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EXPULSION STARED CERALD CUTTS IN THE FACE—UNLESS HE COULD SAVE

HIMSELF AT THE EXPENSE OF AN INNOCENT JUNIOR!
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As Cutls dictated the letter Digby wrote it down.

CHAPTER 1.
Taken to Tea!

IGBY was sitting on the corner
of the table in Study No. 6 in

the School lHouse at St. Jim’s,
when  Blake, Herries. and
D'Arcy, his study-mates, . came in.
Diabger‘md a note in hix hand, which he
ha m reading for the second time,
and there was a puzzled wrinkle on
Digby's brow.
“It's  all Jack

right,” announced

Blake.
“Quite  all  wight,”  said  Arvthur
Augustns D'Arey. “Tom Mewny has

come to the wescue |” -

“Come on, Dig!"" said Herries.

Digby did not get off the table. Ile
glmwetf at his chwms, and then looked
again at the note in his hand. Some-
thing about that note scemed to puzzle
Digby of the Fourth; but he seemed
pleased as well as puzzled.

“What's all right?” he asked, a
little absently.

Blake looked surprised.

“Why, about tea, of course,” he
“Tom Merry came into the tuck-
shop whilo I was trying to soften Mrs,
Taggles’ hard heart, and get her to
run a little tick until Saturday. Those
8hell bounders are standing an extra-
special ten in their study, and they've
asked us to come. Hence these smiles.
It’s all right.”

Tnr GeMm LisrarY.—No. 1,488,
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sheep of 8t. Jim's 1

“Oh 17 said Digby.

“Well, como on!” said Blake, still
utore surprised, und a little indignant.
“I should think you'd be pleased.
We've been wondering whether we were
going to get any tea at all, funds heing
m  such & votten stale, und CGussy
having wasted the last guinca in the
study in reckless extravagance on new
toppers -

“ Weally, Blake, it was only one new
toppah 1” said Arthur Augustus D'Avey
mldly. “1I should not be likely 16 get
more than one toppah for n guinca, [
suppose. And I was not aware at the
time that you ciiaps were stony—"

“Anyway, we're going to have tea
with Tom Merry,” said Herries. " So
wake up and come along, Dig. What's
the matter with you?”

“The fact is——" began Digby,

“The fact is I'm hungry,” said Blake
briskly. “Come on!”

“I've had an invitation to tea.”

“1It never rains but it pours,” said
Blake genially. “ Who has been along
asking us to tea now, like a good
Samaritan 7"’

Digby coloured a little.

“Not us!” he said.

“Oh, only you!" said Jack Blake,
with a snifl. . “Don’t say you accepted
it, or T shall feel bound to bwnp you
for deserting your pals in & time of
distress.’

“I haven't accepted it,” Digby hur-

(L]

“Only me!
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The junior little knew how he was playing into the hands of the black

ried to state. 1 was going to ask the
chag‘ if you fellows conld come, too.”
“That's better. You needn’t accept
it now, as we'ro going to Tom Merry's
quarters.  Tell the chap you're much
obliged, and you can't come, but yon'll
remember him next time we're stony.”
“I suppose 1 could go now, as you
chaps have got your ten sonewhere ("

said Digby,
“You can, if you like, of course,”
said  Blake,  “If it's somo special

friend you don’t want to disappoint.”

“One doesn't get an invitation from:

tho  Fifth every day,” =:uid Digby
thoughtfully.
His chums stared at him, It was

certainly rare for Fowrth Formers to
be invited to tea by the great men of
the Fifth. The Fifth were seniors, not
quite so awe-inspiring as the Sixth, per.
haps, but awfully majestic to the
juniors.  Between seniors and juniors
there was a great gulf fixed.

“Do you mean to say that
Fifth Form chap has asked
tea 1" demanded Blake,

o Yl‘s..‘

“Well, that alters the case,” said
Blake considerately.  * Perhaps we'll
let you go. Who's the johnny t”

“Look at that,”” said Digby, helding
out the note. " Young Irayne of the
'I.‘hir.t‘i brought it to me ten minutes
ago.

The chums of the Fourth lcoked at
the note together. And all three of

some
You to
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THIS POWERFUL LONG YARN OF ST. JIM'S WILL HOLD YOUR UNFLAGGING
INTEREST TO THE LAST LINE.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD
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them frowned as the
ture at the bottom.

“Dear Digby,—I should be glad to
see you to tea in my fl#iy, six sharp.
“You

rcad Lhe signa-
he note ran:

“G. Currs.”
“Cutts of the Fifth,” said Blake,
with a portentous frown. “The

blackest sheep at Bt. Jim's! What is
he asking gon for? You shan't go!"

“ Wathah not!” said D'Arcy. “I do
not wegard Cutts of the Fifth as a
suitablo person for a ﬂouugut-h like
you to associate with, Dig.”

“He's a ‘betting cad!” growled
Herrics. "“He plays ker in his
study, too, at nights—1 know that!
Keep clear of him 1"

“And come along to Tom Merry's
study,” said Blake.

Dic‘g)y did not move.

*Chaps say a lot of thingn about
Cutts,” he remarked, “but he's been
very civil to me lately. I don't sco
that he could do me any harm.”

‘“Have you come into a fortune sud-
denly 1” asked Blake.

« 0, ass [

; “You haven't recoived d.ll tipeoinlly
a remittance unox?m y 1*

r‘%f courso I haven't!”

“Then I can’t sce what Cutts wants
with you,” said Blake. “I can under-

stand his making up to Qussy. Gussy
cts fivers galore from his governor.
ussy has been buttered tts, but

he's had the sense to let him alone.”

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“I do not wegard Cutts as a person
suitable to associate with,” he re-
marked. “I have told him, in fact,
that I do not appwove of him.”

“]'I'Well.t h? can't w‘ler:’t I;o hgcl. any-
ing out of me,” ur igby. “He
knows I'm stony, and he knows I don’t
have a big allowance. 1 sup you
don't think he wants to teach me to
play pl::kl?r, and :elah n;a out of nine-
pence-halipenny, do youl!”

Blake reﬂoei’-d. y

“1 don’t know what he's up to,” he
said at last, “but I know goll; well that
he's up to no good. Perhaps he wants
you to do something for him—carry a
message to some beastly bookmaker, or
smuggle cigarettes into the school.”’

“1 wouldn’t do cither,” said Diqby.

“Bafer to keep out of his reach,” said
Blake. “Now, listen to your uncle,
and don't be an assl Come to Tom
Merry's study. He's got ham and eggs
and sardines.”

* And strawberry jam——"'

Digby looked a little obstinate. It
was an_honour to bo asked to tea by
a member of the lmfhty Fifth, and
Cutts was well-known for the excellence
of his feeds. And Cutts was not merely
a common or garden member of *the
Fifth, so to speak. IHe was the most
swagger member of that Form. He
was as well dressed as D'Arcy of the
Fourth, which is saying a great deal.

Digby was flattered by the invitation,
all the more because he could not pos-
sibly sce how Cutts could profit by Eim
in any way. To Digby’s simple mind,
it was clear that Gerald Cutts meant to
be kind, and that he was a decent
fellow enough, in spite of the things
that were whispered about him in the

School House. He was a wild beggar
in some ways, perhaps, but Digby was

not bound to follow his ways.
Blake, Herries, and D'Arcy ex-
olnngeJ glances. It was evident that

their chuin meant to accept the invita-
tion, In fact, Digby was a little
nettled at the grandfatherly way in
which his chums were taking care of
him. He felt that he was quite able to
take care of himself.

“Now, Dig. old man, you don’t want
to go to Cutts 1” urged Blake.

“No harm if I do,” said Dig.

“Well, perhaps not; but ﬁ'u can't
touch pitch without being defiled, you
know.” .

“Yaas, wathah! Cutts is a wank
outsidah 1”

“Come on, Dig!” chorused the three
juniors persuasively.
“Rot 1 said Dig. “*Why shouldn't I

go?! I'm going I"

“Rats 1" said Blake  decidedly.
“You're not! You're coming with us!
If you won't walk, you'll bo carricd|
We can’t have you di.lall'lcl.ni Study
No. 6 by associating with Fifth Form
bounders! Collar him 1*

Ol:l here,” roared Digby, *I—

Loggo, you asses| gg0, you
nil'lly ehuf'l'll ! ,l—. YahI*
hey did not let him go.
They collared Digby and whisked him
off the table, and ou{ of the study into

When Gerald Cutts offered the
hand of friendship to Robert
Dighy, the latter was not un-
natarally suspicious of the black
sheep of St. Jim’s. But such
was the cunning of Cutts, that
Dighy was far from guessing
how he was to be the dupe of a
ruthless scheme to save the black
sheep from expulsion !
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the pascage. Digby struggled violently
in the grasp of his too-affectionate
chums.

“Leggo I" he roared.

“Kim on1” said Blake.

Digby was rushed along .and round
the corner into the 8hell passage.
Unfortunately, there were three juniors
in the passage, all of them laden with
R:Cklm and bags. They were Tom

erry, Manners, and Lowther, and they
wero taking in supplies for that feed.

In the hurry and cxcitement of the
moment, Blake & Co. did not observe
them till too late. They rushed Digh
round the corner of the Tﬂuﬂge an
right into the Terrible Three. Thero
was a terrific collision.

“ Oh Ill

" Yah tl’

“My hat!”

Bump, bumnp, bump! Crash! Smash!

CHAPTER 2.
The Feed That Didn’t Come Off !

OM MUERRY went sprawling forth
on his face, anners and
Lowther rolling with him, and
Blake & Co. rolled over Manners

and Lowther,
The parcels the Shell fellows had been
carrying crashed upon the floor.
There was an ominous crash of cggs,

and there was a spurting and splashing
of yolks as the sprawling juniora fell on
them.

“0Oh, Great Scott!”

“What tho—who the—how the—"

“0Oh’ crumbs 1"

“Geroff 1”

Tom Merry sat up du.ed‘lg_. He folt
that he was sitting in some! m&‘shel'ty.
It was the strawberry jam! The jar

had broken on the floor, and Tom
Merry was in the jam, which w

nover of service again for a study
“Oh 1" gasped Blake, as he rolled off

Lowther’s neck, Lowther hel|;n him
off with n_di_g in the ribs. *“Oh, my
hat! Borry !’

“Yaas, wathahl Ow, cwumbsl!

Sowwy, deah boys!" .
“Didn’t see you I” panted Herries.
Digby had dashed away up

pussage and,_ disappeared round the

nearest corner. The juniors did not
notice his flight for the moment.

The Terrible Three augrered up, and
they looked daggers at Blake, Herries,
and D’Arcy. o jam was gone, the
eggs were sm , and even the ham
was not attractive-looking now. Herries'
big_boots had squashed uwn it. The
sardines, being in a tin, had escaped
unhurt; but the sardines were all that
had come through the disaster unm-
scathed.

“You frabjous asses!” roared Tom

Mqr‘rr,y.

“You blithering cuckoos !” shrieked
anners.
“You burbling jabberwocks!” hooted

Lowther.

i sorry I gasped Blake.
“We didn’t see you in time; we were
in a hurry. We were lmnfing Digby in
to tea. Why, where is he1”

“Bai Jovel He's gone!”

“ After him 1” shouted Blako,

“Yaas, wathah *
h'l‘he lhreedll'ourt::h Formers da‘hed. at

P lﬁod own the p , leaving
Tom Merry & Co. in blank astonish-
ment, amid the w age of their :ro
visions. Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy
disappeared round' the corner in -hot

ursuit of Digby, and the SBhell fellows
ooked at one another blankly.

“Mad!” said Lowther. “Mad as
giddy hatters!| What did you ask throe
raving lunatics to tea for, Tom Merry 1*

“Quite potty, I should say I” gasped
Mannors. “ Look at the eggs I”

“Look at the. jam!” groaned Tom
Merry. “Look at my bags!”

“The whole blessed lot mucked up 1*
hooted Lowther. “And not a blessed
bob left to get anything else | I—I—I'll
isml[;.n those raving duffers! I'll slaughter
em »

“They won’t ‘f“ much tea now if the;
come " growled Tom Merry. “Thero's

only the sardines left 1”
The Shell fellows gathered up the
fragments as well as thoy could and

bore them into their study. There tho
scraped off jam and smashed egﬁ, wit!
enorts of fury. That tea in Tom errf'l
study had been intended to be a jolly
little celebration. Tom Merry, in the
kindness of his heart, had asked Study
No. 6 as soon as he learned that they
were stony. The Tesult was mnot
encouraging to kindness of the heart.
Instead of the cosy and plentiful tea,
there would be nothing but bread-and-
butter and sardines. .

Hence the Terrible Three were not in
a good temper as they prepared that
meagre tea.

And when, ten minutes later, Blake,

Tux Gex 1.—No. 1,
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Herries, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
camo in breathless, the 8hell follows met
them with grim looks.

- wHaven’t got him 1” growled Blake.

“He's got away!” said Arthur
Augustus, “We went like anythin’, but
he dodged us, you know.”

“Couldn’t stay away any longer,” said
Herries. “ Afraid you feflows might be
waiting for your tea. Dig will have to
take his chance |”

** Well, tea's ready, such as it is !” said
Tom Merry grimly. “Dig won't miss
much, at all events. Therc's a loaf and
s half and two tins of sardines.”

‘*Bai Jove "

" Whero are the cggs ?” asked Blake.

“Bpread over our clothes |”

“And tho jam?”

“On my trucks|”

“Oh corumbs!” said. Blake. *All
through that ass Digby! Never mind.
Sardines are good cnough for me.”

**Yaas, wathah! And I'm quite fond
of bwoad-and-butter.”

“Well, thero's plenty of that,” said
Tom erry, as he served out the
sardines. "'And now you seem to be
sane again, you might explain what you
bumped into us for.”

“We wore after Dig,’’ said Blake,
M"’T}f‘ lglmnﬁll.lﬁ ltheA“rdmvu. “f
say, this is all right 'ood appetite
is better than cream puffs.”

“What has Dig been doing!” asked

Tom Mqr?.

"“He had the cheok to go to tea with
one of the Fifth, after the study had put
its foot down on it,” said Blake. *Of
course, we told him he had to come
here to tca—so we were bringing him 1"

“Yaas, wathah1?

“Bus got away; we couldn't actu-
ally chase him into Cutts' study,'’ said
Blake. *'The Fifth would have dropped
on us heavy if we got into their
quartors.”

Tom Merry started.

“ guun 1” he oxclaimed.

" e.'ll

“He's the chap who's asked Dig to
i“'t';) asked the Terrible ree
er.

" He's tho pippin !"

“ Has Dig come into a fortune?”

*Ha, ha, ha! That's exactly what I

im, But he hasn’t; he's stony
Cutts has tiken a fancy to Dig—what
l’or, I'm blessed if I know I”
“Cutts is up to no , you can bet
our Bunday hat on that !’ said Monty
wther emphatically. “Wo know
Cutts and his little ways. You remem-
ber what Fatty Wynn of the New House
says—he heard him scheming to give
away the Wallaby match just to win
money on it from rotten bookmukers I”

“Kildare didn't believe it, but we
did,” said Tom Merry quietly. *Cutts
must have been awfully hard hit over
that. He had a big sum of moncy laid
against 8t. Jim's, as we all know, and
he must have Jost as we won the match,
1 Diﬁ, had_any moncy, I should think
now that Cutts was after it to get a
loan to gny his debts.”

“But he's stony,” said Blake.

“Yes, that makes it queer.”

“Only we're not going to let him have
anything to do witﬁ Cutts,” said Blake,
with decision, “It’s not good eqouﬁh.
I don't trust him a quarter of an inch.”

“If Cutts has taken up Digby,” said
Tow Merry, “it's because he's got some
rotten turn to serve. Dig isn't safe in
his hands.”

“Only Cutts can be jolly agrecable
when he likes,” said Blake reﬂcctwel‘y.
“Dig is an obstinate ass, and we'll
g‘!{y woll stop his getting pally with

" ”

o Y.‘a!, wathah I*
Tue Gex Lispany.—No. 1,488,

“His father knows Cutts’ uncle,”
added Blake thoughtfully. “Cutts has
made that an excuse for taking him up,
I think,  But Sir Robert Digby has
known Cutts’ uncle over since they were
boys together, so Dig says, and if it
made any difference to Cutts, he could
ave shown it a bit sooner than this,
As a matter of fact, it's only for the
last few days ho's been so keen on Dig.”’

“I¢s an excuse,” said Tom Merry;
“it’s not his roason. Look here, you
chaps, Dig pufﬂ. not to be ass enough
fo bo taken in by Cutts; but if he is, he
ought to be looked after. And if you
follows aro going to look after him we'll
help you. The six of us ought to be a
match for Cutts, whatever his little
gamo might be.”

“Hear, hear!”

And over the sardines the chums of
the 8chool House discussed the matter,
and resolved to back up Digby and save
him from the unscrupulous clutches of
Gerald Cutts—though exactly how they
were to do it they did not quite know.

CHAPTER 3.
Cutts® Young Friend !

UTTS8 ot the Fifth was in his
study when Dig arrived there, a
little breathless after the chase,

Cutts’ study was one of the
largest in the Fifth lgorm a:nteru. and
it was well furnished. tts had an
ample allowance from his father, and he
spent it freely. He had ways of supple-
menting his allowance, too—ways that
would .:ertainly have earned his expul-
sion if they had beon known to the
Hoad of 8t. Jim's, Cutts betted on
horses and gambled at cards, and his
luck was phenomenal. But the knowing

ones declared that he was bound to
come a cropper sooner or later,
And Cutts had come a cropper., He

had played high, and his usual luck had
doscrted him. He had laid heavy bets
against 8t. Jim's in their match with
on Australian toam, and, being in the
8t. Jim's eleven, he had tried to throw
the match away. .

8t. Jim’s had won, and Cutts, in his
cortainty that it was a “good thing,”
had taken odds of three to one. He had
stood to win over thirty pounds, and
stood to lose a hundred.

Ho had lost the hundred!

Well provided as Gerald Cutts was
with money, he had not the slightest
I)rowect of raising anything like a
wndred pounds, or a half of that sum.

It was ruin, and ho knew it,

Yet, after the first torrible shock,
Cutts had rccovered some of his usual
coolness. i

He had to ﬂfht. now to satisfy
creditors, to koep his secret, to ward ol
ruin, and to_savo himself from_being
shown up and expelled from 8t. Jim’s,

Heo had made his bets on credit, and
he had to paE, or olse be_oxpom:f and
ruined. But he had not ﬁ:ven up hope
yet, He was devoting all his cuming
to that struggle to save himself.

Two or three of his betting creditors,
partly satisfied with small sums on
account, had agreed to give him time—
a short time—to raise the rest. But
one, at least, was at the end of his

aticnce, and that one, Jonas Hooke,
ad warned him_ that unless he
received a remittance in full on Mon-
day, Cutts could expect him at 8t
Jim’s.

Cutts had sent him nothing; and to-
day was Tuesday.

The mere possibility of a bookmaker
paying & visit to the school would
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have scared almost any fellow at St
Jim's into a fit.

It had no perceptible offcct upon
Cutts. If Hooke came and told his
story to the Head, Cutts would have
to leave 8t. Jim’s the same night in
disgrace. It would be the end of -his
career at tho school—the end of his
chance of getting the commission in the
cavalry regiment upon which his heart
was set.

And yet Cutts was rerfoctly cool with
that sword of Damocles suspended over
his head. He grected Dighy with &
nod and a pleasant smile as he cameo in,

Digby was looking and feeling a little
awkward. t was a great condescen-
sion for a Fifth Former to ask a fag
to tea, and Digby felt it.

“Glad to see you, Dighy,” said
Cutts affably. “You've hurvied—eh?”

Dilvby turned red.

“Yes, I—I've been in a wnp‘" he
confessed, “Onlﬂ fun, you know.’

“8it down, kid,” said the Fifth
Former genially, “Teca’s ready. My
fag's just finished and cleared out.
Li trtho toast up from the grate, will

O“ »

' Rather 1” said Dig.

It was an open secret in the Bchool
House that Cutts, in spite of his nmslo
allowance, was hard up, and hardly
knew where to turn for a half-crown.
But, all the same, he always contrived
to have a good spread on his study
table at tea-time. In some quarters
at least, ‘his oredit was still good.

Digby’s honest face lighted up as he
saw pileg of beautifully brown toas
and r.:fa kidneys and eggs poach
to a turn. It was one of Cutts’ very
nice little “brews,” and Digby won-
dored greatly that he should have asked
& Fourth Form fag. There were plenty
of fellows in the Fifth, and in the
Sixth, too, who would have been glad
to come.

And Cutts was_ very f{riendly and
genial over tea. Ho talked to Digby
just as if the junior were a senior like

imself, and did not treat him like &
fa% at all.

here was an expression of great con-
tentment upon Digby's cheerful face
and he felt very (friendly indeed
towards Cutts. He began to think that
fellows had been too hard on poor old
Cutts.

When that pleasant tea was finished,
Digby made a movement to rise. But
Cutts raised a detaining hand,

* Don’t go, kid.”

Digby nodded, and sat down again,
with perhaps a slight, uncasy fecling
inwardly. It was whispered in the
House that gambling at cards went on
in. Cutts’ study after tea. But, after
all, if Cntts wanted him to Tlay cards,
he could say no—cspecially as he
hadn't any money. o grinned in-
voluntarily at the idea of Cutts press-
ing him to play when he was stony.

“Call my fag, kid,” said Cutts.

Dig went to the door, and felt very
important as ho called “Fa-a-a.ag!”
down the passage. It was alinost as if
he were in the Fifth himself.

Curly Gibson of the Third came scud-
ding along the passage. He glared at
Digby as ho saw the junior in Cutts’
doorway.

“You chcck? rotter I'' he exclaimed
indignantly. " Do you mean to say that
you have got tho awful nerve to call
‘Fag'? Wh‘y. you're only a beastly
fag yourself 1"

“Gibson,” broke in Cutts’ icy voice,
“you'd better bo civil to my guest [*

Curly's manner changed at once,
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“Do you want me, Cutts?'’ he asked
meekly. )

“Yes. Clear away those things.”

“Yes, Cutts.”

Curly Gibson soon cleared away tho
tea-things, and, when ho was gone,
Digby waited for Cutts to speak. He
was rather nervous that Cutts was
Eolng to offer him a cigarette; he knew

utts’ little ways. But the black sheep
of the Fifth was gifted with tact. He
did not offer Digby a cigarctte, and he
did not smoke one himself, much to
the junior’s rolief.

“Not pressed for time—ech?”
Cutts.

“Not at all,’”” said Digby, who was a
littlo apprehensive of being ragged as
soon as Rn returned to Btudy I\?o. 6 in
tho Fourth.

“I really owo you an apology,” said
Cutts,

“Me?” said Digby, in astonishment.

“Yes. Your father and my uncle
woro schoolboys together, and thoy're
still great chums. My uncle's often
mentioned you'in his letters to me.”

“Has he?'" eaid Digby.

“I've been going to take an interest
in you for o long time,” said Cutts.
“But it's such a diffioulty to see juniors,
You understand that?”

“Oh, yes,” said Digby. )

“And then your study had a bit of
a prejudico against me, I think," said
Cutts, smiling.

Digby did not reply to that. It was
more polite to leave the remark' un-
answered and smile vaguely. He
couldn't deny that Study No. 6 in
the Fourth had a decided rcLudlce
against the black sheep of the Fifth.

“1 dare lli you heard the jaw there
was among the fags at the time of the
Wallaby match,” said Cutts, * about my
laying bets against 8t. Jim's?”

‘ Ahem 1” said Digby.

“That fat fellow in the New House,
Wynn, went to sleep behind a hay-
stack, and drecamed that he heard me
talking to somebody, or something of
that sort,’ said Cutts. “Of course, he
was talking out of his hat.”

“Oh|” said Digby.

“You're too scnsible a chap to
belicve all the chatter you hear, I'm
jolly sure of that,” said Cutts.

“I hopo sc,"” said Digby. .

“Well, I want to be your friend so
fur as o Fifth Form chap can be fricnds
with a junior,” said Cutts. “What do
you think 1"

To be offered in this genial way the
friendship of the arbiter of elegance in
tho Fifth—to be taken up by a scunior
whose rogard was esteemed by mighty
men in the Sixth! It was so flattering
that Digby could only stare in astonish-
m

said

ent.
“You're jolly kind!"” he managed to
say ot last.

“Well, I like you," said Cutts. “By
the way, my uncle is coming down (o
the school and you'll see hin,  llo's

vour futhor’s oldest friecnd—Major Cutts,
you know.”

Digby nodded. Cutts had never
shown the slightest sign of ncknow]odq-
ing any claim on tho Fourth Former's

nrt because his futher was the old
ricnd of Cutte’ uncle. Never till the
last week, at all events, Perhaps Cutts
was waking up rather late in the day
to a scnse of duty. Digby could not
quite make it out. He had never sup-
posed that Cutts cared twopence for his
uncle or his unelo’s friends,

“1 shall be glad to sece my father's old
chum,” said Digby at last.

Cutts laughed.

I suppoge you know he's rolling in
money,” ho remarked. “You can be

retty cortain that he'll tip Sir Robert

1Fby‘a son a quid at least.”

“1 say, Cutts, your uncle myst be a
ripping old sport!" said Digby. .

“He is,” said Cutts. “Now, kid, will
you lend me & hand?! I've got some
writing to do, and I've hurt my wrist in
the cricket; that ass Knox landed a ball
rlght on my wrist. Do you mind 1"

‘Lines?” asked Digby. Was the
secrct out at last? Fad Cults taken all
that trouble about the junior in order
to get him to write out an impot?

“Ha, ha! No, I don't have lines,’
laughed Cutts. “It's something else—
but it's a secret. You can keep 8
seeret '’ .

Digby became a little more suspicious.
A secret of Cutte'—that meant somo-
thing to do with Cutts’ wild ways, and
the Fourth Former not unnaturall
imagined the secret Lo be connected witl
betting, or backing horses, or surrepti-
tiows  visits to public-houses and
gambling clubs.

“Oh,” said Dig, “I—I'd rather you
didn't tell me your secret, if you don't
mind, Cutts!"

Cutts burst into a hearty laugh,

“You young asg, do you think it's a

uilty seoret o said good-humouredly.
guil 1" ho said good-h dl

‘It's quite a harmless matter. The
fact is, I'm writing a play.”

Digby jumped.

“ Writing a J;loy 1" he exclaimed.

Cutts nodded. ,

“My hat!|” said Digby, and he felt
greatly relieved. There certainly wasn't
any harm in Cutts writing s play.

“That's the secret,” said Cutts. *You
sce, I've trusted you, but you'll keep it
dark,. Not a word, you kngw."

“I'Il keep mum,"” said Di b[v.

“That's all right. Now I'll tell you

something aboul it,"’ said Cutts grimly.

“It deals with a giddy youug spend-
thrift who's been Tunumg and gettin
himself into an awful hole. He tries a

sorts of waya of raising tin, and fails,
and finally makes up his mind to shoot
himself.”

“Oh scissors!” said Dig. “That's
rather thick, isn’t it?”

“Plays have to be thick,” said Cutts.
“I've got it done up to the scene where
he sits down to write to his father. He
tells the old chap that he's in debt;
that he owes sixty or seventy pounds,
and doesn't dave to ask him to pay it,
%0 he's decided to blow his brains out.
Very pathetic and all that, I've boen
thinking it all out, and I want to get it
written down before 1 losc the thread of
it, you sce. Only my confounded wrist
is 50 stiff I can't hold a pen.”

“I'll do it with pleasure,” said Digby.
He would have done much more than
that to oblige the genial Cutts. That
there could be any hidden deception
under that frank explanation never
occurred for a single moment to him,

“Well, there's a pen,” said Cutts.
“You'll find some notepaper in that
desk—somo of the school notepaper.
That will do.”

Digby found the notepaper and dipped
Iy egl yin the ink nnc!ipwaitod. Guth
reflected.

f'dBegin. ‘8ccne II. Act three,’' " he
said.

“Right 1" Dig wrote it down,
“* Dear Father—' "'

“Good!”

““I'm afraid you will be shocked by
ghat I'm going to write,” ™ dictated-

utts.

Dighy wrote it down in his sprawling,
schoolboy hand.
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Cutts remained immersed in thought
for some minutes.

“No, on second thoughts, 1 won't
begin like that,” he said. “Do you
mind starting afresh1”

“Not at all.”

“Take a fresh sheet, then. Don't put
that in about the scene and act; I'm not

uite certain that I shall put this in the
third act. Begin it with * Dear Father.'
No; perhaps that's a bit too formal.
How do you start your letters home
yourself 7"’

“I always begin ‘Dear Dad,’” said

Dighby. )
“Good ! That sounds hetter,” said
Cutts. “Might as well begin that way.

Got a fresh sheet of paper?”

b ; I'm ready.”

"Woli, begin now,” Cutts dictated,
and Digby started the letter afresh,

“‘Dear Dad,~I'm afraid you will bo
shocked at this, I'm awfully sorry.
I've got into frightful trouble, I'm so
upsot that I hardly know what I'm
writing. Dear old dad, don’'t be too
upset when you hear what's happened,
I've n. betting on horses, and I've
lost & lot of money, They've beén

wor mg me for weeks and wecks, and
I'vo n going to write you, but didn't
dare to ask you for soventy-five pounds,

P’'ve been so miserable, I wish 1 was
dead. ‘I ean't stand it any longer, and
I'm ﬁo.ing to drop over the bridge on
the Rhyl to-night, and they won't be
able to threaten mo any longer.

e Good-h‘yu —and forgive me.

““Your miserable son,
“* Rosenr,” ™

“That's my own name—Robert,” said
Digby. “My name’s Robert Arthur,
you know,”

“1 named my poor hero after you,”
said Cutts, with a smile.

“Oh, I see! What about the name of
the river? The river here is ealled the
Rh‘yl." said the junior.

“I'm foin to alter that afterwards;
the Rhyl will do for the present,” said
Cutts.  “Of courze, that is only a rongh
draft.”

“T soe,” said Dighy.

Cuits took the letter and read it over
carefully, and nodded with satisfaction,

“1 think that will be all right,” he
said, “Now take a fresh sheet of paper,
and we'll go on with the scene. * Enter
Sir Jasper." ”

“‘ Enter Sir Jasper,’’
on a fresh sheet of paper.

Cutta folded up the paper and put it
into his ‘pocket-book; then he went on
dictating to Dighy, filling several sheets
of paper with tfm lines of the play. The
lines rolled out fast enough from Cutts’
fertile brain, and the junior was filled
with great admiration.

They wero still busy, when the study
door suddenly opened and Toby, the
School House page, looked in with a
startled face.

“Please, Master Cutts—"

“Well, what is it?” said Cutts,

“There’s a man says he must sce you
—a hawful man!” said Toby.

“Bring him in at once.”

“He says his name is Hooke.”

Cutts rose to his feet, and his faco
went pale.  The blow had fallen at
last.

“Has anybody seen him, Toliy ?"' he
askod.

“No, sir,” said Tobhy, looking scared.
“I—I think not, Master Cutie, But
he's speaking very loud, and

Cutts slipped a half-crown into Toby's
hand.

“Bring him here, and don't let any-
body see him,” he said.

“Yessir!I"”  said  Toby, and
departed on his ersand,

igby was on his feet now, fecling

rather awkward. He knew the name
of Jonas Hooke, the bookmaker of
Abbotsford. That the man should dare
to come to 8t. Jim's was astounding.

wrote Dighy

he

If the Head discovered that he had
come to see Cutts—
“You'd better cut off,” said the

Fifth Former. “Thank you for help-
ing me, Digby. It's a man I owe some
money to. Don't mention about his

coming here; I want to keep iv dark
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if T can. I've been a fool, and I'm in
an awful hole!”

Dighy's soft heart was full of com-
passion.

“I'll keep mum,” he said. “Rely on
me 1"

“Thanks 1”

Digby quitted the study. In the pas-
sage he passed the man Toby was

piloting to Culls’ room—a fat, florid
man, with bowler hat on the back of
his head.

Dighy passed on, hia face a little
clonded.  Cutts had been kind to him,
and the Fifth Former, at that moment,
was very close to being expelled from
the school, Dighy felt that he would
have liked to help Cutts, if he could.

CHAPTER 4.
A Precious Pair !

ERALD CUTTS stood by the
G table in his study, waiting for

his  unwelcome caller.  His
face was quito .calm and com-
posed,
He had taken the sheets of the

“play " that Digby had written for
him, and burnt them in the fire-grate,
But the first sheet—tho letter which
the junior had signed so innocently
and unconsciously with his own name
—was still reposing in Cutts’ pocket-
book.

The spider had succceded in  his
designs -upon the fly, though it would
have puzzled anyone but Gerald Cuits
to say what use could possibly be made
of that letter in Dighy's sprawling
hand,

The fat bookmaker appeared in the
study doorway. Ilis face was flushed
with anger and a little drink,

“Ho, "ere you are!” said Mr. Ilooke,

Cutts pleasant
smile,

“Yes; como in!” ho said.

“Very nico and polite, ain’t yout®
sneered Mr, Hooke, “You'd rather I'd
come in—eh? You don't want ‘e to
'ear what I'vo got to say—cht”

“Come in and sit down,”” said Cutts,
with undiminished courtesy. “I can
givo you a cool drink after your walk—
and I've got something else for you

“If you mean to square up——"

“(U course 1 do,” said Cutts pleas-
antly. “You can out off, Toby. Come
in, Hooke, old fellow 1"

Toby departed, while Mr, Ilcoke
grunted and came into the study.
Cutts closed the door and pulled an
armchair for his visitor,

At that moment Cutts could have
kicked his visitor out of the study with
the greatest pleasure in the world; but
his manner was urbanity itself.

Fortunately, nearly all the fellows
wore on the playing fields, or else at
tea in their studies, and MNr. IHooke
had been piloted to the study unob-
served—at least, Cutts hoped so, If
the man had been seen, all was over,
A prefect or a master would certainly
come to the study to inquire what he
wanted,

Merely having dealings with such a
man was enough to get any fcllow
expelled from the school.

And even if he succceded in placa-
ting Mr, Hooke, there still remained
the problem of getting rid of him
again unseen,

And yet Cutts did not seem to turn
a hair,

“8it down!” he said pleasantly.

“1 ain’t come 'ere to =it down
growled Mr. llooke. .
“Oh, be reasonable!” said Cutlls

nodded, with a

l”
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“Thero's nothing to row about. I owe
you some tin—and I'm going to pa
you. What is there to be ratty about?”

" Got the money 1” asked Mr. Hooke,
with a sneer.

“1 shall have it on Wednesday.”

“Ta-morrer 1"

0s.?

“And 'ow1®?

“My uncle is coming to sce me—ha's
lately home from Africa, you know—
and he's going to give it to me.”

“All of it?t" asked Mr. Hooke in-
oredulously.

“How much do I owe you?' said
Cutts coolly,

“Fifty quid!” the book-
maker.

“Just so—and twenty-five quid to
Griggs,’” said Cutts. “Griggs 1s treat-
ing me mora dccently than this,
Hooke. He's given me more time; he
knows me.”

“He can afford to wait, and twenty-
five quid ain't fifty,"”" said the book-

snapped

maker. “Ain't I always paid on the
nail when you've won from me—
what 1"

o Evvryl:ml‘y knows you're a square
man,” said Cutts,

“That’s it,” said Mr. Hooke. “When
you laid your bets on the Wallaby
match, you didn't say you was betting
on gas, and hadn’t the ready to square
if you lost. If you'd won, you'd have
'ad nearly twenty quid in spot cash,
and well you know 1t ("

“T know it,"” said Cults.

“You asked for time, and I gave you
a weck. Then you says you can’t pay

for another week. I told you I was
sick of waiting for it. If you won't
pay, there's thom that will. said I'd
como ‘ere for my money, and I've
come |

“I don’t see that will“ help you j

much,” said Cutts coolly. ou know
as woll ns I do that gaming debts can’t
be claimed in law. And I'm a minor,
too—you could get yourself into serious
trouble for betting with a schoolboy."

“Not so much trouble as you'll get
into if you don't square!” said the
bookmaker significantly. “I  know
:n_rhnlr your 'eadmaster will do if I go to
im "

“He would ring for the porter and

have you thrown out!” said Cutts
oalmly.
“P'r'aps. And you'd foller jolly

quick—sacked from the school!"’

“Within an hour,” agreed Cutts.

“Lh? You don't deny that?"” said
Mr, Hooke, rather taken aback.

Cutts laughed.

“What's the good of denying it,
when you know it's true as well as I
do!” he asked.

“Well, you'ro a cool 'and!” said
Hooke, "{Nhy, if I was scen 'ere this
minute, you'd get it in the neck, and
you know it.”

“I know it.”

“I don't want to bo 'ard on you,"”
waicdd Mr. Hooke, sitting down at last;
“but I'm tired of waiting. I've 'ad
bad luck myself, and I nced the
money, and Jonas 'Ooke is a man of
'is word. 'And over 'arf of it, and I'll
wait o week for the rest. That's a
good offer.”

Cults shrugged his shoulders,

*I couldn't hund you one per cent of
it at the present moment,” he said, * but
to-morrow I hope to square up to the
last penny."

“Waiting to win somcthing ?”’ jeered
Mr. Hooke.

“No; it's my uncle, as T said.”

“Gammon ! said Mr. Hooke, “I

o | WANTED—THE SACK |

Warder : ** Convict Thirtesn, this
usk is very m:'roluuly made !

onviot : my work don't
satisty yer 1'll loave | '
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to Miss D. Meche, 88, Qoid Btreet,
Johannesburg, South Africa.

never 'card of an uncle that would 'and
'is ne{phowﬁfty quid for the asking.”

“Mine will.”

“And why 1"

“Because I'm working it,” said Cutts.
“I've a dodge for screwing it out
of him—and more, too. I'm not going
to tell you what the dodge is. If it
fails, fou can do your worst; if I suc-
ceed, I can square up to the last stiver.”
“Wcll, you're a deep ’un!” said Mr.
Hooke. “But I've come ‘ere for my
qmla’l,my, and I ain't going away without

“I've told you how I'm placed,” said
Cutts, with a shrug of the shoulders.

“If you choose to get me sacked, youn
can; but it will cost you exactly fifty
pounds. If I'm done for here I shan't

»

pay you a penny.
The bookmaker stared at him from
under his thick brows suspiciously. 1t
was ovident that the Fifth Former had
;Il_lcceedod in making an impression on
im,
There was a short silence in the study.
“To-morrer, you say ?"” said Hooke at

ast.

*1 shall have the money to-morrow.
f it's a cheque, I may not be able to
get it changed before the bank closes,
and in that case I will pany up on
Thursday. I’ll send you a line to meet
mo outside the school after third lesson.”
“It ain't good cnough,” said Hooke
Iu!'l%j.
“Very well: then you can do as you
like,” maid Cutts, with a dangerous
glitter in his cyes. “If I go under, I'll
soe that things are made warm for you.
You ‘will lose your money—all because
Yyou won't wait & couple of days longer,
That isn't business, Mr. Hooke.”

“If T could trust you—" muttered
Hooke.

“You can please yoursclf about that.

I'm playing for my last chance here,
and if I save myself you'll get your
money, T think it's a dead cert. Bus

you can do as you like.”

There was another silence.

“T'Il wait,” snid Mr. Hooke at last.
“T'll wait till noon on Thursday, and
not & minute longer. If you don’t 'ave
the money—all of it, mind—by then, I'll
go straight to Dr. Holmes 1"

Cutts drew a deep breath.

‘_:iYou'll have it—every penny,” he
said.

“Well, see that I do.” .

The bookmaker rose to his feet. Por-
haps in his heart of hearts Mr. Hooke
trembled-at the thought of an interview
with the stately Head of 8t. Jim's, and
was glad enough of an cxcuse for not
carrying out his threat. ; .

“Then I'll travel,” he said. “It

yron‘t do you any good for me to stop
ere. I—

Cutts gave a slart.

*“ Hush 1"

He held up his hand to enjoin silence.

In the passage there was a stcad
foohh'hl approaching the study, an
Jutts knew that footstep well. 1t was
the step of Mr. Railton, the House-
master of the School House at 8t. Jim's.

For the moment Cutts' heart turned
sick within him.

e had succeeded so far with Jonas
Hooke, and now he was caught—caught
\\‘itzln the disreputable bookmaker in his
study |

Mf. Hooke looked uncasy, too.

“Who is it?” he murmured.

“My Housemaster !" groaned Cutts.

“Oh crikey 1"

“Quict ! There's a chance yet!| Uiet
behind that sereen and keop quiet, I'll
bluff him if I can. Quick ("

The slow-witted man hesitated, but
Cutts grasped him and pushed him
behind the screen in the corner. Now
that it had come to the pinch the rascal
was as unwillinﬁ as Cutts that the
Housemaster should see him, He had
an uncemfortable conviction that if he
were found there he would be collared
and fling out of the House neck and
crop.

¢ stood behind the screen, breathing
quickly. Cutts turned back to the study
table. He had just time to o%eq a boo
and seat himself in the armchair, when
there was o sharp knock at the door,

“Come in!” said Cutts, without
tremor in his voice,

Mr. Railton entered.

CHAPTER b.
Faclng the Music !

R. RAILTON strode into the
study with a deep frown on his
brow.

He gave a
round the room and seeme
find Cutts alone.

The Fifth. Former rose tespectiully,
tho book still in his hand.

Mr. Railton fixed his eyes upon him
with a sharp and penetrating glance.
Cutts bore the scrutiny without flinch-
ing. His expression was simply that of
respectful inquiry, as if he wore waiting
to hear what had brought the House-
master to his study.  As Mr. Railton
was silent for some moments Cutte' face
gradually assumed a natural expression
of slight surprise.

“Cutts,” said Mr, Railton at last.

“Yoes, sir?”

“Has your visitor gone "’

“Yes, sir.”

“Ah! You do not deny having-had a
visitor, then "

Cutts looked more surprised.

“Why should I deny it, sir?” he
asked.” “I do not understand you.”

“ Listen to me !"” said the Housemaster
firmly. “I have been informed as to the
identity of your visitor. Do you under-
stand "

It was as much as Cutts could do to
keep back a gasp of reliefl. Mr. Railton
had not seen the man.with his own eycs,
as Cutts feared. There was a chance

uick glance
surprised to

et!
“I understand, sir,” said Cutts.
“You deny nothing?” said Mr.
Railton.
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“No, sir. Why should It T have not
heard that Fifth Formers are not
allowed to reecive ecallers in their studies
after lessons, sir,"”

“Hespeetable men, eertainly ! You
have received a bookmaker here''

L sir ” exclaimed Cutts in astonish-
ment,

“You deny that ?”

Cutts smiled,

1 eertainly deny that, sir,” he said.
1 id not know you supposcd that 1
had received a bookmmaker here. ‘There
1= some queer mistake, I think.” i

“I hope it will prove to be a mis
take,” suid Mr, Railton drily. .

“1 give you my word about that, sir.
I hepe you do not think T am_the kind
of fellow to have dealings with book-
makers, And if 1 were, you could hardly
vonrider me foolish enough to let one
come here 1o see me,” said Cutta_n
wiprise, 1 know what such a thing
would mean for me”

“Quite #o, 'There have, as a matter
of faet, been rumours about you in the
House, Cutts; but I always make it o
point to take no notiee of gossip,” said
the  Houscmaster.  *You have not,
then, had any dealings with a book-
maker at all??

“Certainly not )"

“Your visitor was not a man of that
character t” .

“No, sir,” said Cutts, in an amused
tone, I should be glad to know who
fancied that he was, and took the
trouble to tell yeu, sirt”

“The man was seen coming into the
House, and my attention was drawn to
the matter by the porter,” said Mr.
Railton. “1 questioned the page, and
Joarncd that he had shown the man to
your study.”

“That is quite correct, sir,  Toby
showed him in here.”

*And his name " ;

* Hooke,” aaid Cutts quite calmly.

Mr, Railton started. .

*You aro aware that there is a book-
maker of that name, Cutts—a man with
o  most  unenviable  reputation—in
Abbotsford 1"

I have heard of him, sir,” said Cutts,
after & moment’s reflection.  *There
was & -yarn about his getting some of
tho Greyfriars fellows into betting, or
romething. didn't take much notice
of it, but I remember the name.”

“That man was not your visitor?”

“It's not an uncommon hame, sir,”
said Cutts, It happens to be the same
in_this case. 'TI'he Christian name is
different, however. 'I'he bookmaker is
called Hiram, 1 think, or some name
like that—"

*1lis name is Jonas 1looke.”

“Well, my visitor happencd to be
John Hooke, sir,” said Cutts coolly,

Tt is curious that the names should
be the same.”

“Yes, dsn't at, sir?” asrented Cutts.

“And he is gone”

" Yeu; lie stuyed only a few minutes,”

“How long has he been gone?”

Cutts reflected.

“About a quarter of an hour, sir, 1
think.”

“ Will you tell me who he was?”?

“1 have no objection at all, sir, Ile
is o soldier who was discharged froin
my unele's regiment for bad conduct,
and has taken to tramping, 1 knew
him ycars ago, when 1 was a nipper,
and mly- uncle was stationed at Alder-
shot, e gave me some riding lessons
when 1 was there visiting my uncle, and
he  remembered . me,  His  tramping
brought him to this part of the country,
and as ho was hard up, it occurred io
him to come in here and ask for me.”
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“A most improper proceeding,” said
Mr. Railton, frowning.

“Ho 1 told him, sir. e was, as &
matter of fact, a little the worse for
drink. 1 told him he oughtn’t to have
come here; but I was sorry for the poor
wretch, and I gave him five shillings,
and told him to get out.”

Mr. Railton’s eyes were fixed keenly
on Cutts’ face as he made this simple
ox{dannhon.

‘utts looked perfectly calm and self-
possessed, as if the matter was of no
importance, and, in fact, bored him
slnfhtly.

nwardly, he was wondering whethor
Mr. Railton doubted him sufliciently to
make a search of the study.

But apparently a search did not enter
Mr, Railton’s mind. He was not of the
spying kind, and he hated douhting any-
body’s word. And he could not believe
that Cutts would be so cool and cahin if
expulsion were hanging over his head.

i “So the man has gone?” ho said at
ast,

" Yes, sir; as I said.”

. "'l'aggles certainly had the impres-
sion that it was Jonas Hooke.”

" Taggles’ acquaintance with book-
makers s {)rohuhly moro extensive than
mine,” said Cutts, with o smile, “1 am

00000 O

WHO WANTS TO WIN
A HALF-CROWN?

You do, of course! Then send
along that funny joke you
know. The shorter it is and
the more scope it offers for
illustration, the better chance
it stands of winning you two-
and-six. Post your joke to the
GEM Jester, 1, Tallis House,
John Carpenter Street, London,
E.C.4 (Comp.).

OO

afraid 1 do not know Jonas Hovke by
xight, so I cannot say anything as to a
resemblance.”

My, Railton drew a deep breath.

“I am sorry the man is not still
here,” he said.  *I should have pre-
ferred to sce him. lowever, I accept
your assurance, Cutts.”

“T trust so, sir. I should not like to
have my word doubted.”

“1 do not doubt it. I am glad that
you have been able to explain what
certainly looked extremely suspicious.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Mr. Railton left the study.

Cutts smiled.

Not until the Houscmaster's foolsteps
had died away did Cutts move. ‘Then
he went behind the sereen.

“SBtrike me pink ! murmured  Mr.
Jonas looke,  'Ow you rolled 'em
out!  Blessed if you didu't take my
breath away 1™

“You'll have to stay heve for a bit,”
«aid  Cutts  coolly, " Railton thinks
you're gone—:0 you can't go till the
const ig clear.”

“But I can’t stay ‘ere!” ejaculated
Mr. Hooke, in dismay,

“You must| l’lly see that nobody
comes to the study again,” said Cutts,
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“It was jolly lucky for both of us that
you ke'i: out of sight.”

“ Look 'ero—"
“You'll have to sta
dark, and then sneak out somehow,”
said Cutts coolly. “You've brought it
on yourself, and must make the best of
it. But it's all right. T can give you

here until after

somo sandwiches, and a whisky-and-
soda.”
““Well, that sounds orlright,” said

Mr. Hooke,

And Jonas Iooke had to make up his
mind to the inevitablo—and ho stayed,
And Cutts had the pleasant prospect of
keeping the man hidden in hia study for
some hours to come--at the riek every
moment of some accident revealing his
presonce there, Cutts was a cool cus-
tomer, and he had an iron nerve—but
he needed all his coolness and all his
nerve now. A mischanco—one false
stop—and his days at St. Jim's would
be numbered, and ho knew it

CHAPTER 6.
Called Over the Coals!

“ ERE he is1”
*Behold the descrter 1
“Tremble, villain 1”

Those exeolamations greeted

Robert  Arvthur Digby as he entered
Btudy No. 6, in the Fourth Form pas-
sage, after having had tea with the
onial - Cutts,  Blake, Herries, and

‘Arcy, and Tom Merry, Manners, and
Lowther, were all there, waiting for
him.  They looked like a family of
judges wmth for the criminal to come
in—and now ho had come |

Dighy was fucling a little uncasy as he
came back to Btudy No. 6. He could
explain to the chums that the suspeoted
Cutts had not done him any harm, He
hadn’t played cards, he hadn't put any
moncy on a horse—he hadn't done any.
thing, except to make a satisfying tea
and write out passages in that “play *
for Cutts, But that was a sccret, of
course. ' He had promised Cutts not to
mention that he was writing a play.

Digby felt that his friends were very
unjust to Cults, and very hard on him;
but he was afraid that they wouldn't
listen to remson when ho exglniuml. And
he was right in his foreboding upon
that point.

" Look here,” said Digby warmly, in-

lorruptinF those  heart greclings.
“Don’t ? ay the giddy goat, you know.”
" Weally, Dig—"

“Hauave r¥ou anything to say why
sentence shouldn't be passed on you,
according to law 7” demanded Blake,

D"'f)h, don't bo an ass!” growled

igby.
Tom Mecrry held up his hand.

“ Let's question the culprit,” he said,
“We must have the facts before we
begin the slaughtering. Have you been
playing cards, Dighy "

" No, ass 1"

*Making bets?”

“No, fathead I”

“Talking races and things?”

“No, idiot 1"

“Then what did Cutts want you for 1*

“To have tea,” said Digby. “1I've
had it, too. And a jolly good, ripping
tea it was! Fried kidneys and eggs,
and ripping toast.”

“That isn't the question,” said Tom
Merry soverely, “We don’t want to
know what you had for tea, and you
needn’t give us all those details, after
you've mucked up our feed and
reduced ns to one sardine ecach 1”

“ A smgle, solitary, lonesome sar-
dine ! said Blake

Digby grinned,
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“There was jam, too,” he: said.
“Strawberry jam.”

“There would have been stwawbewwy
jam for us if you hadn't smashed the
jar in the passage, you ass! I do not
considah stwawbewwy jam a sufficient
weasou for desertin’ your old pals,
am disgusted with you, Dig.” .

“Same here!” said Herries. “Dis-
gusted t”

" Shocked !"

“ Horrified I said Monty Lowther,
with due solemnity.

* How sharper than s serpent’s tooth
it is to have a thankless Digby 1” said
Manners, with a sigh, :

“ Let us reason with him gently,” said
Tom Merry, holding up his hand. Do
ou mean to declare, Robert Arthur

igby, on your word of honour as a
l“ﬁV ass, that Cutts was not up to any
tricks at all?

“Of course he wasn't!”

“Now I'll bo serious,” said Tom
Mecrry. “Has he confided any secrets
to you?”

“That's the question,” said D'Arcy.
“Huas he given you any wotten scewets
to keep, deah boy "

“HMo hasn't Fiven me  any rotten
secrets to keep,” said Digby warmly,

Tom Merry was quick to notice the
adjective,

‘"Not any rotten seerets?” he asked,

“No, I tell you!”

“Any secrets ot all?” .

Digby flushed. Cutts had_told him,
as o sccret, that he was writing a play.
There couldn’t be any harm in a sccrct
like that, certainly; but it was a sccret,
and ho couldu't tell his chume,

“Don't ask me such a lot of rotten
questions 1" Dighy broke out, *Blessed
ff I don't clear out of the study if this
goces on.”

Tom Merry's faco became serioun.
The half-jesting manner of the other
juniors vanished, too. Gerald Cutts had
told Digby a seoret—that was clear.
And tho juniovs felt that their alarm
was woll founded. The blackguard of
tho Fifth had a cunning motive in
getting Digby to his study, as they had
suspected.

"Oh, don't look like a silly set of
boiled owls I"” exclaimed Digby irritubly.

“Heriously, Dig—Cutts told you a
sceret 17

*Buppose he has?”

“You mean that he has?”

*Not _much ood denying it,”

rowled Digby. “It's a harmlces scciet.

ou'd laugh if I told you—only I'm
not going to tell you, as I prowmised
Cutts.”

“Now, look here,” said Tom Merry
seriously,  “I'll tell you something.
QiF. Cutts camo to me ono day, in a
difliculty, and got me into keeping
a sceret with him, The mere fact
that 1 had promised Cutts, and was
mixed up in a sceret with the black.
guard, tade trouble between me and
my pals. That was how it started, and
he jolly nearly got me into his filthy
betting. I came as near disgrace as
any chap could come, and Cutts kept
himsclf safo all the time. Now you
know why I think Cutts is after no good
with you, He's started in the samo way
—giving you a secret to keep—that
makes a tie between him and you, and
puts a bur botween you and your chums,

to hegin with.”
it should,” said
“It's a harin-

“I don't see wh
Digby uncomfortnbﬂr.

less secret.  It's nothing whatover
about breaking echool rules. If the
Head knew, he would only grin. All
the masters might know without any
harm being donce.”

“Then why 18 it a secret 1

*J suppose Cutts wants to keep it

dark in case the fellows should laugh
about it, that's all.”

*“Then why did he tell you?”

“He wanted me to help him, you
see,” said Digby, considering how much
he could say without risk of revealing
the fact that Gerald Cutts was writing
a play. “Ho hurt his wrist in the
ericket to-day, and couldn’t write, 8o
I just wrote down a few pages of it for
him.” .

“A few pages!” said the juniors in
astonishment,  “ Lines?”

“No, not lines—but I can't tell you
any more,” said Dig.

“This is the first I've heard about
Cutts having hurt his  wrist,” said
Monty Lowther dl‘}'lv. “Hurt it in the
cricket to-day, did he?”

“Yes, Knox bowled and hit
wrist,”

“His right wrist was all right just
before tea,” said Lowther.

“Rot1” said Digby. *“How do you
know ?"

* Because T saw him cuff young Hohbs,
of the Third Form, for bumping into

his

| NOT TOOTHBOME ! I

‘Toothless Castaway : ‘‘ Qosh, It
only | had something to eat! '

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to K. Magraw, B4, Bray's Lane,
Stoke, Coventry.

him on the stairs,” said Lowther. “He
would have biffed him with his lefe, I
fancy, if his right wrist had boen hurt.
But he didn't.”

*Well, that was what he told me,”
said Digby. “1 don’t see why he should
lie. Heo could have written the stu
ilowl}' just as woll as I, unless he was
azy,

“You won't tell us what it was you
wrote down?t”

“I've r;‘omised not to.”

“Anything that might get you inte
trouble, if it were supposed to bo your
own stuff 7" asked Tom Merry. “It's
your handwriting, you know, as you
wrote it.”

Diqby chuckled.

“No, ass!| If you saw it you'd only
think it was meant for a contribution
to the * Weekly,” that's all. No harm
in it at all1”

The juniors exchanged glances. They
did not know quite what to make_of
Digby’s explanation. He was a sensible
fellow cnough, but why should Cutts
have told him a secret? That was the
way Cutts had started when ho ncarly
ot Tom Merry into trouble, and Tom,
in  his unsuspicious simplicity, had
fallen into the trap, But if Digby fell
into a similar trap he would do it with

9

hia cyes open, after Tom Merry's warn-

ing.
§Wcll, my belief is that there's some-
thing fishy in it," said Monty Lowther
at last. “Rither Cutts is trying to fix
Dig on to him by giving him some silly
gecret to keep, or else he's taking him
in, and wants something or other in
Dig's handwriting for some rcason of
his own.”

“What utter rot!" said Dighy.

“Might be a twick to get a specimen
of Dig's handw'itin' for somethin’,” snid
Avthur Augustus wisely, “Forgahs do
that, you know, when thoy are goin’ o
forge a cheque.”

Dilghy laughed.

“I haven't a cheque-hook, you fat-
head, have It

_“I'"dcclinc to be called a fathead,
1 s

“Look here! I don't caro about dia-
cussing Cutts  like this,’”" broke out
Digby. “He’s been very decent to me,
und I don't want to hear him 1u\wcl
about as if he wero some blessed
criminal., He's explained his reason to
me, My father and his uncle were old
chums, and his uncle is coming down
here next week. I nuppo:f Cutts wants
his uncle to sec us on good torms, that's
all. He said his uncle would most likely
tip me a quid. Ho asked me to write to
his uncle yesterday, to say I*should be
lad to sce him when he came' down
N'c—-—" )

“You wrote to Cutts’ uncle?” said
Tom Merry, in surprise. . .

“Why shouldn’t I?" said Digby.
“He's my pater's oldest friend. [
shouldn’t Kl\u thought of it myzelf, but
Cutts suggested it, e said his uncle
took an interest in me, and that ho
would be flattered if I sent him a little
note, saying that I remembered him,
and so forth, 8o I did."”

* You didn't tell us,” said Blake,
“You'ro so suspicious when Cutts ia
mentioned,” growled Difby. “1 sup-
ose & chap is called on to be polite to
iis pater's old pal? I suppose you don’t
think Major Cutts is going to do me
any harm-2what? 1 suppose you know
he's a distinguished officer, and only
recently home from Africa?” .

‘I don’t quite understand it,” said
Tom Merry. “It might be that Cutts
has been expected to look after you a
hit, and now his uncle's coming down,
he's going to pretend that ho's done it
llny appearing friendly with you. But

" That isn't all,” said Lowther.

“Wather not 1" . .

“Look here,” said Dig angrily, “I'm
fed-up with this! Cutts has trcated me
decently, and I won't hear him run

“You won't hear him cracked up
here,” said Blake tartly. ‘‘He's a cad
and a rotter of the first water, and you
gl? put that in your pipe and smoke
il
Djlgby flushed red.

L h

w

f down!’

en I'll get out!" he exclaimed.
cally, Dig—"

Slam !

Dighy was gone, and the study door
closed after him with unnccessary force.
Tom Merry & Co, looked at one another
in something like dismay.

"That’'s the beginning,'" said Tom
Merry quietly.. *When Cults got me
into a sceret with him, trouble with my
Fnls was the first result. It looks to mo
ike the samo game over again. Thougl,
as Dig hasn't any moncy, I don't sce
‘where Cutts is going to score. But he
isn't doing_it for nothing. It's no good
talking to D'f' you fellows,”

“ Apparently not,” growled Blake.

“But there's Cutts. -Wo're all Dig's
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als, and we're nol _going to sce him
taken in by Cutts, Let's talk to Cutts
instead, and tell him plainly that he's
got to Tet our chum alone, or we'll make
it warm_ for him |”

" (lood egg 1" )

The juniors were fecling annoyed with
Dig, but they were feeling intensely
exasperated with Gerald Cutts, They
were willing to leave the wkfunrd of
the Fifth alone; why couldn’t ho leave
them alono? That Cutts meant mischief
in somo cunning and underhand manner,
they were convinced, In their present
stato of mind, it would bo a relicf to
talk in plain English to Cutts, and let
him know what they thought of him.
And, without stopping to reflect on the
matter, the chums of the 8chool House
made their way to Cutts' study,

CHAPTER 1.
Cornered!

HERE was a murmaur of voices in
Cutts’ study as the junidrs
approached it. They ‘were tread.
ing lightly—not' because they

wanted to surprise Cutts, but because
they were on dangerous grownd. Tho
Fifth Form passage was sacred to tho
soniiors, gxcepting when fags wero
wanted, and a raid on the Fifth would
have brought a crowd of fellows out to
hurl the juniors forth on their necks.

And half a dozen juniors making for

its’ study looked like » raid—indeed,
if Cutts tarned rusty, it was quy cer-
t4kin there would be a row, and the study
g‘night velg possibly be wrecked. Tom

forry & Co. were quite prepared to go
%o that length, if necessary, to save their
pal from the elutches of the wily Cutts,

Tom Morry knocked at the door, and
turned the handle. The door did not
opon. It was locked. Inside the study
thore wan dead silence, The murmur
of voices had died away instantly at the
sound of thp knock. X
_No reply came from within the study.
Lefovre of the Fifth came along the
passage, and looked at the jumiors,

*“ Hallg, you fags! What do you want
here?” he demanded. *'That's what 1
say. What are you up to?"”

Coming to see Cutts,” said Tom
]\IerrY blandly. ‘What's he got his
door locked for? Smoking, I suppose!”

“Don’t you be cheeky,” said Lefevre,
considering fof a moment whether he
should chaso. the juniors along the

assage. But as there were six of them,
1t occurred to Lefevre that he might he
the person to be chased, possibly. 8o he
shook a warning forefinger at them
instead, and went into his study,

Tom Merry knocked at Cutts' door
again. It openced in a few moments,
Cutts himself opening it.

He stared inquiringly at the juniors,
It seemed to Tom Mcérry that there was
relief in Cutts’ face. lv-’erhapa he had
expected moro troublesome visitors than
the heroes of the Fourth and the Shell.

“What do you kids want?" asked
Cutts shortly,

“Want to speak to you, Cutis.”

“I'm busy—"

‘Borry to interrupt the confabula-
‘tion, or whatever it is,” said Tom Merry
politely, “but we can’t wait, It's im-
portant. Your friend can hear what we
say—it's not a secret. We don’t deal
in seercts like you, you know.”

“My friend?” said Cutts, “What
do you mean? There's nobody here.”

“Dropped him out of the windaw 7’
asked wther, with a grin. " You
were jawing to somebody as we came

slong.”
‘Cutta laughed.
Tue Gex Liprary.—No. 1,488,

“T was going over my Homer aloud,
if you must know,” he said. “But if
you've got anything to say to me, you
can come in and say it.”

He stepped back, and the juniors
E:s_scd into the study. They did not

licve for a moment that Cutis had
been reciting Homer aloud.  Ho was
6o false that they never thought of
taking his word unless facts supported

it.

But the study certainly scemed to be
empty. No ono but Cutts was to be
seen, and thero was an open Homer on
the table. Tom Merry looked round
the study with a glance that Cutts
understood quite well. He did not
belicve that Cutts had been alone.

“Well, what do you want?’ asked

Cutts. “I'm rather busy.”

“Swotting over Homer?” grinned
Monty Lowther,

“Yes,”

“Bai Jove! I should soonah have
expected to find you swottin' over a
racin’ agah. Cutts, deah boy,”
remarke: rthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Will you tell me what you want?”
asked Cutts,

“Certainly, deah boy. You fellows
had bettah leave the talkin’ to me. I
shall bo able to explain to Cutts—"

“Shurrup 1” growled Jack Blake.

“ Weally, Bln’io—-—”

“'This is how it is, Cutts,” said Tom
Merry. I haven't forgotten the time
when you were trying to get me into
our rotten manners and  customs,
Sxcuso my speaking plain English—it's
a little way I've got. It scems to us
that you are trying the samo game on
now with Digby. Wo want to stop it.”

“Digby came to tea with me,” said
Cutts,

“Yos, He's not coming any more.
We're going to soalp him if he has any-
thing to do with you,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! I considah—"

Cutts laughed heartily.

“For innocent kids, you seem to me
to bo jolly suspicious,” he said. “ What
do you think I want Digby for? 'To
borrow money of him*”

“Wo should think so, if he had any,”
said Herries.

“But ho hasn't, has he?”

“Well, no.” Herries had to admit
that, “But  we don’t trust you.
You've got to let our chum alone.
None of your rotten games for Study
No. 6.”

" Did you come hero to ask for a
licking ?'' said Cutts.

“You'd have to lick
Manners remarked.

“Yaas, wathah! If you cut up wuff,
Cutts, deah boy, you will simply be
askin’ for a feahful thwashin’, dnd
you will weceive it.”

“1 don't mind telling you why I've
been kind to Digby,” said Cutts. “My
uncle asked me to keep an eye on him,
on  anccount of the old friendship
between him and Digby's pater. They
were boys together at Harrow. I
want to pleaso my uncle—for reasons
that are no business of yours, 1 feel
friendly towards Digby, too—heo's a
very pleasant little chap, and very
obliging. Are_ you satisfied now 7"

*“Is that all1” asked Tom Merry.

“That's all!”

six of us!"

Thoe juniors exchanged glances.
Cutts’  explanation was  reasonablo
enough. lis motive for wanting to

please his rich uncle was plain—a tip!
Cutts, as if the matter was finished, sat
down at the table again, and started on
Homer.

* Well,” said Tom Merry, after a
pausc, “you can’'t blame us for not
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trusting you, Cutts, considering what
wo know about you. Will you promiso
to let Digby alone, and not ask him to
your study any more?’’

“Yaas, that will bo all wight.”

“Certainly not,” said Cutts. “How
dare you think of dictating to el
However, my uncle is coming _to-
morrow, and he probably won't come
to the school again, so very likely 1
shan’t sco Digby again after that. I'm
not particularly keen on the society of
Fourth Form kids. In fact, I'm protty
certain 1 shan’t see him after that,
since you must know all about it.”

“Oh!" said Tom Merry. *Then all
this attention to Dig for the last week
is simply to make your uncle think
you've been looking after him—when
you haven't.”

“Your perspicacity does you
credit,” said Cutts sweetly. *“1t shows
what a lot a chap can learn in, the
Shell if he's really intelligent.”

Some of the juniors grinned, Cults
had a very stinging tongue when he
chose to let it go.

“Well,” said Tom Merry, unmoved,
“it scems that you've been telling Dig
a sccret. Hoe won't tell what it is—
quite right, of course, as he's promised.
But we suspected some move of that
sort, and asked him—and jolted it out
of him that thero was a sceret. That
was how  you began with me, you
remember,”

Cutts gritted his teeth for a moment.

“I've had enough of this,” he said.
“Will you clear out?”

“Not till we've [inished. Dig can't
give away tho seerot, as he's pro-
mised.  But we don't like scerots
between Dig and you. It's dangerous,
The only way is for you Lo tell us the
scored; too, Wo don't want to know it
—it's for Dig's sake. If there’s’ no
harm in it, we shall know what to
do, then, I'm not inquisitivo—in fact,
Manners, Lowther, and I will step: out-
side, and you can tell it only to Dig's
study-mates—they can judge whether
thero is any harm in it. I you can
tell Dig, you can tell them.”

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard that as a
fair offah.”

“What do you say, Cuits?”

*I say that I shall throw you out of
my study if you don’t clear out!" said
Cutts, rising to his foot,

“Then you won't tell us??

“1 shan't allow fags to come here
questioning me, il that's what you
mean. Get out of my study, or I'll ¢all
somo of the Fifth here, and make an
example of you.”

The juniors drew closcr together,
They were prepared for trouble, Cutts'
refusal to explain what the *sccret”
was, renewed all their suspicions that
had been allayed.

Why couldn’t he tell them, if there
was no harm in it? They were as
much to be trusted with a  harmless
scceret as Digby was. Cutts made a
step towards tho door, as if to call on
the Fifth for aid in_ejecting the
intruders Then Monty Lowther's cool
and drawling voice broke in:

“Why not call your friend behind the
screen, Culls, old man?”

Cutts stopped dead.

“What—what did you say "’

Lowther laughed lightly. ;

“Whe's your friend behind
screen 7 he askoed, ‘

“There's no one there,” snid Cutis,
“What do you mean, you young fool?"

The juniors all stared at the screen.
Monty Lowther, convinced that thero
had been someone in tho study talking
to Cutts, had had his eyes open ever

the
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sinco he had been in the room. The
way the screen was areanged across a
corner of the study so that no one could
sco behind it had drawn lLis attention.
Thero was nowhero else where anyone
could have been concealed—and he had
tried a shot in the dark. Cutts' startled
look showed hLim that he had hit the
mark, ‘I'here was someone clso in the
study, and Gerald Culls was hiding
him from view.

“Why don't you go on, Cutis?' asked
Lowther plensnnt]y. “While you're
calling the Fifth, I'll pecp behind the
screen.  We've stumbled on quite an
interesting little mystery. You chaps
remember  Reilly mcnllonmg that he
saw Toby showing a rough-looking
specimen into Cutts’ study just alter
tea? Ho's atill here, and Untts is hid-
ing his light under a bushel.  Won't

“““The Head would ring for the porter and have you thrown out if you went to him,’ said Outts calmly.

“I dare say they'll be interesied to see
your friend,”

Clutts glared at the juniors, He dared
not have the Fifth Formers in now; he
dared not risk having the hidden Jonas
Hooke Dbrought to light. Ile was at
tho merey of the juniors, and they
knew it. Whoever his visitor was, they
knew that he darved not let him be seen
—his actions showed that,

“DBetter do the sensible thing, Cutts,
old man,” said Tom Merry, “Trot
out the secret, and give leave for Dig
to tell us if it's the truth—that’s what
we want !’

There was no help for it. Cutts had
to give in.

“I'll tell you,” he said slowly,

“The truth, mind!"

Cutts’ cyes glittered for a moment,

“You can ask Digby, and say 1 gave

W ull

(el
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chipped about it. That's all. I do
pend upon you fo say nolhmg, as you've
forced it out of me like this,”

“Oh, that's n%ht, cnough 1" said Tom
Mm'ry. “And Dig's at liberty to tell
us '’

" "(‘s‘ "

“Good cnough'! ('mm- on, vou chaps,
and we'll ask Dig,” said Blake,

The juniors trooped out of the study,
They were relicved. So harmless a
secret as that was not a cause for un-
casiness, Cutts drew a deep breath as
he locked the door after the juniors,

“Hang them ! he muttered.  “But
the young fools couldn't possibly sus-
pect | Dighy didn’t—und t'I:o,\' can't!”

Tom Merry & Co. looked for Dighy
at once. They found him in the Com-
mon-room, and ke looked at  them
rather grimly as they came up.

" And you'd -

foller jolly quick,’’ exclaimed the bookmaker—** sacked from the school 1 "'

you imtroduce us  lo  your friend,
Cutta?"'
“Will vou get out of iy study?”

paid Cults, between his teeth,

Lowther made a movement towards
the screen.  Cutls sprang in front of it
in a twinkling,
© “Htand back, you prying cad!" ho
shouted.

“So there's reully somebody Lhere!”
exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Mind your own business!"

“[ wonder who the johnny i<?"' mur.
mured Lowther lazily. *“Is it Tickey
Tapp that you used to play roulette
with, Cutts, old fellow? Or is it old
Griggs, the bookie? 'I'lis is getting
jolly interesting.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Are you going?”
furiously,

“No; we're not going."

“Waihah not!”

“Call the Iifth in,”

shouted Cutts

grinned Dlake.

him Ira\o to tell you. I'm writing o
play.”

“Wh-a-at 1"

The juniors simply gasped at that
un‘t"‘(‘ wcted rt-\ollnlmn

‘Writing a play¥”

L0 l;nl ‘IU‘c (L

“CGammon "

“Draw it mild!"

“That is the sceret T told Dighy,"”
said Cutts calmly. “You can ask him,
and he's at liberty 1o tell you.”
~ “And that is all?” Tom Merry asked,
In amazement,

“That is all.”

“Well, my hat!"

“I don't believe it!” said Herries
grimly, * Any silly ass might write a
play, of course.  But what did you
want to tell Dig for, and make it o
sceret )

“I told him in eonversation—and it's
@ sccret because 1 don't want to be

“We've been to sce Cutts,” Blake
mmounccd'
“Like your check!” growled Dighy.

“He's told us of the giddy sceret,
and he's given us leave to ask you,
rmd vou leave to tell us. You're re-
leased from your promise,” said Blake.

“ Brer-r-r 1" said Dig.

“Cutts says that the sccret is that
he's writing a play, and he docsn’t
want all the fellows to know, in case
bo”a'hould bo chipped about it. Is that

" Yes."”

“That's the sccret ho told you?™
aal‘(‘t-(! ’1'"om Merry.

“ Nothing elsc "
“Nothing."
Tom Merry burst into a laugh.
“Well, we have been making a moun-
tain out of a molehill, and no mistake,”
he confessed, I never thought it was
‘I'ue GeM Lisnany.—No. 1,488
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a harmless thing like that. But I don't
trust Cutts,”

"1 think you've taken a ‘jolly lot on
yoursolf in getting it out of Cutta Jike
that,” said Dighy sulkily. *“I think
you might have minded your own busi-
ness, if you ask me.”

“That’s all vight; we don't ask you,"”
said Tom Merry good-humouredly.

* And .that's all there is in it1? said
Blake musingly. “Well, I'm beat!”

“I'hat isn't all there is in it,” said
Monty Lowther coolly. * There's some-
thing clse behind it all. I know Cutts,
Fhero's something else,”

*“What is it?”

Lowther shook his head.

*Don't ask me; I don't know. But
I'll undertake to say that there's some-
thing behind it. 1 don't know what
yet. Cutts is too deep for us.”

“Rot1” said Digby emphatically.

“Yoas, I must say that it secms to
me to be wathah wot, Lowthah,” said
Arthur Augustus thoughtfully.

“We shall see,” said Lowther.
“Just you wait a bit, and we shall see
what we shall see”

And as that was certainly incontro-
iv:rt.ible. no one attempted to controvert

- —

CHAPTER 8.
Another Engagement !

HE next day was a_hall-holiday
at 8t Jim's. The cricket
season was coming to an end,
but the remaining matches woro

being played out with undiminished
keenness,  ‘That afternoon there was a
House match, and many juniors in the
Bchool House were cager to know
whether tho,z would be playing against
Figgins & Co. of the New Houze.

'f'om Merry was known to have the
list of players in his pocket, ready to
be posted up on the board, and as he
canie out of the Form-room after lessons
many fcllows eyed him with interest,

The regular House matches were
over, the present one being an “‘extra ™
arranged chicly for practice, the
Junior Eleven being hard at practico
to get into top form for their final
tusslo with Rylcombe Grammar School,
which was coming off shortly.

Tom Merry walked down the pas-
sage, with a crowd of fellows following
him, and stopped solemnly before the
notice board and pinned up his paper.

There were other papers pinned up
there, but the only notice that inter-
ested tho juniors was the ono in Tom
Merry's big handwriting. Tom walked
out of the School House immediately
he had pinned up the paper. He
wanted to save argument,

Kangaroo of the Shell—otherwise
Harry Noble—read the notice down,
and was satisfied with it. Needless to
say, the name of Kangaroo appcared
there.

tMerry, Lowther, Mannecrs, Noble,
Dane, Blake, Herries, Digby, D'Arcy,
Reilly, Kerruish,

‘I'hat was the Junior House Eleven for
the occasion.

“Well, that sccms all right,” said
Blake.

" Yaas, wathah!” <aid Arthur. Augus-
tus D'Arcy. “1 twust you fellows are
gom’ to back me up this aftahnoen in

ivin' the New Houso a feahful
ickin' 1”

““'Wo're all in good form,” said Blake.
“Btudy No. 6 is not likely to let the
team down. Dig has improved his play
a lot this season.”

Dighy coloured.

“I shan't be playinq,‘” he said:

Tht GeM Lisnary.—No, 1,

‘Blake crossly.

Herries, Blake, and D’Arey all
turned round at once, and stared at
Dighy in surprise.

s §ou.\\'on't be playing ?” zaid Blake.

“" (] ’.

“Bai Jovel Why not, deah boy?”
asked Arthur Augustus.

“I'vo got something else on.”

* Nothing élse is allowed on when it's
8 House match,” said Blake.

“Well, this isn't a& regular Houso
match,” said Digby, *We finished our
list of fixtures with the New House.

This is an extra—really a practice
match.”
"“You are playing, all the same,

What in the name of a]l that's idiotie
do you want to cut the cricket for?"
demanded Blako.

“I don't exactli want to,” said
Plsj)y;' “but—but I've got something
o do.

“You're not detained?”

= 1;1};:; it isn't I.hlat."-

*Then you're playing, my son.”

“1 can't!” said Big ¥, ¥oohing red
and uncomfortable.

“Don't toll me it's anything to do
with Cutts,” said Blake, with =
dangerous gleam in his cyes, “because
I won't stand it 1”

“ Hallo, who's talking of Cutts?” said
Mollish of tho Fourth, joining them.
“You fellows hecard?”

“Heard about what?” snapped
Ho had no politencss to
waste on Mellish, the sncak of the
Fourth.

“Well, it scems to be a fag in the
Third who saw it,” said Mellish. *I
don't know if there’s any truth in it.
I thought you fellows might know, as

ou were with Cutts yesterday just

fore dark.”
. “Well, wo don't know, whatever it
is " growled Herries. “ Has Cutts been
found out at last? Is that it? Time he
was, anyway."”

“Jolly near it!” grinned Mellish.
“The fact is that a fag saw a man
dropping out of Cutts’ window last
ovening after dark—from what I can
make out, it must have been about half
an hour after you fellows were there.”

“My hat|”

The chums of the Fourth exchanged
quick glances. They remembered the
unseen person who Lowther had dis-
covered was hiding behind the screen.
They had wondered what had becomo
of him. Evidently he had not succecded
in gotting out of Gerald Cutts’
quarters quite unperceived.

"I sea you know something about it,”
chuckled  Mellish. “It seems to be
established that he was seen dropping
from Cutts’ window in the dark. Xml a
chap says ho heard somcbody climbing
over the school wall, and ran up to see

who it was, and heard him drop into
the road. lIlo didn’t sce him. H say,
was anyone there when you fellows
visited Cutts 7

“Better ask  Cutts!” said Blake
shortly.

“But, I say, I want to know—"

“Rats 1"

The chums of the Fourth turned
their backs on Mellish. They had no
inelination to satisfy the inquisitivencss
of the Paul Pry of the School House.
. Digby was very silent as he went out
into. the. quadrangle with his chums.
He guessed who that mysterious man
was who was supposed to have dropped
from Cutts’ window after dark and
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dodged -out of 8t. Jim's unseen. It
could be no other than Jonas Hooke,
whom Toby had taken up to the study
while DI? was there. Cutts had saved
himself from his dunlgeroul predicas
ment, it scemed, and Digby could not
help feoling glld that the Fifth Former
had cscaped discovery. But he did not
mention a word of what he knew to his
comrades. He had told Cutts that he
would not mention it.

“Well, to come back to the subject,”
said Blake. ‘Is it anything to do with
Cutts, this idiotio idea of yours of not
pln{ing this afternoon, Dig?” .

“I'm going out for Cutts,” said

Digw.
“Where? A B[siddy secret, I sup-
pose 7" an;{xped nke.

*“ No. e asked me to go over to
Abbotsford for him, on my bike, to take
a message to Hallam, at Abbotsford
School,” said Digby. *“It's about a
swimming match.”

“Why can’t ho post his lotter?”

“He says there's a hurry for it, and
I can't refuse to oblige him. I wasn't
sure Tom Merry would put my name
clown; and as it isn't a regular match
I don't mind so much miuinq it. Ham-
mond can play instead. He'll bo glad
of the chance [*

“Well, I don't know that there's any
harm i".d’““' biking over to.Abbots-
ford,” said Blake reluctantly. “There's
nothing but that in it~simply a message
to Hallam 1"

“That's all,” said Digby. “T don't
say I'm pleased at standing out of the
game; but Cutts asked me to do it as
a favour, and I didn't like to say ‘' No'
after he stood me such a ripping tea
yesterday. It's little enough to do for a
chap, and Cutts says it's important.”

Blake, Herries, and D'Arey turned the
matler over in their minds, It did not
scem possible, deopIY as they distrusted
Gorald Cutts and all his works, to find
fault in thias, 'I‘hc{‘ had scon Hallam
of Abbotsford, and knew that he was a
decent fellow. It certainly would not
hurt Digby to take u message to him.

“Cutts isn’t going with you?” asked
Blake finally.

“No; he's going to see his uncle this
afternoon.”

“But you want to sce him, too, don't
irou? hat about the quid Cutts saicd
e _would tip you, to say nothing of his
being your pater’s old chum ?”

“That's all right! Cutts says he's
staying the evening and gom[g back ‘b
thoe late train, and I shall be bac
before dark,” said Digby.

“Well, T suppose you can go,” said
Blake grudgingly. “I must say I can’t
se¢ any harm in it. But I don't trust
Cutts, and I wouldn’t miss the match for
all the Cuttses in the world—Comie
, Gerald Cutts, or any other

I)'“ Well, I couldn't say ‘No,'” said
ig.

“'No; that's the kind of duffer you
are |” agree ake. *“Now, in York-
shiro‘ whero I como from, we can say
‘ No’ sharp enough, 1 can tell you!”

“Weally, Blake, it would have been
wathah ungwacious of Dig to wefuse |”
said Arthur Augustus, with an air of
deep consideration, C

“ Rats ! said Blake, “Let's find Tom
Merry, and tell him the silly chump is
not playing beeanse he couldn't say
' No' ta Cutts. Come on!”

Tom Merry frowned when he heard
that Digby was standing out of the
eleven, cspecially in connection with
Cutts; but his brow cleared when Blake
explained.

“Can't soe any harm in it, can you ¥
asked Blake.

* Well, no,” said Tom. “1 suppose we
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must admit that even Cutts isn’t a giddy
Machiavelli, with deep-laid plots and
schemes in everything he does. I think
it's inconsiderate of him. He might
have asked Dig whether he was booked
for the afternoon first. But it’s all
right. T'll put Hammond in, and Dig
can bike to Abbotsford—or bike to
Jericho, if he likes I”

And after dinner, when the School
House team wont down to meet their
old rivals of the New House on the
ceicket ground, Digby went to the
bicycle-shed for his machine.

He wheeled his bike out, and paused
to see the matoh begin before he started
off. The School House won the toss,
and Tom Merry & Co. batted firat, Tom
opening tho innings with Kangaroo,

iggins & Co. went into the field, and
Fatty Wynn took the ball for the first
over. Dig watched him bowl, and heard
the cheer that went up as the Cornstalk
cut away the leather for 2 to start with.

Digby’s heart was a little heavy as
he wheeled his machine down to the
anﬂ and mounted it. He would have
iked verz; much to play in the cricket
match; but he could not refuse to
oblige Cutts of the Fifth who had been
s0 kind to him, and he made up his
mind to it, and pedalled away towards
Abbotsford.

CHAPTER 9.
Uncle and Nephew !
AJOR CUTTS came down the
road from Rylcombe with a
cavalry stride. Ile was a tall,
square-shouldered man, with a
complexion burnt bronze by the African

sun, and he had a somewhat grim
ap]mnrnncp. .
I'he major was a tough old soldier

who had scen sorviee under many skies,
and was as hard as hickory—outside, if
not inside,

The major had walked from the
station. lle paused as he came inside
the old stone gateway of 8t. Jim's
and glanced in. 'I'aggles, tho porter,
suluted the major with respeet. Taggles
did not know who he was, but the
major's manner impelled respect. Major
C'utis gave him a kind word, in spite
of his grim look, and pansed to speak
to him,

“Taggles—what ?"” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” said Tuggles.

“(Glad to sce you again!” said tho
grim-looking old soldier. “You don't
remember me? I came here years ago,
Taggles, before I went to Egypt, when
my no{» hew was a junior—ch? I sup-
pose Master Cutts is about somewhere 1

“Major Cutts, sir!” said ‘I'nggles.
“1 remember you now, sir. Very ﬁind
of you to remember e, sir! Yes, sir.
Master Cutts is in the Bchool 'Ouse.
8hall I show you the way, sir?"”

“Don't tl‘ou{vle. I'll remember it.”

The major passed on, and Taggles
looked after him, and wondered what
Major Cutts would have thou%ht if he
had known that his nephew had had
another caller the previous aftornoon,
and no other than Jonas Ilooke, hook-
maker of Abbotsford. For, although
Cutts had oxf:lamnd the matter away
so satisfactorily to Mr. Railton, Taggles
knew perfectly well that Cutts’ visitor
hnd been Jonas Hooke, the bookmaker.
But it was not his business to say so
to Major Cutts, certainly. He felt that
he would not have cared to be in Gerald
Cutts' shoes if the mnﬁ:r had known
that little circumstance, however.

The major crossed the quadrangle,
and Cutts, looking out of his stud
window, recognised the broad-
shouldered man with the cavalry
swagger. Cutts turned to Knox of the

LT T

Monty Lowther
Calling !

Hallo, aver_vbody ! * For sale,” says
the local paper, * several horses and
one odd mule.”” Koew people will bo
wanting a mule which is any odder
than usual.

Two workmon woere glaring at each
other. * What's the matter with
you?!" demanded one. * Nothing's
the matter with me ! snapped the
othor. * You gave mo a narsty look,”
said the first. ““ Now you mention it,
you 'ave got a narsty look,” said the
other, * but I didn't give it to you! ™

Have you heard the story of two
men? No?! He, hel That's it.

“Do you think I could ovor do
anything with my voice?" asked
Core of the music teacher. * Well,"”
snid the music toacher, * it might be
useful in case of fire 1"

 But the walls are viddled eith
bullct-holea,” protested the pro-
spective lodger. ** Yes,' said the
landlady, ** the last gentlemman was
a gangster, and he was aliwways
swalting flics! "

LU O T T T T T T T

A achoolmaater has written a book
in which he says: ‘' You can only
become rich by industry and theft.”
Doos ho moan thrift ?

Third Form flash : *' An epigram is
a short sontenco which means a lot."
said Mr. Selby. ‘' Can you give me an
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example, D'Arcy minor ¥ " ' Take a
hundrod lines, sir ! ™ replied Wally.

Irish story : * Pat, I'm sorry you're
leaving,” said the foreman. ' Aren't
the wages satisfactory 1" * The woges
are all right,” said Pat, * but I have a
guilty fmlin{ all the time.” ‘* About
what 1" * Well," said Pat, I can't
help feeling 1I'm doing a horse out of
a job,"”

*“I'vo just bought a book about
cultivating a good memory," said
Bkimpolo. * Tell me what's in it,"
asked Reilly. * I'm sarry,” safd Skim.
pole, ‘' 1've forgotton."

A tenant summoned at Wayland
Court said the landlord raisod the rent,
but ke couldn't.

They say a donkey and a motor-car
are vory similar, Both are liable to
kick back.

A Wayland man claima to have
gone without food for eighicen
days. If the wailress does notl
come within two or three days, it
is a good. plan to ring the bell !

Quickly, nowt: Why are the top-
most leaves on a tree lilv(e a dog’s tail ?
Bocause they aro farthest from the
bark. Bow-wow !

As the fat, round prisoner sa'd:
“ Judge, all I want ia a chance to
square myself."

Mr. Ratelifft is & chronic sufferer
from indigestion. His motto is:
* Bismuth as usual."

It was Bkimﬂolo who thought briefl
bags were football shorts.

The school choirmaster gave us a
koyboard talk. More key-bored than
keyboard 1

ast shot: * Haven't lheﬁr ‘rlven
you a menu yet, sirt' askod the
waitor of the famished diner. ' Yos,
but I finished that half an hour ago,"
camo the reply.

Time for tea, chaps.
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Sixth, who was in the study with him,

und yawned. ;
“Here comes my uncle, Knox ! T sup-
pose “you don't want to see the fond

reunion of a dulifqi.no{.)lww and his
uncle?” he said satirically.

* No, thanks !’

Knox grinned and quitted the study.

Cutts sat down at the table, and
opened a Greek lexicon, a graummar,
and a volume of Xenophon. lle took
from the bookshelf ' 8keggs on the Caro
of Cavalry Horses,” and luid tho volume
on the table where it could not fail to
catch the major's eye.

He was deep in Xenophon when a
heavy stride came along the passage.
The volume was the “ Anabasis—the
Retreat of the 1en Thousand,” the
volume in which Xenophon relatea the
adventure of the ten thousand Grecks
who marched home from the heart of
Asia Minor, with the courage and
determination only equalled by the
courage and determination of modern
readers who pursuc the narrative tosthe
end.

Tap!

Cutts rose to his fect as the door
opened to admit bis uncle. Toby was
grinning behind the major in the
passage. He had shown a very difforcnt
sort of visitor into the study the
previous day, and he could not help
thinking of it at the moment.

“Uncle I"” exclaimed Cutts.

And he stepped forward to meet the
major. Major Cutts shook hands with

his nephew, with critical eyes and some
approval.

“You've grown 1"

Cutts laughed.

“Yes; I was a nipper in the 8ccond
Form the last time you saw me, uncle,”
he said. ** I remember the day you came.

'd had a licking for turning my
trousers up. We didn't let the fags do
that then, I told you about it.”

“You did,” grinned tho major. *“ And
vou didn't blub, I remember, Where
aro you now—hey? In the Fifth Form,

think.”

“That's it,"”” said Cutts,

“You seem to be what wo used to call
a swot,” said the major, glancing at the
books on the table.

Cutts shook his head.

“Not a bit of it,” he said. “I work
hard—I'm not ashamed of that—but 1
play hard, too. I'm in the first cleven
and in tho senior cight, But it's no
good trying to get on without working,
uncle, and I admit I slog a bit, I've
taken up Greek, but I'm not nnullectmu
the cavalry exercises, I can tell you.
Only don't look on me as a awot, pleaso.
I should be playing cricket this ofter-
noon, but I've stayed in for you; and I
was just ﬁlliug up time with another dig
at Xenophon.” .

“That's right,” said the major, grout‘l{

leased. * g\fork hard and rlny ar
heard about the school playing the
Australian tcam, the Wallabies.” .

“] was in the school cleven,” said
Cutts modestly.
“Good, my boy!"” The mn{or de-
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posited himself in the ecary-chair,
Cutte remaining standing. *“ Sit down,
Gerr}v; I want a talk with you."

**(10 ahead, uncle.”
“Gotting on all right in the school—

lm‘yt“.

‘I think the Head will give you a
pretty [rood report, uncle.”

“And still wanting to go into
cavalry 7"

“I've set my heart on that. Of
course, I know my father made heaps
of money as a merchant; but—but, dash
it all, uncle, you are in tho cavalry!
And—and you wouldn't bo anything clso
for hqaru of money, would you?”

“Right, my boy—right!” said the
major, with a chuckle, “I'll sce that
your father doesn’t put any obstacles in
your way, By Jove, sir, if ho does, T'll
altor my will and leave all my Consols
to another neﬂalww, by Jove I”

“That would be hardly fair on me,
would it, uncle?” said Cutts, with a
smile.

I'he major laughed.

“Depend upon mo to make it all right
for you there,” he said. *“Your father
agroes with me about that, Your father
looks-after you all right here? Plenty
of tin—hey 1"

“Oh, plenty, uncle I" said Cutts. “ And
you hn\_re been so gonerous. I spend a
ﬁood bit on books—I'm keeping Sand.

urst in view all the time, you see—and
I may have been a bit extravagant in
riding horses; but as I'm going into the
cavalry that is really a necessity, Don’t
{ou think so0, uncle? As a matter of

act, I sold my bike to pay a bill at the
riding school in Wayland. But I don't
mind 'shnt: 1 shan't be in the cycle
corps.

"Oh gad! That's too bad !" his uncle
said. “You order a new bicycle, and
tell them to send the bill to me.”

“You'ro kinduess itself, uncle,” said
Cutts,

He had had an inward hope that the
major would lay down the moeney.

“By tho way, thore’s young Digby—
old Bob's son,” said the majo:g K ou'v\'c
been keeping an eyo on him, as I asked
you?'

Cutts becamo very grave. He did not
reply for the moment, and the major's
sharp eves bocamo sharper.

“Nothing tho matter with Digby, is
there?” he asked. *“Bob Digby was my
fag at Harrow, and I should be sorry
LI ll'i'ere was anything wrong with his

0y,

“He's in good health, uncle.”

“8lacker at his work—hey 1"

“I thinR not. I help him with his
work someotimes,”’ suid Cutts modestly.
" You see, he is in the Fourth Form, so
I don't have anything to do with him
unless I look him out specially. 1 find
time to help him a bit with his Form
work.”

The mujor nodded approval.

“That's right, Gerry. But what's the
matter with him, then? Don't beat
about the bush, sir. I can see you've got
something on your mind.”

Cutts hesitated.

“The fact is, uncle, is—or,
rather, was—something wrong about Sir
Robert Digby’as #on,’”” ho said slowly.
“But—bu: 1 don’t know if 1 ought to
tell you.”

“You'd better,” said the major. "1
want to see him as well as you while I'tn
here; and if there's anything wrong, his
father's got to know.”

Cutts assumed an expression of alarm.

“Not his father, uncle! His father
must not know 1"

The major looked very startled,

the

there

“What do you mean, boy? What in
tho matter with young Di g 7 I insist
‘THe GEM Luunv.—glo. fd&

upon knowing at oncel
Has ho been gotting into
trouble1” .
“Don't be angry with
me, uncle.  But if I tell
you, it will have to be in
confidence, and on condi-
tion that 8it Robert Digby
isn’t told & word about it,
and that you don’t say a
word to Dig about it,
either. I promised him to
keep it a scexet. And yon
wouldn’t ask me to break
my word 7"
“Certainly not., But—-"
“T'm qoing to tell you—

in fact, 1 must tell you, for
I want you to help me in
the matter, but not a word
further. I may tell you,
anyway, that ]v)igby got
himscl¥ into frghtful

trouble, and I found it out
and saved him from taking
an awful step. If I never
have anything clse to be
thankful for, I shall always
bo thankful for that,”” said
Cutts.

“You saved him?”
“Yes, uncle.”
“I'm glad of that,

Gerry,” said tho major, s
voice a littlo husky. “1'm
glad my nephew was hero
to help old Bob’s son in the
time of need. But you
must tell me all—alll Do
you understand 1"’

“Not unless you promise
not to broathe a word to
Sir Robert, sir,” said Cutts
firmly, “It woyld be a
fearful blow to him, and [
promised Digby that his
father should never know.”

“Well, I promise that.”

“Nor speak about it to Digby himnself,
cither, sir. He would not dare to faco

ou. In fact, only to-day, as scon as he
imnrd that you were coming, he ran out
and mounted his bicyele, and has ridden
olf—goodness knows where.”

‘Do you mean to say that the bo
dare not meet his father's old friend 7
asked the major grimly.

Cutts nodded.

“You don't know what he's been
through, sir. DBesides, it's all over now,
so far as Digby is concerned, I've pro-
mised him that his father shall not
know, and that if I tell E’ou you will
lprunliae not to mention the matter lo
um.”’

“You must tell me, Gerry.”

“(iiva me your word, uncle, not to
mention it to the poor kid. 1 assure
you that he is out of his trouble now
and has promised to keep straight, and
has kept his word, I keep him very
closely under my eye now, 1 promise
you. He has had his lesson, and it has
done him good. But if the matter were
vevived, I could not answer for what
might happen. When I explain cvery-
thing, you will see for yourself; and I
gave Digby my word of honour, uncle,”
said Cutta.

“You should not have done ro,
Gerald ; but, having done so, you cannot
break it, certainly. Well, T promise
what you tell me shall noth])ass my lips
to Digby or his father. Now, tell me
what it i1s? You have alarmed me.”

“I'd better show you the letter, sir.”

“What letter?”

“The letter the boy had written 1in
despair when I talked him out of his
folly and helped him,” said Cutts.
“You know Digby's hand 1"
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The etudy door was suddenly flung wide open and T§
“You liar, Outte !’ he shouted.

“ You've been

“Yes. 1 had a letter from him yester-
day.”
“Then you will recognise this.”

Cutts opened his  pocket-hook, and
took out the folded letter. He apened
it, and laid it on the tablo before the
major. Major Cutts vead it, and starcd
and gnawed at his grey moustache, and
sot his teoth hard.

For this was tho letter:

“Dear Dad,--I'm afraid you wi'l be
shocked at this, I'm aw ully sorry.
I've got into l'rifhtful trouble. I'm ro
upset that T hardly know what I'm writ-
ing. Decar old dad, don't be ton upset
when you hear what's happened. 1've
been betting on horses, and I've lost a
lot of money. Theoy've been worrying
wa for weeks and weeks, and I've been
going to write you, but didn't dare
to ask you for seventy-five pounds. 1've
been so miserable, 1 wish T was dead.
I can’t stand it any longer, and I'm
oinF to drop over the bridgo on the
ﬁhy to-night, and they won’t be able i0
threaten me any longer.
“Good-bye—and forgive me,
“Your miserable zon,
* Ropext.”

CHAPTER 10,
The Cheque !

HERE was a long silence in the
ntudi. The najor gazod
blankly at tho lotter he had read
in Digby's hnndwritmg. He

knew the hnuﬁ. He had Digby’s letter
in his pocket at that moment, and thie

was the same sprawling, schoolboy
hand. The half-incoherent wording of
the lotter scemed to show the dreadful
stress of mind under which it was
written.  There was a cloud on the

\
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ret Into the room, his face angry with indignation.
Outte started back, a look of alarm on

major's face when he looked up at last,
Cutts was watching his face with keen
eyes.

“Good heavens !”

Cutts gavo a sigh.

“You understand now, sir, why Sir
Robert must kuow nothing of it. |
think it would have broken his heart if
he had received that letter.”

“Toor old Bob!" said the major. *1I
think it would And you say that the
foolish boy was actunl{y going to send
this letter to his futhort”

“1 found him with it on the table
before him, sir.  He was half-beside
himself, crying as if his heart would
break,” sard Cutts, with an artistio
shake in his voice. T had noticed that
there was something wrong with him for
some time past, and I had asked him
questions;  but  he always evaded
answering. But several times he asked
ma to lend him money, so I gucssed that
monoy troubles were at the bottom of it.

*“The night he wrote this letter I had
been struck by his looks, and I was very
uncasy. I was, in fact, thinking about
him, and 1 had gone out into the quad
to take a turn before going to bed, and
was wondering whether I ought to write
to his father, or speak to the Head; but
you understand that it would have been
a delicate matter to risk getting the kid
into trouble with his people.”

The major nodded without speaking.

“] was in & most unpleasant frame of
mind, as you can imagine,” said Cutts.
“I'hen I saw that there was a light in
the window of Digby's study. t was
an hour after the bed-time of the Fourth
Form, and the study should have been
dark, of course; and it struck me at
once that Digby had come down for
somcthing, and I hurried to the study

said the major.

Ho was sitting
there, with this letter on
the table before him. He
had just written it, and I
read it over his shoulder.

at once.

In the circumstances, I
felt that I was justified in
doing so, uncle,””

“Yes, yes, of course.”
“Then I knew what he
meant to do. Ile was
going to get out of the
school, and drop into the
river.  His troubles had

unnerved him to that ex-
tent, and ho was not at all
himself,” said Cutts. “He
was worried to the piteh of
suicide. was 80 horrop-
stricken that I eried out
something, and then he
found 1 was i the study.

*“Heo jumped up and ran
for tho door, and I had to
struggle with him to stop
him. But 1 110(; him back,
and locked tho door, and
talked to him. I necedn’t
tell you what 1 said. T was
vather upset myself; but I
got tho wholo miscrable
story out of him.

“Ile had been led into
gambling=—putting nmoney on
horses—and had  borrowed
money, too, tho rascals
knowing that his father
was & baronet, and know-
ing that Sir Robert would
pay to avoid a scandal.
Of course, they couldu’t
have undorstood the pitch
of desperation  they were
driving the boy to.

“Digby dared not write
to his father to say he
owed soventy-five pounds.
He knew Sir Robert would nover have
paid such n sum. He was terrified at tho
thonght of the exposure and scandal—
and, of course, ho would have beon
oxpelled from tho schoo! when the truth
camo out—and so he had mude up his
mind to do the mad thing.”

“The young fool 1” said the major.

“I talked him out of it. I mado him
promiso to go back to bed," said Cutts,
“But thore was only one way I could
influenco him. 1 promised to pay tho
money for him, and set him freo of his
creditors.  On his side, he promised
never to mix with such rascals again;
and he has kept his word, uncle.
straighter, belter kid than Digby
couldn’t bo found in the school to.day.
I give you my word about that, uncle.”

“TI am glad to hear it, Gerald, I cer-
tainly think thut such o lesson ought to
have heen enough for him,”

“It was enough, uncle.”

“But you say you promised to pay
the mongy, Gerald,” said the major,
puzzled. *“Have you told anyone else
ubout this?”

“No one, uncle,”

“Not your father?”

“Not a word, uncle. My father would
think me a fool. Business men take
difforent viows of mattors,” said Cutts
apologetically. “I hope you don't think
it wrong of me to confide in you instead
of my lather? I felt that you would
understand the case bettor, somehow;
and you have been, in a way, respon-
sible, as it was by your request that I

took Dighy under my wing, so Lo
speak.”
“That is right, Gerald. But if you

have not asked your father for the
money, how could you have obtained
such a sum as seventy-fivo pounds?”

15

Cutts hesitated,

“1 am afraid Jou will blame me,
uncle,” he said; “but thero was only
ono way to got the money. I could not
ask my father for such a sum, and you
wero still in Africa then—or, rather, on
the steamer home. 1 raised seventy-five
pounds from a moneylender,”

“Gerald i

“I was afraid you would condemn

me, sir,” said Cutls submissively.
“But I ecould not think of anything
else to do The man—a man named
Hooke—is fair in his way: 1 have
Puid the intercst out of my allowance.
t has kept mo pretty short, I admit,
but—but I don’t complain of that.
Unele, I'll admit that I hoped that
when you came home, you would hoilp
me.”

The major was silent. His eyes were
again on the letter on the table, and
ho did not sco the almost haggard
anxiety with which Cutts was watching
his face.

“Did Digby know how you raised
the money, Gerald 1”

Cutts sgook his head.

“I did not tell him, uncle. The poor

fellow had enough to bear—it was use-

less telling him that, too. He could
not help it. I did it on my own
responsibility, after trying to find

some other way, I told Digby that if
he would promise to go straight, and
keep his rrnmin. he would ncver hear
a word of the matter again—from me,
from you, from anyone. Ho has kept
his word. Uncle, I know what a
serious thing it is for a fellow of my
age to have dealings with a money-
lender. My onl{ exouso is that it was
not for myself, but to save the son of
your old friend—the boy you had asked
me to look after.”

“You did right, Gerald. There was
no other way, _suppose,’’ said the
major. “But it is surprising that s
moneylender should mako you such
loan.  He must know that ho could not
recover it at law, as you are a minor.,”

“They know their businoss, uncle.
The man would only have to send his
claim to the Hoad of 8t. Jim's, and I
should bo expelled from the school for
having had dealings with him. He
considercd that my relations would find
the moncy rathor than that; he knows
my people are rich.”

“You risked all that, Gorald, to
save my friend's son—because had
usked you to take care of him?” said
tho major.

“1 did, uncle, though I may say I
like the lad very much myself. Ho is
a fine fellow, and, as I said, as straight
as a dio now he's out of his trouble.

“You owe this man—this Hooke—
soventy-five pounds?” said the major,
after a pause.

“Yes, uncle.”

“What interest have you been pay-
inF him

‘Five shillings a_week."

“The rascall Why, that would be
more than fifteen per cent!” the major
exclaimed. -

o

“I bad no choice in
unclo.” . .

“The rascal shall be paid,” said the
major. "I will draw a cheque for the
amount. His claim shall be met in full,
and I should like to have the plcasure
of kicking him downstairs, bogad, as
welll The name is—what—Hooke 1"

“Bettor make the cheque out to
Hooke & Griggs—that is the name of
the firm, uncle,” said Cutts, his hands
trembling & little.

“(iivo me a pen|”

Major Cutts extracted = lenther
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wallet from an inside pocket, and
opened it, and produced his cheque-
book. Cutts, in ﬁpitﬂ of his nerve, felt
a little .idd'j_r. .He had played out his
cunning game with unscrupulous deter-
mination, but he knew how much he
was ‘risking. Even now that he had
gained his point, and swindled his
uncle out of the sevonty-five hpﬂund’ he
owed to Hooke ‘and Griggs
feel safe. But his hand was firm as
he passed the pen to the major.

ajor Cutts wrote out the cheque,
and éulu could scarcely trust his eyes
as ho read:

“Pay Messrs. Hocke & Gri gs the
sum ol seventy-five pounda—STSS:

The major delached the cheque from
the book, and blotted it, and handed
it to Cutts.

“Bend that to the man, and have
done with him,'’ he said.
“Uncle, I shall never be able to

thank you enough1”

Major Cutts made a gesture,

“I feel that I causcd this, in a way,
Gorsld‘ by asking Jyou to take care of
Digby,” he said. “But, mark me, if
anything of the kind should recur, you
are to communicato with me at once—
let me know—and I will doal with the
matter |”

“1 shall obey you, uncle. But I am
sure nothing of the kind can occur—I
have kept a lha? cye on Digby, and I
am quite satisfied.'

“1 am glad to hecar that, at all
events.”

“1 am sorry you won't sce him,
uncle,” said Cutts regretfully. “I
think you mentioned in your lefter you
had to take the six o'clock train back.
I am afraid Digby will stay out until
you are gone.”

The major shook his head.

“1 shall see him,”” he said quietly.

“But your train, uncle?”

“1 can catch n later one.”

“But—but you will say nothing to
Digby. You rememboer——*

“1_ shall not forget my promise,
CGerald,” said the major, with dignity.
“But I must sec Dob’s son beforo I go
—I am dceided about that.”

Cutts was again conscious of an
uneasy feeling. He had played out his
dangerous game with success so far, but
he knew ho was walking on thin ice.
Yet even then his nerve was of iron;
his look did not change.

M am flnd you can stay, uncle,” he
said. “I suppose I had better send
this_cheque at once?”

“Certainly, I will walk down to the
post office  with Kou' and you can
resinter it,”’ eaid the major.

That will be ripping, sir!”

Uncle and nephew left the
together.

study

CHAPTER 11.
Up to Gussy!

OM MERRY glanced over the
fo'amin% top of his glass of
ginger-beer, and remarked :

“That’s Cutts’ uncle!”

Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy nodded.
Tom Merry and Arthur Augustus were
“out” in the House match, and Tom
had crossed over to tho tuckshop for a
“ |n!9f‘p‘:l)-"
'otn had to keep his eye on tho
field, but Arthur Augustus, as a
common or garden member of the
team, was taking things easy now,
rently and dolicately sipping iced
emonade through a straw.
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o did not’

D'Arcy let go the straw and adjusted
his eyeglass in his eye, and took a
careful survey of the soldierly looking
man who was leaving the S8chool House
in company with Cutts of the Fifth.

“Looks & vewy decent sort,” he

said,

“A little bit like Cutts in feature,”
said Tom Merry; “but a better speci-
men, I faney. lT’ve heard of him from
my uncle—he's & major, and a good
soldicr.”

“Too good for that wascal Cutts,”
said D’Arcy. “See how Cutts is
makin' up to him. 1 heard him wefer
di-wefpecﬂully to his uncle in speakin’
to u“'iﬂh Form chap, and look at him
now.

“Rotten humbug I” said Tom Merry,
finishing his ginger-beor. “I1'm off "

Tom Merry walked back to the
cricket,  Jack Blake took his emFty
scat at the little table under the elms
outside the school shop. Blake had

f,?,"“ down under Fatty Wynn's deadly out

wling for 19.
“Warm, isn't it?" Blake rcmarked.

| ENCORK ! I RO,

“ 1 say, mister, will you do that
again 7 My small brother never
saw it! "

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to K. Bmell, 48, Melstook Avenue,

Upminster, Essex.

“Did you sa inger, Gussy?! Cer-
tainly 1 As m{nygas you liko—and ask
them to ice it!"” .

Arthur Algustus did not reply. He
was gazing towards the major and his
nephew. ajor Cutts was approaching,
He had evidently caught a glimpse of
tho cricket field, and wished to sce the
fellows playing. Besides the junior
House match there was a Formm match
between Fifth and }Sixt.h. and all the
mighty men of the two top Forms were
englﬁicd in strifo with the nimble willow
and the elusive leather,

Kildare was hitting out to the bowl-
ing of Lefevre of the Fifth, and the hit.
ting of the captain of St. Jim's waos
worth watching,

Major Cutts was an old cricketer—
he had played at Lord's for Harrow in
his time, and he was naturally keen on
the great summer game,

Blake followed Arthur Augustus’
ﬁlmce curiously, and spotted Cutis and

is uncle.

“0Oh,” said Blake, “old Cutts and
young Cutts—eh 1"

“Yaas, wathah|”

“Looks a tough old sport. Ginger.
beer, please, Mrs, Taggles! I'll come
and fetch it.”

THE GEM LIBRARY—EVERY WEDNESDAY

b And Blake went in for the ginger.
cer,

When he came out again, D'Arcy's
oyeglass was atill fastened upon the
bronzed major. The swell of 8t. Jim's
was deep in thought.

. “Upon the whole,” he murmured, as
if speaking to himself, *I think it is
up to me to explain,”

“What bee have Euu got in your
bonnet now!" asked Blake.

“I have not got a bee in my bonnet at
all,” said D’Arcy. *“I was thinkin'
about Dig bein' away, aftah havin'
w'itten to Majah Cutts that he was

leased to be goin' to sce him_to-day.

he majah will think it wude, Dig not
bein' here, and I wegard it as bein’ up
to us to exrluin.”.

*Cutts will toll him,” yawned Blake,

“But Cutts sent Dig out,” said
D'Arcy. * He might not like to mention
that he is the cause of Digby's absence.
I weally considah I ought to mention to
Majah Cutts that Dig is sowwy he is

“But Dig will be back bofore the
major gocs, won't he?”

“Looks to me as if he's goin' now;
they're goin' down to the gates, an
takin’ in the cwicket gwound as they

“Well, pile in!” said Blake, with a
grin,

Arthur Augustus roso from his scat,
and strolled across to get into the
major's path as he came down to tho
ericket ground, ID'Arcy raised his strow
hat in the most elegant manncr as the
major come up,

Cults of the Fifth gave him n stony
look, He didn't want the major to got
talking with any of Dighy's chums,
if he could help it. A chance word
might spoil everything for him,

Bul Major Cutts, naturally, paused an
the elegnut and handsome juunior stood
in his path, with a lifted straw hat,

“Pway excuse me, sir,” said Arthur
Augustus,  “I pwesume, sir, thal you
are Majah Cutts?"

“Quite right 1" snid Cutis’ unele,

“I am D'Arcy, of the VFourih, sir.
Pway excuse the liberty 1 take in
adwessin' you, but I am Dighy's best
chum.”

“Indeed?” snid the major,

“Yaas, wathal, sir! feel hound
to expwess Dig's wegwet that he is not
here to gweot you, sir. Wo know all
about your bein' his patah's old fwiend,
and Dig would havé been vewy glad to
m(;e!:' you here; but he has hnde to go
out.

“Is that s0o?” raid the major, a litile
surprised. *“Did Digby say that he
wanted to sece me, D'irc  (a

" Well, T do not wemembah his words,
sir,”” enid D'Arcy, *“but certainly he did
wish to. goin'

As ?-ou appeah to be

carly, I thought I might mention thal
he will be vewy sowwy to miss you.
He weally had to go out this aftahnoon
to oblige Cutts—"'

“What 1"

_"Nonsense 1" snid Cutts, & dull fAush
rising in his cheeks.

For a moment his heart had stood
still at the horrible risk of his unclo
discovering that he had purposcly sent
Digby away from the school that after.
noon. His eyes gleamed with sup-
pressed rage as he looked at the swell
of Bt. Jim's,

D’Arcy looked surprised.

“1 do not like to heah my womarks
chawactewised as nonsenso, Cutts,” he
said stiffly. “I certainly think you
should have explained to Majah Cutts
why Dig is not here as you know vewy
well why ha is not here. It would bo
wotten to allow the majah to think that

(Continued on page 18.)
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Let the Editor be your pal !
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters:
The Editor, The GEM,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4.

I

The Editor’s Chair

the photo below. Aren't they
a hnppy_ group of schoolboys?
They're just a few of the mem-
bers of the GEM Club at the Modern
Bchool, Surbiton, and a more loyal
band of Gem supporters it would be
bard to find. They’re all keen readers,
and each member buys his own copy
every week. Tha club has also many

HALLO, Chuma! Take a look at

members of the fair sex, and they enjoy |,
& &0.

tho adventures of Tom Mer
just as much as the boys.
photo before me of a grou
mambers of this elub, und

it on this page next weck.

Y

have a
of the girl
will publish

WANTS ST. FRANK'S STORIES !

In my mail this morning was a letter
from Jack Taylor, of Manchester. He
writes: “I used to bo a rogular reader
of the *Nelson Lee Library,” and when
it becarne incorporated with the Gewm, I
immediately became a reader of that
excellent Jm er. Now I wouldn't miss
o story of the chums of 8t. Jim's for
nnythinF. But, at the same time, I
should like to ronew acquaintance with
old Nipper & Co. of 8t. Frank's. Is
there any likelihood of their adven-
{ures appearin l.FninT I'm sure there
are many old ‘&e son Leo ' readors who
would welcome more stories from Mr.
Brooks.”

Thanks for your letter, Jack. As a
matter of fact, I'vo had many lctters
from time to time asking me to revive
the Bt. Frank's stories, and I have been
fiving the matter some serious thought,

cannot promise anything definite at
the momont, but there is a possibility
that St. Frank's yarns will be appear-
ing again soon—though perhaps not in
the Gew, will have more news later,
s0 1 adviee all my readers who want

theso stories to keep their eye on this
page.

“THE COMING OF THE TOFF "

This is the title of the super yarn
which Martin Clifford has provided for
our entertpinment next Wodnesday.
ho story dcals with the thrilling and
unusual circumstances in which a new
y comes to St. Jim's, and tells how,
in the space of a couple of days, he
becomes the most popular fellow in the
school | Talbot certainly has a winning
way with him, and the Bhell welcome
him with open arms. But there is one
junior at 8t.° Jim's who regards the
advent of the new boy with suspicion,
and watches his growing popularity
with a heavy heart, hat is Joe
Frayne, the little waif of the Third,
whom Tom Merry befriended and
brought to 8t. Jim's, Joo has a special
reason for his suspicions, as you will
learn.

Hero is dramatio
story which brings out all the best
qualities of Martin Clifford's writing,
and readers will enjoy every word of it,

a powerful and

“WHO SHALL BE CAPTAIN?"

Those rcaders who have followed the
early adventures of the Greyfriars
chums from the beginning must have
noticed the gradual chango in_the
character of Harry Wharton. More
and more ho is learning to keep his
hasty” temiper, which has led him into
s0 much trouble, in control. Onco the
most unpopular boy in the Remove, ho
has been slowly but surely winning the
esteem of his Form-fellows, until now
he is one of the leaders of the Remove,
S0 it is that, in next week's grand
yarn, we find Harry Wharton among

A cheery group of readers of the Modern 8chool GEM Olub, Surbiton, display
their favourite paper.

the candidates who put up for the cap-
taincy of the Remove oricket team.
lis rivals are Bob Cherry, and Bul
strode, the Form bully. ho will win
the honour of leading the Remove?! 1'll
leave Frank Richards to tell you all
about it next week.

“THE SIGNOR'S SECRET 1"

By the way, mention of Frank
Richards reminds me that there is
another grand new cover-to-caver story
by him appearing this week in the
“Magnet.,” Many GeM readers, I
know, take our companion paper, but
to those who don't, I will say this:
Give this week’s number a trial, and I
am certain _you will me regular

readers. Tho_story deals with circus
life, featuring Billy Bunter in the lead-
ing role. It is full of fun, thrills, and
schoolboy adventure, and roaders will

ovince the greatest enjoyment in fol-
lowing the experiences of the Grey-
friars chums.

QUICKEST K.0.!

“What is the shortest prizefight on
record 1’ asked J. B., of Bormondsey.
Believe it or not, the shortest profes-
sional fight ever staged lasted oxactly
cleven and a half scconds! Al Fore-
man, the British boxer, landed this
lightning k.o. in his match against
Rul:]y Levine, a Russian boxer, in Mon-
treal, in 1928. For a second and a half
Levine faced Foreman, then—thud !—
one punch, and it was all over.

MODEL PLANE CHAMPION !

Albert Judge, of Clapham, is very
Eroud of one of the model aeroplancs
e has made, and for a very good
renson, The machino won him the
Wakefield Trophy for Model Acro-
planes at Detroit, US.A, He has
always taken a keen interest in model
plane building, and the one which he
ontered for the trophy cost him five
shillings to make. He took it across
tho Stales, and, competing against the
entrants of five other nations, his model
plane made a ﬂiiht of over four
minutes' duration, As a matter of fact,
madel plane builders of this country
proved their superiority over other
nations by winning tho first, third, and
fifth prizes in the competition !

TRY THIS !

How many farthings in £9 13a. 73d.?
Can you work it out in your head in
less than thirty seconds?  If so you will
beat the time sct up by a seven-year-ald
boy in Cyprus. I tried it on our office-
boy. He took five minutes, and then
gave me the wrong answer !

THE EDITOR.
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Dig had been wude and neglectful to his
patuli’s oldest fwiend.” .

Major Cults gave his nephew a curi-
ous look,

*“I shall see Digby,” he said. “I had
intended to leave carly, but I am stay-
ing Inter, as it happens, D'Arcy. When
Dighy comes in, will you tell him that I
want to see him?"

*With pleasuah, sir!”

And D'Arcy raised his_ straw lhat
again and stepped aside. Major Cutls
and his nephew walked on to the cricket
ground,

*1 am afraid Digby has misled the
juniors about his going out,” Cutts re.
marked casually, “Ie could not very
well tell them, I suppose, that he was
going  out specially  becauso he  was
alraid to meet you, uncle.”

*1 suppose not," assented the major,
“The young rascal scems to have used
your name—ch 7"

“It appears so. Ho fags for me some-
times.” explained Cutts, I suppose he
told the kids he was fagging for me this
afternoon or somcthing of the kind, if
they asked him whm'e%m was going."’

The major’s brows c:‘:ntrnctcg.

“I dan't like that,” he said. “ It Jooks
as if his roform’' is not so complete as
vou thought, Gerald, if le has been
1esorting to lies,"

Cults considered.

*As a matter of fact, sir, T gave him
a message to take for me, and he may
have ﬂ"'."’ out with it,” he snid, as 1f
he had just remembered it.
not have gone to-day, as it was not im-
portant. But ho may have made it the
pretext for going out, and so kept
within tho truth 1 what he told the
Juniors."

“8ull, T don't like it 1"

Cutts considered it better to let the
nistter drop there. He realised that he
would have to sco Digby and speak with
him before tho litter saw the major,
If Major Cutts had kept to his original
intentions of leaving by au early train,
all would have been well,

But the major was grimly determined
to see Digby, Cutts was walking in
very slippery places, and ho realieed it
very clearly,

He was thinking it over as he stood
watching the cricket by the old soldier's
wide. Major Cutts was watching Fatty
Wyun bowling against Kangaroo wit
keen intorest, Cutts hardly saw the
cricket at all.

“ Well hit I” shouted the major as tho
Cornstalk junior sent the bul(l away to
the boundary. “That's a coming tuan,
Gerry. Who is he ?”

“Eh? Who?” said Cutts vaguely.

The major turned to stare at hin.

. “Didn't you see that hit?” he asked
in astonishiment,.

‘Oh, yes, rather!”

“Who's the kid?”

“Noble of the Shell,” said Cutts.
“He's an Australian.  8hall we be
fe“mﬁ down to the post office, uncle?

should like this letter to catch the col-
lection, so that they'll get it to-night.”

“Oh, certainly, 1wy qmy "

The major turned somoewhat relue-
tantly away from the cricket, and uncle
and nephew walked down to the post
oftice in Ryleombe, where the cheque
was duly sealed up in a registered
envelope and dispatched.

Cutts drew a decp breath of relief
when it was gone, and ho had the
reccipt for it in his pocket. Whatever
happened now, he was safe from Griggs
and donas Hooke.  Even if anything
came out, his uncle would not be likely
to stop the cheque, All he had to do
now wus to get rid of his unole before
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“He need

the truth came out, and that was his
one anxicty. Any kind of concern for
the junior whose rame he had black-
ened did wvot enter Cutts’ mind. He
had no time to think of Digby—he¢ was
too busy thinking about himself.

CHAPTER 12,
Digby and the Major !

IGBY came in after the House
match was finished. His chums
met him as he was wheeling in
his bicycle, Digby was a little

tired with his long ride, but his first
thought was for the match.

““How did it go?” he asked, as he met
Tom Merry in the quad.

Tom smiled.

“A draw,” he said, “We tied with
the New House for exactly a hundred.
Figgins came near scoring some more,
but Lowther caught him out just in
time.”

“Glad the House was not licked,”
said Digby. .

* Delivered your precious mcessage ™
asked L?Juko.

“Majah Cutts is here,” said D'Arcy.
“He asked me to tell you that he
wanted to sce you, Dig.” I'm pwelty
certain that Cutts had not mentioned
that he sent you out this aftahnoon, for
some weason, I felt that I was bound
to point out to the majah that you did
not intend fo be diswespectful in goin’
out. You had bettah explain to Majah
Cutts that you had to go.”

“Well, T didn't have to go,” said
Digby. *“I went out to oblige Cutts.
Cutts will have told the major that,
1 suppose, if he asked after me.”

“I"'m quite sure he hasu't.”

“Oh, rot!” said Digby.

And he wheeled away his bicycle, He
was putting the machine up in the bike-
thed when Cutts came in,  The Fifth
Former had been keeping an eye open
for Digby, and he spotted the junior
immediately he came inside the gates,

“Given MHallam my messaget” he
asked.

“Yes,” said Digby. “Here's the
answer.”

Cutts took the note and put it in his
pocket without opening it.

“By the way, my uncle wants to see
vou. It scems that your father specially
asked him to seo you and 1nh your
father how you are getting on.”

*Right-ho |” said f)eigby.

“The major is a bit rusty at your
being out,” said Cutts,

" Didn’t you tell him—"

“1 \rns‘f‘ust trlling him, but he was
80 annoyed that I didn't dare to go on,”
said Cutts. "I have to keep him in a
good temper, you know, It may miean
a fiver to me, and a quid to you, Di%b_\'.
if he keeps his blessed temper while
he's here. Be a bit tactful with him,
won't you?”

Digby Trinned.

“I'll talk to him like a Dutch unele,”
he said.

“Don’t mention that I sent you over
to Abbotsford. It will get his rag out
at once, He supposes now that it was
a message I happened to give you, that
would have done at any time. Let him
g0 on thinking 50.”

“All right.'

“He would be ratty if he knew I
sent you out this afternoon. You'll be
careful not to let him know it §”

“Rely on me,” said Difb cheerfully.
“1 won't make any trouble {)et\\'eon you
and your uncle, Cutts; you may be sure
of that.”

For a moment Cutts’ heart smote
him  The gencrous confidence of the
boy touched some chord within him.
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Little did Digby dream of the use the
black sheep of the Fifth had made of
his name, without leaving him a chance
of clearing it, because he would never
even know that it had been blackened.

“Thank you, Digl" said  Cutts.
“You're a good kid|”

Digby put his bicycle in the stand,
and_came out of the shed with Cutts,

“ unele is in the study now,” said
the Fifth Former. “Will you come
there and see him?”

“ Yes, when I've got some of the dust
ofl.” said Digby.

“We're going to have tea,” said Cutts.
“I6 will Eo a decent spread, and the
feed will help you to stand my uncle.”

*Ha, ha, hal"

“Come as soon as you're cleaned
down.”

“Right-ho I”

Digby went up to the Fourth Iorm
dormitory in the School House for a
wash and brush-up, and Cutts returned
to his study. ¢ had left his uncle
there, talking to Knox, IKnox of the
Bixth was entertaining the soldier with
stories of Cutts’' prowess in games, and
the old major was listening with
pleasure. o was very proud of his
nephew, and he liked to hear about his

reat deeds on the playing-ficlds, And

xnox, who intended to have a
“whaek " in Cutts’ tip, if it waa a
Food one, piled it on for the major's
enefit,

Curly Gibron, who fugged for Cults,
wns  preparing  the tea.  Cutts  had
guessed that his uncle would be pleased
to be asked to a “study brew,” and he
intended that study brew to be a great
success,  The major, who had a keen
appetite, looked on at the preparations
with great satisfaction as he sat by the
window, chatting with Knox.

Knox took his leave when the Lifth
Former came back.

“Tea ready ?” asked Cutts geniully,

“Just on,” said Curly Gibson.

“Good |  When it's quite rcady go
aud tell Dighy.”

The Third Former sniffed,

“Blow Digby " he murmured.

“KEh? What's that?”

“I'm not fagging after Fourlh I'orm
kids " muttered Curly.

Cutts laughed.

“Bhut up!” he said. “You can (ako
Llpllful dozen tarts when you've finished,

.

Curly Gibson'’s face brightened up at
once, 8ix jam tarts would muke a
pleasant little feed for himself,

* 8o Digby's come back, Gerald " the
major asked.

“Yes, uncle. I've just seen him, and
told him to come here to tca.”

“Good 1”

Curly Gibson departed, with the mes-
sage for Digby, and the jam tarta for
himself. In & few minutes Dig|
np{m-red in the study doorway, wit
a freshly washed and glowing face, and
a spotless collar. Ho was.a liltle shy
with the irim-looki.ng major, but the
sight of the feed on the table made
his face light up,

The major fixed his keen eyes on the
junior.

Digby's honest, simple face was
hardly what Major Cutts expected to
see after his nephew's description of
what he had saved Digby from. Cer-
tainly, judging by appearances, no one
would ever have suspected Digby of
the Fourth of having been mixed up
in gambling transactions with book.
makers,

“Come here, my lad!" said the
major, not unkindly. *Vou arc Bob
Digby’s son—hey 1"

““Yes, sir,” said Digby. .

The major shook hands with him,
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“I've promised your father to soo
you, and tell him how you look.”

Di#by smiled,

.“You can tell him I'm in top form,
sir,” he eaid. * You can mention that
I want o new footer, if you think of it,
sir, We're starting footer here soon,
you know.”

Major Cutts laughed.

“Did you know 1 was coming here
to-day 1" he asked.

“"Oh, yes, sir! Cutts told me.”

“And did you think it was quite re-
spectful to your father's old friend to
go.out the aftornoon I was coming?”’
the major demanded.

Digbf gave Cutte a look of dismay.

“I—I—" he stammered. “I knew
1 should seec you before you went,
sir, or I shouldn’t have gone out. Cutts
told me—-"

Digby was about to state that Cutts
had mentioned to him that the major
would be staying later, but a look from
Cutts stopped him in time. He broke
off in confusion.

“Oh, you didn't know I was going by
an oarly train?” said the major,
mollified.

No, sir,”
“You didu't {ell Digby I was leaving
early, Gerald?” .

“I-—I'm afraid 1 forgot to mention
it to him, sir,”’ muttered Cutts,

Di bf starced blankly at Cutts. Cutts
had 50 iborately told him that the major
would be catching a late train, and that
Digby would have ample time to sco
him after coming back from Abbots-
ford. It was quite clear now, even to
Digby's simple and unsuspicious mind,
that Cutts had known the major wans
Fuin carly, and had duliherute]]v mis-
lod ﬁim. d

Why, the junior could not
jmagine, DBut  the fact was clear
enough.

Digby felt his face growing red.

had lied te him, and had evi-
dently nlso lied to his uncle.  Digby
did not know why, but he was troubled
and wortied by it. The warning of his
chums cato back in his mind. Why
had Cutts lied ? .
yrovent him from meeting the major?
‘an there—as Tom Merry & Co. per-
gisted in  thinking—something hidden
behind all this? as some deep game
being played under Cutts’ curious and
unlooked-for kindness and friendship?
Digby was not suspicious, but the
doubt could not be driven from his
mind. lleo was feeling very uncomfort-
able, and oven the sight of the excellent
foed Cutts had provided did not wholly
console him.

“Then you intended to
Dighy ?* the major pursued.

“Why, yos, sirl”

“You expected to be back at the
school before 1 Jeft?”

“Certninly 1"

The major scanncd his face. Digby
was a litlle red; but he was looking
surprised, too, at this close questioning,
and his honest face wur a sufflicient
gunrantee that he was not spoaking
untruths,

Cutts was in torture. He had been
unable to prevent this meeting between
hig uncle and Digby. The major would
not break his promise about the sccret,
but ho was naturally determined to
question Digby as much as he could
without breaking that promise., And
the junior’s simple and honest replics
cmlld not fail to imprcsa the major.
Already Major Cutts could see that his
nephow had at Jeast been mistaken in
assuming that Digby had gone out that
afterncon purposcly to avoid mecting

Cults

sce Mo,

im.
“Well, T am glad of that,”” said the

major, after a pause. “T told your
father T would #ee yon, and send him
news of you, and so 1 have stayed for
a later train.”

“Tt was very kind of you, sir,” said
Dighby.

“Tea's ready,” said Cuits uncasily.

They sat down to tea, and Dighy re-
covered his spirita.  'The ride had made
him hungry, and the fced was first:
class. Digby began to enjoy himself;
but, Gc:'n‘]‘d Cutts was very far from
enjoyment,  Ifor the major, anxious
about Digby after what Cutts had told
him of tho junior’s late escapades and
difficultics, talked to the Fourth I'armer
incessantly, making him talk, and draw-
ing him out.

And Digby ran on cheerfully. 1o

Did Cutte want to =

* What have {ou to uy‘ Qorald 7" sald Major Outls In a steely voioe,

wretched black sheep of 8t. Jim's bowed
" What you have told me aboutl Digby

e
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The major and Digby were chatting
over the tea-table, Dighy was giving
the major a deseription of the great
Wallaby match which the juniors had
watlched on that famous oceasion, and
Major Cutts was listening with keen
intereet,

His interest was not only in the his-
toric mateh, but in Digby himself. llo
was scanning and judging the boy's
animated face as he talked.

Cutts had gone to the door 1o call his
fug. MHe was on tenterhooks,” Iiw own
purt in the great Wallaby match tho
major did not know, and some inadvert.
ent word from Digby might give him
away and lcad to fresh surmises, To his
over-wrought mind it scemed that his
uncle already distrusted him,

The
his head in shame. What could he say 7
is lalse 7 ' asked the major. ‘' Yes,"

murmured Cutte.

had no objection to talking about him-
self and his Form, and lis work and
his play, and ho was quite willing to
give tho major all the particulars ho
wanted to know,

And tho major listened to the cheer-
ful and innocent talk, and tho wonder
f:'ew and grew in his }Jerp](\xud mind.

low could this cheerful, thoughtless,
happy junior ever have been in such a
desperate frame of mind as to havo
written that fateful letter? And in
the major's face Gerald Cutts rcad the

mrplcutﬁ passing in his mind, and
the black sheep's own anxicty grew
more intense.

CHAPTER 13.
Tom Merry Takes a Hand !

4 AG I
Cutts called from his study
doorway, and Curly Gibson

came trotting along  the
passage,

“Gibson, tuke this note to Knox,"
said Cutts in a low voice, scribbling on
a sheet of papor and handing it to the

ag.
“Yes, Cutts.”

Tho fag tpok the note; but Cutts took
it buck a sccond later, fetched an cn-
velope from the study, and scaled the
note in at.

Curly Gibson looked at him indig-
nantly.

*“ Do you think I'd read your blessed
note, Cutts?” ho demanded.

“Cut along with it,” said the Fifth
Former,

And the Third Former sulkily Je:

arted, Ho did not like the distrust of
imself implied by tho careful sticking
up of the noto in tho cnvelope.

However, he hurried off in scarch of
Knox of the Sixth. Knox was not
his study, and the fag looked round the
House for him. Ho inquired of Tom
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Merry as he met him in the lower
passage.

*Heen Knox 1 :

“He was in the quad a few minutes
ago,"” said Tom Merry.

And Curly hurried off to look in the
quadrangle, .

He found Knox at last, chatting to
8cfton of the New House. Curly
dashed up to him breathlessly, "

“Note for you, Knox, from Cutts.

And Curly vanished.

I{nox opened the note and gavo a
whistle as he read it, for it ran as
follows:

“Will you get D out of my study
somchow 1 “o

“My hat!" said Knox. “I wonder—
Excuse me, Sefty; I'm wanted.” And,
with s nod to the New House senior,
he walked away to the School House,
looking very thoughtful. | ,

Meanwhile, Digby was enjoying him-
sclf in Cutts' study, and Cutts was in a
state of mental torture.

The major seemed to bo deeply in.
terested in everything that concerned
Digby,dlnd the junior was naturally
Aattered.

He was not at all averse to giving the
old mllldi“ the fullest particulars of
everything.

“ My nsphcw played in the Wallaby
match, I understand,” the major re-
marked pnunrtgg.

Digby colou for a moment; he ro-
membered the unpleasant rumours in the
Lower 8chool about Cutts on that occa-
rion. But it was not his business to give
Cutts away to his uncle.

" Y]e;. ‘:ir, ptl:ttl was in the teu;.‘:'
said Digby. “It was a ripping match,
sir, ln? v{o beat them at the finish—
beat the Wallabies, sir! There was a
junior in our eleven—Fatty Wynn of my
J'orm. You should see his bowling "

The major smiled.

There was a tap at tho door, and
D'Arcy minor of the Third looked in.

“Is Digby here?”

“What-ho I’* said Digby.

“IKnox has sent me to say he wants
you.” .

" Can't come " said Digby. *Explain
to Knox that I'm having tea with Major
g;utltis. ; and ask him to excuse me,

Fallv.”

* Right-ho 1” said Wally. .

He ran off; but he was back again in
a couple of minutes.

“Knox says you're to go to his study
at once.”

“What for?”

“He wants you.” .

“I don't fag for Knox,"” said Dighy
independently.

“You had betlter go,” said Cutts
quietly, *“I dare say he only wants to
:upe:ln‘k”to you, Dig, and he'll let you come
ek,

“Yes; cut off I'" said the major.
igby rose roluctantly,

“I'll be back shortly, anyway,” he f

saic, and he left the study.

When he was gone the major turned
to his nephew with a very perplexed ex-
pression, Cutts drew a deep breath.

It was coming now, he felt,
major's expression was only perplexed,
but to Cutts’ eye there was suspicion
there. DBut ho must allay it, disarm it.
He felt that he could rely upon Knox to
keep Digby out of the study. Knox did
not know of his plot, but he was keenly
intcrested in helping Cutts “tap " the
wajor for a good-sized tip.

“It's very odd I” Cutts’ uncle said at
ast.
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“What is, uncle?” asked the Fifth
Former. e

** About Digby.”

“I don't quite understand, sir.”

“I have talked to him, questioned
him, drawn him out in every way,” said
the major. “ My idea was to sce whether
his character " had been irreparably
stained by his rascally experiences—
whether 'he had really reformed.
Gierald, he shows no sign whatever of
having been through such experiences.
1f it were possible I should supposo that
you had made some egregious mistake—
that Digby had never cﬁme a rascally
uction in his life. How he can be so
free and talkative and merry with such
a thing on his mind is more than I can
imagine." X

“I have taken it off his mind, uncle,
by helping him out,” said Cutls, with n
sinile—a twisted and frozen smile,

“But he must remember it if he has
any conscience; it must torment him a
little,” the major said. “I—I suppose
there is no mistake. You havo not taken
too le:l-lioul a view of the position he was
1=

Cutts felt a chill inwardly. He knew
that the major was strug ]mg against a
doubt that was rising in his breast.

“You can judge of the sosition by
Digby's letter, uncle,” he said.

“True,” said Major Cutts. “Give mo
that letter again, Gerald.”

Cutts handed it over.

Major Cutts read it through llowls,
conning it over carefully word by word.
Cutts knew that he was making an ex-
amination of the hnndwriting. to make
sure that it was actually in Digby's
hand. The major did not distrust his
nephew—he would not have admitted
that thought to himself for a second.
But there was something in the matter
he did not understand, and it puzzled

im and worried him.

Cutts’ story did not agree with the
junior’s frankness and easiness. If the
major had not seen Digby he would not
have entertained a doubt. But now he
was 8o perplexed that he could not make
it out. He did not distrust Cutts, but
he was unconsciously followmﬁ a line of
reasoning which led inovitably to dis
trust of Cutts, .

“It is extraordinary,” the major said,
laying the letter on' his knee at last.
“But for this letter in Digby's hand-
writing, Gerald, I should think that you
had dreamed it all.”

Cutts forced a laugh.

“I could not very well dream the
letter,” he said.

“No,” said his uncle. “The lotter
clinches it. But that lad—so frank and
open and free, yet with such a burden
OF guilt upon lis mind—Gecerald, it is
almost impossible that any boy should
be such a monument of lying and deceit
and hypocrisy as Digby has proved
himself to be, according to this letter
and to what you have told me.”

“But, sir—"

Cutts did not finish.

The half-open door of the study was
ung open and Tom Merry burst in,
his face flushed and crimson with in-
giﬁnntion, and his eyes blazing wrath-
u .

“ {’ou liar, Cutts!” he shouted.

Cutts started to his fcet, a look of
alarm on his face.

“Get out of my study, Merry!” he
hissed, springing towards the junior.
““How dare you listen at my door, you
spying young hound {” .

'om Merry clenched his fists and
faced the Fifth Former with fearless
scorn.

“You cad! You liar! 8o that is the
meaning of it all—wo knew you were
playing some caddish game—you have
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been slandering Digby behind his baok
while you pretended to be friendly with
him. You villain!” .

“8top 1” shouted the major in a voice
of thunder as Cutts was about to hurl
himself at the junior. *Gorald, stand
back 1"

“Uncle |

“8tand back !”

The major was on his feet now; he

ushed his nephew baok, and then
rowned sternly upon Tom Merry,

“Now kindllyl explain who you are,
and whir you have dared to come here
and call my nophew a slanderer and o
liar_in my presence,” he said.

“I'll do that fast enough, I'm Tom
Merry of the Shell, and 1 came here
for Digbg. Knox is keeping him to do
lines, and Di

I—

Digby asked me to come here
and explain to you that he couldn't
come back,” said Tom Merry, “I had
just got to the door while you were
speaking. I hadn’t the slightost idea of
listening, but your voice is loud, and I
couldn’t help "hearing what you eaid.
Cutts is telling lies, as usual,” when he
tays I was spying. I didn't know he
was slandering Digby till you said 80,
and when I heard that—"

“Is Digby your friend 1"

“Yes,” said Tom Merry. “Wo've
been chummy ever since I came to Bt.
Jim’s, I know lebv cnough to know
that he’s square all the time. If Cutts
says he isn't, Cutts is lying—as he
always is! All Bt. Jim's knows Cutts
and there isn't a fellow in the school
who would take his word without
proof 1”

Cutts ground his teeth.

" you understand that it is my
nophew you are speaking of 1”

I understand that it is my friend
whose char,actar he has been taking
away [" said Tom Merry fearlessly,
“You are Dlgby’aDpnter'l friend, and
he has slandered Digby to you. He
has given you lying yarns to take to
Digby's father, " perhaps. Boend for
Digby, and tell him what your nephew
has said! I don't know what it is.
But you spoke of lying and deceit and
l;{pocmx——nnd everybody in the School

ouse will tell you that Digby couldn’t
be a liar or & hypocrite any more than
he could fiy1”

Tom 'Merrﬂ almost panied out the
words in a blaze of indignation.

The major's stern look softencd.
Whether he believed Tom Mocry's view
or not, he could not be angry with & lud
who stood up so promplly and fearlessly
for his friend.

Ho looked at his nephew and started.
Gorald Cutts' face was livid. 'The black
sheep knew that all was up now, and if
ever guilt was written in any face, it
was wrilten in Gerald Cutts' that
moment,.

The major looked at him long and
hard.

“We shall go into thisl” he said
quietly.

CHAPTER 14,
The Way of the Transgressor |
UTTS wetted his dry lips with
his tongue, His brain was reel-
ing now, his coolness and self-
possession seemed to bo desert-
ing him at last. But ho made a tre-
mendous effort to pull himself together,
“Go and fotch Digby,” said Major
Cutts.  “Tell Knox I want him for a
most important matter, and he niust
come, otherwise 1 shall appeal lo the
Head.”
“Vory well, sir{”

Tom Mercy hurried away. He ran
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to Knox’s study, where Digby was sit-
ting at the table dolefully writing lines.
Knox was there keepinF an _eye on him,
and doing his best for Cuits. Tom
Merry came into the study without any
caremony. .

“Knox! Major Cutts wants Digby
at once—it's very important!”

“Ho can't go!” said Knox angrily.

“If you don't let him go, the major
in going to ask the Head, Dig, you're
to come at once. Cutts has been
slandering you to his uncle, and I
caught him at it, You've got to defend
yourself.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Digby.

And, leaving Knox standing puzzled
and undecided, Digby followed Tom
Morry from the study. As they went
along the passage Tom Merry explained
what he had heard, and by the time
they roached Cutts' study Digby was in
a state of anger and indignation.

Meanwhile, the major had been
rpeaking to his nephew—in very dif-
forent tones from those Cutts had heard
from him before. His uncle’s voice was
dry and hard,

“This wmust bo thrashed out now,
Gerald. You made me promise not to
suy o word to Digby. presume that
now, for the sake of clearving up the
matter, you are willing that I should
do so?”

‘“No, uncle,” said Cutts.

“If you refuse to have the matter
cleared up, CGerald, I shall have to
beliove that you have slandered Digby
to me, as Merry declares.”

“You have lis letter in your hand,”
said Cutts.

“Will you let me show it to Digby?”

"You can please yourself, of course,
if you distrust me.”

“I eannot please mysell,” said the
old soldier sternly, “You have my
word. Unless you allow me to show
this letter to Digby, I must believe, sir,
that it is a concoction of your own.”

“Uncle 1” .

“T don't want to believe bad of you,
Gerald.  For your own sake, let me
clear up this matter in the only pos-
pible way,”

“Do an you like,” said Cutts,

“You release me from my promise?”

-Ua’nfm Jground his teeth,

“Yos

“It is the only way you can he
clenred of horrible suspicion, Gerald,”
said the major more gently. I
tincerely hope that you may come out
of this Without a stain of your honour.”

He did not speak again till Tom
Merry came in with Digby.

Digby bestowed a furious glare upon
Cutts as he came in.

“Tom Merrg'; told mel” he
exclaimed. *“What have you been tell-
ing your uncle about me? Let me
hear it, and I'll prove it a]l lies”

The major held out the letter.

" Read that, boy1” he said harshly.

Dighy read the letter; ho held it so
that Tom Merry could read it, too.
I'om Merry stared at it blankly, quite
taken aback; but Digby only looked
rurprised., H,e did not sce why a scene
from Cutts’ play should be introduced
into the discussion.

“Did  you write
demanded the major.

v

that letter?”

“You wrote it, Dig?” gasped Tom
Merry.

“OF course T did!” said Dighy.
“(lan’t you see it's in my hand:”

“ But—but—"

“Then my nephew’s case is proved |”
suid the major, with a deep breath of
relief,  “Gerald, I must ask your
pardon.”

“What's all this about?” asked the

FLAT REMEDY! I

Tim: ' HI, Tom, your tyres are
flat! "

Tom: "1 know—I| let 'em down
because my saddle was too high!"

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to L. Luck, 28, Aschem End,
Walth tow, London, E.17.

amazed Digby. “I suppose it's
nothing against me having written this
foolery, is it?”

“What1” thundered the major.
“You admit having been in debt owing
to gambling; you admit having con-
temphated suicido; you admit—"

Digby stared at the major blankly
for a moment, and then burst into a
roar of laughter,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'This is no laughing matter, boy !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yeolled Di%by.
“Excuse me, sir; I can't help it. You
don’t mean to say you thought this was
a real letter—a letter to iy pater?
Oh crumbs 1”

“What—what is it, then?”

“Cutts  knows what it isl” said
Digby. “Has hoe been palming this off
on you for a real letter? Oh, my hat!
o was pulling your leg, sir!”

*“What do you mean?”

“1 suppose I can tell your uncle
about the play, Cutts?” said Dighy,
looking at the i‘iilln Former, "I say,
Cutts, you're looking pretty white
about the gills. Was 1t all lics about
the play—a trick to get me to write
this letter, so that you could palm it
off on your uncle? What turn has it
served f‘uu to do thatt”

* Explain yourself, boy!” exclaimed

the major. “Do you mean to say that
that lotter was not written to be sent to
your father?”
"My hat! Dad would have had a fit
if ho got that letter |” grinned Digby.
“It's not a letter at all—it's a scene in
a play1”

“A—a—a play?”

“Yes; Cutts said he was writing a
play, and, as he had hurt his wrist, he
nsked me to take it down from dicta-
tion. There was a lot more of it; this
is only from one scene,” said Digby.

“What have you got to say to that,
Gerald ?” said (he major,

What had Cutts to say?  Dighy's
statoment  was  evidently true, and
further and closer investigation could
only prove it beyond doubt. Further
investigution was of no use to Gerald
Cutts,

The wretched black theep St
Jim's bowed his head in miscry.

There was a long silence,

* You must speak, Gerald, and before

of
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Digby,” said the major, in an altered
voice. *Is his statement true’”

Cutts qronncd.
“Yes,'

“What you have told me about him
is false?”

Ll Ye.'ll

“Please go, my boys” said the
mu‘}or. “Digby, you can be satistird
with that. My nephew retracts all he

has said against you.”
~ Tom Merry and Dighy left the sty
in_silence.

Major Cutts fixed his eyes upon his
nephew. Cutts of the Fifth stood with
bowed head, white as chalk, despair in
his face. The game was up now, with
n vengeance.

“Why did you do this, Gerald?" nid
the major at last. “Why did you
deceive me? Was it for the money:”

“Yes,” muttered Cutts, 1 I--obh,
what's the uso of

talking?  You'll
throw me over now. But you'd have
thrown me over,

anyway, if you'd
known the facts; and y.gmu'd yhnve
known them in a day or two if I hadn't
paid Hooke and Griggs.”

*“It was you, and not Dighy, who had
been gambling, who had [iout s0 large
a sutm of money?”

" Yc'.’l

“And this man Hooke—he was not a
moneylender, but—-"

“ A bookmaker,” said Cutts.

:'All.d you lied and slandered miy ol

friend's son to obtain the money to pay
him !" said the major bitterly,
“It was the only way. ould you
have given me the maney if I'd aafu--l
for it? Or would my father? I had
to save myself. It's all up now--1
know I'm done for1”

Cutts threw himself in a chair, and
let his face sink into his hands,

The major looked at him long and
tluul)ll'ull{.

L You have acted like a scoundrel,
Gerald,” he said at last, in measurcil
tones. “I  cannot acknowledge a
scoundrel as my nephew ! I am, as you
sny, dono with youl I shall not stop
tho cheque. You may take that as a
final gift from me. ~ You will never
have anything else to expect. You
understand?  Good-bye 1"

Major Cutts quitted the study. His
heavy footsteps died away down the
passago, Gerald Cutts was left alone.

There was great indignation in Study

No, 6 when Tom Merry and Digby tol:l
their tale thero.  The Terrible Thren
and the chums of the Fourth resolved
to make Gerald Cutts “sit up ” for
what he had done, and teach him a
lesson.  But when they saw Culls of
the Fifth again their desire for
vengeance melted away,
_ Cutts was looking white and worn, as
if old age had fallen upon him sud-
denly, and the juniors rcalised that he
had been punished enough.

It was some time before Cutts of the
Fifth recovered his old coolness sand
composure, and looked his old self
agnin, Needless to say, his callous and
unscrupulous  behaviour, in  which
quby had so nearly been his dupe, was
a lesson that was not lost upon the
i_nmm-s. No member of the “Co.” was
ikely again to have anything to do
with the black sheep.

THE END,

(Next Wednesday: * THE COMING
OF THE TOFF!”—a powerful long
parn telling of the thrilling circum-
atances which brought Talbot, a new
hoy, to St. Jim's, and of his adventures
there. You simply mustn’t miss this
story—ordey GEM Mﬁ-l
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MORE FUN AND THRILLS FOR THE FAMOUS FOUR AT GREYFRIARS.

THE FAMOUS FOUR!

WHAT HAPPENED LAST WEEK.

Harry Whdrton, eoming to his study
for his cap before going out “with his
chums, discovers Haseldene, the cad of
the Greyfriara Remove, at his desk.
Hazeldene makes the ereuse that he
wanted to ace the diamond which was a
wift to Wharton from Hurree Singh.
But Harry, though allowing Hazeldens
to go [ree, knowa that his timely arrival
prevented a theft.

Wharton . puta the diamond in his

cket for safety, and then departs with

is chuma for the village. Before they
leape they are warned by Wingate, the
captain of Greyfriars, that Melchior
and Barmgra. tico gipsics whom the
chums of the Remove were responsible
Jor brinping to justice for kidnapping,
have crcaped from gaol,

On the way to the villape the Famous
Four have their fortunes told by
Nadesha, an old g1 woman, and'she
warne Wharton that danger [rom a
Romany threatens Aim.

Later, after a feed at the tuckehop,
Wharton Ahar a row with Bob Cherry,
and, losing his temper, goea off on his
own, - He' makes for the ruined chapel
in_ Fria's Wood to carry out the
original intention of the juniors of ex-
ploring the secret passage which con-
nects with Greyfriars, Dut at the ruins
Ae falls into the handa of Melchior and
Barengro, who have taken refuge there,
The gipaier acarch him, and find the
diamond. While they are gloating orer
it the junior breaks away and escapes.
He meets hia chuma in the woods, and,
forpetting their recent gquarrel, tells
them what has happened. wug raere to
the ruins, anil 1Wharton and Bod Cherry
collar  Melchior, while Nugent and
Hurree Singh give chase (o Barengro,
who, howerer, pets away.

Wharton recorers his diamond from
Melchior, but then, just as Nugent and
Hurree Singh are returning from their
fruitless chase, the gipay wrenches him-
self free and flecs into the woods.

(Now read on.)

Loyal to the Gipsies !

ARRY WHARTON staggered
rather dizeily to his feet. He
passed his hand over his eyes

in a dazed way, Bob Cherry

jumped up, with a yell.
4 “Kfm l"nim {%

He was dashin nwn{v in pursuit of
Moelchior, when Harry Wharton caught
his arm and pulled him back. ,

“No good!” ho cxclaimed. “He's
gone I”

Bob Cherry rather reluctantly halted.
But a moment's reflection was sullicient
to show him that Harry was right, and
that it would be uscless to pursue the
gipw through the tangled woode.
“You've got the diamond?”
Nugent.

“Yes,” replicd Harry; “that’s safe
enough., After all, that was the chiof
thing.” ;

os; but it would be a jolly good
thing to got those two rotters under
lock and key; and safer for us, too,”
said Nugent. ‘'Wo'd better oall in at
the polico station to tell them about it
and lot them know all we can, It will
help them to catch the scoundrels.”

"“Good! We'll do that—— Hallo I”
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By Frank Richards.

(Author of the grand long yarns

Greyfriars appearing every

Saturday in our companion paper,
the ' Magnet.”')

LU T T O T T T T TV
EHarry

"
o
there !” Took

Phore was o glimmer of red among
the green bushes, and the gipsy woman
who had told the juniors’ fortunes cams
in sight. She started at the sight of the
h?yni and advanced quickly towards

e,

“8Bo she_ belongs to those rotters!|”
muttered Nugent. ‘Yot she had rather
a good face, I thought. But she's one
of ‘them.” ;

“Yes, I heard them montion her
name. Bhe seems to be a sort of scout
for them, and I expect supplies them
with food, Of ¢ourse, they can’t venture
to go into the villages themselves,”

“8he would get .into trouble if the

liceful sahibs knew that,” Hurree

ingh remarked. ‘It is what your
lawyers call compounding a felonious
intent.”

“Hw, ha, ha!

Wharton broke off,

I never heard of that

AT TR

Revenge on Harry. Wharton and
greed for the diamond the junior
possessed brought Malchior to
Greyfriars in the dead of night.
But not for the first time, the
gipsy finds the Famous Four in
fighting form !

AL R g a o

crime before!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“But I say, the old lady is going to
speak to us,  Hallo, ma’am! our
friends have hooked it.”

Nadesha looked at them anxiously.

“Have vyou seen Melchior?” ™ she
askod,

“Yes," said Tlarry.  “He stole a

dismond from me, and we've got it
back,”

“He is gone?”

[ e! "

“ Which way did he go?”

Harry pointed to the wood. Then he
stop od a little nearer to the gipsy.

L ﬁld(‘!lln, you arce old enough to be
my mother, but I can give you a word
of advice,” he said quietly, *Those two
men are_utter scoundrels.  Let them
alone.  You look honest and kind; I
believa you are. Have nothing more to
do with them.”

The old gipsy looked at him with a
curious ox[)l’u-s;lon.

“A true Romany docsn't desert one of
her blood in the hour of distress,” she
said proudly.

“I have ﬁurd that they are outcasts
from their tribe,” raid larry, “Th
true Romany doesn't steal, I have
hoard, and thosc scoundrels are thieves
and worse,”

Nadesha nodded,

‘It may be so. But my faith belongs
to them while they are in danger, at
least, But you don't undorstand—and
I've no time to lose.”

JAnd without anolher word the old
.Ripsy hurried away into the woods, and
the red shawl disappearcd from view,

A Fourth Form Invitation !

“ HARTON "
“ Hallo, Temple 1
The chums oF the Remove

were coming in at the gateh
of Greyfriars, They had called in at the
police station after coming back from
the ruined chapel, and they had found
Inspector Bnoop very glad of the in-
formation they gave him,

The inspector promised that Melchior
and Barengro would be under lock and
key before dark; whereat Bob Cherry
coughed, and Nugent winked at Hurree
Singh. © Wharton replied solemnly that
he was sure of it, and they left the
station and strolled back to the school,
As they went in Wharton was hailed
by Temple of the Fourth.

_The Fourth Form at Groyfriars was a
high and mighty Form. The Remove,
or Lower Fourth, was considerod “not
in it " with the Upper Foyrth. Templo
was head of tho Fourth, and he was s
very great man; at least, in his own
opinion and that of his immediate
friends,

Temple was rather an elegant in-
dividual, given to dressy tnatat:a. He
adopted a patronising air towards the
Remove—an air which the Removites
were always swift to resent. They
found it hard to bow down even to the
tmsfhtv seniors of the Fifth and Sixth,
and they were certainly not going to
kow-low, as Bob Cherry ‘expressed it, to
any Fourth Formers,

The air of a good-natured patron was
very noticeable about Temple ns he
hailed Harry Wharton at the gate.

“I want to speak to you, Wharton.”

arry glanced at his chums.

“Do you mind me speaking o this
chap " he asked,

. Bob Cherry, entering at once into the
joke, assumed an expression of pros
found thought,

“Well, you sce, Wharton, there's the
dignity of the Remove to consider,” he
remarked,

“ Yos, that's what I was thinking
of.," said Harry,

* Cut it short, anyway.” said Nugent.

“In the circumstantiality of the case
the shortfulness should bo great,” said
Hurree Singh,

Temple looked annoved.

“0h, don't be so0 funny 1" he ox-
claimed.  *“When a chap 15 going to
do you a favour, you might be a [ittle
more polite about it,"

“Ladle out the favours,” said DBob
Cherry cheerfully.  *“What's in the
wind nni\‘-wu}-?"

“You know we chaps in the Upper
Fourth have o debating socicty, mect.
ing in the cvenings in the class-room 1

“Yes, we've heard of it,”

“Well, it has been proposed to admit
the Lower Fourth to the meetings,” said
Temple beamingly.

“Ta admit the what?”

“The Lower Fourth—Remove, your
Form.”

“Call it the Remove, old  son,
There's nothing low about us, and, as
a matter of fact, we really take the top
place at Groyfrinrs.”

“Well, of all the cheek 1"
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TELLING HOW HARRY WHARTON & CO. GOT THE BETTER OF TWO LIVELY ARGUMENTS !

allllle®

T LI

llHLHﬁIL‘l‘lH"hF.T.{

“

o
.rm.l.'@

-

The Junlors crouched, sllent and watohtul, In their cover as the door to the secret passage swung open. Melohlor

In the doorway, lantern in hand, looking cautiously about him to make sure all wae safe

“The topfulness of the Remove is
extrome.”

“Ob, ring off 1" said Temple. *We're
doing this thing as a favour to you
kids, Wo thought that, as your elders
and superiors, we ought to improve
your minds. You can't deny that they
want a lot of improving.”

“Well, T take that as really kind of
you,” said Harry Wharton gravely.
“But _what's tho wheeze? Do wo tako
part in the dobatos?!”

“Certainly  not!” said Temple
r_rmnptly. “You sit down quietly and
isten, Tho subjoct this evening is,
whethor the present system of the
fovernmont of publio schools is satis-
actory. Wo're going to have a rip-
ping debate on the subjoct.”

“Yos, it sounds prominingt;"

“I'm up to speak, and Dabney, and
Bates. It will worth listening to, I
can toll you, if you want to improve
your minds,”

"‘Y,oll, of course, we want to do

“Good! Then coma |”

“ But we mustn’t join in the debate ?”
asked Nugent, taking the cue from
Harry, who had given him a sign that
ho had somcthing *“on.”

“Cortainly not! Tt would be an in-
{raction of the dignity of the Iourth
Form to allow Remove kids to join in
the debates,” said Temple. * But you
can _ask questions, of course.”

“Oh, T see, we ocome out strong at

question-time "
L Yes ‘ﬁ'ou can ask one question each,
if you li e, and the speakers will reply
to_you, to clear uﬂ any doubts in your
minde. I know that you'll find it im-
proving.”

“That's really kind of you, Tomple.”

“You'll come, then?”

Harry looked at his companions and

winked.

“Rather 1” he said.

"Good! The Fourth Form Room at
seven sharp, then.”

#Right-ho |

And Templo strolled away. Dabnoy,
his chum in the Fourth Form, join
him as he left the group of Removites.

“Are they coming!” asked Dabney.

*Yes, they wore glad to come.
course, they're pleased at our taking
any notice of them, Dab.”

“Thoy ought to be,” said Dabney
rathor doubtfully. *“Have you ex-
Elnmed that thoy won't bo allowed to
other us with any talking?”

“Yos, they agreed to that, oxcept at
question-time.”

“Good! Only those four coming?!”

" Woall, yes, I thought it would be
better to try it with those four first,
bofore lotting in the bulk of the
Remove,”

“Good idea!”

“Yes, I think it's a good idea all
round,” Temple confessed. * You sce,
the Remove are always getting their
backs up at_us, g‘nmding they’'re as
good as the Fourth Form, and nf that,
and we've had lots of rows. Now, this
is a way of putting them in their place,
and making them follow our lead
quiotly and submissively as they ought
to do, without any bother.”

“You'ro right there.”

All the same, Dabney looked rather
dubiously across at tho Removites. Had
they been grinning he would have sus-
pected something. Dut the faces of the
famous Four were quite grave and
thoughtful as they strolled across tho
Closo to the School House, It was
ovidont that the condoscension of the
Fourth Form leader had greatly im-
pressed the usually unruly juniors of
the Romove.

The four chums retained the same
'}:““’ of demeanour as they enterod
the House and went upstairs. Not till
they wero in Study No. 1, where Bill
Bunter was getting tes, did they brea
out into any expression of the merri-
ment that was consuming them.

“Hpw, hs, ba ¥

“Ho, ho, ho I

*“How kind of them,” said Harry.

re he entered.

“We're going into tho Fourth Form
m liko a set of good little boys, to
have our minds improved.”

“Ha, ha, ha*

“We're not to take part in the
debato,” grinned Nugent.

“Except at question-timo,” chuckled
Bob Cherry. * At question-time wo can
come out strong, and have any little
doubts in our minds removed by .in-
tolligont oxplanation from Fourth Form
pifHers.”

*Ha, ha, ha!” . .
“The questionfulness will bo tervifie,”
said ‘Hurree Singh. *That's where we
come out in a strongful manner, Weo
must bo early at the mooting, m
worthy chums. As your lnglis
proverb states, ' procrastination is the
receiver and as bad as the thief.'”

“IHa, hs, ha!*

“Aron't irou ready for tea!” de-
manded Billy Bunter, “I've got it
rontéf.” . K

“Cood |” said Bob Cherry, Ioolmu:i at
the well-spread tea-table. * Blessed if

know we were so well supplied,
Bunter.”

“You woren't. 1 ordered these things
at the tuchhog.”

“My hatl Cheer, boys, choer! It's
Buntor's troat!”

“Not at all,” said Bunter, blinking
at them through his big spcotacles.
“I'm going to stand a treat when my
postal order comos. I'm really oxpeot-
ing it by overy post, but it's delaved.”

Who bought this grub, then?!”

:: {)t;: ,r':ot paid for yet.”

“It comes to ton shillings tho lot,” said
the Owl, “You see, 1 thouﬁht you'd bhe
hungry after four run in the woods, o
I had a ripping feed ready.. There's
half-a-crown chalked up against each
of you at the tuckshop. See?”

I';ll Wh;. you cheeky young porpoise,

“I don't think that a grateful way of
speaking, Cherry, after all the trouble

Trp Gz Lisnany,~—No, 1,488,
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I've taken,” gaid Billy Bunter, in a
tone of remonstrance. “I think it was
very thoughtful of me to get your tea.”

“l suppose it was—and you'd have
oleng_d the hpird, T exgoect. if we
hadn’t como in,” said b Cherry.
“Never mim}; P'm jolly hungry, and
as for the bill, that can wait, or we’ll
soll Bunter's watoh and pay for it.”

“Oh, really, Cherry "

“Dish up the oggs, Bunter, and don't
talk. We're hungry, and we've to
attend an important debate to-night.”

And thoe chums of the Remove were
soon heartily dimuuinﬁ the tea so
thonghtfully “provided for them by
Billy Bunter at their own expense!

A Warming for Wharton !

¢ Y 8 Wharton here?” .

A Thitd Form fag put.his head
in at the door just as the chums
of the Remove were rising from

the tod-table to prepare for their visit
to the meeting of the Fourth Form
ll‘:)‘r.\lmtum' Society. Harry glancod at
im,
“Yos, I'm hore, kid. What's.wanted 1"
“Nete for you from your swectheart,”
said the cheeky fag, tolllflﬁ_l ceumpled
cenvelope on the table. * Ripping girl,

tool"
°% and his

Harr
grinned. .

“What do you mecan, Perkins, you
cheeky young rascali” asked Harry.

“8he spotted me inside the gate
through tho bars,” said the fag. grin-
ning. *8ho asked me if I knew Master
Wharton, and I said I had heard of a
bounder of that name who was not
kickéd out of the Remove yet.” =

“Co on, Perkins. Who was it?" said
Bob Cherry. -

“A gipsy lady,” said the fag, “old
enough to be my zr?ndr?otther. But
there's no accounting for tastes.”

“Got out!” nxclusmed Harry Whar-

coloured, chums

n.
“That’s a nice way to talk to a chnp
who has brought you a billet-douxt”
exclaimed Poriinl. “Isn't that letter
worth a jam tart?”
. “Give him some tarts, Bunter, and
kick him out!”

Bunter accordingly bestowed a couple
of tarts and a hearty kick upon the fag.
who, however, dodged the latter and cut
off with the former. The Owl lost his
balance and sat down, and Bob Cherry
slammed the door. .

“Now road the letter, Harry. We're
all curious.”

Harry openod the envelope  and
read aloud the single sentence that was
contained insido.

“1 want te speak to you.—NapEsua.”

It was from the old gipsy. The
chums looked at one another.

“What can she want to speak to me
ahout ?” said Harry. .

“ Bettor go and sce her,” said Nugent.

“Yeos, q suppose this means that
she's still at the gates, and I'm to go
down there and see her?” said Llarry
thoughtfully.

“No doubt.”

“Well, I'll buzz off. As she savs me.
you fellows had better not come. I'll
tell you about it afterwards.” .

“Thero goes a quarter to seven."_gnul
Bob Cherry as the school cloock chimed
out. *“You haven’t any time to lose.”

“It I'm not back in time, you chaps

o to the Fourth Form Room, and T'll
ollow when I get in,” said Harry
Wharton, taking up his cap.

“Right you are [” .

Harry left the study in a somewhat
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ﬂunled mood. What the old gipsy could
ave to say to him was a mystery. But
lie had alteddy a liking for Nadesha in
his heart. e had read in her face
that she was good and kind, and he
wondered at her conpection with the
two brutal ruffians whom she was aid-
ing to escape from the meshes of the
law. But doubtless the strong Roman

feoling as to the claims of kindre

accounted for that.

The Close was dark now; it was past
locking-up time. ‘Harry hurried down
to the great stono gateway, and thers,
in the dark shadow of the arch, he
caught sight of a dusky face on the
?thor side of the iron bars of the gate.
t was Nadesha.

_Tho gipsy uttered an eager exclama-
tion as the boy came quickly towards
the gate and stopped.

“Ah, it_is you!”

“It is I,” said Harry,
the note must bo from
I'm glad to see you,
you here " .
“I must warn you. You are in
danger,  Listen! ~ Melchior took a
largo diamond from you to-day in the
woods.”

“Yeos; but we got it back.”

* Melchior is furious at the way you
used him,”

“He descrved worse.”

“That may be,” said Nadesha. “ But
ho is furious, and he is detormined to
revenge himself on you, and to obtain
possession ' of the diamond. which ho
tmagines is of great value,”

“It ia of great value—a hundred
pounds, at least.”

Nadesha looked at the junior sharply.

“How came you to possess such a
stone, then1”

“It was ﬁivcn to me by my friend

Hurrco 8ingh, whom you saw with me
to-day. He is & prince of India.”
. “Then Mclchior is right and his pro-
jeet is not so mad as I thought. Tho
polico have beon hunting for him very
closely, and he must leavo this part of
the country. But he needs money—or
something that he can turn inte moncy
—and he is determined not to go till ho
has obtained posscssion of the diamond
and revoenged himself on you.”

“Thank you, Nadesha. "I shall be on
my guard.”

‘he gipsy drew a hurried breath.,

“You don't understand. It's not an
ambush in the woods that you have to
fear. He's comi!}g hero 1”

‘.: Hor:z‘?" said Harry, startled.

“I thought
you, Nadesha,
But what brings

“But—but I don't understand.” said

the junior. “How is he coming here 1
“I believe he's coming to-night.”
"{‘)[h, .[ sco ! You mean burglary 1"
“Vont

Harry understood now, and the
thought of what might have happened
hut for this warning made his heart
beat fastor,

“So Melchior is |.;0inil to enter the

school to-night,” said arry quietly,
“Right! But  you, Nadesha—how
comes it that you give me this
warning 7"

“To save you from injury.”

“Thank you, Nadeshal But now I
know T must tell Dr. Locke. Melchior

will be watched for and arrested.”

I knew it.”

“Then you have made up your mind
to let him bo takent” )

“What choico had I when it was a

uestion of that or of this crime?” asaid
the old gipsy bitterly. “I pleaded with
him, but he was adamant, and then he
struck me,”

“8truck you 1" exclaimed Harry, with
a start, i

The gipsy dvew her red shawl aside
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and showed a dark bruise on the
tcmﬁ]e.

“Ho left me dazed in the wood,” she
said in a low voice,

“Tho cowardly brute!” Tho words
broke hotly from Harry Wharton,

Nadesha smiled. She drow the shawl
about hor head again.

"Thot blow was the end. I've done
with him, But even then I should n
have betrayed him but for you.
would not leave you to this danger.
But now you know.,”

8ho made a movement to depart,

“Stop I” oxclaimed Harry lul‘riﬁd]ﬁ.
“You have not told me ecnough,
Nadesha. When is Melchior coming 1"

‘*S8ome hour in the night. I can tell
you no more than that.”

“ He's sure to come to-night?”

“Yes, I think so. Now that the

olico are so closo on his track, every

our he spends in the neighbourimod ]
full of terror for hjm.”

“Yes, I suppose so. But how does he
propose to enter? It's not casy to get
into a building like Greyfriars,”

“I don’t know, But he knows 8 way,
I think, for he apoke with complete con.
fidence of being able to cnter the school
with oase,”

“1 shall have to warn the Head,

adesha,”

“I know. Let matters take thojr
course now. Barengro refuses to join
in _the enterpriso,” said the gipsy.
*Melchior will come alone. Barengro
has already fled. As for the other, let
him take what's coming to him.”

The gipsy drew her lﬁnwl closer about
her, and she made a movement to go.

But Hatry Whaiton spoke again
cagerly:
Wait a little, Nadesha, Where are

you going

8he did not reply.

“Your peoplo—what will they say of
this if thoy come to know ~ it—and
Barengro will guess and may tell "

I shall not go back to my people.”

“You must not go like this, Besidos,
the Head may think I'm romancing,
You must come to him, to tell himm what
you've told me.”

Nadesha hesitated.

“ Promiso me, Nadcsha, that you will
remain while 1 go to speak to the
Head,” said Harry arton  por-
suasively. ‘‘I cannot open the gate,
but I will not be long.”

8he nodded.

“I will remain.”

And Harry Wharton cut off swiftly
across the gloomy Closo towards the
Head's house. 8even chimed out from
the tower, but Wharton had forgotten
the meeting of the Fourth Form
Dcbating Bociety by this timo, There
were more important matters to think
of. Harry mounted the stops of Dr,
Locke's house and rang the bell.

A Shock for the Head !

R. LOCKE was seated in the
drawing-room when he reccived
an announcement that o junior
named harton  wished to

speak to him very urgentlfr. The Head
smiled and glanced apologetically at
Mra. Locke, The Head's wife, a kind|
lady with a grave, gentle face, smiled,
too. 8he had noticed Wharton mors
than once,

“Let him come in by all means,"” she

said.

“Very well,” said the Head. “You
may admit him, Mary.” .

S{'n Harry Wharton was shown in by
the maid. The junior's face was very
carncst and excited, Mrs. Locke
glanced at him curiously,

Harry stood cap in hand, the colous
coming & little into his chooka.
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“Well, Wharton,” said Dr. Locke, 1
hear that you dcesire to sce me on very
pariicular business,”

“Yos, sir,”
‘' Well, foleno explain  yourself,
Wharton. It is close on dinner,” said

tho Head, looking at his watch. *1

can give you a few minutes”

“If you pleaso, sir, there’'s to be &
burglary at Greyfriars to-night, and I
thought I ought to tell you about it.”

A bombshell exploding in the room
could hardly have startled the listeners
more, Dr, Locke sm‘o quito & jump,
and his wife uttered an exclamation,

‘“Are you serious, Wharfon?"

“%u:to serious, sir.”

*“Do you mean that you have learned
that a robbery is intended?”

*“That's the case, sir.”

“Then you did quite right to come
to mo,” said the Head. *Pray go on
and tell me all about it, Wharton.”

“ Certainly, sir.” .

And Harry Wharton, in a few
conciso sentonces, explained about the
adventuro at the ruins in the afternoon,
and the visit of Nadesha to the school.

Dr, Looke listened in amazement.

“ You should have reported this to me
before, about this afternoon’s happen-
ings,” said the Head. *But never
"i‘;‘.}l Where is this diamond you speak
o

“1 have it here, sir,” said lilrr‘y.
taking the case from his pocket. “1I
didn't wish Hurree Singh to give me so
valuable a thing, but I felt that I could
not refuse a parting gift.”

Ho handed the case to the lead.

Dr. Locke uttered an exclamation as
ho opened it, and the nabob’s diamond
sparkled into view, i

“What a splendid stone!” said Mrs.
Locke,

!1t is not possible for such a stone to
remain in the care of a junior, Whar-
ton,” said Dr. Locke. *With your
permission I will lock it up in safety
until the end of the term.”
|“ should be glad if you will do o,
B '.I]I

“Very good! Now, about this gipsy.
You say she is waiting at tho gate,”
said the Head thoughtfully, as he
slipped the little case into his pocket.

“Yen, sir, 1 asked her to wait, as I
thought you might like her to corro-
borato what I've just told you and—"

“That was quite right, Wharton,”

“1 am curfous to see her,” said Mrs.
Locke. “What were you ahout to say,
Wharton? There is something else in
your mind, I can see.”

Harry gave her a grateful look.

“¥Yes, ma'am. I was thinking that—
that—"

“You may lﬁl!lk frecly, Wharton,”
said the Head, kindly enough.

“Well, sir, 1 was thinking whether
something could done for old
Nadoesha, sir,” said the junior, colour-
ing. *“You see, she has broken with
her tribe by giving us this warning,
for the}" are sure to know about it—
ahd—

“And she is destitute?” said Mrs,
Locko softly.

“Yos, ma'am, that's it. It secms a
shamo that she should go like this—
ulone—penniless—without friends,
because she has served others——"

“You are right, Wharton, It is very
thoughtful of you, and shows a kind
heart,” said Mrs. Locke. ‘' Somecthing
must bo done for this person, if the
facts are as they seem to be.” And she
glanced at the

Dr. Locka nodded,

" Decidedly | Take this key, Wharton,
and admit this Nadesha by the wicket,
and bring her here as soon as possible.”

'lx . | ~
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Nadesha uttered an er exclamation as Harry Wharton came towards the

fate. “Ah, It ls youl"
Listen 1 ' sald the old gipey.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry, delightod.

And he hurried away. The Head's
face was very grave.

“This is a sorious matter,” he
observed. ' Serious injury might have
been done but for this warning.”

“Yos, and something must be done
for this gipsy woman,” Mrs, Locke re-
marked, a shade of thought on her
brow. *Could she, if a suitable person,
remain with us?”

“I leave that entirely in your hands.”

In a few minutes there was a tap at
the deor, and Horry Wharton re-cntered
with his companion. Nadesha paused
in the doorway, the colour decpening in
her dusky faco.

Mrs, Locke ntcrped towards her
kindly. The good lady noticed at once
the fatiguo of the mwy, the worn look
on her face, and the bruise on her
temple. She made Nadeshu sit down,
and then gave her a glass of wine.

From the clock tower came the coho
of a quarter chimit:{ out, and Harry
Wharton remembered the debate in the
Fourth Form Room, and gave a slight
atart.

The Head glanced at him,

“You needn't wait, Wharton,” he
said.  “Of course, you have your
preparation to do.  You may rest

ussured that all proper measures will

bo taken to secure your safety to-night,
and to deal with the burglar. You may
RD-"

“Thank you, sir.”

And Wharton, saying good-night te
Mrs. Locke, left tho room. He hurried
away from the Head's house, satisfied
that he had done all that was required
of him. He was free now to join his
chums in the Fourth Form Room.

He looked in at Study No. 1 on his
way, and found only Billy Bunter there.
Bunter was carofully finishing up the
remnants of the feed. There was no

" Vn."" sald Harry.
You are In danger frem Melchior ! *

“ What brings you here 7"

limit to the Owl's stowing capacities; at
least, it seomed so to his chums. What-
ever was on the table, Bunter could
always manago to clear it if required.

“Have they gone to the meeting1"
asked Harry.

“Yes, lon,' ago,” said Bunter, without
looking up from the remains of a steak

pie,

Harry smiled and left the study. It
did not_take_him long to reach the
Fourth Form Room. Light was stream-
ing out from under the door, and there
was the sound of a voice, which he
recognised as Temple's, |

He could not dutulu‘ymsh the words,
but the head of the Fourth Form was
cvidently on his legs and making a
speech,

Harry opened the door and entered
the sacred precincts of the Fourth Form
Room, and looked about him with a
good deal of curiosity,

Fun at the Meeling !

HE scene in the Form-room was
an _ interesting  one. The
mombers of the Fourth Form
Debating Society were thero in

force, some fifteen or sixteen youths of
various ages from fourteen to sixteen
being seated thore with grave and
altentive faces, The audienco was not
always so grave, but the presenco of &
roup of Removites made the Fourth

‘ormers particularly careful to keep
serious appearances on this occasion,

. The chums of the Remove were scated
in a row on a form, listening to the
speech with owl-like gravity.

Harry Wharton ste; uietly to the
form fnd sat dow?:po%e(zido ’Hurree
Singh. Templo glanced at him, but did
not ccase his specech, He was near the
end, and a fow minutes later he sat

down,
Tue Geu Lisrarr.—No. 1,488.



Dabnoy, -the chairman of the dehatin,

socicty, then glanced at a paper, an

called upon Batos to expound his views.
Bates, a rather stout youth with a

red face, got up, and it was evident at
a ﬁlam:a at ho had forgotton a care-
fn" v_prepared specch.

Mr. Chairman and !u\tlemen——f’
“Hear, hear!” said tho debating
society with one voioce. .
“Tho question before us to-night—"
“Cut that—you're not chairman!”
said Dabney. T ik
1K@,

lll .u
whethorpg'm " said
Bates.

“Oh, go on I*

“Tho question is whether the present
system of government in Public schools
is a satisfactory one,” said Bates. “Our
friend Tem| has replied to that
question in the. affirmative—"

‘“Hear, hear 1" .

“1 beg to differ. The system is un-
satisfactory. My roasons for this state-
ment aro—_Has anybody scen a little
bit of paper ?in_‘ about 1" askod Bates,
look n;l"roun him.

I can say what
chairman or n

1
“”

‘I had some notes written on it.”

“Speak without 'ém, then 1"

“But I've fo my reasons.”

“Never mind the reasons,” said
Dabney. “Get on with the spooch. We
can’s stay here all night, you know.”

“How oan on with the speech
when I've forgo what I was going
to. n.f'l demanded Bates rather
excitedly.

“Then let Dabney have his go first,
while you look for rvoul' rotten paper,
you ass I” said '.l‘nmrb:, frowning a little
as bho glanced at Removites. He
was rathor sensitive about what the
Lower Fourth Formers thought of the
proceedinga of the debating society.

The golemnity of.the four faces was
.the' sape, but !l‘.cmpla had a suspicion
that the Removites were [pul.tmg that
on, with the idea of secretly

meeting.

“Is it in order for a speaker to be
gllod an ass1” asked Blurl‘. l?oltin' at
abney in an inquiring sort of way.

Dabney ﬂmﬂil head.

“I'm afraid not,” he said. “The fact
that he may deserve it does not cxcuse
the use of the expression. You must
withdraw tho word, Temple.”

“0Oh, very well1” said Templo. “I
withdraw it, but I shall punch Bates'

in the dormitory to-night. Get on
with the washing, Dab.”

“Right-ho! Gentlemen, I rise to—"

‘‘Are you lurog haven't seen a
little paper lying ut anywhere, you
“Shut up, Bates!”
“n“t —t

fellowa?
“QOrder| BSilence I”

“Oh, very well! But if you don't find
my notes 1 shan't be sble to imake a
speech, that's all,” said Bates,

“Joll g:od thing, too!” said Peuny.
"'[uooz re, Penny—"

**Oh, shut up1”

“Order! Order |

“1 rise to take the opposite side from
that espoused by our friend Temple,”
said Dabney, when order was restored.

He pnue(f s moment and glanced at
the Removites. All four of them, as if
moved by the same spring. were taking
notes,
able.

“Go on, Dab I” said Temple.

“Hear, hear |” said the meeting.

“1 rvegard the present system as un-
satisfactory,” said Dabney, roferrmr to
a paper in his hand. “In the first place,
tho Fourth Form is not allowed to take
a -uiﬁsiently prominent place in the
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Dabney felt slightly uncomnfort- d

“Good 1™

“Then, the lower Forms—such as ths
Remove and the Third—are considered
to be something of an equality with a
Form like ours.”

“Shame 1"

The Removites were seen to be taking
notes again. .

“Then the Fifth and Bixth often
think :1]:? have a right to bully us and
cven cuff us sometimes,” said Dabney,
warming to his subject.

“8Bhameo |” .

“The prefects are chosen from the
Sixth Form solely. The captain of the
school is always elected from the Sixth

Form. Whore is the Fourth Form in all ),

this? I repeat, tlemen the
deba society and fellow-Formers—I
mean, Form-fellowers—that is to say,
Former-fellows—"

“Leave it at that! Cet on with the
washing 1”

“I repeat, where does the Fourth
T e dor 1= mggesicd 1d-be
“ At the door s would-
joker, who was instantly squashed by s
dosen or more freesing glares bestowed

upon him by the debating society.
“My view, therefore, is,” resumed

Dabney, “that the present Public achool

system 1s a

snaro! Unless an oqual number of

rnfooh is, are, and shall be chosen
rom the Fourth Form, what becomes of
the freedom for which our ancestors
lougnt at Waterloo 1"

“Bravo I”

“ What becomes of the boasted British
constitution, when the system of h'fnin‘
the Fourth Form flourishes in these
enlightoned days of the twenticth
century 1

“Hear, hear!”

“I move, therefore, that the Public
school system will nover be satisfactory

till h'gi'H_ is confined to the Remove he
i

and the rd Form, and prefects aro
choson from the Fourth as well as the

“rotting ¥ Bixth.

“Hear, hear!”

And Dabney sat down. He sat down
as a speakor, and stood up again as a
chairman, to put the amendment to the

meeting.
It was carried by a nujoritﬁv, oven
Temple voting for it against his own

resolution, so convinced was he by his
chum's arguments. .

The resolution was - accordingly
negatived, the amendment being
adopted that the state of things was not
satisfactory in the Publio schools of the
twentieth century, for the reason set
forth by Mr. ﬂnbney in his telling
8

T e e
pose that this meeling. representing al
that is best in the Fourth Fo:n‘ at

THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER.
Al of you miist have noticed the ™
windows of the best ork

you to join the Brock's
For the benefit of those
who have not yet taken advantage of thia
scheme, 1 am going to tell you what It is all

about.

You sim into a displaying the
Firework C’E{; I’gﬂu and ask for s membership
card, Then, if you are not under thirtcen
years of age, & card will

October, each sum being

your card, and on or bofore

November 4th you choosc to the value
of your subscriptions, Pe simple, fsn't
it? Think what a splendid heap of orks
you will lnve—apec&ﬂ{lll father helps you.

My tip to you boys Is to keep wal for
announcements about the Club, and when you
sce the Card in a window go right in and
got enrolled,
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Groyfriars, passes the resolution that
we don't care a rap for the SBixth, and
that all the prefccts can go to the
dickens—"

“Hear, hear|”

“And that if lnf prefect interforea
with us we shall tell him to go and eat
mke 1:‘ i .

“Time that light was out I” said Car-
berry of the dzth. looking into the
room. *“Ancther five minutes, young-
sters. If tho light isn't out then, you'll
hear from me [”

“Yes, Carberry,”

moek!ly.

And the prefect went out and slammed
e door.

The debaters looked at one another
wather uncomfortably. After Dabney's
resolution, his reply to Carberry seemed
rather inadequate. Temple broke the
gnemful. pause by looking mcross at the

movites and addressing them :

k_;glm you got any questions to ask,

i »

Even the obnoxious word *kids”
failed to break down the grave polite-
ness of the Removites.

Harry Wharton rose to his feet.
“Cortainly I” he said. “We—"
“I've_found my paper!” interjected
ates, drawing a crumpled fragment of
soiled exercise-paper from his waistcoat
ct. “It got in here somchow.
entlemen——"

said  Dabney

;:(')‘rdor ” i ol
m 1 to make my & i
“Too {:Iz:f It's out of {) or 1"

“You've jawing all tho time!”

“You heard what Carberry said1”
e
ut up, Bates o
Wharton I” B =
JHarry Wharton gravely referred to
his notes.
“We are allowed one question each 1"

“Yes. And the chairman will do his

bost to reply.”
.“Very woll. I should like to be en-
llThtened on the following point.

Mr. Dabney says he takes the opposite
;llda Iirom tg:t muud by his rip!:’d

'emple. po! means married.
Does the honourable chairman mean to
imply that his friend Temple is »
married man, and has left his wife in
order to come to Greyfriars and join
the Fourth Form Debating Society I”

Temple turned red and some of the
debaters r'i].d' Dabney  looked
savagoly at the Removites, it they
were lﬁ.o!uhly solemn, I'i anything,
their gravity had grown more serious,
and they seemed to hang upon the
chairman’s reply as u words ex-
Ec“d from an oracle of wisdom,

abney could not quite make it out.

“No,” he replied shortly. “I didn't
mean to imply anything o{ the sort. If
you fellows are rottin "

Harry Wharton sat down, and Nugent
roso to ask his question,

“The chairman stated that the Re-
niove is supposed to be on an equality
with the Upper Fourth. he mean
to insinuate thereby that the Upml:
Fourth is on an equality with the
move?! If so, I hurl back the insinua-
tion in his tecth 1"

“Look here, you rotters—"

“Order ! Next question !"”

Bob Cherry stood up.

“The honourable chairman made an
allusion to our ancestors fighting at
Waterloo. I should be glad to bo in-
formed how our ancestors got so far
aficld as Waterloo, as there were no
touriats’ excursions in those doys?”

Dabney turned red.

“That was—a figure of speech,” he
explained.

“Oht I suppose—"
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“You have no right to mpp\tise!"

interrupted the chairman. “Next
question |V

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stood up,
an expression of almost wistful enrncst-
ness on his dusky face, but a glimmer in
his eyes.

“I have listened 1o the: debatefulness
of the society with much instruction and
general improvefulness to the brain,”
enid the nabob. “The specches of the
Judicrous members—-"

* Order 1"

“ Have greatly enlightened me as to
the state of their brains, and now
know exactly how much intelligence
there is in the Fourth Formm of this
honourable school.”

The members of the debating socicty
looked at one another rather dubiously,
not knowing exactly how to take this
remark.

“Well, go ou!” said Dabney.

“After expressing the pleasurefulness
with which 1 have listened (o the
debuteful  talkfulness of (he present
esteemed members, [ should like to be
questionable on the following Point."

“la, ha, ha! Go on, Inky!”

“The estecmed rotten chairman says
that this meeting vepresents all that is
bestful in the lonourable KFormi you
belong to.”

“Cortainly 1” said the chairman,

‘* Hear, hear!"

Hurree Singh looked puzzled.

“1 have no doubtfulness of the stale-
ment made by the esteemed chairman,”
he said; “but if this mecting repre-
sents what is most bestful and intelligent
in the Fourth Form, what is the degree
of intelligence in the worstful micbers
of that esteemed and ludierous Form 1

The debaters looked at one another,

“The condition of the brainfilness of
this honoured meeting has made itself
apparent, but what is the brainfulness
of the more stupid members of the
Fourth Form like?” asked Hurrce
Bingh. “Is it expressible, and can the
foroe of Naturo no farthor go, as a
poot so well puis it?”

" Louk here, you confounded nigger 1*
exclaimed Dabnoy, starting up.  The
irrepressible  grins of tho Removites
made it clear enough ot last that the
debating socicty was being rotted by the
hitherto grave and reverent chums. *If
yon've looking for a thick ear——"

v "Ha, ba, ha!” laughed Bob Cherry.

Answer the question. If thia meoting
represents the most intelligent portion
of the Fourth Form what degree of
idiocy has been reached by the rest 7

“I am awaiting the replyful rejoinder
of the honouublg. l‘oth‘np‘ﬁmirm:n l"d“

“You checky kids—"

“Turn 'em out |”

‘i{'(icl:l 'gm out "

The dobating socioty made o rush.
The Removites had already risen from
the forin, and they backed to the door,
The Fourth Formers charged at them,
and at the same moment the door
opened, and (‘arberry looked in.

*Now, then, put “that light out at
on'ui"&ls P ,

10 Juniors  sltoppoec the rush,
Wharton, Cherry, Nlil’gl-:-nt, and Hurree
Singh walked calmly out of the roomn,
and Carberry glared in  while the
Fourth Formers prepared to go.

From behind the cover of the prefect
the Removites placed their fingers to
their ‘moscs in extended order, ax n

witing salute 1o the debating socicty.

emple,  Dabucy, and  their [ollow
members gusped with rage,

Then  the clvims of the Remove
walked wway, and roared with merri
ment in the upper passage,

1t was funniful,” said Hurree Singh,
amid yells of langhter, “But I have a

feeling  that the e¢steemed  Fourth
Formers will not ack us to any more of
their debateful meetings.”

And Hugree Singh was right. Temple
and  Dabney, after that experience,
quite gave up the project of improving
the minds of the Remove,

In the Night!

" ND now, what about Nadesha 1
suid Bob Cherry, as the chums
of the Remove went into
Study No. 1,

Billy Bunter had completely finished
the feed, and the room was empty.
Harvy Wharton at once became grave,
and he closed the door before he spoke.
s chums looked at him  curiously.
They could see by his expression that
theve was =omething unusual on  the
lulll."-

*IU's a servious matter,” said Wharton,
“I'll give you the story in a few
words”

And he explained what had happened
during his absence from s chums, Bob
Cherry gave an expressivo whistle.

""Good old Nadesha !” said Nugent,
“It was awfully decent of her. 1 sup-
pose the Head will xend for thoe police 1

"1 suppose s0," sanl Harry; “and
soine of the masters will stay up, 1
expeet, with a policeman  or two, to
watch for the scoundrel,”

“We ought to be on in the scene,”
said Nugent,

“That's what 1 was thinking.”

*Ouv noble presence wounld probably
lead to the capturefulness of the j}'iddy
burglar,” the naboh remarked. ‘But
the anstructor sahibs will not allow it,”

“Not if they know,” said Wharton.
“Look here, yon chaps, turn this over

C

ever had |
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in your minds and tell me what you
think. Nadesha says that Melchior
spoke confidently about being able to
break into Greyfriars, Now, I don't
suppose o wandering ruffian like that
has much idea of the skilful part ot
Imrglary: and where is he to get
burglar's tools ’l,'roln. only just out of

prison as he is?

“That’s true enough, but—"

“Yect he seemed certain of getting in.
My idea is that he doesn't mean to
come by door or window in the usual
way,”

Nugent and Bob Cherrvy
grinned,

“You don't think he means to come
down the chimuey, suxely !” said the
latter.

Harry did not smile.

“I think he has another way of get-
ting in,” he said quictly. o

“Blessed if T cun guess what it is,”
said Nugent.

“You remember that he was hiding
with Barengro in the ruined chapel in
the Friar's Wood, Nugent "

Nugent gave a start.

“My hat! Do you mean that he ma
have discovered the secret passagoe lead-
ing from the ruined chapel to Grey-
friars?” he asked excitedy.

“Why not?”

“It is oxtremely likely,” said Hurree
Singh. “While T was hiding that time
in this esteemed school I followed the
passage tb tho old chapel to get some
fresh  airfulness,  There is  nothing
secret about it if you pull away the ivy
which grows very thickfully over the
opening at the other end.”

“It's more likely than
Melchior found it,
ruins

stared,

not that

looking among the
for a safe hiding-place,” said
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ITavey Wharton, *“If lie discovered it,
and found that it led to the school, all
wonld be easy.”

“My hat! And but for old Nadesha's
warning—""

“The ruffian might have got his
revenge on us. But now—""

“Now we shall have the pgolden
opportunily of improving the shining
hour,” said Hurrce Singh, ¢ After the
school .is slecping the sleep of the jnst
wo shall proceed creepfully from “the
dormitory——~"

“And get into the box-room, where
fllc passage leads,” said Harry quietly,
‘If the gipsy comes through the
passage ho can only get out into the
school by way of the box-room.”

“Good! And we shall be there.”

“With a cricket stump cach—"

"“And a rope and a Hashlamp.”

“You'ro all game 1" nsked rlnrr,\'.

“Rather {”

“Then it's scltled. And, mind, inum’s
the word.”

“The mumfulness is important,” said
Hurree 8ingh. “I shall be as dumb as
the esteemed oyster.”

And the chums of the Remove were
extremely carcful to keep their sceret,
Nothing unusual disturbed the routine
of Greyviriars up to the bed-time of the
Remove, when that Form went up to
the dormitory.”

What mensures wero being taken by
the Head Harry Wharton did not know,
but he guessed that the police had been
sent for; though they would not como
till after the %oy:’ bed-time to avoid
comment,

Thé -Famous Four did not go to slecp
with the rest of the Remove. They
were too excited, and their hoarts beat
faster when they thought of the coming
vigil in the box-room, and the possible
~—or, 'rather, almost certain—oncountor
with a desperate and probably armed
ruffian.

Théyv heard the clock strilke ten and
then eleven. Tho House was very still,
As the last stroke of eleven died away
Harey Wharton rose quietly froin his
befl.. The other three followed his
example without being called.

The chums dressed themselves rapidly,
and then took out the cricketr stumps
whieli they had hidden under their
blankets, )

“Come on!” whispered Harry Whar-

ton.

The Remove chums stole out of the
dormitory, closing the door silently
after them.  The passage was pitchy
dark, but they knew the way well.
They trod lightly on the stair up to the
box-room, remembering that it was
givan, to creaking.

The “darkness was intense, Harry
Wharton felt for the-hangdle of the door
and opened it. lleo paused to listen
hefore he' entered. There was no sound
in the silence of the night. A glimmer
of stars fell throngh the window on the
boxes ‘and lumber in the room.

Harry closed thoe door behind his
chums, and then led the way through
the lumber towards the little door
which gave on the sceret passage,

During tho past weck a new lock had
been fitted to the door, It was intended
to keep tho boys of Greyfriars from ex-
plering the dangerous recesses, but it
was not likely to bafle Melohior long if
he eame that way,

“Cover I"” whispered Harry, “I don't
auyymsn he'll come along much before
midnight; but he might, and it's best
to bo in time.”

The chums of the Remove took cover
among the lumber, close to the little
door, and grasped their wcapons and
waited.

It wos an anxious and weary vigil,

They heard the quarter chime out,
then the half-lour, and then the three-
quarters; and finally midnight tolled
forth on the silent night.

Still no sound had broken the quiet.

But a few minutes later came a
slight sound, which started the Re-
movites into new walchfulness, and sent
the blood tingling through their veins.

It was a sound from the other side of
the little door—the sound of a hand
groping over the door, and the chums
breathed hard,

It was a matter of minutes now!

There was a creak-—a grinding sound.
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Tho door was being forced by some tool
insorted between thoe lock and the door

frame. A sharp snap—the lock had
parted. A glimmor of light camo
through and the door swung opcen.

The juniors crouched, silent, and

watchful, in their cover. They leard a
movement; a man was standing in tho
opening, lantern in land, looking
cautiouily into the box-room, to ascer-
tain that all was safe before hie entered.

Not a sound or movement, Batisfied,
Melchior, the gipsy, ntep;]'-(-d into the
room, his black cyes glinting. o
stepped away from the door, and passed
tho gig box which concealed Harry and
Bob. - He flashed the light from right
to left, and gave a convulsive start as
he -caught sight of the ambushed
juniors.

Ho was not given time to think or
asct. Harry and Bob sprang at him
fiercely, slashing with the stumps. The
lantern crashed to the floor and the
ipsy followed it, half-stunned by tho
ﬁlm\‘s Le had received.
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“The light—quick!” shouted Harry
Wharton,

Hurree Singh drew a flashlamp from
his pocket and switched it on. arry,
Bob, and Nugent piled on the dase

gipsy.
ll’\‘l'elf:hior struggled madly, but the
juniors had him pinned to the flpor.
“The rope!” panted Harry.
“Here it is, my worthﬁlonum I ox.

claimed the nabob, *I will executo the
tiefulness of the estoemed rotter's
hands 1"

And while the chums held the gipsy
fast, Hurrce Singh bound his wrists
tightly together, and then did the same

with his ankles. Melchior was a help-
less prisoner. He lay glowering ' at
the Removites. ‘I'here was a sound of

footsteps on tho stairs and the door of
the box-room was thrown opoen,

The noise of the struggle had echoed
far through tho _silent house, Dr.
Locke, Wingate, Mr. Quelch, and »
policeman dashed into the room.

“Why, what—what——" gasped the
Head,

“We've got him, sir |”

“We thought he might come in this
way, sir,” explained qlnrry Wharton.
“We were right, and we've got him,
We hope you will excuso ue for leaving
the dormitory without permission.”

The Head smiled slightly.

“I sce you have got himn, Wharten.
You should not have run this risk}
but, fortunately. no harm is dono, and
I excnse you, Go back to bed.”

“Thank vou, sir.”

The chums of the Remove went back
to the dormitory feeling extremely -well

leased with themselves. 'T'he whole

temovo was awake now, demanding {n.
formation as to the row, and the part
the four had tnken in it.

“Oh, don't bother 1" said Dob Cherry.
“We'vo been capturing burglars while
vou've heen snoring, that's alll' Luck
you had us chaps to look after you %

The next morning they were the
heroes of the school. Melchior, the
gipsy, had been taken to “the station,
and was in safe hands, and not likely te
escape again, Nadesha met [Iarey
Wharton in the morning, and the junlor
learned, gladly onough. that the sfgrl.y

was to remain at Greyfriars in
Locke's service. . i
The Famous Four wero lions in the

Remove that day, and fellows in higher -
regarded them with envious '

Forms
eves, They had distinguished them.
sclves and brought glory to their Form,
and the Remove was in a position to
crow over the Fourth—and crow it did,
to its heart's content!

(Next eweek: “WHO SHALL BE
CAPTAIN ?" FLook out for this lively
warn of fun and excilement in the
Remove election for captain of cricket,
Don’t forget to order your GEM carly.)

ro o

h =,
Cotves

ALL OUTEXIX
. d o :

T 5

| TALL

J. B, MORLEY, 8, Bream's Bulldings, London, E.C4.

Your height increased in 12 days
or no cost. New discovery adds
2.6 ins, I gained 4 ins. Quaranteed
safo. Full Courso, 5/= Dotallat

JUBILEE PKT. FREE!

56 different, PHILIPPINE Islands.
approvals. — ROBINSON BROS.

Incl, Jubllce Horseman, Ukroine,

Quatemala, Alrmatil, Bohomia, o,

Rearce Anzno. Postagoe 24, thuei:
(A), MORETON. WIRRAL.

BLUSHING,:::

Bhyness, ‘' Nerves," Belf-Oonsciousness, Worry
abit, Unreasonable Fears, c‘sm.. cured or
"nm Complets Oourse B/-. Delails—~

R
: 'EBBING (A}, %8, Dean Road, London, N. W.1,

300 DIFFERDNT, inol

%-‘H‘e‘e gn‘i‘“ LA bro; a“f"-)-— A, WHITE
ENGIND LAND, 'x.ﬂi. WwWoRcs.,

Alrmall, Heau-
Pictorials, Coloninls,

STAMPS %3

Printed

Brroes,

|

|

All applications for Advertisement Space In this publication |
should be addressed to the Advertisement Manager, The
GEM, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, |

Ip Great Hritain and published "erp Wednesday by the Prosrl:mn. Tho Amalgamated Press, Lid,, The Flectway House, Farr ﬂ‘““ﬂ ]
London ﬁ.o.a. Advertisement cffices: The Fleetway House, Farrin u%dﬂreﬂ, .ondon, E.0.4. Registered 1or trapsmission by Oanaditn Magdciae
Post, Bubseription rates: Inland and Abroad, 1la. 8. &d. for mix months, Role A‘;;a‘ll for Australia and New Zcalsnd: lelll'l.

Qordon & Gutch, Ltd., snd for Bouth Atrics: Central

1g«r sfnum;
¢ws Agency, Ltd.—8aturday, August 22nd, 1




