MAGNIFICENT LONG
e BBED ?R PH ' 75 N MPLETE MORGOVE
3 8% &5 &5 B i : : | ® STORY INSIDE

 No. 771, Vol
Week ending

Ml November 16th, 1935,

{ EVERY TUESDAY.

N
3 Yy
\\\g

\
impostor’s Act! y A RRN A AR
A dramatic incident from ! | ATRAGY
this week's instalment of

our wonderful stage serial.

Jill Interrupts the [/, AR
{) Y B!

Wonderful NEW Series of COMPLETE Animal Stories .Begins fnside



Twopence

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

579

Poverful LONG COMPLETE Story of Betty Barton ¢ Co,, the Chinns of
Morcove

School

MARJORIE STANTON

Someone Must Fag For Her !

HAT'S a goal, B wmny-—y ou wateh !”
o it is—GOAL
_— DBunny Trevor hlliJLlf(\d the word as
Ioudly as that. At the same time she flourished
lier Dockeystick. And some of the other players
on the field at Morcove School, as they stopped
for a “breather,” burst out l.mglung

The joke was that Bunny was carrying on as if
everything had been depending, just then, upon
the winning of that goal.

Skilfully enough had Detty Barton, ~Polly
Lmton and one or two others contrived to get the
tittle white ball between the posts. But this was
only a practice game the girls were indulging in,
and it was nob the customn to shout like pla
carried away by the excitement of some mmorl g,
desperate match.

“You can always geb goals, somehow, when it’s
not a match !

That was Betty, with a little langh, inviting a
jesting response from Polly. But Polly, during
the brief standstill, was not locking in the mood
for Hippancies.

*“Going fo stop mow * " Polly suggested.

“0h, another ﬁu, minutes, dear,” Betty
picaded. “It's only twenty to one, and we've
unthing else to do Lefore——="

*No, nothing else,” Polly nodded. and
elum look seemed to add: “Worse luck 1™

But the ball, after all, was nol to come into
nlay The lmu\eyisls found a signalled:
J-i‘ a moment" being given by some school-
te who was obviously a message-bringer from
choolhouse.

Betty, ot one of yvon other Study Twelveites.”
irl cried as she came running on to the

her

field of play. *will up to Vancssa
Ducrane’s study 77

“To whose study ™" jerked Betly.

“Yes, She gave me the message;
know,”

The chums 6f Study 12 exchanged glances,

Vanessa Ducrane! It was a name that meant
a lot to Betly & Co, at this time. Vanessa Ducrane
—a senior, and one “1th whom the chums had a
u.rt_a:ln bone to pick !

vou gO

“Vanessa's?"”
that's .|ll 1

Polly's voice quickly followed

‘All right, f.lEl‘L ~ves,” Betty readily assented.
“You go, duu
It might have amused some of Polly’s chums to

POLLY LINTON’S allies are robbed
of their triumph! And to make
matters worse Polly is faced with a
schoolgirl’s greatest humiliation—
EXPULSION !

see her striding away to the schoolhouse, gripping
her hockey- mck as if it were a club with which
she meant to “go ™ for Vanessa Ducrane.

But Betr;y and the rest could not smile, although
they sensed the grim, warlike mood of one who
could not be, s¢ days, her-usual madeap sclf

They knew so well all that there was to account
for Pollv's moodiness.

That hock cl of Tiers was cast aside as soon
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as she was inside the vast schoolhouse. But if
there had been chums companioning Polly; they
would have seen her looking as fierce as ever as
she went up two flights of stairs to. the seniors’
quarters.

Halfway along a carpeted corridor she came to
Vanessa’s door, gave a testy rap with the knuckles
and went in, - E

“You sent out some message or other, Vanessa,
about wanting one of us?”

“Oh, is that you, Polly! Yes—you'll do.”

It was like Vanessa Ducrane to speak very
airily. She was one of the very few seniors who,
as seniors, held the “girls of Beity. & Co.’s Form
in contempt. : s :

“I'm having a friend to tea this afternoon,
Polly;, and T thought I'd get one of you_kids to
lay tea for.me and elear up afterwards. You can
do-that for me?”

Polly nodded.
fﬁ other scholars;
asked for nieely, was seldom, <
could not be:sard that Vanessa had asked nicely
just then. . In fact, she had spoken in a tons
implying an order mare than a request. L7

But it was going to. suit Polly’s purpose very
well to dmmﬁ?ﬁgndmcg upon this high-and-
mighty senior, later. on.. .

This Vanessa Ducrane, who would have all Mor-
cove believe her.to be so very “select ” and
grand ! Whereas, if the truth were known——

Ah, if the truth ‘could be made known! An
end, then, to Polly’s present unhappiness; that
was what it would mean, and how much more
besides ! i e <

“Well 77 Vanegsa: snapped, ““You don’t seem
very-willing.” .0 L . g

“Oh, I’Ef'-,do' ‘what you want, right enough,”
: P_‘ellyy -answered, restraining a black look. - “What
time 7' i A : = :

“As sooli as you'are.out of school, this after:
noon. Then I ean spare a minute, before my
friend turns up, to show you where things are.”

“I shan’t want to know where the silver teapot

" is that 'you bought at our Rummage Sale for the
Hospital Fung,” Polly flashed, still -facing
Vanessa in spite of a dismissing nod. “I know
where that is.” : = .

The senior laughed. )

£“Oh, do you I %,

“Yes,” disgustedly. “In a dealer’s shop in

Barncombe! Yowve fold it 1

“Pd a perfeet right to do so?" Wk

‘“Perfect right I’ . Polly 'retorted fiercely. “If

-you had let Miss Merrick buy it, she would nof
have sold it. She said, when she was bidding,
that she was buying it to keep it.”

- “Bat ¥ bid higher than Miss Merrick; that was
all1” Vanessa smiled proudly. “Really, Polly

Linton, I don’t see whab. there is to com| lain.

about”t.here. The Hospital Fund benefited aﬁ‘ the

more. 3 " 2 -

“The Hospital Fund—a fine lot it has benéfited,,
when more thran half the money from the sale was
stolen [ 3 «

“Yes, quite,” Vanessa nodded.” “But T had
nothing to' do with that |

Polly kept a still tongue, now, behind clenchad
teeth. ' But, oh, how she longed to retort with a
bitter: “Didn’t you1” '

“Well? Why are You hanging about—o1

“That silver teapot was given to-the Form Sale
by Pam Wi]]’aug}gby. It was a real antique,
worth twice as much as you bid for it 1"

Polly was saying this so as to keep herself from
saying something elge. . - :

SSIRSSEE s o

Seniors were not supposed to
but a bit of help like this, if
if ever, refused. It

IRl GHNTIRG $50
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. senior dryly added.
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- Polly grimaced.
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_“And Pam, when she was generous enough to
put the teapot in - the- sale,” Polly spoke on,
“didn’t recken to see it trotted off to a dealer’s
shop by the girl who had bought it. To make a
profit on it——? ° .

“Oh, that will do! Now, before T hox your
ears—clear ouf! Your tongue, Polly Linton ! the
“¥ou ought to learn to—"

Polly, out of the study by now, had banged
the door behind her violéntly. She walked away
with a stamping step. . 5

The twitting alusion to her, Polly’s, tongue, had
only infuriated her all the more. - Vanessa, given
to lying though she was, had heen speaking ‘truth-
fully enough just then!

“As if I needed to be reminded—it is always
my tongue!” ran Polly’s mind. “It was all
through my saying things that Effie Barnard got
sacked from the sehool, over that theft of the .
hospital money ! Ugh | - .

Yot next moment the rueful lock was giving
place to a smile. It might be a strange, fierce
smile, but it was at least something better for

- Polly’s chums to see when she rejoined them in

Study 12, v

They had come up to thé study whilst she was
with Vanessa, = -

“Bit - of fagging for this afterncon,” Pally
announced, retaning that significant smile. A
friend coming to tea.”

“Oh? The Jessel girl, perhaps !” ;

“That’s what I'm hoping,” Betty was answered.
“Anyway, I'll do the fagging—with pleasure! It
may lead to something 1*

“Bo long as it doesn’t
away. your-suspicions, Polly.

“I'shan’t do that, girls. But I did say a word
just now about that teapot. Well, T felt T must !

“There you go!” smi}i'ed Bunny. :

“Oh, it was safe enough for me to do that,”

2 “But, T tell you, that Ducrane
ﬁir] has'a face—a nerve | We'll have all we can
o to prove our case against her. She coolly
rémarked that SHE had nothing to do with the
theft of that mone{ | i -
Some of Polly’s listeners gasped dismayedly.

a you dido’t hint, Polly, that we——*

I'd be such a gaop! But I did remind
her—quite safely—that the Hospital Fund was
all -the poorer on account of that theft.”

Some uneasy laughter was followed by a big
pause. It seemed to Betty and the rest that
Polly’s tongue had, during the inferview with
Vanessa, tonched upon dangerous topics, -

At last Betty spoke gravely. .

“ Well, Polly, we know you want to do this bit
of fagging for Vanessa. gut do be careful 1

“Ves, bai Jove—

“Bekas you never know, Polly 1”

Polly-was a bad hand at accepting frieudly
warnings, even from Betty and other “brainy *
members of the chummery. But when it came to
being  counselled hy that amiable “duffer, Paula
Creel, or that little imp of a Naomer— -

“G'rr 17 Polly rounded upon those wo chums.
“Do you two girls think I want any advice from
YOouUz» !

She laughed, to let it be known that her
annihilating scorn was a good deal make-believe,
And then: -

“Betfer than hockey—fagging for Vanessa!”
she muttered, walking about the study. “Gosh,
it’s time I got a chance to undo the harm T did
‘Effie Barnard. And at last—somehow, I feel the
chance has gome I ;. i o g

Jead to your g:iv'ing

Why,
“As if
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The Baiting of a Trap !

WO very affected voices came to DTolly's
bearing at a little before four o'clock that
afrernoon,

One was Vanessa Ducrane’s; the other——yes,
Polly was sure it was the equally put-on veice of
Doris Jessel, that ever-so-grand friend of Vanessa's
whose home was in Barncombe.

At the moment Polly was putti
{ouches to the tea-table, in Van
had been alone in the room for
minutes, Vanessa had gone downsinirs to await
the arrival of her friend: now the senior was
bringing Doris to the study,

“Flaven't asked anybody else, Doris; hope you
don’t mind

O, that's all vight 1" the swagger fricud was
loudly answering as the door opened to let in both
well-grown girls.

“Perhaps I'm a bit early, Van,” the high-
pitched voice continued, whilst Vanessa—before
dismissing Polly—gave a critical glance to the
tea-table.” “DBut the going was good and so I
rather irod on the gas, coming along.” .

Daris Jessel was old enough to hold a driving
licence. Iividently she had turned up in her
mother's car, and wished Polly to be aware of that
fact.

“Hailo, though!” And now the stylish young
lady, recognising Polly, burst out laughing. * Ha,
ha, ha! Why, vou are the very girl who called
upon mother the other day—
about Effie Barnard!”

“Did what?” Vanessa ex-
climed-—just as if she had not
been at her friend’s house
when Polly called upon Mis.
Jessel !

“This kid--your fag, 1 sup-
pose—wanted mother to give
LEfie Barnavd o  situstion,
although the givl, it scems,
was sacked from Morcove
Schoo!  for stealing,”  Doris
drawled.  “Nothing  doi
though. Well, T mean to say,
Van; how could mother?”

“Course not! You nust
have been crazy, Polly, to
think of it! Dut—er—the
table is ready, iz 167 Oh, but
where are the things from the

Creawery !  They should be
here by now,”  Vane
frowned,

“Nothing has been sent up
vet, so—""

“MThen scoot down,
and find out; loak

the senior commanded.
delivery van should be here
by now, anyhow.”

The Stady 12 girl did not
need to be told thal the
Creamery’s roundaman usually
called at the tradesnen’s
door, just before fca-time
cvery weekiday.

The bakery man was, asz it
happened. getting vid of much
more than a huge consign-
ment of bread for the school.
when Tolly got to the back
door, after a scamper through
the kitchen regions.
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“Name of Ducrane,” droned the roundsman,
taking another carton from his delivery bazket.

“Here!” Polly answered. “I want thag,
please.”

“One-and-eight to pay, miss,” requested the
roundsman. “ 8o it's marked. Sorry to trouble

vou. but you know what the rule is.”

“0Oh, yeah!”

(lash with order or on delivery was the rule
which the Creamery was asked to enforee, by
the school authorities.

And now, as Polly went flying back to the
seniors’ quarters. she was rather like her true
madeap self again. There was no roguish desire
to humiliate the defestable senior in front of
i sssel.  If Polly’s spirits were mounting,
simply because she and her chums needed
to test the financial position of Vanessa, and this

, was a chance to do so.

As she re-entered the senior’s study, after tap-
ping, she found both girls reclining in casy chairs.
Polly ‘being “only a fag,” they took no more
notice of her than if she had been a servant.

“All right, then, Van,” the Jessel girl was
saying grandly. “If you'll be at the Yews by
two, on Salurday. I'll have the car rveady, 10 I
can't have mother's new Roysler, then we'll make
do with the Stannard. She's still good for forty.”
_“I shall love it—Exeter!” Vanessa nodded, get-
ting up. *“Arc those the cakes, Polly? ‘Then you
can gei the boiling water, and that will be all.”

w

Vanessa Ducrane switched on the torch so that she could
see the contents of the open drawer—that same drawer
from which she had stolen the hospital money only the
other night !

meore cunning ene than mere stealing.

But this time Vanessa's object was a much
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“I had to pay—"

“«What 1* s

‘“‘ One-and-eight, or he was going to take the stuff
ha,clﬁ” Polly said denmrely. ~ “So paid him

“Oh, right! ask me for it presently—I can’t
bother now!™ :

Very airy, that answer. But hadn’t Vanessa
rather looked uncomfortable, as no girl & with
plenty of pocket money need have done?

; Pkelly, on watch, had noticed—a sudden nettled
ook } 5

In Study 12, five minutes later, she made men-
tion of all this.

“And when T go back to clear away for her,”
the madeap rattled on quite gaily, “I'm going.to
ask her for that money! If it were any other girl,
I wouldn’t. dream; but—-" .

“Eef I had been you, Polly, when she couldn’t
pay I would have stuck to ze cakes!” piped. in
Naomer. d
here, for tea. I never,” said Naomer, as they all

sat down, *“‘saw such_ a mis’ble killection of left- .

overs!”

“Well, there it is!” Betty smiled. ' “We can't
go in for dainty teas whilst we are all elubbing
together to get enough money to buy back that
teapot |- Er—Polly :dear, have you chanced to let
Vanessa know that Study 12 is sa,vin%1 up to buy
that teapot from the dealer to whom she sold it?”
; ”tN’o," said Polly; “but I am going to drop a

chint*? oo L

“Yes, well,” said Pam, “it might be as well.”
. They all seemeéd to think so. There was Bunny’s
hearty : Hear, hear!” and Paula’s: * Yes,
wather |’ whilst Madge Minden.and others nodded
and-smiled to the.same effect. x

.Suddenly Polly. indulged in a scornful eutburst

-‘against Vanessa: Ducrane.

- “But 'how disgusting it is! To see her setting
herself up fo be as well off as that swanky Town
girl, when she must know she can’t afford to keep

ace with ‘her. They have fixed up to go_to

Exeter on Saturday . afternoon. We know what
that means; shops, a cinema, and they must be
the best seats—money flowing: like water. The
Jessel girl can afford:it-all; but it is certain
Vanessa can’t,”

“Txeter on Saturday, you say?” Betty gravely:

niurmured, *“Then on-Friday night, girls—well,
we shall be: prc:]pared, anyway.” ’

“That’s the idea,” Bunny sparkled.

““Bekas, as you said ze other day, Betty, ‘ Once
4 thief, always a——7

“’8sh!” Naomer was hastily silenced by several
of her chums. % 4 : _

And after that there was such a pause as meant
that many of these girls were experiencing painfyul
‘thoughts. o

Tt was not that any of them were troubled with
- scruples about the setting of a brap to catch
Vanessa. That crafty senior hed got to be caught,
if ever poor Effie Barnard was to be righted.

True, it might be possible to right Effie, in the
end, without Vanessa's guilt being made known
in the school. - Betiy could see a way of achieving
this. But Study 12 would never be as blissfully
ignorant as the rest of Morcove. Always it would
be the chums® wellkept secret—that a Morcove
scholar had sunk as law as that. .

By and by Polly went back to Vanessa’s study,
“ on-the floor below, The senior and her friend
from Barncombe were gone from the reom; but
-& peep out of the window enabled Polly to see the
Jessel car &till on the gravel in front of the porch.
She inferred that Vitiessa'twas’  showing - Doris
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“Bekas, we e¢ould have done with zem
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round the school. In thai case, the senior could
be_expected back in the study very soon, having
said good-bye to her friend. :
Meantime, the temporary “fag” was free to
do all the clearing up. As it was Vanessa for
whom Polly was having to do everything, she
might have been bad-tempered enough to break
some of the crockery during the washing-up; but
i her in the sweetest. of humours. .
Thn:re was that one-and-eightpence to be: asked
or! -
.The senior, when she did come in, was as offen-
sive as ever in her studied insolence. :
“Done everything? - No, you haven't! Leck
at those erumbs on the floor | Just & scurry round
won’t suit me, let me tell you!”
“I wasn’t hurrying,” Polly calmly remarked.
“I wanted to be here when yon got back. To ask

< you for that one-and-eightpence.”

“Oh—bother you!” Vanessa muttered, flushing
again. “Do you think I needed reminding? I'm
not so silly as to suppose that one-and-eight is as
little to you as it is to me!”

“Then can I have it, please?”

“What? Er—I haven’t change now; but don’s
worry | T'll look in at Study 12 with it presently

“Oh, you needn’t put yourself about to do that,”
Polly sweetly responded. Bhe was quite certain
that Vanessa, anyhow, was simply not good for
one-and-eightpence even, at this moment. - And
yet the senior was under promise to go on an ex-
pensive trip to Exeter next Saturday.

““ As a matter of fact, Vanessa, I don’t want the
money in any hurry. It will be quite all rightif
you let me have it—say, about the middle of next
week.”

“Next week?
kid 1

“My chums and I are saving up to buy back
that teapot from the dealer. Wo don’t feel like
letting it gato a stranger. We are all clubbing to-
other in Study 12,” Polly ‘was at pains to exp%n.in,
‘but, of course, we can’t get enough money
straight away.” i =

“I see! But, really, Polly Linton, it doesn’t
“We have two pounds already, though, saved
up! It's in Study 12. Every day, one or another

us is able to add to the.fund! But we shall.

What on earth do you meaﬁ,

* have to wait until next week to complete .the

amount.”

Polly noticed; this time.her garrulous tongue
was not being checked. -Unless she was greatl
mistakén, her remarks about money being save
up—kept in Study 12—had started a train of
thought in Vanessa’s crafty brain.

If this showing-off senior were the girl Study
12 suspected her to be—she would take the baitl
She was even taking it—now!

“Bo, really, Vanessa, I would rather you went
on owing me that shilling or so,” the madeap
added, on the point of going away. “Ft will keep
me from being tempted o spend it.”

Again, no response from Vanessa! Glanein,
back, as she went from the study, Polly detecte
a crafty look upon the senior’s face,

“And T know—I can tell,” Polly said to herself,
“exactly what she is thinking!”

“ Once a Thief a2
OR was Polly out in her reckoning.
Vanessa Ducrane, left to herself in the
- study, closed the door with a thrust’ from
a toe-tip. Then she dropped down into an easy
chair—to go on thinking. BE
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Money, being saved up by Study 12—bein|
in Study 12 until the total sum required hag been
collected. Bub the last contributions would not
trickle in until ‘after next week-end. Polly had

said g0, Meaniime—

In Study 12, in one of those same table-
drawers where the hospital money had been
placed that night .after the rummage sale, there
was already @ considerable sum. By, say, Friday
night—three or four pounds most lil)s(ely.

Vanessa said Friday night to herself, because
she was thinking of the following day—the Satur-
day “halfer "—and of her engagement tn_join
Doris Jessel  in the joy ride to Exeter. Doris
1ﬁ\'ould make Exeter the occasion for a spending

b,

“Whilst I—"

- At this moment, hardly a shilling with which
to bless herseli—and yet she bad allowed Doris
Jessel to suppose that she, Vanessa, would also be
in funds on  Saturday.

Nothing to be expected in the meantime, either,

in the form of a remittance from home—nothing.

She had worried all the money she could out of
her parenis. They were not really well-off | had
begged her not to be so extravagant, knowing that
any Morcove scholar could be popular and happy
without “making a splash.”

But there, next Friday night, in Study 12,
would be several pounds in loose cash.

‘(Egeep down in the night and take it? Why
not: '

Why not, when, after all, one bad been able
to take that other money from. that very study
without coming under the slightest suspicion !

‘And it was so easy—for a senior! It didn't
mean sneaking away from a erowded dormitory,
Wwhere some other. girl might be wakeful. As a
senior, one had one’s own cubicle.
~ Vanessa suddenly stood up, rubbing her open
hands together. Her gleaming eyes, her erafty
smile—these- proclaimed the daring decision:,

“Tl do it!” ’

And then suddenly she burst out laughing to
herself. Ha, ha, ha, so very funny! That Polly
Linton, by -doing this bit of fagging this after-
noon, should have put one in possession of such
valuable informagion !

“That tongue 'of Polly's‘ again,” Vanessa

chuckled, sauntering out of the study. “The same
tongue that was so quick to accuse Effie Barnard
of the theft of the hospital money! And who, I

wonder, will Polly be so ready to accuse mexi
time? = On Saturday morning, when they find
there has been another theft in the night; whom

‘will Polly aceuse then—I wonder?”

The inward laughter did not end, even though
Vanessa had had her thought of poor Effie, the
girl so unjustly “sacked ” from the school. o
" Never mind that Effie was suffering shame and
foss of work on account of a theft which she,
Vanessa, had committed. So long as one had
managed to get somebody - else %Iamnd—good
enough! DBesides, a  mere servant-girl;  “a
common skivvy!” As if one could bother about
a girl of THAT class, whether she suffered o1 not!

anessa, now that she saw such a fine chance
of committing a second theft just as successfully
as the first, felt quite jaunty. It was a buoyant
mood .that did not take the form of sociability.
Rather did she feel inclined to spend the last half-
hour before dark in sauntering about, out of
doors, all alone—secretly exulting over the easy
means of putting herself ‘n funds in time for
Satarday afternoon. 5
-Two or three pounds;

2 perhaps as much as four
pounds | * § - R L
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¢ Fr—ekouse me, miss—"

She flashed round. -

'As the hesitant words had told her, it was a
stranger wanting to speak to her. The stranger
was a well-built girl who had, -a few moments”
since, entered by the main gateway.

Vanessa. had only to realise that this other girl
was “no class,” to pub on a very superior air.

“Ves; what is it?”

#Ey—miss, do you happen

%17 No! I'm a senior!” "

Vanessa's tone implied that that was something
far grander than being a misfress.

to be a mistress?”

“(h, I see, miss. Then, I'm sorry——""
“But why? What? What have you come
about ?”

«Qh, well, I—I just thought I'd better, misa,':
was the smirked answer. “I'm Kate Barnard.’

Vanessa Senses Danger |

Y ARNARD? No relation to the girl who—"
B “Yps, miss; Kffie’s sister, that's who I
am?l T felt I had better call at-the school

about a girl named- Polly Linten.”

“Oh? :Then perhaps I can do something 7"

“Tg’s like this, miss; as I dare say you know,
it was all through Polly Lanton that Lffie got the
sack: & g

“Yes, I know! Bul your sister did steal the
motey, dido't she?”

“Qhe says she didn't, miss,
beliove her, anyhow—" : .

“Well, of course, you would! I can't wonder
at that.  But—er—" -

“ But the harm’s done,” Kate spoke on fiercely.
«“(r at any rate, it’s nob making it any better
for Polly Linton to keep on calling at our home
in Barncombe, to sort of say she’s sorry. and all
that! I won't have it, anyhow, and - that's why
T made up my mind to come to the school about
it, so there!”

“T see! But—-" -

“\We don’t want her popping in and out to fry
and say mnice, comforting things . to our Effie!
That's why I want {o see one of .the mistresses
about telling Polly Linton fo keep away!
Polly Linton is so sure, as she says she is, of
being able to right Tiffie after all, then let her

of busy and do that, nob keep on talking about
ﬁoing A O

Vanessa was secretly experiencing a sudden
pang of excitement. 5

“¥ou say that Polly has been talking as if she
hoped to—" )

“Promising our Effie over and over again that
it will be all right in the end—yes! I don't
know & bit what the idea is, neither does Lffie!
Polly Linton won’t -explain; she only keeps on
saying that she and her chums have an idea who
did really take the money, and if only Effie will
be patient and wait a big 22

“T_see!” Vanessa muttered, paying eager
heed. “Oh, I see!”

©3 suppose there is to be some trap set for the
real t-hie’E and that's all right, of course; serve
the real thief right! But, after all, it’s only more
talk. and what I say is, let’s have deeds, not
words! Time enough for Polly Linton to come
butting in at home when she has really—".

" #L,00k here, Kate Barnard,” the senior broke
in tensely. “ You needn’t trouble to see a mis-
tress. As I told you, I'm e senior, and I can do
everything you want—oh, I can, easily! We

i i to keep kids

and mother and I

seniors; it's our job, den’t you know,
like  Polly -Linton ir..oxder.” ::
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“* Right-ho, then, and I won’t trouble any more,
Miss—er—""

“Ducrane—Vanessa Ducrane’ is my name.
'Bye,” she threw outf, and grandly stalked away.

But inwardly, as she hurried to her study, she
was exgeriencing none of the calm she displayed
outwardly.

A trap to be set for ‘the real thief! So that -

was the game now, was it? Right!

The guilty-minded girl gasped to kherself as she
realised what a narrow escape hers had been. If
—if it had not been for that encounter with Kate
Barpard just now, she, Vanessa, would have
walked right into the trap! :

For, was there any doubt that even now the trap
was laid for her? -

That second lot of money in Study 12! The
remarks thrown out by Polly Linton about its
being . kept there!

Vanessa sat erouching forward in her chair,

sliding one open hand against another, as her habis -

was when hér crafiy mind was busy. And now her
expression was a tigrish one.

“Yes, I see it—I see it all,” she nodded to her.
self. . “They. were to lie in ‘wait for me, to
catch me in thie ach: that second time!”

She bounded up from hér chair suddenly, just as
if someone had entered the study; she hissed
words, just as i Polly herself were there.

“It won't come off, my girl! “That’s all! You
and your chums—you can lie in wait when the’

) timlencomes,? and welcome, " But—you won't—get—
me T TECH

From - this it was a ‘leap of her mind to the
daring, revengeful jdea—why. not “get” Polly
herself in retupn? i As- a clever hit-back! But—

how?. i -
night, and then— No!

Wait unitill Friday
Too risky.. Mugh better not to be out of bed
oneself on: Friday night, when the Study 12 girls
were  certain: to be away from their dormitory.

Far better to 'do something before Friday night. .
Another moment-or two and Vanessa’s plan of

action’ was ‘all ‘clear to” her.

She sat down at once to get off a leiter to
Doris Jessel: ‘It was a brief note, candidly telling
Doris that the. writer was ‘““spent up ” just ai
present, but-did so want to do the run to Exefer
next Saturday, and go to a few shops.
Doris lend her a- pourd for a few days?

“You know, dear, I shall have the money for
that teapot dny time now. The dealer said it was
bound to sell quickly. You remember, he couldn’t
find enough money to do a deal with me, so I
had to leave it with him to be sold on commission

Vanessa nodded and smiled as she read over
the letter before gumming it up in an envelope.
‘Who, after this, could ever accuse her of being
a girl ready to stoop to thieving, when Doris
Jessel could be called upon to bear witness there
;]mld‘?eun a candid little note asking for temporary
elp ? . d
It was a letter to make her, Vanessa, figure as
a_girl ‘who would far rather sink her pride—and
all Morcove knew how much pride she had—than
be tempted into taking what was not her own!
“Thank goodness, girls,” Polly was saying to
some of her chums in Study 12 at that moment,
i‘]f d? feel so different about everything now!
eol-—"
“Oweh!” Paula yelped, ducking her head to
dodge a book playfully hurled by Polly.
“.%Ia.-, ha, ha” The treat it was to Betty and
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others, to find Polly recovering her madcap spirits
like this] - Paula herself was as delighted as any.

“Yes, wather, Polly deah; fire away!” the be-
loved duffer beamed, in such ““welief ” that she
was- quite prepared to act'as an Aunt Sally.
“Anything, wather than that you should go on
gwieving =

“And I zink we might have a _clove corjool all
round, just to cellerbrate,” said Naomer, gravitat-
ing to the corner cupboard. *Bekas—— What ze
diggings, though, I was forgeiting! No clove
corjool 1" - i '

“No anything, is there?” chuckled Betty.

“ Nothing—sweendle | grimaced the dusky one,
having opened the corner cupboard. *‘Skeersly a
blessed crumb!” .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘'All for a good cause, kid,” Betiy reminded
Naomer,- who was very ruefully turning away
from those bare shelves. ““You know where the

‘money has gone. that might have kept us stocked

u;

“Into this drawer!” Polly gaily oried, tuggin,
open the one on her side of the study-table. * ooﬁ
at it, girls; two pounds, roughly, already——"

-*“And by Friday night!” put in Tess. -

“Ah,” Polly said, “that will be the time,

irls—Friday night! When there has been time
or a bit more cash to be added.”

“Yes, I think we can safely afford to wait till
then,” Betby said. She won't do anything before
then.” 4 :

£ Oh, nol” was the agrecing chorus.

But Study 12, although it had every reason. for
s0 tlhinking, was mista.ien—and fatally mistaken, -
too :

THA'!‘ very night, after the school had marched

_ away from Big Hall.to go upstairs to.bed,
Vanessa Ducrane.came swiftly and silently: along
the corridor which led to Study 12.

The lights in this corridor had been switched
out for the night; ‘all the girls who occupied
studies in this part of the schoolhouse had mounted -
to their dormitory. Vanessa, as a senior, with her
own cubicle to go to for the night, could safely
be seen about for a minute or two after the
juniors had retired, although it would never do
for her to be seen going to or from one of their
studies.

So, swiftly and sceretly,” she had flitted down
this dark passage and was now in Study 12, with
the door closed and the room lights still switched
off.

From her pocket she drew a. pocket torch,
clicked it on, and shone the bright ray into a
pulled-open drawsr,

The selfsame drawer from which she had stolen
the hospital money that other night! And now

Here it was, the sum of money so far collected
by the chums for the purpose of buying back that
teapot from the dealer in Barncombe; only two
pounds or so, at present, but still—

““Quite enough for my purpose!”

Vanessa took out the money, all in loose silver
as it was. As she handled the shining coins her
fingers itched to be able to keep possession of
the money. But no!

Much as she longed to keep the mone;
self, and easy though it would be for
that, she was going to -forbear. .

Suddenly the brilliant torch-light caused Van-
essa to notice something peculiar about one of the
silver coins. It was a half-crown, with a new-
looking scratch—two lines, crossed, .

for her-
er to do
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Ah, marked money? The girls had even marked
some of the eoins, had they?

Yes: here was another coin—a shilling,
time, hu,mmg a scratched cross,

Vanessa was giving a savage smile as she
hastily gathered up all the money and pocketed it.

Bwitching out the torch, she padded to the door,
opened it, and next moment knew herself to be
quite safe from any chance of discovery.

She mounted to the floor above and reached
ber own cubicle in the scniors’ sleeping quarters,
all without encountering anvone. I'rom that
dormitory wiich Betty and’ Co. shared with the
‘st of their Form Vanessa had heard some light-
hearted talle and laughter, and she felt sure that
ihe Study 12 girls were themselves in merry mood
1o- nil,rln

‘But in tnt- morning, perhaps,
1o herself, “you'll be qwnllmg
ather sides of your jaces!”

this

" she said Aercely
my girls. on the

Headlong Polly’s friends raced after her, but they were too !ate to stop her.
that's what you are——thief | '* she panted as she halted before Vanessa Ducrane.
unruffled the senior listened to her tirade.

Now,
safoly
casli

Her erafty intention made it very necesdary that
she should separate any marked coins from the
rest. There proved to be only three. She would
got id of those first thing in the morning—throw
them away out of doors before breakfast. As for
the rest of the money

Other inmates of the huge schoolhouse may
not have been awake when the chimes ding-dong'd
the midnight hour; but Vanessa was wide awake,
‘thankful to hear at last the measured stroke of the
hour bell following the four quarters.

Bong! the last deep-toned note died awuy.

And” yet—even then,. she feli bound to wait
a while longer. The midnight chimes might have
caused some light sleeper to stir——-in Bel‘lg' and
Co.'s dormitory.

in the privacs of her cubicle, she could
take another look at the sccond haul of
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But when another melodious ding-dong had
sounded, Vanessa rose from her bed, put on
dressing-gown and slippers and crept away.

And with Vanessa, as she mept to the juniors’
dormitory, went all the money she had stolen a
few hours since—except the marked coins!

Polly Does It Again !
ERE! Oh, my goodness—DBetty,
All of you
Polly, as she cried out as wildly as all
that, was tummg away from a pulled-open drawer
in Study 12 to rush out into the passage.

It was that early hour in the morning when
girls came down ore after another from tho sleepe
g quarters as fast as they finished dressing.

Betty had at this moment turned into the study
corvidor, with Pam, Madge, and one or two
others. At sight of Polly, ;|u~|. outside Study 12's

Betty !

‘¢ Thief,
Qu:te

doorway, beckoning frantically, they came on in
an alarmed rush,

“Why, what, Polly—what?”

“The money, girls—gone!"

“Wh't a-at 1"

*Stolen, in the night—yes, stolen!” Polly %pr)l\o

on in grev.t excifement. ** livery penny of itl”

“Last night!” Betty muttered. “Although it
was not Friday night!"

“The bait taken,” said Madge—“already !”

“Look!" Polly cried, pointing to the rifled
drawer, ‘““Sce for yourselves—gone, all of it!"

“Does ir make any difference?” Pam voiced
calmly. “If the money’s gone, don’t we know wha
took 1t?"

“We do,” Betty said fiercely, *“That it was
taken last night, when we expected it to happen
on IFriday night, only makes this difference, girls.
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We were not about to-catch the thief in the act!®”

“No, but some of the money was marked!”
Polly reminded her chums, with that grim smile
of hers. ““And now, how thankful I am that we
did ‘mark ‘some of the coins! If we hadn’t don
s0, then—that thieving Vanessa——" @

“'8h, Polly—"

“But why?” the headstrong one rushed on as
loudly as ever. “We know it’s Vanessa! Didn't
I make a point of telling her, yesterday, that we
were keeping money in this study?” L

“Yes, but—we haven't caught her in the act,”
Betty gravely commented. ‘“It’s true, she doesn’t
know that some of the money was marked. But
now, it looks fo me as if we shall have to be
awfully .careful—" . - <

“Careful 27 Polly stamped.’ “Go to her now,
I say, and accuse her to.her face! And if she

denies i, get her searched—and the marked

money- found upon her!”

“That’s all very well, Polly, but—"
- “But what;, Betty 2”

““Who is going to do the searching? ¥You know
we hopéd to catch her in the act on Friday night,
in which: case we wcould have agreed to let her
‘off if she would write an anonymous letter to

Midk Somerfield, clearing Effie Barnard about that .

other theft. -Now, howeveér, if we hadn’t marked
some of the coins, ;just in case—" ;
. “But we did mark them " Polly burst in again.
“And theéy are upon'her now!
© got to. do. the mexi be hhi{;,

- gaot_to be righted }“ If we can’t do it now, without
disgracing - Vanessa—well,’ it can’t be helped!
That isn’t our faultt . 'We would have if we could!
But the horrid thiéf was’in-such a hurry to get
hold of.the -moneg,she—she couldn’t even wait
until . Friday. nig
find_her, right no

‘fPol]yTstOE,!" s *.5 -

Bui Polly, impulsive as_ever, was already out
of the study, flying up the corridor. For one
moment Betity and the others stood exchanging
dismayed glances, = .. .-

“8he’ll bhe saying things—like she did about
Effie,” Betty muttered anxiously. ' “Why can't
Polly wait—take time to _thing?”

The simple answer was, of course, that Polly
was—Polly | ook

They rushed out after her, bub only caught her
up' when she was above- stairs, in the seniors’
quatters, speaking’ wildly to Vanessa, who stood
in' 'pyjamas at heér ‘¢tubicle entrance.

““Thief, that’s what you are—thief|” Polly's
chums’ licard her shouting as they breathlessly
came upon the scene. “You've been-to Study 12
in the night—you have, you thief! You, the same
girl who took the hospital money! You knew that
poor Effie Barnard had been ‘accused, sacked——"
““Has this girl suddenly lost "her reason?”
Vanessa icily inquired of Betty and the others.
“You hear what she is saying? Is she -quite
mad, or what?” .

“No, she isn’t——" )

“Oh, isn't she?” sneered Vanessa, drawing
herself up. “Then you are backing her up, are
you? T’'m & thief, am I? Good! I will—"

' ““What’s all this row about?” another voice
suddenly interposed; and there was Morcove’s
head girl, Ethe! Courtway. ;

Vanessa was late in getting dressed this morn-
ing. Ethel, like the rest of the seniors, was fully

dressed—would have been downstairs by this time, .

but she had heard the row starting.
. 39
“These kids, Ethel—they’re crazy!”
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“T’ll hear what they have to say, anyhow.
Betty 7 . a

“1t_is like this, Ethel. After Effie Barnard was
sacked for stealing that hospital money, we were
suddenly convinced—only we ‘couldn’t prove it—
that she was not the thief after all. We suspected
a certain girl—"" ’ e

““And’ so we set a trap for her!” Polly panted.
“As we had a perfect right to do. Don't you
understand, Ethel, we simply had to think of
Effie, had to get her rightef—” .

“Yes, I quite understand that. But 2

“This—this is the girl we suspected,” Betty

.~spoke on, ]i;ointing to Vanessa; “this senior. If’s
very terrible, Ethel; but there is not the slightest
doubt—" :

“Oh, isn't there?” laughed Vanessa. “In other
words, you can prove it this time, can you?”

“Yes, we can!” Polly flared out again. “By
having you searched, as we demand to have you
searched—mow ! Kthel—it must be done—before
this wicked thief can use any of the money she

£ 'to?k from Study 12 last night.” .

a3

. “I took no money—- -

“You did, Vanessa!” Betty unhesitatingly
accused the senior to her face. ‘‘ And, unluckily
for you, some of the money was marked! We
were ‘ready for you, one way or the other. “We
didn’t want any public scandal, but it’s got.to be
that now—=" .7 o

“Not - for me,” Vanessa smiled, shaking ler
head. " “No scandal for me. Er—Ethel "—very
airily—*I think you will agree, if the money
was taken by me, I haven’t had much time to
spend it, have 1?7 ;

“She has had time to hide it!”? Polly suddenly
realised.© ““And that is why she'can afford to be
so calm ! : : -

“ But remember, you girls,” Ethel said quietly,
“Vanessa is not in the position of a girl who has
been -previousty: acensed. This accusation of -
yours, whether right or wrong, must have come
as ‘a surprise to her.” . :

“I don’t know that anything can surprise me,”
Vanessa drawled, ‘“that Study 12 does! But go
ahead ! Shall I stay here—not move an inch—
until I have been searched? And my cubicle, and
my study?” E

Ethel Courtway spoke with quiet authority.

“If you are wise, Vanessa, that is what you will
do—wait here. - A mistress must be fetched. Betty,
will you find your Formi-mistress? Thanks!”—as
Betty sped away. < :

Miss Merrick was soon upon the scene, and
after that proceedings became private. There
was nothing for excited girls to gain that would
satisfy their- curiosity by any hanging about on
the stairs.

But sufficient had been overheard by one girl
and- another fo cause a tremendous semsation
throughout the school. : -

Anocther theft from Study 12! And Polly Lin-
ton—she had been at it again, with that fongue
of hers! - As before, when chums of hers would
have preferred not to be in too much of a hurry
to launch an accusation, Polly had *hoiled over 1

‘More than this was being said everywhere in
the school, for much more was known.

Polly had accused - Vanessa Ducrane! The
Study 12 girl’s furious accusation had been over-
heard by dozens of others. Well! It was to be
hoped, fer Polly’s own sake, that she had made
no. mistake | ' ¢ gy

So Morcove gossiped, during one of the mest
sensational half-hours that had ever occured,
before breakfast. r
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Fay and Edna Denver, with
their usual mialice towards
Study 12, tried to spread a
Delief that  Vanessa Ducrane
would come out of the whole
sthing with flying . colours. But
ithu general feeling was one of:
#Not so sure!”

Very fow girls would have

been ready to vouch for Van-
essa’s honesty at all times, Tler
conduci had not always been
‘above reproach. She had been
ifound out over lies—often.
‘Above all, she was given to
making an extravagant display,
when really she did not come
'of a wealthy family.
- In other words, Vanessa went
beyond her means, and anyone
who does that is, of course,
liable to fall into temptation.
Morcove had to think of all
the possibilities, there must be
no jumping to the conclusion
that Vanessa simply MUST be
guilty, because she MIGHT
have been pressed for money.

Breakfast-time  passed — off
without any  development.
Then came the march-in to
morning school—and no one's
suspense relieved!

Polly and her chums were
amongst their  Form-mates
'again, with not a word fo say.
{Perhaps they had been warned
that not a word must be said at
:present. But why! other girls
iwere wondering. Surely, by
‘this time, it should be known
one way or another! Rather
rough on Vanessa if she were
innocent—not to have been publicly absolved from
blame by this time. »

Was there, then, some suspicion still attaching
to her? Was Miss Somerfield— But, of course.
Miss Somerfield must be dealing with the matter!
She couldn’t be letting it slide—a thing like that!
. “And yet, here we are—all in class as usual!”

Many a girl belonging to Betty and Co.’s Form
was saving that to herself, when lessons had
begun. Nor were the chums of Study 12 them-
selves free from amazement that it was so—
“classes as usual 7!

Betty, for one, was very uneasy. More than
ever she wished that there had been no publicity.
When they found that the money was gone, they
should have decided to inform—nob Vanessa, but
the headmistress! But there, Polly had got the
bit between her teeth like that again.

No use blaming her. She was like i, and

 always would be! Besides, one must make allow-
ances for her raging desire to see Effie Barnard
righted.

‘At the mid-morning “break,” Betty and Co. had
nearly all the rest of the Form round them,
trying to get them to talk.

1t was one insistent, Do tell us!” which Bettr
answered again and again by saying that there
was nothing to tell. The matler was in the hands
of Miss Somerfield now, and that was all Study
12 could say, because that was all they knew.

As for Dolly, she had lapsed into the glum
silence of one who has rash utterances to rue.

the room.

«T won’t stay here to be so insul
but instantly Miss Somerfield rose and drew her back inta
‘¢ Stand there |
and Polly knew she would never be able to-
convince the headmistress of her innocence.

said sternly,

ted 1 "' Polly flared out,

How dare you, Polly 1 " she

Once again Polly was wishing that she had nok
been born with such an unruly tongue. _

It was no consolation to her that, in the heas
of the moment, she had meant to follow up the
accusation by having Vanessa searched there and
then. "

She had actually imagined that she and her
chums would do the searching! Such a thing
could never have been, as she was realising now.
If only she had realised it at the time! :

Then came Fay and Edna on to the games field,
where so much gossip was going on, with a bit of

aws.

" Just heard something in Vanessa's favour,
anyhow,” Fay boasted, whilst her sister glinted
spiteful eves at the chums. “Vanessa has offered
to prove thai she had asked her Town friend,
Doris Jessel, for the loan of a pound for a day
or two!"”

“But that,” cried Etta Hargrove and others,
“only proves that Vanessa was hard up!”

“Ys that all you think?” sneered Tay. - “Don’t
vou see it proves that Vanessa—when we know
how proud she is—had even lowered her pride to
ask for a loan from that grand friend of hers!”

% And as if Vanessa would have done that,"
added Fdna, “if she knew there was money to
steal, and had made up her mind to steal it!
No: I think Somebody will have fo be more
careful what she says, after this!”

“] really think she will HAVE

to!” Fay
agreed.
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smile, walked away, - :

The babel of talk: began afresh. Whether or
not Vanessa was guilty, and whether, if guilty,
it would be pmvedg against her now, was still the
core of the excitable debate when the bell rang
all the girls back into sehool.
+. *Classes again 1”” moaned the Form.
‘this to think about!”

Polly, at any rate, was not called upon. to
‘struggle with school work for the rest of the
morning.. At about half-past eleven, Helen, the
E‘arlourmaid, made an unwonted appearance in the

orm class-room with a message.

i‘Polly Linton, to report to the headmistress
at once!” :

Like an understanding “Ah!” from every girl
in-the desks, was the sighing ‘sound which went
about the class-room. 3

Polly sent for! -

That, for a certainty, meant some developiment -

—at lastl .

. LCalled to Account !
‘e ES, Polly; X want youi"”
’ - Miss Somerfield’s expression, like those

.~ first words of - hers, suggested that she
had been:waiting heres in’
some impatience. = -

In fact, .she looked altogether put out—a. rare
state for her to.be:in. But then—was it to be
~wondered at? Polly thought, as she closed the
door behind ‘her and then walked forward: Not
nice_for.any headmistiess, fo have had one scholar
accusing . anothey §

‘fP_ollg; must ask you. How much
‘money ha el i
" “None, ! eld, "

“ None »’

“ Well; only 4 few'c 3 ¢
shilling bit on-me -yesterday, out of which I paid
one-and-eight for “something delivered at the
school on Vanessa’s account. She owes me that
still. So XI'would hive—fourpence,” Polly smiled,
finding it amusing to be so exact.

But Miss' Somerfield did not relax her stern
expression,

*Then what about the money in your locker in

the dormitory, Polly?” X

“Whetre, Miss Somerfield 7 1

“In your own locker in the dormitory, Polly!
The sum of one pound, sixteen shillings—all in
silver, wrapped up in a handkerchief of yours,”

Polly’s parted lips worked, but they emitted not
a word. She stood dumbfounded by the shock . of
what Miss Somerfield had said, and during a
dramatic silenco she- stared at the headmistress.
-Slowly, that stare, meeting Miss Somerfield’s
steady gaze, became a fierce one.

'“Money,” the scholar voiced at last, “in my
locker?.~Then I know nothing—nothing whatever
about it, that’s all!” she suddenly Hared out
hotly. - . - i . 5 .

. “}%ut,” the headmistress submitted sternly,
“can there be any doubt that it is the very money
that you allege to have been stolen? One pound,”
sixteen shillings, Polly! The exact sum, accord.
ing t6 what I was informed at breakfast-time, less
the three miarked coins.” . :
.“Oh,” Polly jerked, *“‘the marked coins—not
with the rest? }‘J’ow I seel” :

;T am efraid I have-seen a reason, Polly, why
those marked coins were not found in your
locker,” came the eold response.” “No girl, being

: that they were marked. would wish to keep
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them—naturally. And you—you did know that
there were. some marked coins?”

“Enow?. Of course I knew! Why, I myself
marked them | But-what is the idea, then; now ?”
Polly rushed on furiously. “Ig it imagined that
I robbed my own study, my own chums? ‘Thag

- I took all the money, but took care not to keep

the marked coins? Miss Somerfield, if THAT is
what you think, then J—= Oh, I won’t stay here
another minute, to be so insulted! I won't!”

“Polly Linton-—" ’

“You may be my headmistress; even so, T'Il
not stand for such a thing as this!”

Polly was-siriding away to the door as she zaid
But before she reached the door
the headmistress drew her back. -

“Now, stand there! Tow dare you, Polly,
treat me as jif—?>

“Then how dare you look upon me as a thief ?
Next, I suppose, it is to be gaid that I took that
other money |7 ) - 3
. “In both cases, Polly, you were custodian of
the money. In both cases you were the first to
denounce another girl as being the thief.  There
was Efﬁ_e Barnard, whom I dismissed; and now,
to-day, it is a senior against whom you have made
charges, What am I to think about Effie now,
when—"

“ You can take it that Effie was innocent ! LI
be-only too glad if you will 2

“I am going to treat her as the victim of a
I ) Vanessa has emerged

rom the strictest inquiry as a perfectly innocent
irl, and it is only fair for me to assume that in
ffie’s case, tao, .the charge against her mnever
should have been made. As for who has been
the: thief— ; -
" “T have, have 17"

“Polly, the money reported this morning to
have been stolen in the night has been found in
your locker.” : '

YAs if,” Polly laughed wildly, ' “I would put
money there that I had stolen! When the lock
itself is broken, too!” i

“I admit it eeemed incredible to me—until it
was pointed out to me that you had no reason
to fear that your belongings would be searched.
There has been no search, on suspicion, Polly.
You are not too tidy, ever, in the dormitory, and
this. morning matron herself found = housemaid
having to do far more clearing up after you than
should bhe—-* :

“T'm sorry if I gave anyone any trouble——*

1, » am very, very sorry, Polly, about all
this,” was the grieving answer. It ‘was then
that matron herself, putting something away in
your locker, came upon the money. There is
another thing about its being there. I cannot
forget, Polly, that you have many friends who
scarcely ever let you out of their sight.”

Polly stared.

i “{,—I, don’t quite understand, Miss Somerfield

“Could you have found an opportunity, very

. easily, early this morning, of going alone—say,

out of doors——" S
“But I tell you, I didn’t have any stolen money
to be hidden away out of doors or anywhere else’l
If the money was found in my locker, then it was
put_there, that’s all! It's an old trick—-" :
- “Resorted to, Polly, in very different circum-
stances- from those that have prevailed this morn-
ninﬁ. I may tell you that there has been special
vigilance, put in force by me as early as eight
o’clock this morning. It is no use, and now I

must- ask you—-7" | bt
o



Twopence

“T've already said I know nothing about the
money, Miss Somerfield—"’

“Wait to hear my question, Polly. Have you
been in any pressing need of a big sum of money
lately ¥ ;

o1

«¥Vour brother, at Grangemoor; has he—'

“No! And it wouldn’t have made any differ-
ence if he or I had needed a thousand ounds !
T wouldn't steal a penny from anyone! ?(et you
believe I first robbed a hospital fund, and then
robbed my own chums! Oh, I

“Clontrol yourself, Polly,
for T am anxious to spare you

2
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“TThen there is nothing more to be said.”

Miss Somerfield’s dismissing nod was as sad
as her voice had been. Polly, ﬁiving a slight bow,
marched away to the door. She opened 1t; then,
pausing, she faced round.

“ Hospital money—and you believe I took it!
Money my chums had subseribed for something
clse, and you believe I took that as well!l And
it means you think I accused Effie Barnard—that
girl i—when all the time—— Oh!” Polly brake
off with a sobbing ery and floundered away,
drawing the door shut behind her.

by letting nothing go beyond
these four walls. Effie Bar-
nard T can re-engage, without
needing to say more than that
I am quite satisfied we did
hier great injustice and are
anxious to make full amends.
As for Vanessa Ducrane, you
must write an_opology which,
in fairness to her, I must put
on the green-baize board.”

« Apologise to her!” Polly
cjaculated indignantly. “But,
Miss Some.rﬁ,srld-—-"

Y Polly—
“Ym sorry, but I must
ntterly refuse, Miss Somer-

field, and so that is all there
is to it1”

“Then, since you refuse, my
only course will be to send
vou home—expelled.”

“All right; do that!?

“(lome, come, Polly! Iam
thinking of your parents—the
great regard I have for your
dear mother. Don’t compel
me to do this thing! Vanessa
is guiltless, and an apology to
her is due from you.”

“Qhe is not going to get

L5 ublic apology, after 51
the puglicit—y _of this morn- Ha.2
ing’s accusation, she musk

have, Polly!”

“And I say I can’t apolo-
gise, so there!”

Tt was a deadlock now.
There they stood, headmistress

and  pupil, silent whilst a
battle of looks weni on.
Polly, although upset, was

neither hysterical nor tearful.
She simply looked recklessly
defiant.

“Very well, then; you will
have to go home. I happen
to know your parents are in
Tondon and not expected back
at Linton Hall until next
Wednesday. You will be
sent home, Polly Linton—next
Wednesday. You under-
stand 7"’

“Ves, Miss Somerfield!”

“You quite understand that
it is vour refusing to apologise
to Vanessa that Is getting you
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VA!{.ESSA Docrane had not been required. to
attend classes, this morning. Fair allowance
had been made for the upset she had suffered.

%o, at & moment when Pally was goin upstairs
to Study 12, she and the senior chanced to meet.

No one was by to witness the encounter. All
other scholars were still in class.

Only Vanessa saw the look which Poll had -
for her. Only Polly saw the smile which Vanessa

gave—heard " her laugh
smile and laugh implying:
“So much for you, my girl!”

Polly Can Smile |

UNNY TREVOR, first in the race upstairs

after the midday dismiss, stopped dead with

* surprise .as -soon as she ha
the door of Study 12.

“No, girls,” she called back to Betty and others,
who were swarming 1
isn't here|” :
* They crowded into the reom, only to have Form-
mates of theirs surging about the door an instant
later. Polly’s own particular chums were not the
only scholars by any- means who wanted to know
—well, ‘the latest! v

“Oh;, beat i, some: of you,” Beity entreated.
“Qhe’s not here; as ‘you can see, and we know
no more than you: dot” =

Nor .was this uncertainty and suspense to be

relieved until forty minutes later, by which time-
the general hanging ahout had ended. It was a

fine' midday, luring girls: out to the famea field.

Polly, . h slipped into the schoolhouse by a

“side dogf, was able to:mount to Study 12 without
being feem. i ;
“Then, as she walked into the study—all smiles

—her
their
“pglly
“Bekas,

you been,
*T havi
blithe aphouncement, “to let Effie Barnard know
that shé is to be given her job back—at onge."’
T really is all Tight, then, about everything?”
Betty joyfully inferred. “Miss Somerfield is
satisfed that the girl who took last night's money
also took the other?” -
“Splendid I
“ Miss _Somerfield,” Poll
delighted outery had died

ums bounded up from chairs or forsook
le-cdge perches, exclaiming thankfully :
At last, dear!” . E
what ze diggings, Polly! Where have
when you know very - well—"" -

spoke, when all the
own, ““is satisfied that

T took last night’s money—and the hospital money
as well I .

“.THE FATEFUL DAY!

Polly Linton or Vanessa - il
Ducrane — which will
have to leave Morcove ?.

Don’t ‘miss next Tuesday’s
splendid long. Morcove story:

- % When Wednesday Meant Expulsion
" by MARJORIE STANTON

- THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

as she passed ‘on, both’

thrown wide .

down the corridor; “Polly -

been into Barncombe, girls,” was the
- 8he owes me one-and-eight;

_isn'b it, girls,

- ours!”

Every Tuesday
Btudy 12 gasped: lt”

“Wha-a-at!”

“And I have the pleasure of informing you,”
Polly smiled on, “that pext Wednesday 1 am to
be—expelled.” e
+ ¥ Pollyi™

“ Howwows !”

““ Bekas——"" = .

“You're joking, Polly!” cried Bunny. =

“I'm not.” -

“You must be! You don’t seem upset!”

“Why should I-be? T wanted Effie Barnard to
be righted, and righted she is. As for my being
saddled. with both thefts—I didn’t touch a penny,
and 0 T am not going to care two hoots even

“QOh, but explain!” Betty and others clamoured,
still looking horror-struck. ‘‘You—yol t—saddled
with both thefts?” - ’

“Last night’s money, girls,
chance, in my locker this morning. Vanessa,
T am told, is innocent, quite innocent! A public
apology is o’wing to her, from e, s0 1 am - told.
‘And T have told Miss Somerfield that I mean to
go on owing it.” . .
“ Polly’s pausing resulted in a stunned silence.

Then Betty, looking aghast, whipped- about to
the door. K 2 .

“T'm going to see Miss Somerfield aboui this!
Oh, but I must! We can’t have you—"

“You won’t have me—after next Wednesday,”
Polly said, at the same time catching hold o
Betty to prevent her rushing away: “ At least,
not unless I can clear myself in the mcantime:
Five days I've got. Think I can do it? Anyhow—
have a good try! Gosh, if I don’t!”

Again that intense silence.

“Well, zis is a sweendlel” Naomer quavered
at last. .

“That  Vanessa,” Betty said, clenching and
unclenching ber hands. “I am mot going to say
it, but we all know what to think—"

* And so, perhaps,” Polly smiled, “you won't
be “surprised that I have refused to apologise?
T'll owe her the

was found, by

apology !” .

Polly, in a moment, had changed to a state
of passion. ' . G 2

“fffe’s righted!’ And isn't that everything—
when I felt ready to do anything
to right her? You think I am galng to be down,
you think I can look miserable, when, only hali
an hour ago, in that girl’s home in Barncombe—
I only wish you'd been there fo see the joy it
gave Hffie! I raced any message “Miss  Somer-
field may have sent off to Effie—" | "

“But, Polly,” broke in Madge tremulously,
“did you tell Effie—about yourself?”

“No, .I didn’t. tell her that. Why spoil her
happiness! You, Betty, said just now—° that
Vanessa’! She has done it on us once, girls; she
has done it on us twice,” Polly said slowly and
fiercely. “But if I don’t see her expelled insiead
of being expelled myself—next Wer nesday—then
T’ve gob no more spirit in me than’ this duffer of
She suddenly turned to kiss the crown of
Paula’s drooping head. “And no more brains,

_either!”

The playful words, only achieved by Polly’s
desperate stoicism, gould not win a smile.

‘After a moment, che turned to a wall calendar.

“Make a note of it, girls! Next Wednesday—
Vanessa Ducrane or Polly Linton to:be expelled.
One or the other of us it must be, and so you can
all go on wondering which!” '

i i {ENDS OF) THIS WRER'S STORY]- b



