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THE JUNIOR'S ENEMY!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Good Time for Bunter.
H, gorgeous}t” >
The exclamation broke imvolun-
tarily from Billy Bunter as he
entered the dining-room of the
Black Rock House.

The room was very cosy, and a huge fire
blazed and roared in the wide old-fashioned
chimney.

The table was laid for supper—and such a
supper!

Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived at Black
Roek, the home of Captain Cunliffe, an uncle
of lazeldene of the Remove.

Captain Cunliffe had shown the boys to
their quarters, where they had removed
their eoats, and changed their boots, and
washed away some of the stains of their long
and rough iourney.

(43

On descending to supper, they found every-|

thing ready.

The captain evidently had great ideas of
hospitality.

A hot supper smoked on the board that
eeemed more suitable for the whole crew of
@ ship than for half a dozen lads, however
sharp set.

The juniors were hungry enough, and their |

faces lighted up at the sight of the_cosy
roul)m, and blazing fire, and the hespitable
table.

Captain Cuntifie was sitting by the fire
smoking a pipe as they came ‘in, and he rose
with a smile to greet them.

_Now that they could see him fairly in the
tight, the Greyiriars juniors could not help
liking the look of the sea-captain.

He was a man of medium size, of ver:
powerful build, and his thick limbs and deep,
Hroad chest dencted great strength.

His face was burnt by the sun almost to
the hue of a Spaniard’s, and seamed by in-
nunierable lines.

There was a deep wrinkle hetween his eyes,
hut the eyes themselves yere as keen as steel.

His hair was thick and dark, and his short
%card untouched by grey.

A grizzled old fellow, who had evidently
feen a sailor, waited at the table.

He had a face as darkly sunburnt as the
captain’s, and it was easy for the juniors to
«uess that he had eailed tropic seas with Cap-
tain Cunliffe.

The captain addressed him as Bem, and
Ben replied to every order by touching his
forelock and saying, “Ay, ay. sir!” as if he
were still on the deek of the old ship.

As the funiors learned later, Ben’s wife
was the cook and housekeeper of the estab-
‘ishment, and these two formed al} the house-
kold of Captain Cunliffe.

The house was one of considerable size, and
fery old, and not many of the rooms were
seeupied by the household. But several more
had been made ready for the reception of the
visitors.

“I say, you fellows, this is gorgeous!” said
Billy Bunter, in a whisper. “The cock here
: be pretty geod.”

‘es, rather?”

“And the captain knows that a chap is
hungry after a long journey, too,” said
Bunter. “No blessed stinting about this
supper.”

“ What-ho!”

“I say, Hazeldene, I like your uncle,” said
Bunter, in that tone of insufferable patronage

he generally adopted when he felt safe inf

Jdoing so.
Hazeldene looked at the fat junior,
“What’s that?" he asked.
“I like your uncle,” said Buntér, with his
pouth full.

“Thanks!” sai@ Hazeldene contemptueousiy. |

A Magnificent Long, Complete Story, dealing with the
Early Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co., the
Chums of Greyfriars. -

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Contempt, the Eastern proverb says, will
pierce even the shell of the tortoise; but
perhaps Bunter had a thicker rind than a
tortoise, for he did not notice the contempt
in Hazeldene’s voice and look. X

“Not ab alll” he said. “I like him, and I
don’t mind saying so. A little rough-and-
ready, perhaps, bubt— "Ow!”

Captainp Cunlific locked down the table
irom his end.

He had not, of course, heard the talk, but
he could not help hearing Bunter’s azonised
“Gw!" as Bob Cherry jammed an iron heel
upon his foot.

“Ow}” moaned Bunter. “Ow! Ah!”

“Ig anything the matter?” asked the cap-
tain.

“Ow! Some beazt has jammed his beastly
boot on my fooi!” groaned Bunter. “Cw!”

Bob Cherry coloured

“Shut up, Buuter!” said Harry.

“Ow 1"

“PDon’t mind- Buater, sir,” said Frank
Nugent. “He's often taken like that—generaily
when he's eating, and he’s generally eating.”

“The eatingfulness is terrific,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nahob  of
Bhanipur.

“0h, really, Nugent-—" ;

“You won’t have time to finish your supper
if you talk, Billy,” said Harry.

And at that reminder the fat jumior wired
in with renewed cnergy.

Supper over, the juniors drew their chairs
about the fire for a little chat before going
up to bed.

Billy Bunfer blinked at them.

“I—I'm not quite -finished yet,”
marked. “YT’il join you presently.”

“Ay, ay!” said Captain Cunliffe.

Angd Bunter tackled the pudding a third
and a feurth time, and kept it up, while the
wondering glances of old Ben Topman fol
lowed all his movements.

The old sailor had seen hungry men at sea,

he re-

- and bungry savages ashore, but in the course

of sixty years’ experience he had never ccme
upon ap appetite like Bjjly Bunter’s. That
was unique.

Fhe captain lighted his pipe.

“Your sister arrives to-morrow, Hazel,” he
observed, through clouds of  smoke. “Mar-
jorie and her friend b

“Clara,” said Nugent.

“Yes, Clara. They will be here to-morrow.
And now, tell me why you were delayed.
You shounld bave been here yesterday,” said
the “captain.

The juniors glanced at one another.

They had spent twice the time arranged
upon the journey for the purpose of throw-
ing off the track the South American who had
siiadowed them from London, and Harry felt
that it was their doty to acquaint the cap-
tain with the circumstances.

Yet he shrank from doing so. He had a
feeling that it would be a terrible shock to
the captairr to hear of the pursuit by Pedro
Tjurra.

“The faet is—" said Harry.
Hazel hagd better tell you—"

“Go on, Hazel!” v

Hazeldene coloured a little. But the ex-
planation had {o be gone through. 3

“We met a chap in Londomn,” he said. “He
saw me, and guessed that I was a relation of
yours, by the like 3. You know I'm very
like you, uncle.”

“80 you are, lad.”

“Well, the ehap wanted to find you out,
and we thought it was none of his busi-
ness, 80 we dodged him,” said Hazeldene
awkwardly.

The captain sat belt upright in his chair.

“He wanted to find me out!”

“Yeg,"

“But perhaps

+

“Why?”

“He said he was an old friend of yours.”

The captain. set his lips. The juniors did
not look at him. But they felt that he had
grown pale under his brown skin,

“Do you know his pame?”

*Pedro Ijurra.”

“My Heaven!”

There was a crash on the hearth as the
captain’s pipe fell from his hand. Hazeldene
sprang to his feet. Captain Cunlifie lay back
in his chair, breathing heavily, pale as death.

“Uncle! You are ill!”

The captain waved him hack.

“1t’s all right!” he muttered thickly. “Let
me alone.”

" But——"

“I am all right.”

The captain recovered himself in a few
moments. The juniors sat in awkward
sileuce.  The terrible shock the name had
given the captain was only too apparent.

“And the man?” said Captain Canlife,
after a pause. “What was he like?”

“A dark fellow—a South American.”

“Did you see whether he—whether he had
a scar upon his forehead?” said the captain,
in a low voice. “Perhaps ”

“He had one,” said Harry
sa‘\ygg"x’vhen he removed his hat.

Vharton. “I
»

There was a Jong silenee.

The ecaptain picked up his pipe with a
shaking hand, and relighted it. e cmokcd
on for some minutes without speaking.

_The juniers did not know how to break the
silence.

“Tell me exactly what happened with that
man and yourselves,” said the captain, at
i;\sb‘. “Spin me “the whole yarn from the
heginning.”

_ Wharton quietly and concisely related how
they had been tracked hy ths South
American, and how they had eluded him
finally by taking the boat at a point some
miles farther up the coast. 2

The captain nodded approval.

. That was very keen of you!” he exclaimed.

Then the chances are that he Las not fel-
lowed you here.”

“1 should think net, sir.”

Captain Cunlifie nodded.

“You—you startled me a little at first,” he
said slowly. :
planation.

I knew this man—long ago—in

 “outh America, and I have good reasons for

Dot wanting to meet him again. That is all.
I don’t suppose yon lads will see anything
more of him. If you should do so, give him
a wide berth. He is a dangerous character.”

He rose to his feet.

“It will be time for you lads to he getting
to_bed unow,”" he remarked. 3
. Bunter rosc from the table. Even the fat
junior of Greyfriars was finished ut laust.

‘Good-night, my lads!”

“Good-night, sirt”

The captain shock hands
and they left him.

“Well, I'm jolly tired,” Mark Linley ob-
served, as he entered the bed-room. “T shall
be glad to get to bed.”

“The giadfulness will be terrific ! remarked
the Nabob of Bhanipur. “I thinkfully con-
sider that we may sleep in the safe sound-
Tulness, as the esteemed scoundrel Ijurra has
quite lost our honourable track!”

Wharton went to the window, and pulled
aside the blind and looked out,

The window opened on to the front of the
old house, and gave a view to the garden
with its shadowy trees, of the rocky path
heyond, and the cove where the hoat lay
moored, Over all sailed the great, round
moon. |

with the juniors,

(Compriaht in the United Stales of Americ)

“1 think I owe you some ex-
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The geene was almost as light as by day.

Wharton's eyes swept the moonlit scene.
At any moment he would not have been sur-
prised ‘to see the form of the mysterious

 South American start into sight.

¢

3

But nothing stirred in the moonlight.

He gaged from the window for several
yainutes. Suddenly there was a sound below,
and he started.

A form loomed in the moonlight, but in a
moment he recognised it as that of Captain
Cunliffe.

There was a clink of a slackening chain,
and a deep growl that reached the ear of
the junier at the window.

The captain was releasing a dog, and
Wharton caught a glimpse of a powertul
mastiff as it bounded away into the shadows.

It was a proof of the watchfulness that
}{hetdweller of Black Rock House incessantly

ept. .

But why? =

What was it that Captain Cunlifie feared
at the hands of the South American® Why
was it that Pedro Ijurra was so grimly bent
on tracking the captain to his home?

They were questions that Harry  Wharton
could not answer, but be went to bed in a
very thoughtiul mood, and in his dreams that
night he saw again and again the dark and
threatening face of the South American.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Worning Dip.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. rose early
the next morning. They tramped
downstairs, and found Captain Cun-
liffe talking with Ben Topman in

the little square hall. = ’

The hig door was wide open, and a fresh
brecze blew in from the sea.

¥rom the doorway glimpses of the deep
bine water of the cove could be had through
the trees and straggling bushes of the garden.

The captain was looking cheerful and
bright, and therc was no trace in his weather-
beaten face of the emotion he had shown
the previous evening at the mention of the
name of the South American.

It seemed hardly possible to the juniors
that this bluff, kindly old sea-dog was the
man they had met under the trees, who had
challenged them in & ringing voice and with
a levelled revolver.

Indeed, in the bright sunlight the whole
affair of the South American seemed less
serions than it had secemed in the shadowy
night.

The juniors were light-hearted enough now,
and they hardly thought of the dark face
of Pedro Ijurra.

“I thought I'd Jet you havé your sleep
out,” the captain remarked, with a smile.
“You must have been tired. How do you feel
now?”

“Fit fiddle,
cheerily. ;

“Right as rain, uncle!” said Hazeldene.
“We were thinking of having a dip in the
cove before breakfast.”

“Good! It shall be ready when you come
in. Here, Duke!”

A huge mastiff came up at the call.

It was the great animal Wharton had seen
released into the garden in the moonlight.

The dog looked dubiously af the juniors,
but a few words from the captain soothed
him.

“You can pat his head,” said Captain Cun-
jiffe. “He will e friends with you; but he
would be rough on a stranger who came into
the place at night.”

Wharton patted the mastifi's huge head.
Hs was fond of dogs, and dogs generally
fiked him.

Billy Bunter came sulkily downstairs, and
he blinked in a very doubtful way at Duke
through his big spectacles.

8 o .\;uu fellows, docs that beast

as a sir!” said Wharton

bite?” he asked.

The captain
sharply.

“Duke will not hurt you,” he said.

“He lcoks jolly dangerous.”

“You need not be afraid of him.”

“0h, I'm not afraid!” said Bunter. “I'm
a feariess chap, you know; but at the same
time—-" .

“Here, Duke!”

The captain walked away, with the dog
following him. Bunter breathed more freely.
As a matter of fact, Bunter would have been
afraid of a poodle if it hmd shown its teeth.

“Come on, Bunty!” said Bob Cherry, pass-
ing his arm- affectionately through that of
the fat junior.

$Eh?”

“Take his other arm, Inky.”

fooked at the fat junior

“Certainfully—"

“I say, you fellows——"

“Come -on, or we sha'n’t have time for a
?i% before brekker!” said Bob Cherry cheer:
ully.

Bunter began fo struggle.

“I don’t want a dip before brekker!” he
roared.  “I'm hungry! I've washed, too,
and if T had a dip the same morning it
would be a wash wasted.”

“Oh, come on!”

“I-won't! I 2

“Your mistake”
will !”

The fat junior was run down the rocky
path towards the cove at a speed that made
him gasp.

The juniors surrounded him, and he could
not escape. Hazeldene followed, grinning,
with towels over his arm.

They reached the pebble ridge, and there
they stripped off their clothes. A more soli-
tary spot it would have been hard to
imagine.

“What a jolly ripping place!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton as he kicked off his boots.
“We shall have a jolly time here, Hazel!”

“The jollyfulness will be terrific!”

“] hope you will,” said Hazeldene. “We
ught to be able to get some fun, if that

grinned Cherry. “You

Friddy. -]

“Ha, ha, ha! - You've decided to bathe
without your cloth then?2”
“Ow! Yes! Beast!®

“Ha, ha,o hal>

Billy, Bunter stripped off his clothes in
hot haste, the juniors standing round in a
ring to cut off his eszcape. The circle of
them were roaring with langhter, but Bunter
gljd not see anything bhumorecus in .the situa-
ion.

His jacket and vest came off in a twinkling,
and his collar and tie followed.

He tore off his boots and sccks. Then his
shirt followed more slowly, and his wide
trousers. slowest of all. s

He shivered as the keen br
Atlantic caught his bare, f

“Ow! Groo! It's c-c-eold

“Jump into the water, then!”

“Is it—is it warm?”

“Dear me, I forgot to order -
have the warm water laid on!”
Bob Cherry, smiting his chest,

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherry »

“Jump in!” ;

“I c-c-can't!”

7 “You c-c-can!” said Bob Cherry, taking the
fat junior by the shoulders and giving him a
sudden violent push. “There!”

¢ from the

D
exciaimed

said.

Billy Bunter stripped off his clothes in hot haste, whilst the grinning juniors
surrounded him, cutting off his escape.
{See chapter 2.)

“ Ow! Qroo! it’s c-c-cold !’ he

South American blackguard doesn't come
bothering. again.”

“Oh, he’s gone for good, I think!”

“I hope so!”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Why, you're not undressing, Bunter—-"
“I'm jolly well not going to undress!

I

“Now, look here, Bunter, it’s dangerous
to bathe in sea-water with one’s clothes on,”
said Bob Cherry, with a shake of the head.
“You might cateh cold afterwards.”

“Ha;-ha, bal”

“Besides, it would spoil the clothes.”

“You~—you utter ass!
bathe at all!” roared Bunter. “I don’t like
sea-bathing, especially so early in the season.
I won't bathe!”

“Your mistake, Billy. You can bathe 1}
your clothes, or out of them, but you're
going to bathe!” said Nugent.

“1 won't!”

“In with him!” ;

Bunter made a wild run for the path to
the house, but he was caught and yanked
back in a twinkling. = 3

He yelled wildly:

“Ow, ow!”

“In with thz porpoise!”

“Qw! Lemme undress first!”

I'm not going to}

wins.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Splash!

“Groo!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter flopped face downward into the sea.

He rolled over and struck out wildly.

He could swime—painful lessons at Grey-
friars had taught him the art of natation,
though his movements in the water were
about as graceful as those of a barge-

The Owl of the Remove began to swim,
puffing and blowing like a grampus, and turn-
ing a crimson, indignant face towards thae
juniors. :

“Go it, Bunty!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Groo!” spluttered Bunter, cjecting a large
dose of sea-water from his mouth. “Phew!
Groo! Booh!"

“Ha, Ha, hal”

“You beasts! I'm e-c-coming ashore!”

“You'll get chucked in again if you do,

Bur}tyf"
G
“Here, see who can catch him oftenest

with these pebbles,” said Nugent, stooping
and collecting a handful of round pebbles.
“The chap who gets most out of twelve

Good!”

“Ha, ha! 3
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No, 12.
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In a moment pebbles were raining upeon the
water round the spiuttering junior.

They did not hit Bunter, bub he thought
every moment that they would, and he puffed
and blew and swam as fast as he could oub
into the bay.

Then the Greyfriars juniors plunged
Bunter was havglg his morning dip, whether
he liked it or mot, and it was probably doing
him good. Good or not, he was having ib.

in.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ths Enemy Again !
BE Greyiriars juniors plunged into the
sea with great zest.
A quieter or safer spot for a bathe
could not have been desired.

The morning was fresh, but not cold. The
sca-water, hewever, felt warm after the crisp
air.

The juniors swam oub checrily inte the
deeper water, and splashed and sported to
their heart’s content. They splashed one{l
another, and splashed Bunter, to an accom-
paniment of shouts of merry laughter.

“What a ripping place for a swim!” ex-
clniéneddﬁany harton. “Who’s for a race?”

“Good !’

“Pirst man out to the Point!” exclaimed
Earry. .

The Point closed in the bay to the nerth—
& jutting tongue eof rugged rock, rising
abruptly from the sca.

t was a good half-mile from the beach
opposite the house.

“Right you are!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“The rightfulness is verrific!”

“Y say, you fgllows—-" =

“Come eomn, Bunty—you're going to swim
out to the Point!”

“I'm jolly well not! I'm going in to break- |

fagt»

“Come on}!? roared Bob Cherry, splashing
noisily towards the fat junior. X

He did not really intend to bother himself
with Bunter during the race; bub DBunter

thought he was in earnest, and he splashed

hurriedly ashore.

“Come hack!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Yah!» gasped Bunter defiantly.

He scrambled out of the water and dashed
up the beach at full speed, dripping with
water, without waiting for his clothes.

“ Ha, ha, hal»

Bob gasped with mirth as he rejoined his
comrades, Harry formed them into a line.

“Ready to gtart?” he exclaimed,

%V ed.»

€« Go!”

And the juniors struck out.

their training in the Junior Naval Cadet Corps
ab Greyfriars. They all started well, and
struck out manfully.
i Foxr the first hundred yards or so they kepb
evel.

Then Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dropped

hehind. He swam on bravely, but the others |

were drawing steadily ahead of him.

Hazeldene dropped to the rear a
minutes later,

The nabob overtook him, and they swam on
reck and peck, but the other four were weil
ahead.

For half the distance Wharton and Nugent,
Cherry and Linley kept almost level, and then
Nugent slackened down.

The three strong swimmers went ahead, and
now the struggle was keen.

Not a word was spoken; they breasted the
water In grim silence, all their energies
thrown into the contest.

Had it been a struggle for a great prize the
._iuzxio_rg could not have thrown more keenness
Ino it. 2

“My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry at last.

He dropped behind.

It was between Harry Wkarton and the
Lancashire lad now.

Harry had always been considered the finest
junior swimmer at Greyfriars, but he knew
that he had a dangerous rival in Mark Linley,

The sturdy Lancashire lad, always in tne

few

best condition and as hard as nails, was a |

tough customer to tackle in any way—whether
it boxing, wrestling, running, or swimming.
And he seemed to be at the top of his form
BOW,
Wharton fought on steadily, but it was all

he could do to keep level with the Lancaskire |

lad.

Mark was doing his best now.

The spit of rock was only a hundred yards
away. It was the last lap, and all depended
upon the next few minutes.

The extreme end of the point ran out to
sea in a tongue of land rising hardly a fow

TEBE PERNY POPELiR.~No. 12

' shore from the north,

feet from the water for a dozen yards or more
beyond the abrupt rock.
Beyond that low tengue there came a glane-

' ing of white.

Both the juniors saw it,

It was the sail of a boat coming down the
As yet the tongue of
rock hid the boat and the man in it, but the
white sail glanced into view over ib.

The juniors saw it, bubt paid it little
attention.

Sails, of course, were common enough en
the coast, and they only imagined it to be
a fisherman’s craft from the northern shore.

The boat was evidently hugging the coast
when they had observed it, and was, indeed,
dangerously mnear to the rocks if anything

- like a swell had come on.

Fifty yards more !

Mark Linley was putting on a spurt now,
and he drew ahead.

Wharton set his teeth hard.

Be was determined not to be beaten.

He put everything he bad into that last
tussle. Slowly, inch by Inch, he drew level
again with the Lancashire lad, and then he
passed him. :

The spit of rock was a dozen yards ahead.

The water shallowed down, and Wharton
dragged himself out of it, and turned, breath-
lessly, to wave his hand at Mark Linley.

The Lancashire lad had just touched ground,
a yard behind.

He rose from the water with a breathless
langh.

“You've done it, Wharton!”

Tt was & close thing, though.”

The sail glanced under their eyes,

Standing on the rock, they could see across
into the water on the other side—they ceould
see the boat and the boatman.

. Only his legs were visible for the moment,
for he was handling the sheets, and the canvas
hid the rest of him,

“Hallo|” called out Harry.

| the rocks, my mani»

There was a sharp exclamation in the boat:
“Ma 1

WkEarton started.
It was a hurried

exclamation, but he

 fancied that the tone of it was familiar—
 that he had heard the voice before. !

He changed colour a trifie.

“Linley i

The Lancashire l1ad ncdded quickly.

“1 beard it, Harry.”

“It was—-"

““The man who shadowed us from London,”
sai@ Mark quietly. “He has found us again.
No; it’s no good plunging in. He has recog-

. nised your voice.”
! 4 T ”
They were all good swimmers, thanks to True

The man in the boat emerged from behind
the sail.

He was a lithe, powerful man, with blaek
hair and cyes, and a face as brown as a
berry. His eyes gleamed at the juniors.

“Ha! I have found you!” he exclaimed.

It was the South American!
g E The Scuth American had run them
down again-—close to the home of

the man he was secking. -
Thereswas something terrible in the relent-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Three Shots.
ARRY WEARTON compressed his
lips. His face was dark and angry.

- lcss pursuit of this mysterious adventurer.

Nothing seemed to bafie him; he had
found them again.

He laughed, showing his gleaming teeth
under his black moustache. as he stood up in
the boat looking at the juniors.

“1 have found you again, senoritos.”

. Wharton gave him a savage look.

“Yes, you have found us,” he said; “but I
warned you yesterday that it would not be
saje to run us down.”

Ijurra laughed again. 4

“Bah! T have found you—"

“And now what do you want with us?” said.
Mark Linley. .

The South American shrugged his shoulders.

“With you, nothing. I want Captain Cun-
3iffe—El Capimnc, as we called him in the

- South American waters, when we were ship-

mates.”

Wharton started.

“Shipmates?”

“Why not?” said Ijurra.

“I do net believe it! You—a scoundrel like
you—were never the shipmate of Captain
Cunliffe!” exclaimed Wharton scornfully.

“You do not know what you are saying,
little senor. But where i3 Captaln Cunliffe,
for your attempts to elude me convince me
that be is mear at hand? You- are living

“Eook ont far  rising above the trees.

near, or you would not be bathing in the
sea.”

Wharton's brows contracted.

Again, uncensciously, the juniors had heen
the means of guiding the Seuth American
towards the heme of the man he sought.

If he had not seen them new—=~ Bub
Wharton reflected that the South American
was coasting along and examining the shore
with the keenness of a hawk.

He would not have failed to explore the
cove at Black Rock, and then he would have
made the discovery. =

Tiurra Iooked at the junmiors with a mecking
light in his eyes. .

“Well,” he said, “wlere is my old friend,
Captain Cunlifie?”

“He is no friend of yours.” 5

“But_he will be glad to see me,” said
ljurra, laughing,

“That is not true,” said Harry, eyeing him
steadily; “and you will get no answer from
us.”

“Bah! Y shall not lose sight of you again.”

The junjors exchanged a hopeless look.

The matter was now in the hands of the
South American; there was no baffling him
further,

“Let us return,” said Harry quietly.

Mark nodded, .

They plunged into the sea again, and swam

slowly back to the beach.
" They met the other juniors on the way, bud
no explanation was needed, for the South
American’s boat had glided round the point
now, and was entering the bay.

Ijurra handled the boat well. It was clear
that he was a scaman. He kept the craft
well behind the juniors, but kept them in
easy view.

But the swimmers were no longer necessary
for his guidance. As he eamie inte the bay
he could see the smoke of Black Rock House

His eyes gleamed at the sight.
He stood up in the boat, his hand upon a

' sheet, and looked steadily towards the shore,

shading his eyes with his free hand. :

From the cliff the column of smoke rose
against the blue morning sky.

Beyond were cliffs on ecliffs, here and there
wooded at their summits where there was
soil. In other plaees bare and grey. 5

From the cliffs on the southern side of the
bay there came a sudden puff of white smoke,
followed a moment later by a report thab
reverberated strangely among the rocks.

The South American uttered a cry.

A tiny round hole appeared in the sail of
his craft.

“Caramho!” :

The juniors were serambling ashore now.

They, too, had heard the gunshot, and they
imagined that it was someone shooting gulis.

They could see the puff of smoke curling
away against the dark rock.

But as they looked towards the South

‘| American they saw that he did not imagine

the marksman to be shooting at gulls.

Instead of standing up in the boat he was
crouching down in it, e¢oncealed as much as
possible by the gunwale, and the colour had
waned in his dark cheek.

Harry Wharton uttered an exclamation.

“Good heavens! Look!”

“My hat! The chap on the eliff is firing
at the hoat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, aghast.

“At Tjurra, you mean!”

“Great Secott!”

Crack!

Another puff of smoke, another crack, from
the distant cliff. The distance was great, but
the ains was good.

There was a crack from the boaf, audible
across the silent bay, as the bullet crashed
into the woodwork.

3 The juniors stood looking on with white
aces.

All of a sudden they were brought face fo
face with tragedy—with a matter of life and
death. =

Who was firing from the clif? His deadly
intention could hardly be doubted.

* The South American did not doubt it.

In the boat, if he rose abové the gunwale,
he was helplessly exposed to the aim of the
marksman, but as he crouched he could not
control the sail.

The wind caught it, and the boat heeled
over and whirled.

It drove towards the rocks of the Point,
and the South American could make no efiort
to stop it.

“He's going ashore!” muttered Linley.

“The safest place for him!”

Crack! s 3

It was a third ringing report from the face
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of the clif. ©Of the marksman nothing could
be  ssen.

He was hidden by the rugged rocks.

Crash!

The boat was on the rocky shore now.

The South Awerican made a desperate
spring to land, and disappearcd among the
rocks, ¥

He had landed two hundred yards
from the juniors, and they saw bim
“4 moment as he disappeared.

The boat pounded on the rocks,
there by the waves, and the mast
over the side,

’{he South American ¢id not reappear.

The
houss. The strange and terrible occurrence
had given them a shock. Hazeldene was
white as & sheet,

“It—it can’t be—"
broke off.

Wharton leoked a$ him.

“What do you mean, Hazel?”

“I—I was ‘thinking my uncle—"

Harry started. It had not occurred to him
before. :

But who was
boat containing

Who at Black
coming?

Was it possible that the captain—

. The dark thought was driven from the
juniors’ ‘minds the pext moment by a hearty
. voice breaking the silence.

“Tumble up, my lads! Breakfast is ready!”

It was Captain Cunlifie. e had come
down to the beach to mect them.

The juniors exchanged glances of relief.
Captain Cunliffe was there, and he could not
have been a gunarter of a mile away on the
southern cliff a few minutes before.

. Whoever had fired those shots across the
gunlit bay, it was not their host.

for only

washed
crashed

he muttered, and

firing from the ¢liff at the
the South American?
Rotk had reason to fear his

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Littie Ventriloquism !
ILLY BUNTER was already at break-
fast when the Greyfriars juniors came

B

in,
ks “l say, you fellows, the prog is
jolly good here!” he remarked. “I think 1

shall enjoy my holiday, after all, Hazeldene.”

Hazeldene did not reply. He was wearing a
worried look; the mystery of the shots fired
from the cliff were weighing upon his mind.

“Someone was out shooting early this morn-
ing,” Captain Cunlifie remarked. “You heard
the shots on the clift, I suppose?”

“Yes,” said Harry. =

“Shooting gulls, I suppose,” szid DBunter,
with his mouth full. “I'm rather a dab at
shooting gulls, you know.”

“Rats! You're 2 dab at drawing the long-
< bow'é" said Nugent. “You're no good with a
gunt”

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly, and con-
soled himself with a fresh supply of kidneys
and bacon.

The coming of the South American was
weighing upon the minds of the juniors, and
they felt that it ought to be mentioned to
Captain Cunliffe,

After breakfast, Harry followed the captain
into the gardenm, and told him.

T'he skipper’s bronzed face turned a shade
paler as he listencd. .

“You're sure it was Ijurra?” he asked.

“0Oh, yes, sir! I spoke to him.”

The skipper wrinkled his brows.

“And the shots from the clift were fired at
his“lraoat?“ he dsked.

“Yes.

“But—but why, and by whom?” said Cap-
tain Cunliffe, very much puzzled. *“Who
should do so? I think it must have been
some gull shooter, whose shots went near the
boat by sheer chance. Dorn’t you think that
i3 possible?”

“The bullets struck the boat or the safl.”

“That may have been accident.”

“The South American did not think It an
accident ; he crouched under the gunwale, and
let the boat run ashore,” said Harry. *“Of
course, though, it may be as you think. I
thought I ougﬁt to mention the matter to
you.”
> “Quite right—quite right!” sald the cap-
ain.

after him,

“Then Ijurra is ashore here, Wharton?”

“Yes,” sald Harry, turning his head. “He
wen$ into the rocks on the south side of the
cove.”

“Thank you!”

Wharton rejoined his chams.
- They had come out of the house in cheerful
spirits, and Bob Cherry was seen fingering his

OT Imore |

juniors turned slowly towards the

pecktie, and trying to get it straight-—almost
& hopeless task with Bob.

Harr,
once what it meant.

+

«

smiled as he saw it, and guessed at’

“What time is Marjorie coming, Hazell” he |

asked.

Hazeldene laughed.

“The girls get to Wynne Station a$
past tenm,” he sald. “That's about 2
irom here. It's the nearest railway point

“We're going to meet them, of course?

“Well, I am,” said Hazeldene. “You
fellows can come if you like.”

“If we like!” said Nugent.

“The likefulness will be terrific, my worthy
chum {” 5

“1 don’t see that it’s necessary for all you
fellows to come,” Billy Bunter remarked. “I
supposs Hazeldene ought to come, as he's

half-
mile
»

Marjorie's brother, and if I go with him it

scems to me that that will be enough.”

“Jt will bs too much,” sald Bob Cherry.
“You can stay here.”

“Qh, really, Cherry—" X

“It's not fair on Clara and Marjoric to
make them begin their holiday by sceing &
chivvy like yours,” said Bob. “Keep out of
sight for a bit, and we'll break it gently to
them.” :

“Look here

“We’d better start
Wharton, laughing. .

And Bob Cherry having given his offending
necktie a final tug, which made it look more
awry than ever, the juniors left Black Rock
House, and followed the rocky path down the
combe towards the railway-station, a mile

1 Harry

away on the imland side of the great, grey

cliffs.

The morning was fresh and bright, just

the weather for a brisk walk.
Billy Bunter lagged behind,
at having to keep up with the
“T'l jolly well make 'em
murmured.
From the bushes be
friars chums were
a

ra

and grumbled
thers.
t for mel”™ Le

ide the track the Grer-
a sudden voice

“Halt!”
And they halted.
ihey thought they
tones of the Scuth Ameri
Wharton set his lips.
“He’s here again, you chaps
“Let him show himseif,” said Mark Linley.
“We'll bump him{”
“Good egg!”
But no one appeared from the bushes.
Billy Bunter came panting up, and joined
the juniors. but the bushes never stirred.
“Come out of thers, you skulking coward!”
called out Hazeldene. “Stand cut here, and
show your face!” %
“1 say, you fcllows
“Shut up, Bunter!
stand out!”
But there was no stir in the bush
“He’s gone!” said Bob Cherry.
“Let's get on!”
The Greyfriars
strode on their way.
Billy Bunter, gri
rear. Ag soon as the juniors drev
voice called from the thickets agal
“Halt!”
“My only hat!” exclaimed Bob
“This is a giddy joke, I suppose.”
“Yes,” exclaimed Nugent, rushing towards
Bm& Bunter; “and this is the giddy joker!”
“Ow "

»

If you're there, Tjurza,

chums, greatly puzz

. lagzed- on in their
ahead

Cherry.

« 7' teach you to work off your giddy ven-

triloguism on us!” said Nugent, shaking the |

fat ‘;unior vigorously. ©There—and there!”

“Yow! Ow!»

«QOh, it was that giddy ventriloquist, was
it?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “I migh! have
guessed it, too! Heold him while I jump on
him|”

“Ow! Yow!”

Billy Bunter wrenched himself free and ran.

«Come back and be jumped om!” roared
Rob Cherry. :

Bunter did not accept that kind invitation.
He ran on breathlessly, and the juniors, laugh-
ing, resumed their way to the station, and

they did not hear any mors mysterious voices, !

Billy Bunter’s ventriloguism was stopped

| tor the time.
And Harry left him., Captain Cunlifie called |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a Bargain.
W1 Beasts!”

made .when,

O

pursued, and that the Greyfriars junlors were
oub of sight. .

That was the remark Biily Bunter |
stopping to take
breath, he found that he was not |

1 trick on hima.

| & terribly threatening
| Bunter’s heart to throb wildly.

1 tow, hard volce.

Friday.

The fat junior stood gasping on the rocky
path for a few minutes, biinking indignani!
Then he slowly followed the path the jur
had taken towards the villaga,

“Halt

It was a sudden voice from {the thicket along
the path.

Billy Bunter snorted.

“Qh, go and eat coke!” he exclaimed.
“ What's the good of working off a stals
wheeze like that¢”

And the fat junior tramped on, fully con-
vinced that the challenge had come from cns
of the Greyfriars iuniors who was playing a

«Stop!”
“Rats {»

A figure came hastily through the bushes,
iz the hollow of Lis

and 2 man with a gun
arm stepped into view,
“Stopi” he repeated.

He was a little man—not muchk taller than
Bunter himseli— one of his legs wus
curiously twisted, and he walked with a
decided lameness,

His face waz burnt dark by a tropical sun,
and his eyes, decp-set and glittering, seemod
te burn under his rugged, black brows.

The iame man hobbled in his path.

“Well, what do you want?” said Bunter
feebly. “I haven’t any money to give away.
I'm stony-broke. I'm treated too joliy
meanly by my friends to have any money to
spare.”

“1 don't want your men
What is your name?”

“William George Bunter,
School, Remove Form—-"

“That's enough. Where azs 3¢
this neighbourhood?”

“With Captain Cunliffe.” J

“Ah! At Black Rock?”

i) C

The lame man noddsd

“You kncw Captain Cunliffe?” ¢
Bunter. >
_The lame £
ring.

of

I believe?”

“We're
here.”

“Oh, it is curious! Never mind.
been another visitor to Black
you have been there?”

“Not that I know ¢

“A foreign man,” said the stranger-
South American—a man with a scar on !
forehead. He landed in the cove this
ing, some hours ago. Have you seen him

SNA

0

spending  the

Ie

280,

“Then he is not at Black Rock?”
“He can't be without my seeing
Bunter. “Is he a friend of you

The lamé man chuckled.

“Yes, a friend—and a very old fri
sald. “I'm most anxicus te see hin
to me, Bunker—"

“Bunter.”

“Ah, Bunter! Tisten te ma. I want to
know as soon as that man comez te Black
Rock—youn understand?”

“Ye-es,” said Bunter, though he did
undsrstand very clearly.

“You must let me know.”

“I—I'l tell you anything with pleasure,”
said Bunter, beginning to think that he was
dealing with a lunatic. “Would you like me
to send you a posteard?”

“No, fool!”

“Qh, really—"

“I am never very far from Black Rock,”
said the lame man, with another of his curions
chuckles. “Do you know the sundial in the
garden?”

“I have seen it there.”

“Well, as scon as you get any news of the
South American, leave a note for me on the
sundial in the garden, and I shall find it.”

Bunter blinked at him.

* “But--but—"

The man came cleser to him,

His dark face and deep-set eyes assumed
lock, which caused

not

“Hearken to me,” said the lame man, in a
“I'd as soon blow your
brains out as squash a fly! I've come from
a conntry where it's not much thought of.
Mind, I don’t want to hurt you, but if you
don't carry out my orders I'll make you sorTy
for 15, Do you understand? If I find thas
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ou have failed to obey me I will put a bulled
hrough your head.”
“Ow !’

“Mind, you are to do as I tell yon, and not
gay a word to a soul,” said the lame man
Ehrentenm"l}—"not a word{” 2

“1. All right!”

“I don't want you to do it for nothing,”
#ent on the lame man, his voice softening a
little as he saw that he had terrorised the fat
ziunlor sufficiently. “I’ll pay you for what you

Bmy Bunter b*lg‘nened up.
“Now you’re talking!” he exclaimed.

The lame man ]au“hed

“Look you, I will Teave money for you on
the sundial every evening—five shiliings every
time,” he said. “Does that satisfy you?”

Bunter jumped.

"I‘ne bob a day!”

’IH do amtmra you like!” exclaimed
Bunter eagerl “You can rely on me. I'll
feave you as many notes on the sundial as
you like.”

“Good! Leave one every morning, then,
telling me whether anything has been seen of
Pedro Tjurra, and I -will leave the money in
exchange.”

“Jolly good! Perhaps you wouldn’t mind
paying the first lot in advance?” suggested
Bunter. “I'm awfully short of "money. I've
been disappointed about a postal-order, you
see, and—-"

“Take this.”

The man thrust a handful of small silver
into the fat junior’s palm, without even
eounting it. Bunter’s eyes glistened.

“Remember what I have told you. Let
me know anything that happens at Black

Rock. If Ijurra actually, comes there, you
gnlmt conie and tell me at once, without
elay.”

“Bu§ where—"

“I shall he on the clifis on the south side
ot the cove. I shall see you coming, if it is
daylight, with my field-glasses.”

“Good! T'Il do it,” said Bunter. “I—I
like you very much, you know, and I—I'm
going to do it out of friendship. Of course,
I xe;mrd this money simply as a loan.”

The lame man did not seem to hear,

“Mind, not a word to a soul—even to your
eompanions,” he said.

“That's all rvight., They won’t let me into
ell their seerets, and I jolly well won’t tell
them a word!”

“That is right.
fame man ﬂ.s.kmn

Don’t forget.,” And the
red among the thickets.

He hurried on towards the village. He was
in funds now, and when Billy Buanter was in
funds the money always burnt in his pocked
i1l e had spent it.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Marjorie Arrives.

% ARJORIE !?
The Greyfriars chums were in
good time at tha station. They

were on the platform when the

train ‘came rattling in.

Two pretty faces in charming hats looked
from a carriage window,

They belonged to Marjorie Hazeldene and
Clara Treviyn, the girl chums of Cliff House,

Harry W harton opened the carriage door
and assisted the girls to alight,

Marjorie and Clara were all smiles.

“Ro jolly glad to see you!” exclaimed Harry.

“We're glad to see you all, too!” said
Aarjorie, :
“Any luggage?” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“ Shall T look after it? You know what these
chaps are—they'd like to let it go on to
Land’s End.”

“This is the last station,” grinned Hazel-
dene. “Still, you may as well look for it. It
will have to be sent ﬂftm‘ us to Black Rock.
Qur own luggage will be along some time
to-day, teo.”

“J suppose we walk fo Black Rock?? said
AMiss Clara brightly.

ILu TY hughed

“Yes; that's the only way—except by aero-
plane.”

“Come on,” said Nugent.
to look after thc luggage,
start.»

Bob Cherry logked a little taken aback as
the party v a‘}wd out of the station.

He wanted to make himself useful, but nob
to be left behind.

He didu’t spend very much time in looking
after Marjorie’s and Clara's trunks.

Then ke hurried after his friends.

e overtook them in the little old-fashioned
Hizh Street of Wynne.
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“If Bob's going
we may as well

They walked out of the village, and
entered upon the rocky path leading to Black
Roek.

Marjorie and Clara were delighted with the
scenery, aild with the description  they
received of the lonely house of Captain
Cunlifte,

“How {olly it will be!” Aiss Clara re-
marked, in ber boyish way. “I suppose
there are caves in the cliffs, of course?”

“Heaps of them,” said Hazeldene, with a
grin. “Jolly dark and damp places they
are, t00.”

“Then 1 shall explore them.”

“That’s a jolly good idea,” remarked
Nugent. “We might as well explore the
;Wns this afternoon. It would be great
un

“I've heard that the caves used to be used
by smugglers in the good old times,” Hazel-
dene remarked, “0ld Ben showed me one,
when I was here last, that used to have
contraband cargoes stored in it, according
to his account. You get to it by a path
over the cliffs on the north side of the
cove.”

it

“We’l] go this afternoon,” said Wharton.
“Careful of the path there; it’s steep.”

They followed the rocky path, till sud-
denly at one end of it the open-wooded
combe .lay before them, with the sea rolling
in the distance. Marjorie uttercd an ex-
clamation of delight,

“How beautiful!”

¥Yes, rather!”

“But, Jook! Who
Marjorie suddenly.

The juniors followed the direction of her
glance,

Upon a rock at some distance a figure
stood, observing Black Rock House through
a pair of field-glasses. It was the form of
a smail man, and he stood in an awkward
attitude, with one leg strangely twisted.

He moved as the juniors locked at him,
and lowered the glasses.

Though they were behind him, he seemed
to have become aware of their presence.

“What a strange-looking man!” said Miss
Clara,

“A sailorman, I should say

The man looked down at
limped away among the rocks.

“He is lame,” said Nugent.

“Ahoy!” called out Bob Cherry.
morning !”

The lame man did not reply.

He limped on without turning his head,
and vanished among tlie rocks, and was gone
in a few seconds.

The juniors looked at one another.

“Another queer customer,” said
Linley.

Wharton noddud and they walked on.

Who was the lame man, and why was he
watching Black Rock House from the cliff
path?

It was enother mysteryv; and it seemed
to Harry Wharton that a strange shadow
of mystery was growing and thickening round
that lonely house on the Devon coast.

What was to be the outcome of it all?

let’s explore exclaimed Miss

is that?” execlaimed

”

em, and then

“Good-

Mark

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
. The Explorers.
13 SAY, Wharton, have you secn that
South American chap again?”
Billy Bunter asked the question
at lunch that day.

Wharton made him an angry sign to be
silent.

The juniors had decided to teil the girls
nothing of the strange parsuit of the ruffian
from Sonth America.

It might alarm them, and it could do mno
good. But they had reckoned without Billy
Bunter.

The fat junior was not the kind of person
to keep a secret.

“What are you scowling at me for, Whar-
ton?” he asked.

Wharton coloured.

“QOh, shut up, Billy!”

“But I want to know—"

“Qh, dry up!”

“Yes; but have you seen

“Pass the salt!”

“ Anything of the—"

“Will you have some more pie?”

“Yes. The South American, Wharfon?”

“No!” growled Harry at last.

“8ure he hasn’t been here?” ‘asked Bunter.
“I wand to know particularly.. You see, he

may be lurking round the house. I

he landed in the cove this morning, afieg
you had your swim.”

““Do ring oifl!”

“After tracking us hers all the way from

London, I SUPDOSe he won't go off without .

coming here,” said Bunter. “I don’t know
what his game is, but he's hmmd to show

up here, 1 should think— Ow

“What ever is the matt“m exclaimed
Marjorie. >

“Ow! Some beast has stan
foot 1”

“Shut upi?” growled Bob Cherry.

“Ow! It was you! Look you
fellows, I'm not going to stand th i you
didn’t want me to say anything Mar-

jorie about the Scuth American, you should
have told me so!” howled Biliy Bunter.

Wharton turned a crimson face towards
the girls.

“It’s nothing,” he said.

might alarm you, that's all; but Bunter
must put his foot in it as usual. A ‘chap
followed us here; we don’t know what he
\&;(lmts, and he looks like a rascal. Thati's
a

“We ﬂxmibht it

“He had a knife—" said Bamcv-

“Bosh!” said Wharton. t up!

And Billy Bunter shut up at Xu‘st

Marjoric and Clara were look
serious.

After lunch, when they went out, Mar-
jorie referred to the matter again,

“I'm sorry Bunter told me, as you r‘xdn't
want me to know, Harry,” she said. "But
who is the man—the Scuth American?”

Wharton shook his head.

“I know his name, and that's aill I know
about him,” he said. “T'll teil you the

gz very

whole yarn, as you know about the man
now.”

And he did. Marjorie and Clara listened
attentively.

“My word!” sajd Miss Clara.
an adventure.”

“I am afraid the man
unele some harm,” said Marjorie.

“At all ew,nts he is on his guard now,”
said Harry. “And while we are here the
South American wouldn't have much chance
against all of us.”

“No, that is true.”

“Are you ready to start
exclaimed Bob Cherry, comi
ripping afterncon for explor e

‘We're ready.” \

And in ten minutes the girls were ready,
too.

The whole party started out frem Black
Rock, and followed the curve of the little
cove towards the northern clifis.

The sea rolled blue and” hrwht under _the
bright sun, and the waves broke in Iittle
rxpples on the pebbles.

“You’re guide, Hazel!”
Wharton, as they neared the a
the cliffs. “Which way now?”

“Follow me, kids!”

Hazeldene led the way, clambering over
rock after rock, and the juniors kept on his
track, the «nrls keeping weil up.

“Here’s the path!” exclaimed Hazeldene
suddenly.

It was a narrow ledge winding up the face
of the cliff. -

It was not more than two feet wide in
the widest place, and on one side was the
steep cliff rising abrupily; on the other, as
they advanced, the rock fell sheer away.

The path was terribly dangnrou to any
save those who had clear and steady heads.
Harry Wharton paused.

“This isn’t safe for you girls,” he said.

Miss Clara tossed her golden head.

“Stuff!” she remarked.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“But it really isn’t,-" he said.
you .say, Marjorie?”

"ére you gomg on, Barry?”

“Ye

“If it is safe for you, it is safe for us,”
said Miss Clara in her most decided tone.
“Isn’t it, Marjorie?”

“It's quite

mean .my

“Shat do

“Certaimy,” said Marjorie, smiling. 3
“Oh, come on!” said Hazeldcne., from |
ahead. “Marjorie’s been over rougher paths

than this, Whartor. Buck up!”

“Right-ho, then!”

And they pressed on.

Cool and calm-nerved as the Greyfriars
juniors were, they became very quu.t and
serious as they advanced up the mc«y ledge.

A slip of the foot meant a {all, and a

fall meant certain death upon the hard
rocks a hundred feet below the ledge,
“Where's the cave, Hazel?” asied Mark

know Linley at last,

P TR
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“Just atiead.”

Hazeldene halted a {ew wminutes later.

In the grea$, looming clif on the right
hand appearsd a huge £ssure, extending into
deep darkness in the depths of the cliff.

The juniors gathered at the opening and
looked into if.

“And this is where the smugglers uszed to
store their contraband stufi?” Bob Cherry
remarked.

“So the fishermen say.”

“Blessed if I know how they got it up
¢he ecliff, then,” said Bob. “It must have
been a pretty good hit of trouble carry-
ing kegs up the way we came.”

“They used to sling them up on ropes from
the beach,” said Hazeldene.  “0Old Ben says
there are still the iron clamps stuck in the
cliff that they used to fasten the ropes to.”

“Oh, Iseel”

Mark Linley was lighting a bicyele lantern.
The sunlight extended for some distance intc
the cave; but after that all was dark.

“What a jolly place!” exclaimed Miss
Clara, clapping her hands, and the clap
came back echoing from the cave with a
sound like thunder. “How it echoes!”

“The echofulness is terrific,” said Hurree.

Jamset Ram Singh. “But hark! I think-
tully believe I hear the sound of voices.”

Hazeldene shook his head.

“Not likely to be anybody elss here,” he
ﬁ:,llnarked; “Nobody ever comes here.

Dy :

He was suddenly interrupted.

From the interior of the cave came sud-
denly a deafening report, followed by a
fierce cry and the sound of running feet.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Exploring the Cave.
ARJORIE turned quite white, and
clung to Harry Wharton's arm.
“What—what was that?” she ex-
claimed.

“It sounded like a shot.”

“iIt was a shot!” said Bob Cherry.

They stared into the cave.

It was still full of echoing sound, and amid
the cchoes came that sound of running feet—
feet, approaching - the entrance where the
group of juniors stood.

Who was it that was running from the
zloom of the cavern towards them?

They did not have to wait long to see.

The lithe form of the South American
lcomed up in the shadows. He had a broken
and extinguished lantern in his hand, and his
face was pale and startled.

He did not see the juniors for the moment.

He came running out of the eave, upon the
ledge, and then he suddenly halted as he
saw them.

A gleam of fury darted into his eyes.

“Stand aside!” he exclaimed fiercely.

The juniors drew aside to let him pass;
they had no desire to stop him.

Ijurra did not give them a second look.

He ran past them down the rocky ledge,
in his haste sending stones clattering ever
the edge of the steep path, to fall with faint
clinking upon the rocks far below.

His speed was so great, in spite of the
peril of the path, that he disappeared from
the view of the juniors in a few moments.

He left them utterly astonished..,

At the bottom of the steep path a fat
junior sat upon a rock, asleep, and his eyes
opened behind his big spectacles at the sight
of the South American.

“By George!” murmured Billy Bunter.
“It’s the chap!”

Tjurra gave him a savace look, and the
fat junior promptly squirmed off the rock, and
dodged behind it.

The South American ran on and disap-

‘peared.

At the mouth of the cave, high up on the
clif, the Greyfriars juniors were looking at
one another in blank surprise.

=3

report.

From the cliffs cams a Sudden puff of white smoke, followed {afer by a _
The South American uttered a cry.
(See Chapter 4.) ;

“Blessed if I can make it out,” said Bob
Cherry, at last. “What was he afraid of?
He seemed to be scared out of his wits.”

“He looked like it.”

“The pistol-shot explains it, I think,” said
Harry Wharton quietly. “There is somecone
else in the cave.”

“Can’t see anything of him,” said Nugent,
straining his eyes into the darkness.

“But he’s there.” Wharton hesitated.
“Aarjorie, do you feel inclined to go info
the cave, after—after that?” 2

Marjorie was still a little pale.

“Why not?” exclaimed Miss Clara. “Who-
ever is there has no reason to harm us, I
suppose 2”

“That's so, certainly.”

“Let’s go on,” said Hazeldena. “There are
enough of us to be safe, I should think.”

“Quite safe,” said Mark Linley.

“Yes, let vs go in,” Marjoric said.

And they went in.

Mark Linley carried the lantern, and flashed
the light ahead as they advanced into the
gloomy depths of the cavern.

“Lock out!” exclaimed Hazeldere. “This
is a jolly unsafe place to tumble in. There's
a big gap in the ground here some¥here, and
if a chap fell into it, he would never get out
alive, I think.”

“By Jove, youw're right!” said Harry, halt-

ing, “Here it is!”

The lantern light gleamed upon a vawning
gap in the rocky floor of ‘the cavern—a black
pit, extending to unknown depths.

Bob Cherry picked up a stone and dropped
it into the opening.

The juniors heard faint echoes a3z it
bounded from side to side, striking first cne
rocky wall and then the other—then silence.

They did not hear it touch the bottom.

Marjorie shuddered a little.

“What a dreadful place!” sghe said, “Let
us get away.”

And they went on their way, taking care fo
give the pit a wide berth. -

. The cavern was a huge one, extending deep
into the heart of the great cliff, and smaller

%{ouows branched off from it in various dirces
ions.

The funiors were peering into one of them,
when there was a sound of footsteps in the
eave behind them, and they turned round
quickly.

A dim form appeared for a moment ag
Linley flashed the lantern round—that of a
lame man, limping towards the mouth of the
cavern.

He was gone in a second.

The juniors stared after him blankir.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” shouted Bob Cherry,
his voice ringing curiously through the deep
hollows of the cavern. “Who are you?”

There was no reply.

The stranger had vanished as quickly as he
had appeared, and the juniors saw no wmore
of him.

“Who—who couid that be?”
Marjoric.

“The man who fired the shot we heard,”
said Nugent.

“I—1 think I havs seen enough of th¢
cavern,” Marjorie said uneasily.

Wharton nodded,

“We'll get back.”

And the explorers left the cave.

They descended the rocky path in silence.

The strange happenings in the smugglers'
cave had left a curious impression upon theu:.

To all of them it seemed at that moment
as though some strange tragedy were brood:
ing in the air.

Mystery was being piled upon mystery, and
the juniors were as far from solving it a:
ever.

And as they wended their way back ta
Black Rocl, each one of them was thoughtful
and quiet. But think as they would, an ex-
planation of the amazing mystery would not
come to them. ?

Their recent adventures had been of a
strange and exciting nature, but although
they did not realise it, still more exciting

murmured

adventures were in store for them ere thef

departed from Black Rock.

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Trap for Bulkeley !
ROM Bulkeley’s study came the sound

" of raised voices. Bulkeley of the
Sixth, the captain of Rookwood, the
idol of the Classical side, had visitors.

And from the sounds that proceeded from the
study it was evident that Bulkeley and his
visitors did not find themselves in agreement.

Bulkeley’s visitors were seniors from the
“Modern ” side—Enowles and Catesby. The
sharp, unpleagant voice of Knowles came
distinctly from the study, backed up by the
grumbling tones of Catesby. The pacific voice
of old Bulkeley eould hardly be heard.

The talk ran on cricket. And it was grow-
ing excited.

“Three Moderns against eight Classica—it's

a little too thick!” exclaimed Knowles
warmly.
“If you had. the men, I'd play ’em,”

retorted Bulkeley.

“Well, we think we've got the men. I
fancy -we sghall give your side a tussle
to-morrow in the trial match, anyway.”

“I hope you will, Knowles. 1 want to
see both “sides play up. But the fact is,
your side have been slacking a lot——"

“1 don’t admit anything of the sort!”

“1 suppose you don’t think the Modern team
will keep its end up against the Classies in
the trial mateh?” said Bulkeley, a little
irritably.

“Yes; 1 do

“Certainly,” ehimed in Catesby. “I ihink
very likely our team will beat you to the
wide, Bulkeley.”

“Very well, Cateshy. If the Modern team
beats us to-morrow, I'll admit that I've made
a mistake in the selection of the First Eleven.
Beat us on the field, and youll prove that
your men are better than I've thought.”

“S0 you say now!” sneered Knowles.

“Oh, he can’t stand that!” gasped Lovell.

But Bulkeley stood it.

“TI say it now, and I will stand to it,
Knowles. If the Modern team bheats the
Classic team in the trial mateh it will show
that I've made a mistake, and I'll admit it,
and prove it by putting six Moderns in the
First Eleven.”

“It’s a go!” said Enowles.
Catéshy !”

And the Modern seniors left the captain’s
etudy, and returned to their ewn quarters.

. . . . N . .

Knowles was smiling as he came into his
apzdy on the Modern side. Catesby ifoliowed
him into the study, looking considerably
puzzled. ;

Knowles kicked the door shut, and lighted
a_cigarette. * He smiled at Cateshy through a
blus haze of smoke,

“Well?” he said.

“Well,” said Cateshy, “I'm
understand!”

“What don’t you understand?”

“You seem to be jolly well satisfied,” said
Catesby.

“1 am ‘satisfied,” said Rnowles, with a nod.

“Well, T don’t see it. It seems to me that
we’re beaten all along the line. When the
trial match comes oft to-morrow, the Classics
will win hands down. We can say what we
like over there, Knowles, but you know as
well as I do that the Modern Eleven will
never beat the Classic team. It wasn't casy
-to scrape up a senior eleven on our side at all.
We've got half a dozen good men, but the
rest are very serappy.  And Bulkeley’s team
s nearly all good stuff.”

“Between ourselves, I suppose we may
admit that,” assented Knowles.

“Well, then,” argued Catesby. “The First
Eleven is going to be picked from the best
men on hoth sides. Bulkeley had already
agreed to take three of us—yourself and
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Frampton and me.,  We've simply wasted
time over there.”

“Hardly, Buikeley has agreed that if the
Modern team beats him in the trial mateh, we
get six men in the School Eleven,”

“PBut we can’t beat him, and you know it.”

“I don’t know it,” said Knowles calmly.

Catesby stared at him, Catesby was hand
in glove with Knowles, and prepared to back
him up to any extent in securing the Moderns
their rights, or a little motre than their rights.
To have a majority in the First Eleven was
the keenest ambition of the Modern seniors.

“If you’ve got anything in your head, you
may as well tell me,” said Catesby, at last.
“I'm quite in the dark. How can we beat
the Classics? Not on our form.” ;

“So long as we heat them, Bulkeley will
have to keep his word.”

“I know that. But—"

“We’re going to heat them,” said Knowles.
“A lot in cricket depends on the captain, If
the Classicals had to play under another
skipper to-morrow, it would make a big
difference.”

“0f course it would; hut they’re not likely
to give Bulkeley the go-by to please us.”

“They may have mno choice. Besides,
Bulkeley is their best man. He is a good
change bowler, a reliable field, and a whack-
ing batsman. Their biggest score will come
from Bulkeley. Without him I don’t helieve
their score will even tie with ours.”

“But they won't play without him!”
shrieked Catesby. * Why should the

“Not if they can help it, of course.”

Catesby started.

“Dash it all, Knowles!” His voice faltered
a little. “You don’t mean fo say you're
thinking of some dodge for nobbling
Bulkeley ?”

Knowles ceased to smile; his face grew
harder, and his eyes had an unpleasant,
greenish glint in them. -

“Thig isn't a time to be particular,” he
said. - “Of course, this is strictly between
ourselves, Catesby.”

“We’re fairly in for it,” pursued Kunowles.
“We've set out this term to down Bulkeley.
We're going to make our side top side of
Rookwond. “The fellows depend on us to keep
their end up. We're all fed up with Classical
swank. Every fellow on that side is a swank-
ing cad, from Bulkeley down to the littlest
fag. They're up against us because we have
more money, more braing, and generally
because we’re the Modern side, and their
mouldy old side is going to the dogs. Well,
we’re going to help it get there.”

“Hear, hear!” said Catesby heartily.

“This season we're coming out strong on
cricket. If we play our cards well, we may
get the school games right in our hands, and
we may be able to shift Bulkeley——"

“By gad!”

“That’s the goal. You know very well I
ought to he ecaptain of Rookwood, and you
ought to be vice-captain, Catesby.”

“Qf course, I see that., But Bulkeley is
a pretty good skipper; the Classics stand by
him to a man. and a lot on our side back
him up no end.”

“We've got to alter all that, and we're
going to begin by gelting a good repre-
sentation in the School Eleven. Bulkeley was
talking a bit too loosely this afternoon, but
he will have to keep his word; I shall nail
him down to it. If we beat the Classicals
in the trial mateh, we get six men into the
First Eleven. If they don’t nlay Bulkeley, we
shall beat them. Well, then, the long and
the short of it is, they woen't play Bulkeley.
I shall fix it.” 3

“0Oh, Know!

“The game’s worth the candle.” i
Knowles. “Of course, it will have to . b
kept awfully dark.

“I should jolly

Tmost

said
e

well say so!” gasped

Catesby. “Why, the fcllows on our sids
would scrag us if' they suspected.”

“They won't suspect,” said Knowles eoolly.
“1 can fix it for Bulkeley to be called away
just before the match on a fool’s errand—
and he’s too fatheaded ever to suspect thab
1 had a hand in it himeelf. If he did sus+
pect he wouldn’t dare to say so—thera’
wouldn’'t be an -atom of proof. Of course,-
I shall get a third party to do the triek.”

“My hat!” Ear

“Joey Hook is the man,” said Knowles, “tha
fellow who drove us in the car to the races
the other day—another little s
Knowles grinned. “He can work it. I shall’
wire to him to meet us somewhere, wherd °
I've met him hefore, out of sight—the old™

barn.”
“But—bu} is it safe to send a wire like'
that?”
“Fathead! We've gob a code, the_’ same :

we use when it’s a wire about horses.’

“Oh;" I “sep!”

Knowles sat dewn to the tab
pen and ink and a telegraph
him, Cateshy read over his =i
wrote :

“John Harriz, Ivy Cotia
Six—C. K.”

“That’s his name for telegrams,” ex
Enowles. “And when I don’t mention. a
))1:10;3 of meeting he knows it’s the old harn.
See?”

“Oh, good!” said Catesby. “Puzzlec any-
body to guess anything from that.” -

“If he’s not at home, they’ll ‘phone him
wherever he is, so that’s all right; I've
given him plenty of time.” Enowles opened
the study door, and shouted: “Fag!”

Tommy Dodd of the Fourth came along.

“Take this telegram to the post-office,
Dodd, and send it off at once. Here's a
tanner!”

“Qh, my hat!” said Tommy Dodd.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” said
Knowles irritably.

“I'm going down to ericket practice 'this
afternoon,” said Tommy Dodd. *We're keen
about it, you know. We’re making Smythe
put some new men in the junior team.”

“Take that wire ab once, you young sweep!
It’s imvortant.”

“Not so jolly important as our ericked
practice,” said Tommy Dodd, backing away
as he spoxe, however.

“Why, you—-"
cane.

“Qh, it's all right!” said Tommy Dodd.
“Anything to oblige & nice chap like you,
Knowles. You're always so kind and con-
siderate.”

Tommy Dodd dodged away before Knewles
could reach him with the cane.

le, and drew’
orm towards
cuider as he

Knowles caught up a

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
*Taking Cover.

I ELL hit!” :
Jimmy Silver grinned as ha
watched the ball in its flight.~

He strolled off the piteh, tosse
ing the hat to Jones minor, and joined Lovell
and Raby and Newcome outside the pavilion.

“Nuff for te-day!” remarked Jimmy
Silver. “What price a stroll out, my
infants? We'll drop in for tea at Coombo,
alfresco—what !”

The Classical quartette sauniered off,’
They stopped in the ancient village of
Coombe for ginger-pep, by way of refreshe
ment, and then started on a long walk ™
across the heath. Jimmy Silver was a keen
walker, and the Co. weren’t going to admib
that they were not just as good walkers as’
he, so they followed Jimmy's lead without
demur, and left Rookwood a very considers
able distance behind.

“Thinking of walking to London?” asked
Raby at last.

cret of ours.,”
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“Qr Manchester?”
easgtically.

Jimmy Silver t,mmed

“Let’s get hack to Coombe mow,” he said.
“I'm ready for tea now—quite. It’s only
tM’ﬂo miles, following the footpath.” -

“Blow the foot ath1” said Lovell. e
2 short cut in less than a mile; we go
that old quarry where yon p*lued me oub
once. T'd like to ‘have a look at that
quarry again.”
; "]Rxght you arel” said Jimmy %ﬂwr cheer-
ully

The Classical Four followed a track, guided
by Lovell, which led them past the old
quarry, Wh.,rr‘ Lovell had once had a narrow
escape, and had been rescued by Silver. It
was that ineident that had healed the breach
between them, and made them great chums.
They both remembered it as they passed
the quarry. A little later the old barn came
in sight.

-The - Fistical Four had good reason to
remember that deserted old building. They
had heen imprisoned there by the Modern
juniors on a never-to-be: -forgotten oceasion
when Tommy Dodd & Co. had japed them.

They were sauntering towards the barnm,
knee-decp in grass and ferns, when Jimmy
Silver uttered a sudden exclamation,

“Hook it, quick!”

“What’s the row?”

"Idn'to the barn, X tell ‘you—sharp’s
word !?

Jimmy Silver caught Lovell by the arin,
and rushed him at headlong speed into the
old. barn. Raby and Newwmc, much sur-
prised, followed at a run. They did not
understand in the least what Jimmy Silver
was acting in that remarkable manner for,
buf they knew he must have a good reason.

Jimmy Silver panted as they stopped in
the barn.

“Prefects, my sonsi?

“Oh!” said the Co. They understood thm
The old Coombe gquarries and their ty
were strictly out of bounds for the ju
owing to the. dangerous mnature of
locality. To be “spotted ” there hy pref
meant lines and a gating, and perhap:
caning.

“Blessed if T saw them!” said Raby.

“Lucky for you you had your
Jimmy with you., then,” said Silver
fully. “’l‘wo rotten Modern prefects. No
business to report Classicals, of course: hut
they'd do 1t all the same, and Bootles would
warm us.’

The four juniers

queried Newdéeme sar-

the

iors,
the
t:

Uncle
cheer-

cautiously approached
the old window, which was partly covered
hy a broken shubter, and peered out through
the opening, Kuow‘es and Catesby of the
Sixth were in full view, crossing the heath
towards the barn. They were talking
together as they came, and evidently had
seen nothing of the juniors. Jimmy Silver’s
prompt action in taking cover had saved the
chums of the Fourth from a discovery that
would have had wunpleasant consequences.
Knowles would have been delighted to re-
port them fer being out of hounds.

The juniors grinned as they watched tha
Sixtii-Formers from the cover of the barn.

“Poor ‘old Knowlesey! He doesn’t know
what he's missed,” remarked Lovell. “Might
have got us a licking all round if he'd been
a bit sharper. We'il lie low here till he’s
cleared off.”

“Y suppose they cant be coming

; _here,”
muttered Silver unea

"”Why should they? 'They haven't scen
us.

“I know that; but they're coming straight
towards the barn.”

The juniors watched in silence from the
window. There was no doubt of it. Knowles
and Catesby had left the path, aud were
striking across towards the bhara directly.
It was clear that the old barn was their
degtination.

The  Fistical I"om

exchanged e
uneasy glanc

"Spottcd affer all, it looks like,” mur-
niured h’xby

“We're not spotted yet,” said Jimmy Silver
Lheerfully “Get up mto the loft.”

“Good egg! If they don't hear us, it will
be all ugut They can’t be "going to stop

long, 1 should think.”

“We'll take good care they don't hear
ug.”

Jxmmy Silver swarmed up the rickety old
Jadder into the loft, and his chums followed
iim quieckly. Knowles and baucsby were
very clese abt hand now. Silver closed the
ereaking, eracked trapdoor ever the ladder.

The ancient boards under feet
creaked as they moved.

“Quiet !” whispered
spotted, it means Saturday

their

tion, and no cricket practice, as well as being
marched back to the school by a \Iode'n
cad. Sit down, and don’t even breathe,
That command was a little dificult to
execute, However, the chums of the Fourth
sat - down, and br@ thed  softly. Through
chinks in the dilapidated floor of the loft

they could see into the barn below, In a
few minutes there was a sound of boots

on the old brick floor, and Knowles and
Catesby entered. XKnowles iooked round the
barn.

“Not. here yet,” he remarked.

“We're early;” said Catesby, locking at his
watch, “It’'s only a quarter to.”

“Better early than late, Have a fag?”

“Thanksi” -

The two prefects lighted cigarettes, and
stood leaning against the old deor of the
barn, smoking and echatting—and waiting.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.

IMMY SILVER & CO. exchanged glances

of deep disgust and indignation.
Smoking was strictly prokibited by all
the rules of Rookwood, and if Knowles
had caught a fag smoking he would have been
“down » on him like a hundred of bricks. Yet
here he was smoking himself with Cateshy.
Knowles was evxdently one of those authorita-
tive persons whose maxini is, “Do as I say,

not as I do.»

The scent of tobaceco and the murmur of
voices floated up to the juniors in the loft.
Through the chinks in the floor they could
see the two seniors quite plainly.

They did not venture to make a remark—
their own veoices might have been heard. Now
that they had seen Knowles smoking, it was
more than ever necessary to keep their pre-
sence a secret, Knowles had a cane—a malacea
—under his arm, and the Classical four had
no desire whatever to make closer acquaint-
anee with that malacea.

The juniors were in a state of dismay. I
was not easy. for four energetic young gentle-
men to keep as still as mice for any lengthy
period of time. And it looked as if Knowles
and Catesby had come there to meet some-
body, and there was to be an interview. There
was no telling how long the Classical juniors
might be kept shut up in the loft.
+ But there was no help for it.
to grin and bear it.

The -minutes passed very slowly. They saw
Knowles look at his wateh several times.

“Dash it all! It’s well past six!” gaid
Knowles. “He ought to be here.?

“1 suppose he got the telegram??
Cateshy.

“If he didn’t they’'d have telephoned to
him. I know he's not away—I saw him yest:‘r-
day.”

Again the Class
looks,

They began to be interested, and also un-
easy. Knowies was evidently keeping a secret
appointment. He would not have come such
a long way without good reasons, But the
Classical chums had no desire whatever to
hear his little secrets, whatever they were.
But there was no chojce about the matter if
the interview was held directly below them
in the barn., They could hardly be expected
to hand themselves cver to punishment for
the sake of Knowles” heastly secrets. And
Jimmy Silver refiected grimly that Knowles
bad accused them of eavesdropping that after-
noon., It would serve Knowles right!

They would gladly have got out of hearing,
however, if it had been possible. But it was
not possible. Anywhere in the loft they
could have heard the voices helow—aund they
could not even stir without risk of discovery.

The Co. looked silently and inquiringly to-
wards Jimmy Silver. ~Jimmy shrugged his
shoulders. It could not be helped,

Knowles was uttering impatient exclama-
tions every few minutes. But at last Catesby,
whto was looking out of the doorway, called
out : g

“Here he comesi”

Another minute or twe
the barn. He was a mz
with a borsy look, a
hat ¢

They had

said

1 juniors exchanged silent

0, and a man entered
1 of medium height,
tie, and a bowler
si s head,

su're late, I‘IObr\ ”? said Knowles irritably.
Ty, Master ¥Knowles! I 'ad to get “ere,
you know.”

In the loft above Jimmy
changed cloguent glances.
Joey Hook before, hanging round the Black
Bull and the Bird-in-Hand at Ccombe. He
was a gentleman of sporting proclivities, with
a kindly predilection for helping anybody who
wanted to put a “hit” on a gee-gee.

4

Silver & Co. ex-
They had seen

fellow with that kind of sporting taste found
o {riend in Joey Hook; and to judge by the

- sical

‘of Rookwood—a

Any.
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amotnt of lquid refreshment Joey Hock jme
bibed at the Bird-in-Hand, he did very well
out of it.

“My only hat!» breathed Jimmy Silver.
o Know!ee—(atfuhyma b ckmaker—a sporting
tout! ©h, ye goua and little fshe

It was a startling discovery, and the Class
chums almost trembled at the bare
thought of Knowles discovering their presence
new,

“Y s'pose it’s somethin' on a ’orse—wot ?»
said Mr, Hook. ¢“I reely came as soon as I
could, Master Knowlés, You ’eard something
for the Spring 'Andicap?”

“Tt’s not ihab,” said Knowles—“quite a
different matter. You remember you picked
us up in‘a car the other day—>

£ Yes bL

“T suppose you could bring the ecar out
to-morrow ¢” :

“ Suttingly1»

“You could come rigged out as a chauffeur
I suppose—respectable sory of chaufieur, with
goggles and so on?”

Joey Hook stared.

£ Suttmf“iy I -could»

he replied,
W

“1 want you to do me a good turn,’
Kunowles, €It will he worth a quid to &
and the expenses of the car. It will take up
to-morrow afternoon.”

“I'm at your eer\uc, Master Kpowies, I
don't quite see——»

“I'm going to explain.
b)n e

You know Bulkeley
llow in the N\Jl

Form??

Joey Hook =c0.ﬂed

“Don’t I know ’ im!® he said, “He punched
my ’ead once 'cause he found me talkin’ to
young Master Leggett., Punched my ’ead, tha
scoundrel !»

“Then he knows you by sight 27 said Knowles
uneasily.

“QOh, ves! Wot ahout

“I suppose you eould rig yourself up in

i 22

driving-goggles so that he wouldn't know
you ?»
“Eacy as winkin’. But—

“Well, T want jou to call at 1‘ 1¢ school with
the car to-morrow afterncon—-—-»

“ At the school ! ejuculated Joey Hook,
eyes opening wide.

“Yes—got up us a very respectable chaufs
feur, of course. You’'ll ask Mack, the porter,
for Master Bulkeley. You'll give him a mes<
sage that old Mr. Bulkeley—that’s Bulkeley’s
uncle—has hecome seriously iil, and is sinking
fast. You're old Mr, Bulkeley’s chauffeur, and
you've been sent in the car to feteh him
quick.”

“My eye!” said Joey Hook, in a state cf
great astonishment. “Wot is it—a lark cn
that there l&lxlkelﬂ‘;”’

“That's it,” said Knowles— pulling bis leg
you know. It will take him away from 4
game for the afternoon, and worry him ng
end. Yon don’t chject 0 that 7

Joey Hook chuckled.

“No fear! I'm your man!”

“Qld Mr, Bulkeley lives at Shoremouth—
that’s thirty miles ot so. He lives at the
Elms, a place outside the town, Well, you'll
take as much time as you can getting ‘there
—to use up the afternoon, you know. Have
a puncture, if you like, at some place whers
there’s no railway-station en route—or say
the road’s up, and go a long way rcund; any-
thing you like so long as you use up “time.
Emally land him at tna Elms. While he's
gone into the house and is finding out that
his uncle’s the same as ever you can clear off
in the car and leave him there.”

Joey Hook burst inte a hoarse laugh.

“What a game!” he said.

“He won't kncw you again. He'll know
somebody has spoofed him, and that’s all,”
said Knowles., “You'll get away quite safely
while he’s interviewing his uncle and. finding.
out that the old gent isn’t at death's door.”

“Haw, haw, haw!»

“}{e can get back from Shoremouth by
train. Jt's a ecross-country journey, and he
will have to change three times, so he won't
arrive at Rookwood in a hurry—not before
dary I faney. Ii’s easy enough for you,”
said Knowles,

“Easy as wmkin‘, Master Knowles. What
a young gent you are! I'il be glad to serve
him-a turn, too—punchin’ my ’ead, the scoun-
drel, for ’aving a word with Mastér Leggett!
You rely on me, Master Knowles, T'll be sich
a respectable chauffeur that you wouldn't
know me yourself. I can borrow a chauffeur's
livery easy cnough, and look like an old family
servant. I'll rig a spoot number on the car,
in case he notices, teco. You leave it to me

“Right! Get to the school not later than
two., 1t's a half-holiday, you know, and
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tumps are to bs pitched at two. Get there
half-past one to make sure.”
. “’Arf-past ome it is!® said Joey Hook,
“That'll be a quid for me and a quid for the
car, Mastey Knowles?"” .
Knowles modded. The prosperous banker’s
son had plenty of money. He would have
spent much more than that to deprive the
Classical seniors of Bulkeley's services for the
afternoon if it had been necessary.
“Here's a quid,” said Knowles.

“I'l send

. Yeu the other afterwards—a currency note to

your address at Lanchester.”
“Right you are, Master Knowles.
ch met”

“Time we gc’»t back,” said Catesby, who;

had listened without speaking a word. “It
{ooks to me 1ike an easy catch!”

“Basy as winkin’, Master Catesby.

“Good-bye, Joey ! I shall see you on Satur-
day as uvsuall”

_With a ned to the
,I\zar,awles went cut of the barn with Catesby.
The sporting tout remained a few minutes to
jight a cigar and let the Rookwood seniors
get clear. It would not have done for
Kiowles to risk being seen in the company
of Joey Hook.

Mri Hook chuckled gleefully over his cigar.

“My eye!” Le murmured. “What a lark
on Mister 'Igh-and-Mighty Bulkeley! And
wobt a precious rascal Master Knowles will
make when he grows up! He, he, he!”

And Mr. Hook departed in his turn, and the
old barn was deserted—save for the four
juniors silent in the loft.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
ff Mum’s the Word ! ¥

657 ELLYY
Jdimmy Siiver broke the silence
3 at last with that ejaculation.

: . The Classical chums were
trembling with indignation and horror.
The rascally plot had been unfolded under

their very noses; they had heard every word |

from heginning to end.

“The cads! The rotters!” spluttered Lovell.
“Let's get straight back to Rookwood and
tell Bulkeley !”

“He'll lick Knowles for that, surely?” said
Raby. “Even Bulkeley wouldn't stand that!”

“What a lark for old Bulkeley to lick that
howling cad!” said Newcome. “And to show
Lim up to the whele school, too! Come on,
Silver! What are you mooning about?”

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver. ;

“We can go to Bulkeley, and I'll tell you
what'll happen. Bulkeley will think it’s a

varn wé've made up because that Modern cad |

hias bullied us. He'll send for Knowles, and
put it to him plain. Knowles will deny every
word, and complain to the Head. We shall
be flogged for saying such things about a
prefect!”

“Oh, my sainted aunt!”

“And then” added Jimmy Silver, “this
little scheme being knocked on the head,
Knowles will lay some other scheme to dish
Bulkeley very likely, so we shall have done it
ail for nothing.
sclieme under our noses!”

“B-b-but_what’s to be done, then?” said
Lovell, quite lmply. “You don't suggest
letting him rip, and letiing old Bulkeley be
spoofed to-morrow?”

You relyi
§ Knowles dishing old Bulkeley; but we can't

dingy blackguard,

He wpn't talk over the next |

said Jimmy Silver; “bub it’s no geod starting
by getting ourselves hauled up before the |
Head for slamming a prefect. My dear kid,
if we told this to the fellows in the Fourth |
they'd think it was gammon. Wouldn't you,
if Jones or Townsend came to you with such |
a yarng?” \

“I-I-—1 suppose I should,” said YLovell,
after & pause. . :

“Mum’s the wordl” said Jimmy Silver.
“Speech is silver, and silence is golden. In-
this case, Silver is silent!” he added, with a
grin. “Wa've got to have a pow-wow over
this, and think it out. We've got to prevent

prevent it by getting ourselves into an awful
scrape - and - leaving Knowles free to lay
another little scheme. Let's get out!”

In silence the Classical chums quitted the
old barn, and took their way to Rookwood.

It was too late for tea at Combe now; they
had only time to get in before locking-up.

Almost in gilence they walked back to the
school.

The Co. thought it over, and they realised
that Jimmy Silver was right. If they had
carried out their first impulse to rush off to
Bulkeley with the news of the rascally plot
there was no doubt that the cunning Knowles
would have *“dished” them, and their|
attempt to “back up Bulkeley” would have
recoiled on, their own heads. 1Indeed, the
three juniors shivered tc think what might
have happenéd to them but for Jimmy {
Silver's foresight.

“The fellow's a eriminal—simply a
eriminal!” gasped Lovell at last. -

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders.

“He's not much better,” he said. “But it’s
no jolly good saying so in public without a
lot of proof.”

“Buf what are we fo do, then?” said New-
come helplessly.

“That wants thinking ouf.
pow-wow over tea.”

We'll have a

. . B ° . s

Tea in the end study was
thoughtful meal that cvening. :

To go to Bulkeley with the story was im- |
pessible, for the reasons Jimmy Silver had
made very clear. But to stand asidec and Jet
the Modern prefect’s plot be carried out was
still more impossible.

“We've somehow got to let Bulkeley know
in advance that the man’s coming, and then
he'll know it's spoof when he comes,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Bubt we can't go and tell
him; we've worked that out. How the
thunder—-—"

“It heats me!” confessed Lovell.

Jimmy Silver uttered a sudden exclamation, |

“FBureka!”

“Got it?” asked his admiring chums.

Jimmy Silver’s face was very excited, and
his eyes had lighted up.

“Yes, 1 think so. You see, if Bulk¥%:y got
the tip now, it would be cut. Knowles would
hear of it, and warn Joey Hook off; that
would make us look like liars. Bulkeley has
got to have the tip just when Joey Hook
gets here; and at the same time he’s got to
have proof that it was known beforehand
that Hook was coming. Black and white,
my sons—black and white!”

a somewhat |

-for it to-morrow.

“Eh! What are you driving at?”
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jabbed a pen into the ink, His chums
watched him breathlessly as ke scrawled os
o sheeb of impot-paper:

“Dear Bulkeley,~—Josy Hook will eall for
you to-morrow in a car with a whopping
cram about your uncle being seedy, to take
you away from the match. It’s all right;
your uncle is all right. Don't be taken in.
We heard him jawing it over with another
vilain. It’'s a jape.

“Yours affecshunately,
“A FrRIEXD.®

“There!” said Jimmy Silver, with grea$
pride. " “When Bulkeley sees that, and knows
it was written to-day, he will know it’s al
spoof to-morrow, won't he? Because it Hook's
yarn is true, how could a friend have known
it ‘1% advance?” :

“Bulkeley won’t get this till the car is
here,” explained Jimmy Silver triumphantiy.
“Then it will be too late for Knowles to
changs his plans.

“Oh1”

“You see, I'm going to give this to Neville
of the Sixth.”

Jimmy Silver gealed up the communieation -
in an envelope.

“Neville?”

“Yes; he's Bulkeley's chum. You come with
me."

Jimmy Silver rushed out of the study, and
his chums followed him in amazement.

Jimmy did not pause till he reached
Neville’s study in the Sixth Form passage.

{ There he tapped discreetly at the door, and

Neville's good-natured voice bade him enter.
The prefect looked inquiringly at the fout

4 excited juniors.

“I've got an envelope here,” said Jimmy
Silver. “It’s awfully valuable—awfully!
Would you mind putting it in your pocked
till to-morrow, Neville?”

Neville laughed.

“Somebody been sending you banknotes?”
he asked.

“N-n-not exactly, Bubt it’s awfully valu-
able!” said Jimmy Silver impressively. “1'd
like you to put it in your pocket-book, if you
will, and hand it over to me when I ask you
It’s sealed—I've done it up
with wax!”

“Oh, all right!” said Neville, surprised, but
good-natured. And he took out his pocket-
hook, and slipped the letter into it. “Now
get off'1”

“Right-ho! I say, we're awfully obliged,

4 Neville.”

“QOh, don"t mench?” said Neville, laughing.
“Clear off1” -

The juniors scampered away. They bad
very cheery faces when they came up to the
dormitory, They could not help chuckling
as they thought of the scene on the morrow—
when the car would arrive for Bulkeley, and
Neville would be called upon to producé that
letter, clear proof that it had been written
the night before, and so that the story of
Mr. Bulkeleg's sudden illness was "sizooi."
The thought of Knowles’ face, when Bulkeley
did not go, made the Classical Four chortle.

They loocked forward with blissful anticipa-
tion to the morrow, and the Defeat of the

{ Plotters!

“No fear! We've got to think it out,” Jimmy Silver jumped fo the tfable, and THE EXD.
e Oy
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THE PENNY

A Grand Long,
Complete Story
of Tom Merry &
Co., the Chums
of St. Jim’s.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Taken to Tea.

IGBY was sitting on the corner of the
D table in Study No. & in the School

House at St. Ji

Herries and D’Arcy came in.
had a note in his hand, which he had been
reading for the fourth or fifth time, and
there wag a puzzled wrinkle on Dig’s brow.

“It’s all right!” announced Jack Blake.

“Quite  ali wight!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “Tom Mewwy has come to the
wescue like a man and a bwothah!”

“Come on, Dig!” said Herries.

Digby did not get off the table. He
glanced at his chums, and then looked again
at the note in his hand. Something about
that note seemed to puzzle Dighy of the
Fourth; but he seemed pleased asz well as
1uuled

“What’s all right?” he acked, a little
hsently.

looked surprised.
“Why, about tea, of course,” he said.

“Tom Merry came into the tuckshop while I
was trying to soften Mrs. Taggles’ hard
heart, and get her to run a little tick until
Saturday. Those Shell bounders are stand-
ing an extra special tea in their study, and
they've asked us to come. Henece these
smiles. It's all right.”

“0h!” said Dighy.

“Well, come on!” said Blake, still more
surprised and a little indignant. “I should
think you'd be pleased. We've been wonder-

“ing whether we were going to get any tea at

all, funds being in such a rotten state, and
Gussy having wasted the last guinea in the
study in a reckiess extravagance on new
toppers—-—

“Weally,

Blake, it was only eone new
toppah!” said  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
mildly. “I should not be likely to get more
than one toppah for a guinea, I suppose.
And T was not aware at the time that you
chaps werg

“Anyway, we're going to have ftea with
Tom Merry,” said Herries, “so wake up and
come along, Dig! What's the matter with
you?”

“The fact is—-" began Digby.

“The {fat is, I'm hungry!”
briskly. “Come on!”

“I've had an invitation to tea

“It never rains but it pours,” said Blake
genially. “Who has been along asking us to
tea now, like a giddy Good Samaritan
Dighy coloured a little.

“Not us!” he said. “Only me!”

“Oh! Only you!” said Yavk Blake, with a
sniff,  “Don’t say you accepted it, or I ghall
jeet bound to bump you ifor deserting your
pals in time of distress.”

“Pon’t get an invitation from the ¥ifth
every day,” said Digby thoughtfully.

His chums stared at him.
rare for Fourth-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, perhaps, but awfully majestic to the
juniors. Between seniors and juniors there
was 2 great gulf fixed.

“Do you mean to say that some Fifth Form
rmg hﬂs asked you to tea?” demanded Blake.

“Well that alters the case,” said Blake
fon&lderately. “Praps we'll let you go!
Who's the xolmn\ ‘s

“Y.ook at that,” said Dig
note. “Young Frayne of tl
it to me ten minutes ago.”

The chums of the Fourth looked at the
note together. And all threc of them
frowned as they read ihe signature at the
bottom. The note ran:

szid Blake

, holding out the
,e Third brought

It was certainly
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“Dear Dighy,—7I should he glad to see you
to tea in my qmd\ six sharp. —~\ ours,
G, Curas.?

“Cutts of the Fifth.” said Blake, with a
portentous frown. “The blackest sheep at
St. Jim’s! The rotter! What is he .zskm,,
you for? You sha'n't go!”

Dighy looked a little obstinate, It was an
honour to be asked to tea by a mmber of
the mighty Fifth, and Cutts was well known
for the excellence of his little feeds. And
Cutts was merely a common or garden
member of the Fifth, so to speak.

e 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.
Cutts’ opinion on a tie or a waistcoat was
the very last word. If Cutts turned his
trousers up, half the Middie School turned
their trousers up. Cutts was the Petronus
Arbiter of St. Jim’s.

Dighy was flattered by the invitation, all
the more becausc he counld not possibly see
how Cutts could profit by him in any way.
He was not rich, and he was not dis-
tinguished. To Dig’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 thinazs that were whispered
about him in the School House. He was a
wild bheggar in some way, pe
was not bound to follow his ways.

Blake and Herries and D’Arcy exchanged
glances. It was evident that Dig meant to
accept the invitation. In fact, Dig was a
little nettled at the Urﬂndf'ﬂherly ways in
which his chums were taking care of him.
Dig had a firm belief that he was quite able
to take care of himself.

“Now, Dig, old man, you don't want to go
to Cutts!” urged B’ak

“No harm if I do,” said Dig.

“Well, perhaps not:; but vou can’t touch
pitch without being defiled, you know.”

“Yaas, wathah! Cutts is a wank out-
sidah!”

“Come on, Dig!” chorused the three juniors
persuasively.

“Rot!” sald Dig. “Why shouldn't I go?
I'm going!”

“To Cutts?”

“Yes,” said Dig.

“Rats!” said Blake decidedly. “You're
nct' You’re coming with us! Ii‘ you won't

, you ‘Il Hhe earried! We can’t have you
d amcmg Study No. 6 by associating with
Fifth Form bounders! Collar him!”
“Look here!” roared Dighy. “I—oh—
Legfro, ;0;; asses! Leggo, you silly chumps!
1

They did not let got G

They collared Dig, and whisked him off the
table, and ouf of the study into the passage.
Dighy struggled violently in the grasp of his
too-affectionate chums.

“Leggo!” he roarcd.

“Kim on!” said Blake.

Dighy was rushed down the passage to-
wards the Shell quarters. Unfortunately,
there were three juniors in the passage, all
of them laden with packages and hags, pro-
cseding to Tom Meiry’s study. They were
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, of the
Shell, and they wer: taking in the supplies
for that feed to which Blake was so keen
upon taking Dig.

In the hurry and
moment, Blake & Co. did not observe them
till too late. They pushed Digby down the
passage, and rushed_him right into the backs
of the ‘Terrible Three, There was a terrific
collision.

excitement of the

ps, but Dig

-

“My hat!”

Bump, bump, hvmp' !

Tom Merry w wrd on bis
face. Manners over him,
and Blake & Co. Munners and
Lowther.

The parcels the &
carrying erashed upe i1

There was an ominous
there was a spurting and s
over the sprawling juniors.

“Oh, great Scott!”

“What the—who the—how the——?

“0h, crumbs!”

“Gerroft !

Tom Merry sat up da
sitting in someth cky,

m-—the strawberry jam! lhe ]
hro\en on the floor, and Tom Merry
the jam, which would never be of servige
again for a study fecd!

“Oh!” gasped Blake, as hie rolled off Low
ther’s neck, Lowther helping iim off with @

zedly.
sti

He fmt that he
¥ was the

terrific drive in the riba. “Ch, my bhatf
Sorry !”
“Yaas, wathah! Ow, SOWR T

deah boys!”

“Didn’t see you!” panted Herries,

Dighy did not speak. izhy had dashed
away up the passage, and ppeared roun
the nearest corner, The juniors did not netice
his flight for the moment.

The Terrible Three of tl
up, and they looked dag
Herries and D’Arcy. I

eggs were smasned and
not attractive- Iookmg

Herries’ big beots had
The sardines, being in
unhurt; but the sardines
come through the disaster u:

“You frabjous asses!” r Tom Merry.

“You blithering cuckoos ! shrieked Manners.

“You - chortling, burbling jabberwocks!”
hooted Lowther, /

“Awfully sorry!” gasped Biake.  “We
didn’t see you in time: we were a hurry.
We were bringing Dighy in to tea.  Why
where is he?”

“Bai Jove! He’s gone!”

“After him!” shouted Blake,

“Yaas, wathah!”

The three Fourth-Formers dashed at top
speed down the passage, leaving Tom Merry
& Co. in blank astonishment, amid the wreek
of their provisions. Blake and Herries and
D’Arcy disappeared round the corner in ho$
pursuit of Digby, and the Shell fellows looked
at one another blankly.

“Madl” said Lowther. “3iad as giddy
hatters! 1In the name of all that’s idiotie,
what did you ask three raving lunatics to tea
for, Tom Merry?”

“Quite potty, I should say!”
Manners. “Look at the egys!”

“Look at the jam!” "ro‘med Tom Merry.
“Look at my bags!”

“The silly asses!”

“The frabjous chumps!”

"%xape thig jam off me, somchody!”

“I'm eggy all over!”

“The whole blessed lot
Lowther. “And not a ble
anything else! T—I-1'l! scalp those raving
duffers! - T’11 slaughter ‘et

“They won't get much tea. now. if they
come!” growled Tom Merry. “There's only
the sardines left! My word!”

The Shell fellows gathered up the fragments
as well as they could, and hore them inta
their study. There thPV scraped off jam anid
smashed egg, with snorts of fury. That tew
in Tom Merry’s study had been mtendl d te
be a jolly little celebration. Tom Merry, in
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Shelt staggered
1t Blake and
m was gene, the
‘n the ham wasg

3

ashed upon it
had  escaped
all that hay

thed.

gasped

nucked upi” non‘rml
sed hob left to ¢
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ths Xindness o! his heart, had asked Study
Mo, €, a3 scon as he learned that they were
tony. The result was not encoaraging. In-
stead of the cosy and plentiful tea, there
wuz(zlx_d be uothing -but bread-and-butter and
sardines,

Hence the Terrible Three were not in a good
temper as they prepared that meagre enter-
tainme

And
Tie

hen, ten minutes later, Blake and
rries and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came in
athless, the Sheli fellows met them with
grim looks.

“Iaven't got him!” growled Blake.

“The young wottah’s got away!” said
Arthur Augustus. “We went like anythin’,
t he dodged us, you know. He's got there,
boundahk!”
ouldn’t stay away any longer,” said
ies. “Afraid you fellows might be wait-
g fm" vour tea. Dig will have to take his
chancel” .

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cutis’ Young Friend!
C’CITS, of the Fifth, was in his study

wlen Dig arrived there, a little

breathless after the chase.

Cutts’ study was one of the
largest in the Fifth Form quarters, and it
was well furnished. Cutts had an ample
allowance fromh his father, and he spent it
Zreely, He had ways of supplementing his
allowance, toco—ways that would certainly
wave earned him expulsion if they had been
known to the Head of St. Jim's. Cutts
betted on horses, and he played bridgs for
money stakes, and his luck was phenomenal.
Fellows who were not in the dread secret
envied Cutts, and wondered at his good
fortune. The knowirg cnes declared that he
was bound to come a cropper sooner or later.

The knowing ones had been, as a matter of
fact, quite right.

Cutts had come the cropper—and it was a
terrific cropper. He had played high, and his
usual luck had deserted him. He had laid
Lieavy bets against St. Jim’s in their match

with an Australian team, and being in the |

8¢, Jim’s Eleven, he had tried to throw the
mateh away, but he had failed.

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

He had lost the hundred!

Well provided as Gerald Cutts was with
money, he had not the slichtest prospect of
raising anything like a hundred pounds, or
the half of that sum.

1% was ruin, and he knew it.

Yeot, after the first terrible shock, when he
hsd stugzered of the cricket-ground with a
face so white that people turned in the street
to stare afier him, Cutts had recovered from
the shock, and regained his deadly coolness.

He had to fight now to satisfy creditors, to
keep Lis secret, to ward off ruim, and to save
himself from being shown up and expelled
from St..Jim's.

He had made his bets on credit, and he had
te pay. or el=e to be exposed and ruined. But
hs had not given up hope yet. He was
devoting all his cleverness, which was great,
ell his merve and coolness, to that ‘struggle
to save himself. And, so far, Cutts had not
gone under.

How he had kept his head above water
during the last few weeks he hardly knew.

But hke had done it, and still ruin was
staved off, though it threatened every day.
He had raised small sums, somehow, and pald
little bits on account here and there. He
kad sold hLis bicycle, and paid more on
account. The end was pushed further off,
bub it was still near, unless he could make &
iz coup:

From his conlness no one could have guessed
the fears and anxiety that infested his scul
day and night. He had a nerve of iron.

Now, as he sat in his study waiting for his
guest, he loocked calm and cheerful, and
DLigby had no suspicion of the thoughts that
were passing in his mind. Cutts, as a matter
of fact, was listening. Dig’s step in the
passage had sent a thrill to his heart, though
Lis face did not change. He had feared for
a moment that it might be the step of some-
cne else—someone whose visit he feared.

Two or three of his betting creditors, partly
satisfied with small sums on account, had
agreed to give him time—a short time, to
taige the rest. But one, at least, was at the
end of his patience, and that one, Jonas
Hooke, Liad warned hira that unless he
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received a remittance in full on Monday;
Cutts could expect him at St. Jim’s.

Cutts had sent him nothing; and to-day was |

Tuesday.

The mere possibility of & bookmaker coming
to the school to see him would have scared
almost any other fellow at St. Jim's info a

It had no perceptible effect upon Cutts.
If Hook canie and told his story to the Head,
Cutts would have to leave St. Jim’s the same
night in disgrace. It would be the end of his
career at the schcol—the end of his chance
of getting the commissien In the cavalry
regiment upon which his heart was set. It
would be the end of all things for him; the
disgrace of being expelled from a sohool like
St. Jim’s would cling to him and brand him
for life.

And yet Cutts was perfectly cool with that

sword of Damocles suspended over his head. |

He greeted Dighy with a nod and a pleasant
smile as he came in.

Digby was looking and {eeling a little
awkward. It was great condescension for a
Fifth-Former to ask a fag to tea, and
Dig felt it. And he was dusty and breath-

lesg from his tussle with his chums of the,

Fourth, and he had not ventured back to

the study, or to the dormitory, to make

himself tidy again, for fear of being cap-
tured by Blzke and Herries and D’Arcy.
Cutts gave him a rather curlous look.

“@lad to see you, Dighy,” he said affably. ]

“You’'ve hurried—eh?”
Dighy turned red.

“Yes; I—I've been in a scrap,” he con-;

fessed. “Only fun, you know. I hiope I'm
not late, Cubts.”

“Five minutes early, as a matter of fact,”
said Cutts, glancing at the hand:some bronze
clock on thie mantelpiece.

Dig's colour deepened.

“J—I—" he began.

“All the better,” said Cutts gepially.
“Sit down, kid. Tea’s ready. My fag’s just
finished, and cleared out. Liit the toast
up from the grate, will you?”

“Rather!” said Dig.

1t was an open secret in the School House
that Cutts, in spite of his ample 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. 1In some
quarters, at least, his credit was still good.
The local tradesmen knew that he was the
son of a rich man and the nephew of a rich
Army offlcer, and most of them allowed Cutts
almost as much credit as he wanted. And
Cutts had cynically reflected that, if the
crash came, it did not matter muchh how
much he ecwed. He might as well be hung
for a sheep as a lamb!

Cutts’ fag was a good cook. Cutts kept
a cricket-stump in the study for him if he
failed in that line. DIg's honest face lighted
up as he saw piles of beautifully-browned
toast, and broiled kidneys, and eggs poached
to a turn. It was one of Cutts’ very nice
little “brews,” and Dig wondered greatly
that he should have asked a 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 friendly and genial
over tea. He talked to Dig just as if Dig
were a senior like himself, and did not treat
him like a fag at all.

With the toast, the brofled kidneys, and
the tea, and the jam-tarts to finish, and
Cu;.ts’ geniality, Dig thoroughly enjoyed him-
self.

There was an expression ol great content-
ment upon Dig’s honest, cheerful face, and
he felt very friendly indeed towards Cutts.
He realised keenly that fellows had been
too hard on poor old Cutts. He was the
jolliest of fellows, and nobody ever was
quite so black as he was painted.

When that pleasant tea was finished, Dig
made a movement to rise. But Cutts made
a detaining gesture.

“Don’t go, kid.”

Digby nodded, and sat down again, with
a slight, uneasy feeling inwardly. IY was
whispered in the House that there were
bridge parties and games of nap in Cutts’
study after tea, and Dig uneasily remem-
bered his chums’ warnings. Bub, after all,
if Cutts wanted him to play cards he could
say no—especially as he hadn't any money.
He grinned involuntarily at the idea of
Cutts pressing him to play when he was
stony. 1 ¥

Dig could nct help wondering what Cutts
had to say to him. Cutts produced walnuts,
and began to crack them, and invited Dig to

do the same. Dig liked walnuts, and he was
soon quite busy.

“Not pressed for time—hey?” said Cutts.

“Not at all,” said Dig, who was a little
apprehensive of being scalped as soon as he
returned to Study No. 6 in the Fourth.

“J really owe you an apology,” said Cutis.

“Mel” gaid Dig, with wide eyes.

“Yes.  Your father and my uncle were
schoolbog together, and they're still great
chums. My uncle’s often mentioned you iu
his lettera to me.”

“Has he?” sald Dig. g

“T’ve been going to take an interest in you
for a long time,” sald Cutts. “But it’s such
a difficuity to ses juniors. You understand
that?” .

“Oh, yes!” said Dig.

“And then your study has a bit of a pre-
judice against me, I think,” said Cutts,
smiling. i

Dig did not reply to that. It was more
polite to crack another walnut and leave the
remark unanswered, and smile vaguely. He
couldn’t deny that Study No. 8 in the Fourth
had a decided prejudice against the black
sheep of the Fifth.

“I dare say you heard the jaw there was
among the fags at the time of the Wallahy
match ”’ said Cutts, * about my laying bets
against St. Jim’s.”

“Abhem !” said Dig.

“That fat fellow in the New House, Wynn,
went to sleep behind a haystack, and dreamed
that he heard me talking te somebody, or
something of that sort,” sald Cutts. “Of
course, he was talking cut of his hat!”

“Oh!” said Dig.

“You'ro too sensible a kid to believe all
the chatter you hear, I'm jolly sure of that,”
said Catts.

“1 hove so,” said Dig. 4 2

“Well, I want to be your friend, so far

{ as a Fifth-Form chap can be friends with a

junior,” said Cutts. “What do you think?

What did Dig think? To be offered in this
genial way the friendship of the arbiter of
elegance in the Fifth—to be taken up by &
senior whose regard was courted by mighty
men in the Sixth—who was enzaged weeks
ahead for “Sunday walks.” It was so flatter-
ing that Dig could only stare with big, round
eyes.

“You're jolly kind!” he managed to stam-
mer at last. .

“Well, 1 like you,” said Cutts, “and our
people are great friends, you kmow. By the
way, my uncle is coming dewn te the school,
and you'll see him. He’s your father’s oldest
friend—Major Cutts, you know.”

Dig nodded. Cutts had pever shown the
glightest sign of acknowledging amy claim on
the Fourth-Former's part because his fatier
was the old friend of Cutts’ uncle. Never
till the last week, at all events. Perhaps
Cutts was waking up rather late in the day
to a sense of duty. ig could not quite make
it out. He had never supposed that Cutis
cared twopence for his uncls or his uncle’s
friends. He reflected that yvou mnever really
know a fellow till you've found him out.”

“1 shall be glad to ses my father’s old
chum,” said Dig, a% last.

Cutts laughed.

“I suppose you know he's rolling in money,”
hie remarked. “You can be pretty certain
that he’ll tip Sir Robert Digby's son a quid
at least.”

Dig’s eyes sparkled.

“I say, Cutts, your uncle must be a ripping
old sport!” he sald. -

“He 1s,” sald Cutts. “Now, kid, will you
iend me a hand? I've got some writing to
do, and I've hurt my wrist in the cricket—
that ass Knox gave me a ball right on my
wrist. Do you mind?”

“ Lines?" asked Dig. Was the secret out at
last? Had Cutts taken all that trouble about
the junior in order to get him to write oub
an impot?

“Ha, ha! No; I don't have lines. When
I do, I tip young Curly to write them—he
can imitate my hond a ¢reat,” said Cutts.
“Levison of your Form does them for me, tco
—but I don't aften have them.”

“T dare say I could copy your fist, if you
like,” said Dig.

Cutts shook hls head.

“That’s rather a dangeroud gift,” he said.
“It will get Levison of the Fourth into trouhle
one of these days. No; I don’t want you to
do that. It’s someth
secret. You can keep a secrct?”

Dig lett off eating walnuts. He was dis-
mayed. A secret of Cutts—that meant some-
thing to do with Cutts’ wild ways, and in
his mind’s eye Dig already saw himself the
repository of guilty secrets of betting, and
backing horses, angd surreptitious visits te
public-houses and gambling clubs.

ing else—but jt’'s a .

Sk
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S ¥*0n!” said Dig. “I-—1'd rather you didn’t
tell me any scerets, if you don’t mind,
Cutts!”

Cutts burst into a hearty laugh.

- “You young ass! Do you think I'm going
to tell you about bets and bookmaking?” he
exelaimed good-humouredly. “It’s quite
harmless, enly it’s a seeret at present. The
faect 1s, I'm writing a play.”

Dighy jumped.

“Writing a play!” he exclaimed.

Cutts nodded.

“My hat!” said Dig. And he started on the
walnuts again, his fears entirely relieved.
There certainly wasn’t any harm in Cutts
writing a play. -

“That’s the secret,” said Cutts.
I've trusted you—but you'll keep it dark.
Not, a word, you know.”

“Mum!” said Dig.

“Honour bright, eh?” 2

“Honour bright!” said Dig.

“That’s all right. Now I'll tcil you some-
thing about it,
deals with a gidd
been - plunging an
awful hole.
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

zot it donme up to the scene where he sits |
He tells the
old chap that he’s in debt, that he owes sixty |
or seventy pounds, and doesn’t dare to ask |
him to pay it, so he’s decided to blow his |

Very pathetic, and all that. |

down to write to his lather.

brains - out.
I've been thinkin
it’ written down before I lose the thread of
it, you see—only my confounded wrist is so
stiff I can’t hold a pen!”

© "I'll do it with pleasure,” said Dig. He
would have done much more than that to
oblige the genial Cutts. That there eould be
any hidden deception under that frank ex-

planation never occurred to Dig.

“Well, there’s a pen,” said Cutts. “Youw’ll
find some notepaper in that desk—some of
the school notepaper. That will do. I always
use it—it saves the expense of buying manu-
seript, and I've been hard up lately.”

“I could get you some impot paper, if you
like,” said Dig.

“No; the notepaper will be ail right. Yeu'l
find some there.”

Digby found the notepaper, and dipped a
Eeu Im the ink and waited. Cutts reflected

zeply.

“Begin—Scene 1., Act Three!” hLe said.

“Right!” Dig wrote it down.

“Dear father—-"

“Good!”

“I'm afraid you will be shocked by what
I'm going to write!” dictated Cutts. Dighy
wrote it down in hig sprawling hand.

_ “No; on second thoughts I won't begin like
that,” said Cutts. “Do you mind starting
airesh?”

“Not at all.”
_ “Take a fresh sheet, then. Don't put that
in about the scene and aet—I'm not guite
certain that I shall pub this in the third act.
Begin it with *‘ Dear Father.’ No—perhaps
taat’s a bit too formal. How do you starth
Your letters home yourself?”

“I always begin * Dear Dad,’” said Dig.

“Good! That sounds better,” said Cutte.
“3Might as well begin that way. Got a frech
sheet of paper?”

“%(Zesu I’én ready.”

“Well, begin now.” Cuits dictated, a
Dig started the letter afresh: i

“Dear Dad,~I'm afraid you will be shocke
at this. I'm awfully sorfy., I've got into
frightful trouble. I'm so upset that I hardly
know what D' writing. Dear old dad,
don’t be too upset when you hear what's
happened. 1 ean’y stand it any longer. I've
Leen betting on horses, and I've lost a lob
of money, and they’ve been worrying me for
weeks, and I have been so miserable I wish
I was dead. I can’t stand it any longer,
and I'm going to drop over the bridge on
the Ryll to-night, and they won’t be able
{o threaten me any longer. Good-bye, and
forgive me.—Your miserable son,

€ ROBERT.”

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

“I pamed my poor hero after you,” said
Cutts, with a smile.

“0h, I sea! What about the name of the

river?  The river here is called the Ryll,”
said Dig.

“I'm going to alter that afterwards—the
Ryl will do for the j@sent,” said Cutts.

“Of course, that s only a rough -draft.”

“You see, |

said Cutts dreamily. “It}
young spendthrift who’s |
-getting himself into an |
® tries all sorts of ways cof ! s

it out, and I want to get |

“0f course!” said Dig.

Cutts took the letter, and read it over
carefully, and nedded with satisfaction.

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

“Enter Sir Jasper!” wrote Dig on a fresh
sheet of paper.

Cutts folded up the letfer, and put it
into his pocket-book. Then he went on dic-
tating to Digby, filling several sheets of
‘paper with the lines of the play. The lines
rolled out fast enough from Cutts’ fertile
brain, and Dig was filled with great admira-
tion.

Toby,

.suddenly opened, and the School

- House page, looked In with a startled face.
“Please, Mister Cutts—-"

“Well, what is it?” said Cutts.

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

“Bring him in at onece.”

“He says his name is Hooke.”

They were still busy when the study door |

Dig’s soft heart was full of compassion. .
“I'll keep mum,” he said. “Rely on me!”
“Thanks!”

Dig scuttled out of the study. In the
passage he passed the man Toby was pilot-
ing to Cutts’ reom-—a fat, florid man, with
a glaring fancy waistecat, and a silik hat
on the back of his head. Dig ran on, feeling
sick at heart. Cutts had been kind to him;
and Cutts at that moment was so close to
being expelled from the school that Dig
could not see a loophole of escape for him.
Dig’s face was clouded as he Tan on.

ey

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Precious Pair l
ERALD CUTTS stood by the table
in his study, waiting for his unwel-
come caller. His face was normal
again now.

g bad taken the sheets of the “plap”
that Dig had written for him and thrust
them into the fire. But the first shect—the
letter which Dig had signed so innecently

Crash! Smash! Tom RMerry went sprawling forward on his face,
iManners and Lowther roiled eover him,; and Blake & Co, rolied over
i anners and Lowther.

{See chapter 1.)

In spite of his
The blow had

Cutts rosec to his feet.
nerve, his face was pale.
fallen at last.

“Has anybody scen him, Toby?” he asked.

“No, sir,” said Toby, locking scared. “I—
I think not, Master Cubts. But he’s speak-
ing very loud, apd—"

Cutts slipped .a half-ecrown inte
hand.

“Bring him here, and don’t let anybody
see him!” he said.

“Yessir!” said Toby, scuttling away.

Dig was on his fest now, looking seared.
He knew the name of Jonas Heoke, the
bookmaker, of Abbotsford. That the man
should dare to come to St. Jim's was
astounding. I? fthe Head discovered that
he bad come to ses Cutts—

Dig knew that Cutts had brought it on
himself—that he was coming the predicted
“cropper ” at last; but he could mot help
feeling sorry for him.

“You’d better cut off,” said Cutfs.
“Thank you for helping me, Dighy. It's a
man 1 owe some mofiey to. Don’t mention
about his coming here; I want to keep it

Toby’s

dark'if I can. I’ve heen a fool, and I'm in
an awful hole!”

and unconsciously with his own name—was
still reposing in Cutts’ poecket-book. Al the
rest that Dig had written was burnt; but
that sheet—with nothing upon it to dis-
tinguish it from an ordinary letter—was safe
in Gerald Cutts’ pocket-book. The spid
had succeeded in his designs upon ths fiy
though it would have puzzled anyone b
Gerald Cutts to say what use could pi
be made of that lectter in Dig's spraw
hand.

The fat bookmaker appeared in the study
doorway. His face was flushed with anger,
and a little with drink. Prcbabiy Mr. Jenas
Hooke had imbibed a little to screw up his
courage to pay that visit to the publie
schigol. -

“Ho, ’ere you are!” said Mr. Hooke.

Cutts nodded, with a pleasant smile.

“Yes; come in!” he said.

“Very nice and polite, ain’t we?” speered
Mr. Hocke. “You'd rather I come in—eh?
You don’t want 'em to ’ear what I've got to
say—eh

“Come in and sit down,” said Cutts, with
undiminished courtesy. “I can give you a
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your wilk—and I've some-

Lool drink
thing else ic :
“If you mean to square up—-
“QOf course I do,” said Cutts pleasantly,
“You can cut off, Toby. Come ii, Iooke, old
fellow!”
Toby, stiil 1o
serious the si

FEWL

=

: seared—for he knew how
1 was for Cutis—departed.
ir. Hooke besitated a momeut or two, and
finally grunt 1d came into the study.
Cutts closed the door, and pulled out an arm-
chair for his visitor.

At that moment Cutts could probably have
killed his visitor w the greatest pleasure in
the world; but his manner was urbanity
itself.

He wag npon
and he knew it.

Fortunately, nearly all the fellows were in
the playing-fields, or else at tea in their
studies, and Mr. Hooke had heen piloted to

ved-—at least, Cutts hoped
1 been geen, all was over.
A prefect or o master would certainly come
to the study to inquire what he wanted.
Merely having dealings with such a man

s enough to get any St. Jim’s fellow ex-
pelled from the school.

And even if he succeeded in placating Mr.
Hooke, there still remained the problem of
getting rid of ‘him again unseen.

And yet Cutts did not seemingly turn a
hair.

“8it down.,” hie said pleasantly.
“I aint come ’'ere to sit down!" growled
Mr. Hooke. 4

“Oh, be pally!” 1 Cutts. “There’s nothing
to row about. I > you some tin—and U'm
going to pay you. What is there to be ratty
about ?”

“Got the mons
sneer,

“I shall have it on Wednesday.”

“To-morrer?”

“Yest

“And 'ow?*

“My uncle is coming to see me—he's lately
home from Afriea, you know—and he’s going

3

the very edge of the abyss,

" asked Mr. Hooke, with a

ed Mr. Hooke incredulonsly.
o I owe you?” said Cutts

3 " snapped the Lookmaker.
“Just so—and twenty-five quid to G
said  Cutts. “Griggs is treating me e
decently than this, Hooke. He's given me
more time; he knows me.”

“He can afford to wait, and twenty-five
aquid ain’t fifty,” said the bookmaker. “Ain’t
1 always paid up cn the nail when you've
won from me—what?”

Cutts shrugged his shoulders.

“I couldn’t hand you cne per cent. of it at
the present mordent,” he said; “but to-morrow
I hope to square up to the last penny!”

“Waitin® to win something?” jeered Mr.
Hooke,

“No; it’s my uncle, as I said.”

“(rammon!” said Mr. Hooke. “I never ’eard
of .an uncle that would 'and his nephew fifty
quid for the asking!”

“Mine will!”

“And why?” g

“Because I'm working it,” said Cutts. “I've
ot a dodge for screwing it out of him—and
more, t0o. I'm not going to tell you what
the dodge is. If it fails, I am ruined, and
you can do your worst. If I succeed, I can
square up to the last stiver!”

“Well, you're a deep 'un!” said Mr. Hooke.
“But I've come ‘ere for my money, and I
ain't going away without it!”

“I've teld you how I'm placed,” said. Cutts,
with a shrug of the shoulders, “If you choose
to ruin me, you can; but it will cost you
exactly fitty pounds. If I'm done for here, 1
sha'n't pay you a penny!”

The bookmaker stared at him from under
his thick brows suspiciously. It was evident
that the Fifth-Former had succeeded in
making an impression upon him. There was
{ shorb silence in the study.

“To-morrer, you say?” said Hooke at last
,jﬂ udgingly.

“1 shall have the money to-morrow. If it’s
g cheque, T may not be able to get it changed
#before the bank closes, and in that case 1 will
pay up on Thursday. 1'll send ycu a line to
meet me outside the school after third
fesson.”

“It ain’t good enough!” said Hooke surlily.
“Very well; then you can do as you like,”
zaid Cutts, with a dangerous glitter in .his
eyes.~ “If T go under, I'll sce that things are
made warm for you. You will lose your
money, and what reputation you've got left-—
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all becanse you won’t wait a couple of days
longer, after you've waited weeks already.
That isn't businesg, Mr. Hooke!”

“If I could trust you!” muttered Hooke.

“You can do as you like. I'm playing for
my last chance here, and if I save myself,
vou’ll get your money. I think it's a dead
cert, But you can do as you like,”

There was another silence.

“I' wait!” said Mr. Hooke, at last. “T'll
wait till Thursday noon, and not a minute
longer! If I don’t 'ave the money—all of it,
mind—by then, I go straight to Dr. Holmes!”

Cutts drew a deep breath. :

“You'll have it—every penny!” he said.

“Well, see that I do!”

The bookmaker rose to his feet. Perbaps,
in his heart of hearts, Mr. Hooke trembled
at the thought of an interview with the
stately Head of St. Jim’s, and was glad
enough for an excuse for not carrying cut his
threat.

“Then I'll travel,” he said. “It won't do
vyou any good for me to stop ‘ere. I-—"

Cutts gave a start.

“Hush!”

He held up a hand to enjoin silence.

In the passage there was a steady foot-
step approaching the study, and Cutts knew
that footstep well. It was the step of Mr.
Railton, the Housemaster of the School
House at St. Jim's. ;

Tor a moment Cutis’ heart turned sick
within him,

He bad succeeded so far with Jonas Hooke,
and now he was caught—eaught with the
disreputable bookmaker in his study!

Mr. Hooke looked uneasy, tco.

“Who is it?” he murmured.

“My Housemaster!” groaned Cutts.

“Good 'eavens!”

“Quiet! There's a chance yet! Get behind
that screen! There's a cupboard there!
You ecan get into it, and lie low! T'll bluff
him if I can! Quick!”

The slow-witted man hesitated, but Cutts
grasped him and pushed him behind the
screen in the cormer. There was a wall cup-
board there, in which Cutts kept cricket-bats
and footballs and stumps and other belong-
ings.

The bhockmaker stumbled into the dark
cupboard, breathing heavily and hard. Now
that it had come to the pineh the rascal was
as unwilling as Cutts that the Housemaster
should see him., He had seen the big, athletic
Housemaster, and he had an uncomfortable
conviction that if Mr. Railton found him there
—whatever might happen to Cutts—he—Jonas
Hooke—would be collared and flung out of
the House neck and crop.

He huddled in the cupboard, panting for
breath. Cutts replaced the screen, and
turned back to the study table. He had just
time to open -a “Football Annual” when
there came a sharp knock at the door.

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

Mr. Railton entered.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Music!

R. RAILTON strode into the study,
with a deep frown on his brow.
A He gave a quick glance round
the room, and seemed surprised at
finding Cutts alone.
The Fifth-Former rose
book still in his hand,
br. Railton fixed his eyes upon him, with
a gharp and penetrating glance. Cutts bore
the scrutiny without flinching. His expres-
sion was simply that of respectful inquiry,
as {f he were waiting to hear what had
brought the Housemaster to his study. As
Mr, Railton was silent for some moments,
Cutty’ face gradually assumed a natural
expression of sligcht surprise.
“Cutts!” said Mr. Railton at last.
*'Yes, sirg”
“Has your vigitor gene?
“Yes, sir.” .
“How long has he been gone?”
Cutts reflected.

respectfully, the

»

“About a quarter of an hour, sir, I think.”
“Will you tell me who he was?”
“I have no objection at all, sir. He is a

soldier who was discharged from my uncle's
regiment for bad conduct, and has taken to
tramping. I knew him years ago, when_ 1
was a nipper, and my uncle was stationed at
Aldershot.. He gave me some riding lessons
when I was there visiting my uncle, and he
remembered me. His tramping brought him
to this part of the country, .and as he was

hard up, it oecurred to him fo come in hors

_and ask for me.”

“A most improper proceeding,” said Mr,
Railton, frowning.

“So I told him, sir. He was, as a matter
of fact, a little the worse for drink. I 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
explanation.
Cutts looked perfectly calm and self-

possessed, as if the matter was of no im-

portance, and, in fact, bored him slightly.

Inwardly he was wondering whether Mr,
Railton doubted him sufficiently to make a
search of the study.

Cutfs almost smiled at the thought of the
denouement if the beokmaker should be found
hidden in the cupboard, after that plausible
explanation. The Fifth-Former was playing
a desperate game, but never had he been
cooler,

Apparently a search of the study did not
enter Mr. Railton’s mind. He was not of
the spying kind, and he hated doubting any-
body’s werd. And he could not believe that
Cutts could be so cool and calm if expulsion
were hanging over his head.

“8So the man has gone?” he said at last.

“Yes, sir; as I said.”

“Taggles certainly had the impression thab
he was Jonas Hooke.”

“Taggles' acquaintance with bookmakers is
probably more extensive than mine,” said
Cutts, with a smile. “I am afraid I do mnot
know Hiram—I mean Jonas Hooke—by sight,
50 I cannot say anything as to a resemblance.”

Mr. Railton drew a deep breath.

“I am sorry the man is not still here,” he
said. “I should have preferred to see him.
However, I accept your assurance, Cutts.”

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

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

“Thank you, sir!{”

Mr. Railton left the study.

Cutts smiled. >

Not until the Housemaster's footsteps had
died away did Cutts move. Then he went
behind the screen, and found the cuphoard
door ajar, and the flustered face of Mr.
Jonas Hooke looking out at him. The book-
maker was red and panting.

“My word!” he murmured.
’Ow you rolled 'em out, sir!
didn’t "take my breath away!
that cupboard, too!”

“You'll have to stay here for a bit,” said
Cutts coolly. “Railtoh thinks you're gone—
80 you can't go till the coast is clear.”

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

“You must! I'll see that nobody comes to
the study again.” said Cutts. “You'll have
te stay here till dark, Hooke, unless you
want to be caught. Railton has his malacca
cane in his hand—you can guess what he’d
brought it for. It was jolly lucky for you
tha't you kept out of sight, as well as for
me!”

Mr. Hooke shivered.

“If he raises a 'and against me, T'll ’avs
the iaw on 'im!” he muttered.

Cutts laughed.

“I don’t think the law would say much
about a Housemaster horsewhipping a
bookie who came to his school,” he said.
“And if it did, it wouldn’t mend yvou, Hookey
—and you'd want mending after Railton had
finished with you.”

“Look 'ere 2

“You'll have to stay here till after 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.
I can get you some sandwiches and a whisky-
and-soda.”

“Well, that sounds all right,” said Mr.
Hooke.

And Jonas Hooke had to make up his mind

“My word!
Blessed if you
It was ’of in

‘to the inevitable—and he stayed. And Cutts

had the pleasant prospect of keeping the
man hidden in his study for some hours. to
come—at the risk every moment of some
accident revealing his presence there. Cutts
was a cool customer, and he had an iron
nerve; but he needed all his coolness and all
his nerve now. An accident—a mischance—
one false step—one thoughtless word, and he
was rui bd~and'h(§;nexv it! But he was as
cocl as ice.

@ A
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Called Over the Coals.

€y 5 EAH he is!”
. - “Behold the deserter!”
“Tremble, villain!”

; Those exclamations  greeted
Robert Arthur Dighy as he entered Study
No. ¢ in the Fourth Form passage, aiter
having had tea with the genial Cutte.

Blake and Herries and Digby, Tom Merry
and Manners. and Lowther, were alt there,
waiting for him. They looked like a family
of judges waiting for the eriminal to come in
—and now he had come!

Dig was feeling a little uneasy
back to Study No. 6.
to the chums that the suspected and sus-
picious Cutts had not done him any harm.
He hadn’t played bridge, he hadn’t put any
money on a horse—he hado’t done anything
¢xcept make a very satisfying tea and
eat walnuts afterwards—with the excention

.of having written out passages in that

“play ” for Cutts. But that was a secres,
ot course—he had promised Cutts not to
mention that he was writing a play.

Dig felt that his friends were very unjust
to Cutts, and very hard on him; buf he was
afraid that they wouldn’t listen to reason
when he explained. And he was right in his
foreboding upon that point.

“Look . here!” said Digby warmiy, inter-
rupting those hearty greetings. “Iion’t play
the giddy goat, you know!”

“Weally, Dig—"

“Have you anything to say why sentence
.shouldn’t be passed on you according to law?”
demanded Biake.

. “Gh; don't be an ass?” growled Digby.

Tom Merry held up his hand.

“Let’s question the culprit,” he szid. “We
must have the facts hefore we slaughter

) Ha}'e you been playing cards, Dighy:”
ass!¥

“Making bets?”

“XNo, fathead!”

“'Taiking sport and races and things?”’
“Na, idiot!”

“Then what did Cutts want you for?”

“To have tea,” said Dig. “T’ve had it,
too! And a2 jolly ripping tea it was. Broiled
kidneys and eggs, and ripping toast,
walnuts to finish.”

“That ian't the auestion,” said Tom Merry
severely. “We don't want to know what you
hiad for tea, and you needn’t give us all

those gluttonous details, after you've mucked

as he came

up onr feed and reduced us to one sardine

each!t” :

“A single, solitary, lonesome sardine!” said
Blake.

Dig grinned.

“There was jam, too,” he said.
berry-jam §* 5

“There would have been stwawbewwy-jant
with us, if you hadn’t smashed the jah in the
passage, you ass! T do not considah stwaw-
bewwy-jam a sufficient weason for desertin’
vour old pals. I wegard it as bein’ similah to
a haokerin’ aftah the fleshpots of Egypt. I
win disgusted with you, Dig!”

“Same here!” said Herries.

“Shocked !”

“Horrified!” said Monty Lowther, with due
solmenity. -

“How sharper than a serpent’s tcoth it is
to have a thankless Dighy!” said Manners,
with a sigh.

“Let us reason with him gently.” said Tom
Merry, holding up his hand. “XKeep your
little tempers, ahd talk to Lim like a Dutch
uncie

“Yaas, wathah!”

Dig glared at his anxious friends. All this
voncern for his welfare was gratifying in one

. way, but not in another. Tom Merry pointed
a2 magisterial finger at him, and spoke
severely.

“Do you mean to declare, Robert Arthur
. Digby, on your word of honour as a silly ass,
that Cutts was not up to any tricks at all?”

“0f course he wasn’t.”

“Now T'll be serious,” said Tom XMerry.
“Has he confided any seerets to youy”
_“That’s the question,” said D’Arey. “Has
Tie given you any wotteén secwels to keep,
deah hoy.”
© -~ “He hasn't given me any rotten secrets to
‘keep!” said Digby warmly.

‘fom Merry was quick fo the
adjective,
© “Not any rotten secrets? he asked.

“No, I tell. you?”

“Any secrets at all?”

Dig flushed. Cutts told him, as a seeret,
that he was writing a play.
be any barm in a secret like that, certainly;
b;lt it was a seeret, and he couldn't teil his
chums,

“Straw-

“Disgusted!”

notice

He could not esxplain |,

and ¥

. fishy in it,”

There couidn’ts

“Don’t ask me such a lot of rotten ques-
tions!” Dig broke out. “Blessed if I don’t
clear out of the study if this goes on!”

Tom Merry’s face became very grave. The
hali-jesting manner of the other juniors
vanished, too. Gerald Cutts had told Dig a
secreb—that was clear. And the juniors felt
that. this alarm was well founded. The black-
guard of the Fifth had had a secret motive
in getting Dig to his study, as they had
suspeeted.

“Oh, don't look like a silly set of boiled
owls!” exclaimed Dig irritably.

“Seriously, Dig—Cutts has told
seeret?”

“Suppese he hag?”

“You mean that he has?”

“Not much use denying it!” growled Dig.
“It’s a harmless secret—you’d laugh if I told

you a

. you, only F'm not going to tell you, as I
“promised Cutts.”

“Now, look here,” said Tom Merry
seriousty. “I'll tell you something, Dig, that
I haven't told anybody but Lowther and
Manners yet. Cutts came to me one day, in
a difficulty, and got me into keeping a secret
with him, The mere fact that 1 had pro-
mised Cutts, and was mixed up in a secret
with the blackguard, made trou%le between
my pals and me. That was how it started,
and he jolly nearly got me into his filthy
betting—only I was toe sick with him to give
him a chance. I came as near disgrace as
any chap could eonte, without being done in—
and Cutts kept himself safe all the time.
Now you know why I think Cutts is after
no good with you. He started in the same
way—giving you a secret to keep—that makes
a tie between him and you, and puts up a bar
between you and your chums, to begin with.”

“I don’t see why it should,” said Dig un-
comfortably. “It’s a harmless secret. It’s
nothing whatevér about breaking school
rules; if the Head knew, e would only grin.
All the masters might know without any harm

 being done.”

“Then why is it a secret?”

“Y suppose Cutts wants to keep it dark in
c%se the fellows should laugh about it, that’s
all.”

“Then why did he tell you?”

“He wanted me to help him, yon see,” said
Dig, cousidering how much he could say with-
out risk of revealing the fact that Gerald
Cutts was writing a play. “He hurt his wrist
in the cricket to-day, and couldn’t write. So
I just wrote down 2 few pages for him.”

“ A few pages!” said the juniors, in astonish-
ment. “Lines?”

“No, not lines; but I can’t tell you any
more,” said Dig. @

“This is the first time I've heard about
Cutts having hurt his wrist,” said Monty Low-
ther drily. “Hurt it in the cricket to-day,
did he?”

“Yes; Enox bowled and hit his wrist!”

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

“Rot!” said Dig. “How do you know?”

“Beecause I saw him cutf yovng Tadd of the
Second Form for bumping into him on the
stairs,” said TLowther. “He would have
biffed him with his left, I fancy, if his right
wrist had been hurt. But he didn’t.”

“Well, that was what he told me,” said
Digby. “I don’t see why he should lie. He
could have written the stnff down just as
well as I, unless he was lazy.” ¥

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

“1've promised not to.”

“ Anything that might get you into trouble,
if it were suppesed te be your own stuff9”
asked Tom Merry. “It's your handwriting,
you know, as you wrote it.”

Dig 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 all.”

The juniors exchanged glanees. They did

not know quite what to make of Dig’s ex- |

pianation. He was a sensible lad enough, but
—but why should Cutts have told him a
secret ?

That was the way Cutts had started when
he was trying to imitiate Tom Merry into
his blackguardly ways, and Tom, in his un-
suspicious simplicity, had fallen into the trap.
But if Dig fell into the same trap, he would
do it with his eyes open, after Tom Merry’s
warning. :

“Well, my belief is that there’s something
said Monty Lowther, at last.
“Either €utts is trying to fix Dig on to him

- by giving him some silly secret to keep, or

else he’s taking him in, and wants something
or other in Dig’s handwriting for some rcason
of hig own.”

“What ugter rot!” said Dig.

- to be polite to his pater’s old pai?

. up with this!
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“Might be & twick fo get a specimen of
Dig’s handw'itin® for: something,” said
Arthur Augustus wisely. “Forjahs de that,
you know, when they are goin’ to forge a
cheque, you know!”

Dig laughed.

”‘:',I haven't 2 cheque-book, you fathead, have

“I decline to be called a fathead, Dig!”

“Look here! I don’t care ahout diseussing
Cutts like this,” broke out Digby. “He's
heen very decent to me, and 1 dent want to
hear him jawed aboub as if he were some
blessed criminal. He explained his reason
to me.. My father and his unecle were old
chums, and his uncle is ceming down here
this week. I suppose Cutts wanis his uncle
to see us on good terms, that's all. He said
his uncle will mest likely tip me a guid. He
asked me to write to his nanele yesterday, to
say I should be glad to see him when he
came down——-7"

“You wrote to Cutts” uncle?”
Merry, in surprise,

“Why shouldn’t I?” said Dig. “He's my
pater’s oldest friend. I shouldn’t have
thought of it myself, but Cutts suggested it.
He said his uncle took a great interest in me,
and that he wouid be flattered if I sent him
a little note, saying that I remembered him,
and so forth. So I did.”

“You didn't tell us,” said Blake

“You’'re so rabid when Cutts is mentioned!”
growled Dig. “I suppose a chap is calied on
1 suppose
you don’t think Major Cutts is going to do
me any harm—— What? I suppose you know
he’s a distinguished officer, and only reeently
home from Africa?”

“I don't quite understand it,” said Tom
Merry. It might be that Cutts has been ex-
pected to look after you a bit, and now his
uncle’s coming down he’s going to pretend
that he’s done it by appearing friendly with
you. But—-"

“That isn’t all,” gaid Lowther.

“Wathah not!”

“Look here,” said Dig angrily, “I'm fed
Cutts has treated me decenily,
and ¥ won’t hear him run down!”

“You won’t hear him cracked up here,”
said Blake tartly. “He’s a ead and a rotter
of the first water, and you can put that i
your pipc and sinoke it!”

Dig fiushed red.

“Then I'll get out!” he exclaimed.

“Weally, Dig—"

Slam !

Digby was gone, and the stndy door closed
after him with unnecessary force. Tom
Merry & Co. looked at one another in some-
thing like dismay. .

“That's the beginning,” said Tom Merry
quietly. “When Cutts got me into a secret
with him, trouble with my pals was the first
result. IH looks to me like the same gamse
over again. Though, as Dig hasn’t any
money, I don’t see where Cutts is going
to score. But he isn’t deing i for nothing.
You fellows, it’s no good talking to Big.”

“Looks not!” grewled Blake.

“But there’s Cutts. We're all Dig’s pals,
and we're not going to see him faken in by
Cutts. Let’s talk to Cutts. instead, and teil
him plainly that he’s gob to let our chum .
alone, or we’ll make it warm for him.”

“Good egg!” .

The juniors were feeling annoyed with Dig,
but they were fceling mtensely e,\:qsperated
with Gerald Cutts. They were willing to
leave the blackguard of the Fiith alone—why
couldn’t he leave them alone? That Cutts
meant mischief, in some cumning and under-
hand manner, they were eonvinced. In their
present state of mind, it wouid be a relief
to talk plain English to Cufits of the Fiith,
and let him know what they thought of him.
And without stopping to reflect on the
matter, the chums of the School House made

their -way to Cutts’ study.
l approached it. They were ireading
lightly—not because they wanted to
surprize Cutts, but because they were on
dangerous ground. The Fifth Form passage
was sacred to the semniers, exeapiing W}xep
fags were wanted, and a raid on the Fifth
would have brought a crowd of big fellows
out to hurl the junmicrs forth “om their
necks.” And half a dozen juniors making for
Cutts’ study looked 1iké a raid—indeed, if
Cutts turned rusty, it was pretty certain
there would he a row, and the study might
very possibly be wreeked: Tom. Merry & Co.

said Tem

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Cornered !
HERE was a murmur as of volees in
Cutts® study as the juniors



_ are no business of yours.
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were quite prepared fo go to that Iength,
i necessary, to sayge their pal from the
clutches of the wily Cutts.
. Tom Merry knocked at the door, and
turned the handle. The door did not cpen.
It was locked. Inside the study there was
dead silence. The murmur as of voices had
died away instantly at the sound of the
knock. ?
No reply came from within the study.
Lefevre of the Fifth came along the passage,
and looked at the jumiors.
“Hallo, you fags! ~ What do you want
here?” he demanded. “That’s what I =ay.
What are you up to?”
“Coming to see Cutls,” said Tom Merry
blandly. “What's he got his door locked
for? A smoking-bee, I suppose?”
“Don’t you he checky,” said Lefevre, con-
sidering for o moment whether he should
chase -the juniors along the passage. DBub
as there were six of them, it occurred to
efevre that he might be the person to be
d, possibly. So hc shook a warning
torefinger at them instead, and went into
bis study.
~ Tom Merry knocked at Caits’ door again.
It opened in a few moments, Cutis himself
opening it.
. He stared inquiringly ‘at the juniors. It
eemed to Tom Merry that there was reliel
in Cutts’ face. Perhaps he had expected
more troublesome visitors than the heroes
of the Fourth and the Shell.

“What do you kids want?” asked Cutts
shortly.

“Want to speak to you, Cutts.”

“I'm busy il

“Sorry to
whatever -ft is,”
“but this is how it is, Cutts.

interrupt the confabulation,
said Tom DMerry politely,
I haven't for-

gotten the time when you were trying to get,

me into your rotten manners and customs.
Yixcuse me speaking plain English—it’s a little
way I've got. It seems to us that you are
trying the same game on now with our pal
Dig. We want to stop it.”

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

“Yes. He’s not coming any more. We're
going to scalp nd slaughter him if he has
anything to do with you,” said Blake.
= “Yaas, wathah! 1 consida 1

Cutts laughed heartily.

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

-of him?”

“We should think so, if he kad any,” said
Herries.

“But he hasn't, has he?”

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

“Did you come here to ask for a licking?”
said Cutts.

“You'd have to lick six of us!” Manners
remarked.

“Yaas, wathah! If you cut np wuff, Catts,
deah boy, you will simply weceive it.”

“1 don’t mind ftelling you why I've becn
kind te Digby,” said Cutts. “My uncle
asked me to keep an eye on him, on account
of the old friendship between him and Digby's
pater. They were boys together at Harrow.
I want to please my uncle—for reasons that
5 I fcel friendly to
Digby, too—he's a very pleasant little chap,
and very obliging. Are you satisfied now?”

“Is that all?” asked Tom Merry.

“That’s all.”

The juniors exchanged glances. Cutis’ ex-
planation was reasonable enough. His motive
for wanting to please his rich uncle was plain
—a tip! Cutbts, as if the matter was finished,
sat down at the table again and started on
Homer.

“Well,” said Tom Merry, after a pause,
“yon can’t blame us for not trusting you,
Cults, considering what we know about you.
Will you promise to let Dighy alone, and not
ask him to your study any more?”

“Yaas, that will be.ali wight.”

“(ertainly not,” saild Cutts. “How dare
vou think of dictating to me! However, my
uncle is coming to-morrow, and he probably
won’t come to the school again, so very likely
I sha'n’t see Digby again after that. L'm
not specially keen on the society of the
Fourth-Form kids. In fact, I'm pretty cer-
tain I sha'n't see him after that, since you
must know all about it!”

«Qh,” said Tom Merry, “then all this atten-
tion 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,” sald
Cutts sweetly. “It shows what a lot a chap
can learn in the Shell if he’s really intel-
ligent.”

Some of the juniors grinned.
very stinging tongue when he
it go.

“Well,” said Tem Merry, unmoved, “it
seems that you've Leen telling Dig a secret.
He 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 there was a
secret. 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 cut?”

“Not till we've finished. Dig can't give
away the secret, as he's promised. But we
don’t like secrets between Dig and you. It's
dangerous. Thé only way is for you to fell
us the secret, too. We don't want to know
it—it’s for Dig's sake. If there’'s no harm in
it you can tell us; if there is harm in it, we
shall know what to do, then. I'm not in-
quisitive—in faet, Manners and Lowther and
I will step outside, and you can tell it only
to Dig's study-mates—they can judge whether
there is harm in it. If you can tell Dig, you
can tell them.”

There was no help for
give in. : =

“I'll tell you,” he said slowly.

“The truth, mind!”

Cutts’ eyes glittered for a moment.

“You can ask Digby, and say I gave him
leave to tell you. I'm writing a play.”

“Wha-a-a-at!” -

The juniors simply stubtered at that un-
expected revelation. -

“Writing a play!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Gammon !” 2

“Draw it mild!”

“That is the secret I told Dighy,” said
Cutts calmly. “You can ask him, and he's
at liberty to tell you.”

“And- that is all?” Tom Merry asked, in
amazement.

“That is all.”

“Well, my hat!”

Cutts had a
chose to let

it. Cutts had to
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“Any silly ass might write a play, of course;
but what did.you want to tell Dig for and
make it a secret?” S

“I told him in conversation—and ift's a
secret because I don't want to be chipped
about it. If my play's refused, I don't
want all the fellows to know. That's all
I depend upen you to say pothing, as you've
forced it cut of me like this.” -

“0Oh, that’s right enough,” said Tom
Mgrrvyff‘and Dig'z at liberty to tell us?”

“Good enough. Come on, you chaps,
we'll ask Dig,” said Blake.

‘The juniors trooped oub of the study. They
were amazed and relieved. So harmless a
secret as-that was pot & cause for uneasi-
ness. Cutts drew a deep breath as he locked
the door after the juniors.

“Hang them!” he muttered. “Hang them!
But the young fools couldn't possibly sus-
pect—they cdouldn’t possibly! Dighy didn't
—and they can't!”

Tom Merry & Co.
once. They found him in the Common-room,
and he looked at them rather grimly as they
came up. 5

“We've been to see Cuffs!” Blake
nouneed. : - :

“Like your cheek!” growled Dighy.

“He's told us the giddy secret, and he's
given us leave to ask you, and you leave to
telli us. You're released from your promise,”
said Blake.

“Brrrr!” said Dig.

“Cutts says that the secret is that he’s
writing a play, and he doesn’t want all the
fellows to know, in case he should be chipped
about it. Is that it2”

“Yes.”

“That’s the secret he told you?” asked
Tom Merry. >

“Yoag

“Nothing else?”

“Nothing.”

Tom burst into a laugh.

“Well, we have been making a mountain
out of a mole-hill, and no mistake,” he con-

looked for Digby at

fessed. “I never .thought it was a harm-
Egsit thing like that. But I don't trust
Cutts.”

“I think you've taken a jolly lot on your-
self in bouncing it out of Cutts like that,”
said Digby sulkily. “I think you might have
minded your own business, if you ask me.”

“That's all right; we don't ask you!"
said Tom Merry good-humoured!y.

“And that’s all there is in it!” said Monty
Lowther coolly. “There's something else be-
hind it all. I know Cutts. There's some-
thing else.” S

“What i« it2” o=

Lowther shook his head.

“Don't- ask me; I don't know. But T’l
undertake to say that there's something
behind it. I don't know what yet! Cutis is

teo deep for us!”

“Rot!” said Digby cmphatically.

“Yaas, I must say that it seems to me
to be wathah wot, Lowthah,” said Arthur
Augustus thoughtiuily.

“We shall sec!” said Lowther. “Just you
wait a bit, my sons, and we shall see what
we shall see!” :

And as that was certainly incontrovertible,
no one attempted to controvert if.

THE END,
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