps
they would have geen their
way to making good the miss-
ing money in secret, although
they were all in a “spent-
up " condition, after the sale.

But, for good or ill, the
terrible affair had become
known to the Form-mistress:
There . could be no shielding
Effie Barnard now. And the
dreadful disgrace that it was
to mean for her; the likeli-
hood of its proving a lasting
stigma—all this was making
them feel most gloomy.

Polly herself was now look-
ing as if she would like te
bite her tongue out, o

“Polly,” said Miss Merrick
in a very distressed tone,
“come along with me at
once !”

- Polly frowned, but knew sho
could mot refuse the request.

*Say nothing to other girls
at present, about all this,”
the Form-mistress counselled
Befty and the rest, on the
point of going away with
Polly. “I am sure I can
trust you to do that.”

“Yes, Miss Merrick.”

Then Form-mistress and
madeap were gone, leaving
the study, for all it was so
thronged, in a hushed state.

Everywhere elso in the Form guarters these
troubled girls could hear the usual happy hubbub
marking the commencement of another day of
school life. .

Carefrec girls were going in and out of other

studies; doors were banging, voices were making
a pleasant babel, little bursts of laughter came.
Buf_here, in Study 12—

“We mustn’t_even let our looks tell the rest of
tho Form,” Befty said tensely. “At any
moment, someone may burst in.”

Even as the words were spoken, a striding ste,
brought someone to the closed door, and the kno
turned. The pirls had a half-second in which to
banish, if they could, all signs of the upset from
their looks. Then they saw that it was Vanessa
Ducrane who was entering. =

The senior was, as usuaﬁ, bearing herself in a
patronising way towards the juniors. Too grand
to start with a cordial, ‘“’Morning, girls!” as
any of the nicer seniors would have done, she in-
quired brusquely:

“Where’s Polly, then?”

“0Oh, she—she’s about somewhere.”

“You'll do, anyway, Betty; I can't stay for
Polly,” Vanessa airily remarked. “Here's the
money for the teapot.” :

And she put down the three pounds five in silver
and two ten-shilling notes. :

“Right,” Betty nodded, leaving th» money
where Vanessa had so haughtily dumped it
“Polly wili have it."”
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. Polly could not conceal her scorn and angér at the sisters’
revelation that they had tendered the bad half-crown for a

Little did she realise what a

The juniors, worried about Effie, were uncom-

. fortably silent, and possibly Vanessa read some-

thing in their looks after all. She glanced from
one to another and then did not seem able to go
away without saying something more.

“ Anything wrong?” she asked sharply.

“Er—nothing we wish to talk about,” Betty
answered. -

Then Vanessa laughed disdainfully.

“Well, there’s the money,” she exclaimed, chin
in air, “and so that ends it—doesn’t it?”

“Of course it does,” Betty cried rather festily.
“Why 1"

“0Oh—I only wondered, perhaps, if Pam, there,
regrets giving the teapot to the sale.”

‘Regret it—why should I?” Pam submitted
serenely.

“"Anyhnw,” said Vanessa,
it !

And she stalked out, closing the door behind
her with a slam.

“I paid enough for

Serious for Effie |

OLLY’S chums did not see her again until she
joined them at the Form’s breakfast-table.
She came in with Miss Merrick, having

been kept talking, presumably, until the gong
went. It was no time to ask how mafters now
stood, but as soon as the whole school was uE
from the tables, with morning school to thin
about, Study 12 was resorted to for a “confab.”
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There was a great weight upon Polly’s spirits
now.  Betty and the rest could tell that they
were going to have a trying time with her during
.the day. Like most girls who are made for merri-
ment, she was a hand at enduring sorrow.
And there was a sorrow to be endured now. She,
as much as any of the girls who knew, was greatly
upset over the downfall of Effic.

“Miss Merrick is taking the matter up with
Miss Somerfield—which means,” Polly gloomil
muttered, “the girl will be told to pack an
leave straight away. ‘And now-I feel that it is
all through me!” ;

“Polly,  you mustn’t look at it in that light,”
Betty quickly pleaded. “Surely Miss Merrick
made it clear that it is the girl’s own fault, how-
ever much one may want to pity her 277

“Yes, I know, but——  Oh, bother I”’ was Polly's
jrritable outburst. ‘I suppose it would have been
wrong bo—an iﬁfus’sice to the rest of the staff—
to hush it up. iss Merrick said something about
that; but——" i s

“Yes, well,” Pam. put in, ‘“there is that to be
hoine in mind. There might have been a second
theft, and suspicion falling upon somebody quite

= >

ifnocent.’

“Cheer up, Polly,” Bunny said, looking éo]:e«,

ful enough herself. “We're all sorry .about it,
bub,what can _we do?”

“Nothing, 1 suppose,” Polly admitled, - and
after a heavy pause: “1 still feel she deserves all
thet I said about her, It was such a wicked theft!
But she’s young, and it means that her characier
is gone, and— Oh, T dor’t want to talk about
it-any more " A =

‘Y anessa has paid what she owed,” Betfy re-
marked, to change the subject. *‘It’'s in the’
drawer, Polly.” ; A "

A frowning nod was the only immediatée re-
sponse. Polly was walking about the study.

“Tn the drawer?” she returned at last, fetch-
ing her mind back to what Betty had said, “All
right. DI see to it %:esently. Miss Merrick has
said I had better bank it with her, and she’s wel-
come to it, too. We don’'t want another upset,
thank you.” : .

“Wather not, bai Jove,” sighed Paula. “It
gwieves me, geals.” - : ¥

“What about me?” squeaked Naomer pathe-
tically. ““Bekas, I feel I am to blame—"

“What, you? How?” Polly snorted.

“Bekas, it was all through ze free refresher-
ment stunt that Effie got mixed up with us! Eef
1 had never—" ’

“QOh, shut up!” . ik

“Don’t be short with the kid, Polly—" Madge

began; but the madecap flung out of the room, as .

if the knew herself to be in a hopeless mood.

- Tive minutes later, such a set-out began in the
corridor, it fetched girls from their various studies
in alarm. They found Polly going for one of the
ever-odious Denver sisters.

Fay, the elder, had thought to have the laugh
over Polly, not knowing that the latter was m
such an irritable mood. Edna Denver was havin
a try to save Fay from getting ber head smacke
as quite a crowd rushed up. p
. Then Polly stamped off. There would have been
general surprise at. her excessive display of tem-
per, but it became known that Fay had said a
very exasperating _tihingl. .

Fay, on her own shameless _admission, had
tendered a bad half-crown for a lot purchased ab
the auction. She and Edna considered it a great
soream that they had been able to work off the
“Jdud ”? coin, receiving in . exchange an article
worth a shilling at least. T
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It was some hoasting about this to Polly herself
that had caused her, in her touchy state, to see
red. As for the Form in general, scorn for the

. mean trick practised was freely expressed; bub

did the Denver girls care? Not they!

On the ground that the auction had been more
or less a comedy affair, they refused to admit
that they had had no right to work off the bad
half-orown.

“It isn’t a bit the same as if we had tried to
pass it at & shop!” Fay insolently claimed.

“Besides, what did we get in exchange for it?”
sneered Bdna. “Only a rubbishy ‘bargain *—not
worth tuppence to its owner "

“You took the coin, Betty; you should have
had your eyes .open!” was Fay’s parting shot, as
she walked off with her sister. “Ha, ha, ha 1

Beity did not trouble.to reply to such’ a mean
remark. She got Pam and others to go down-
stairs with her, to find Polly. They found her,”
drifting about out of doors. Discreetly -avoiding
any reference to the bad half-crown, Betty quietly
reminded  her moody chum that it was almost
time for -school. They had better go back to-the’
study and collect their books.

“I'm not going in until the bell rings,” Polly
said grimly. “One of you bring my books down
for me, will you? Look here, girls, don't stay
around. me !”

“Polly, don’t take it to heart so, just because
the accusation against LEffie has come” throuw
something said by you,” Betty entreated. It
mH]gn’t be"helpe i .

1l -

And there Polly broke off, whilst they saw her
face lose all its colour. Polly pointed, then they
all saw—EfMe Barnard, walking away from the
schoolhouse, down to the staff gateway. -

Sacked ! £

They could tell; the four-mile walk was before
her, to that humble home .in Barncombe—a home
which she had disgraced, even as she had dis-
graced herself! Doubtless the headmistress had
offered to get her conveyed home, along with her
belongings; but the girl was striding away with
a passionate step—making it evident that she con-
sidered herself badly treated. ~

“Oh, is' she—going already!” Polly said limply.

“Vou stay here,” Betty quickly counselled.
“Much better. And let me: '%o.” Y

At first ‘it seemed as if Polly’ would abide by
this advice. But Betty had only run half tho .
short distance to overtake the sacked girl, when
she found her chum coming up after her.

“No use, Betty! I've got to say something.”

“IWell, don’t. have any scene, dear.” :

Betty was deducing a good deal from the refusal
of Effie Barnard to stop and wait for them. The
girl knew that they were wanting to speak to her,
and yet she still- walked at a fierce pace. :

Finally, the two girls ran together and caught
up with Effie at the staff gateway. Bhe flashed

Tound upon them then.-

“T hope yow're not going to say anything,
because would rather you didn’t,” she said
faintly. “They’ll still believe .in me at home,
even if you and the mistresses can’t. That’s all.”

And she turned ber back upon both girls and
hurried on again. .

The bell was ringing all Morcove into class;
but it was not that summoning clangour which
deterred Betty and Polly from making another
attempt to speak with the sacked girl. What did
deter them was the anguishing fact that she had
resorted jush then to the words of an injured
innocent. -

When her guilt had been so.clearly established,
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it must be costing her a desperate effort to appear
aggrioved. The strain upon her would only be
intensified by anything said. She had been crying.
Only after the two girls had seen her pass ouf
did they turn to walk in silence back to the school-
“house, Their chums had all run to get indoors
and get books from the study. Tragically silent
“wers Betty and Polly as they stepped together
across grass and gravel.

"~ 4Was She Guilty ?

FTER the midday dismiss, -Polly came info
Study 12 ready to tear up a letter which she
had received %y the second delivery. Betty

and others were already there.

“Yt's from Jack,” she imparted, dully, letting
the soraps of paper snow down into the waste-
“paper basket. *‘He talks of coming over to Mor-
cove with Dave and the others on %atur_day.” .

“Good{” Betty nodded cheerfully. . She and. the
rest were eager to snatch at anything that would

-.serve to dispel the . madéap’s miserable ‘mood.
“That’s something, Polly—"

-“VYos, wather, bai Jove! Do cheer up, Polly
deah—"" : .

“Bekas— -

“Oh, if you all begin again, I shall go away!”
Polly scowled. *“Where’s that money for Miss
Merriclk 2" :

Taking it from the drawer, moody Poll
down to sort the silver from the coppers an
checle the total by counting it all again. y
“It’s a topping morning,” she commented, flick-

ing coins apa.rt; “I wonder you don't all get out
to games!’ . - S
“Zen what about yourself, Polly? Bekas—"
“Will vou shut up, kid, or I shall-—— Hallo!”
the irritable one broke off, picking up a coin.
Then she threw it down, hard, to the table.
fell with a leadén dullness.
“Here!” she cried, starting up from her chair,
“This half-crown’s—bad !” ; i
. “lWhat, another?” ‘cried Judy amazedly. “I
say!” - 5 u .
“Or is it—is it the same onc?”> Polly panted,

»” ;

Is

her excited cyes seeking Betty’s. “Surely you know .

what I mean by that, don’t you? This coin—"

“Now, Polly, keep -calm,” Betty implored.
“Don't let’s have any shouting, to be heard out-
side the study. "It's all very strange——" .

“Strange !” Polly ejaculated. ““It’s frightful!
All this money came from Vanessa Ducrane, this
mérning. Nok last night, but THIS MORNING
—after the theft—" !

“Ves, but—Ish!” several of the others guardedly
entreated. *‘ Polly dear——" -

“Q0h, vou take things so calmly; I can’t!” Polly
cried wildly. “How can I, when I was the one
who got Effie Barnard sacked, only a_few hours
ago, and now-—now her inmocence is proved!
Proved! And the thief was—"

“Polly, it isn’t proved yef, so be quiet,” Betty
again cut in. “Of course, it's obvious to us now.
In the money that-was stolen last night there was
a bad half-crown. Whoever took the cash, took
that bad coin with the rest, And this morning
Vanessa Ducrane has paid us money that includes
—a bad half-crown.”

“Well, then?"

“This,” Betty gravely answered.  ‘‘Nothing
will be casier than for Vanessa to deny all know-
ladge of a bad coin, If she had one, it was be-
cause there must be a lot of bad money going

sab-
then”
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about. And remember,. bad coins do furn up in
a district a lot at a time.” "

“Betty's right, Polly,” said Pam quietly, “and
if you are thinking of rushing to accuse Vanessa,
then it will be a big mistake.” - e

“ And meantime " Polly questioned unhappily.
“ Rffie is simp].y to go on suffering, is she?’ Suf-
fering for a thing that—"

“But, Polly, histen—"

4 0Oh, I-can’t,"I won't!” Polly protested, in her
“Stay here and talk,
and talk! But I—Pm.going out!”

She swept all the money back into the drawer
and next moment was goné from the study. The
others,” after some rapid discussion, went to find
her. Downstairs, they saw thaf her‘outdoor thing:
were gone from the peg. Then they discovered
that even in such a brief space there had been
time for her to get her bicycle and ride away.

To Barncombe, of course! To the home of Liffie
Barnard ! E ) E

" Guessing as much, Betty and several others set
off as tuickly as possible. They rode their fastest,
yeb it was:nob until they were actually in the
narrow High Street of the quaint old town that
they came upon Polly. . She-was even then turn-
ing aside into Tanners Lane.

By the time they were with her, she had stalled
her bicycle against a lamp-post and was giving
a knock at the door of No. Eight. She looked
yvound upon them miserably, her eyes saying:
“Why did you come?” - i

From inside the humble dwelling with its white
doorstep came the “grisling ™ cry of a four-year-
old boy. Then it stopped suddenly, as if somebody
?gd talken up the wee kiddie to soothe end pet

1mm, A -

The street-door operied. A girl of nincteen, re-
cognising the callers as Morcove scholars, drew
herself up. She was dark-haired, sharp-featured
—unlike Effie; but they guessed thabt. this was
Kate Barnard. ’

“What do' you want?”

“May we see your sister?”

“Why should you want to see her? Any rate,
she doesn’t want to see you, when. it's some girl

-or other at your school who has got my sister

the sack!” 3
“I'm that girl,” Polly began candidly. *“I
admit—" B} . : 4
“Then more shame for you! Perhaps you'll
know what it is, some day, to have to carn your
own living, and then gel .vour character taken
away by someone cruel enough to make up a lot
of lies—"
~ “Stop,” . Betty interposed. “That’s not fair
to Polly. Linton. . She had every reason for fear-
ing 'I’:hat- your sister must have taken the money

* Listen,” Polly broke out again, a-shake with
the fresh upset; ““what my friend is wanting to
say—what I want to explain is—"

“Oh, . dare say! . Your looks told me that,
when 1 opened the door to you! You're sort of
sorry now. But it's no goed your coming here
just to say yow're sorry, when all the harm’s
done! Eflie, you go back to the kitchen now!”

For Effie was suddenly beside her fiery sister,

. in the doorway, with little Johnny hugged in her

arms. .
“I tell you,” Kate rounded upon her sister,
“you get back!”
“But these girls—if they have turned up, Kate,
(Continued on page 530.)
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supremely confident of recapturing her, and had
taken every precauiion to sce that her pnsoner
could not possibly escape!

“Hungry 7 the woman jerked out,

“Vory,” said Marion.

“All rlght igh! get you some bread-and-jam
amI a glass of millk.”

“ I 'suppose you wouldn't like me to come down

and -cook myself an egg?’ Marion asked
banteringly.

Her reward was an intended blow, cha.ng’ed at
the ‘last mihute—doubtless by the resolute clench-
ing of Marion’s hands—into a glare of ‘hatred.

lam | went the door as Mrs. Blake strode out.

Click ! :echoed . the key .in the lock,

Marion ~was grateful for the food her stepﬂ
mother thrust- around the door some time later,
but “long. after she had finished it she sat and
pondered, ‘head between her hands

Not one way of escape | ;

And she’'d got to escape. She d made up hcz
mind on that point.
despmr and suspense, while Mrs. B]aka tried ‘to
discover other clues to the mystery in urdor to
destroy thein,

That’s what the woman would do, naturaﬂy if
she was.afraid of Marion finding them. Manon
was perfectly aware of that.- ..

‘Rising to her feet, she began to pace the room
in the, bright s‘unhghf All at once she stopped.
A floorboard was loose. ; =

She dropped to her knees, pulled back the thin,
faded carpet and examined the board, pushing it
with her hand.

-Yes. It moved downwards, and sprang back
into place when the pressure was taken away.

Thoughtfully, Marion studied it,

Immediately below this part of the floor was
the. hall cupboard, the roof of which she had
always suspected of being separated from the floor
by a very thin layer of plaster.

Supposing she removed one or two bcardn
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She wasn’t’ going to remain;,
here, absolutely - helpless, fuming - with .impefent .

_again - when
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Might it not be possible to scrape. away the
plaster and also remove sufficient of the cupboard
roof to enable her to drop through?

A thrill of excitement running through her
veins, Marion ran to her dressing-chest and picked
u a shoe-horn.  With this she prised at the side.

the loose board until she was able to get  her
ﬁngcrq underneath. . Then, dropping “the shoe-
horn, “shie seized the board with both hands and
heaved up\\a.rds———- :

Crack !

From somewhere behmri her that sound rang
out with sba.l‘tlmg unexpectcdness through the
room:

With a gasp, Mnrmn whirled round. At ﬁrst
she saw .nothing unusual: Nohody was at’ the
barred window. . There was no animal. in the
roomi—a  cat, for instance—as. she ~ had . half-
cxpected, - Nothing had “fallen off the mantel-

'plt,ce. and the inartistic pictures were still - m
. position.

- “Perhaps the "furmtum ereaked,” Marion mur-
mured, and was turning her attention to the hoard .
she saw it=the 'most -astounding,.
breath-robbing thmg she could - possﬂo]y havo
1magmed

* Pait of the papered wal! nppostte the door was
slowly swinging outwards, revealing a dark cavit
beyond;--through wluch came a breath of cool,
musty airl = - %

“ My goodnessj" Marion ejaculated,. £mzcn into
her crouching atfitude on the floor, with the board
Jt:il grlpped in bot.h bands.  “It's a—it's a secres
@oor !

WHAT an astoundmg dlscevery Manon has

made. To what does the secret door lead?
Will it aid Marion to learn still more of the amazing
mystery which has come into her life? Be sure to
read the enthralling chapters of this great home-
life and mystery story which appear in next
Tuesday’s SCHOOLGiRLS’ OWN.

«Sacked Through A Schoolgirl
: {Continued from ﬁugc 517.)

because they can’t be happy un[ens I say as how
I forgive them—"

“Forgive them! Yes, I Lnov& 3
you!" seethed the elder g1r1
going to, so there! You're the same as mother,
w1‘}alh all her talk of bearing and forbearing—
pah !’

Then E fﬁe with a gl:mco which implored them

ﬁo away, turned to go along the narrow passage

ie dingy kitchen. The last they saw of her, she
wss drooping her own hehd over the little. cm:'ly
one of her infant brother, as he still ¢ried in- her
arms,

“P]ease u Paily addressed the elder sister des-
perately, “can we come in for a minute? I want
1o explam—’

“Ho as to give yourself a bit of peace of mind—
ves, I know, end I'm not the one to let you have
it, so there " Kate flared oub again- “There’s
no_forgiveness about me—none! I'm nof soft,
if Effie is! What I will do is to pay you out for
it, so you'd best look out!”

“But,” Betty pleaded, “listen—"

“Y won't! And you can go, all of you!

tha.l; s like

Go on,

“And you b -
you're nol _ Poliy.

take yourselves off ! CAs fur you, Polly Linton—
since that's your name—you mmd what I said!
If ever I get the chance—I will 1"

SLAM!

Loud enough to be heard all down the mean
s*reet the door had been banged shut in their
faces.

“Now you simply must come away with us,

said Betty, “Some -other time, dear!
It’s not a bit of good, with the sister in such a
state as that.”

“If only she had been ready to listen,” Madge
Minden sighed. “The way she threatened you,
Polly—it.made me shudder.”

“Oh, I don’t wonder at her,” Polly muttered,
as she slowly turned away with her chums, to do

the cyclmg back. “As for her threat—that's
nothing.”
“Nothing,” she had said; and yet how soon

was havoo to bo caused in her own. life, because
the threat had heen fulfilled!

[END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]
DON’T miss . HER PLOT AGAINST POLLY,"

by Marjorie Stanton, next Tuesday’s grand
long Morcove story.’



