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TAKING BILLY BUNTER UP TO BED!

(An Exciting Scene in the Magnificent Long, Complete School Tale of the Chums of Grevfriars.)
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THE PENNY POPULAR-Every Friday.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Reports.

113 B shall have a good time here!”

Harry Wharton, the ecaptain

of the Remove at Greyiriars,

made the remark. He and Bob

Cherry, Nugent, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Mark Tinley, and Billy Bunter were spend

ing the Easter Vacation at Black Rock, the

home of Captain Cunliffe, Hazeldene's uncle.

Hazeldene was there, and so were Marjorie
Hazeldene and her chum Clara.

“I hope we shall enjoy ourselves,” said

Hazeldene.  “All the same, I wish there
wasn't so much blessed mystery about the |
place.” :

“Hear, hear!” :

“That South American is fairly getting
on my nerves.”

“Same here,” agreed Harry Wharton. “I
did think we had choked him off for good
when we dodged him coming down here.”

“But we haven’t.”

“No; things are worse than ever,” said
Wharton dismally. “L npever expeeted to
sco_that South American this morning.”

“Neither did I.”

“} wonder what he can

* vicinity of Black Roeck?”

“Goodness knows!” =

The Greyiriars chums were in the throes
of a big mystery. On the way down to |
Black Rock their footsteps had been dogged
by a Bouth American, whose name was
Pedro Hjurra. 5

The man had shown himself to bhe a
thorough scoundrel, and the juniors had had
all their work cut out to throw the man
off the track. :

They had been successful, however, and
had arrived at Black Rock with the feeling
that they had said good-bye to the man

Bub such was not the case.

On their first day at Black Rock Harry
Wharton & Co. had been swimming in the
sca when they had caught sight of the South
American_in-a small boat.

Pedro Ijurra had recognised the juniors,
and had demanded from them the where
abouts of Captain Cunliffe. What the man
had wanted with Hazeldene's uncle the Re
rovites did not know. Nevertheless, they
realised that his intentions were not of an
Lonourable nature.

They bhad refused to supply the required
information, and had gone on with their
swimming. Beiére they reached the shore

" again, however, two shots were fired at the
South American’s boat from the cliffs.

Who had fired the shots was a complete
mystery, and the chums had returned to
Black Rock utterly dumbfounded

They were now discussing the maiter as
they stroiled towards the house, but the
more they tfalked over the curious happen-
ings the more mysterious the affuir seemed
to become.

“I say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter,
breaking in on the chums’ thoughts—

“Shui up, Bunter!” snapped Harry Whar-
ton. = .

I wasn’t talking to you, Wharton!” said
Bunter curtly. “I say, Nugent——>

., Nugent marched on with Clara, without
turning his hedd. g

“Hazeldene, old man—-"

“Hallo!” said Hazeldene. - 2 :

“They were getting some fresh ‘tarts, they
told me, at the village,” said Billy Bunter
confidentially. “I shall have five bof
?ig;ht, Will you lend me half-a-crown  off
59 % :

want in the

bob " ta- {
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“Where are you going to get five beb from,
Billy 2”7 hE et

“Well, I'm expecting to get it; it's a
dead cert.”

“Expecting a postal-order?

Bunter blinked at him.

“I suppose a chap can have other re-
sources, Hazeldene. As a mater of fact, I
i have five bob to-night for a dead

Ha, hal”

“Will you lend me half-a-crown?”

“Some othe. evening,” grinned Hazeldene.

Bunter grunted.

“Look here, I shall have five bob——"

“Bosh 1”

And Hazeldene walked on. :

The other juniors hurried on hefore Billy
Bunter could tackle them, and left the Owl
of the Greyfriars Remove blinking discon-
‘tentedly.

“Rotters!” murmured Billy Bunter. "Il
jolly well show them whether I can ralse
five bob or net.”

He went into the house for his coat.

The juniors looked at him as he took his
eap down from the peg in the hall.

“Going out, Bunter?® grinned Linley.

“Yes,” said Bun importantiy.
got an appointment.”

“At the grub shep?” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t ask questions, and I won't tell you
any lies,” sald Bunter loftily. “I’ve got an
appointinent with a friend of mine, and I
dare say I shall be able to raise a loan,

“Tve

and I sha’'n’t want any of your rotten
money.”

And Buater stalked out.

The juniors scon forgot Bunter. Marjorie

had produced a Gilbert and Sullivan score
from her trunk, and had placed it on the
rack of the piano. The sounds of merry
musie soon filled Black Rock House. :

Marjorie played very well, and the juniors
gathered round the piano, all of them sing-
ing, sometimes in parts, and sometimes
in unison, as fancy dictated, and a very
pleasant time they spent.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was taking his
way towards the southern side of the cove.

On his arrival at Black Rock he had met
a lame man, who had offered to reward him
if he went there immediately he saw the
Seuth American. Bunter had seen the South
Ameriean, and he was going now to claim the
promised reward. 2

The fat junior made his way over rocks
and seaweed with many a grunt, wonder,
ing how long it would be before he met {he
lame man. : £

The latter had told him to come, and told
him that he would see him coming, and
Bunter, who was soon tired, stopped at last,
standing in full view in the sunset.

He thought that the other fellow might
as well do the wa g.

There was a socund of foolsteps on the
rocks, and a man scrambled into view, and
Bunter gave a grunt of relief at the sight
| of the lame man.

He blinked at the dark, sunburnt faee and
deep-set eyes. :

“So you've come!” he grunted.

The lame man nodded.

“Have you any news for me?” he asked.

Neg.” 3

“The South A ~he has
‘claimed the other eagerly.
“I've seen him.”

“Where?" :
“On the cliffs on the other side -of the
t cove,” said Bunter. “He came down ‘tHe

come?” ex-

Hazcldene g;in’ned._‘v:‘ S
: L {Copy

i path from the cave this afternoon.”

“shall be

brake.

them.

A look of disappointiment came over the
sther’s face.

“Bah!” he exclaimed. “Is that ali?”

Bunter blinked at hir.

“Isn’'t that enough? I've carried out your
instructions.”

“Yes, yes, that is true,
I saw him there.”
the dark face.
tell me?”

“No.”

“Leave a note on the sundial if you have
news,” he whispered. “I will fetch it!”

And the lame man turned away.

. “Here, I say!” exclaimed Billy Bunter
indignantly. “I say, you knmow, you haven't
settled up yet.”

“What?”

“The five bob, you know.”

“Ah, I forgot!” said fhe other con-
temptuously. z

He tock out five shillings, and placed them
in the fat junior's palm. Bunter’s eyes
glistened.

“Thank yout”

The lame man nodded, and hurried away
into the rocks. Billy Bunter counted the
money, and found it right, and turned to
go back to Black Rock.

It was five shillings easily earned, and
Bunter was beginning to feel very pleased
with his role of reporter.

What it was all about, what kind of affair
he was getting mixed up in, the fat junior
neither knew nor cared. Tt was emough for
him that the money was forthcoming

As he went back towards the house, several
times he heard a faint sound behind him, and
he turned his head, with the idea that the
lame man might be following him. Bat he
S4W To one. 2
The dusk was deepening over the shore
and the bay now, the rocks were growing
dim to the view, and the short-sichted junior
did not see very clearly.

He was within a hundred yards of the
house when a footstep sounded close behind,
and a hand fell with a grip of iron on his
shonlder.

He swung round with a startled gasp.

“Oh, really—"

The words died on his lips.

Through the dusk a swarthy face was look-
ing into his. e

1t was the face of Pedro Ijurra, the South

American.
E ; hiz terror, as a cat might enjoy
that of a mouse. 5

Bunter made a feceble effort ta .get away,
‘;;t the grip on his shoulder was like that
of a viee.

“Stop!” said the South American,

“Certainly,” said Bunter faintly,
ery pleased to stop.
I'm really awfully glad to
kmow.”

The South American smiléd grimly.

“Give me the money,” he said.

Bunter jumped.

“The—the what?*

“The money.” -

“I—I haven’t any,.you know. JI—I'm stonya
My friends treat me very meanly,
and I can never raise 4 small ‘loan from:
FPm stony.: Otherwize, I'd he sin-
cerely pleased.to. lend you sorme tin.”

“Give me the money—the money Halkeft
gave you.” : :

But it is nothing.
A grim smile flitted over
“You have nothing else io

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Changes Sides.
JURRA looked at the fat junior in
silence for a few moments, as if enjoy=

7
You see, I—
sée you, you

right in the United States of America.)

&
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“‘I—I don't know anybody of that name.”
“The lame man!” said the South American
smrply

(x ve me the money! I saw him ‘give it
you! I heard all that you said. I was not
half a dozen paces away from \ou

Bunter shivered.

Without another word he handed over the
five precious shillings, and his dream of jam-
tarts at the vxllage shop faded away.

The South American took the money, but
did not put it in his pocket.

With a sweep of the hand he sent it whirl-
ing through the air, and the coins splashed
lu,htly mto the bay, and sank under the
water.

Bunter watclied this proceeding in blank
astonishment.

“W-w-what——" he began.

“That xs gone!” said the South American
quietly. “You young hound, you have taxen
money to spy upon me! Is it not 207"

“Oh, no! I wouldn’t do anything of that
sort!” said Bunter. “I hopo you don’t think
me capable of anything like ¢hat.”

“I tell you that I heard ‘all you said!”
exclaimed the South American flercely.

- “Don't attempt to deceive me. Listen to me.

That man Halkett v to meet me. He
wishes you to tell where I may be
found.”

“Ye-e-e3.”

“Now,” said thc South American, in a
gentler tone, “he gives you silver for betray-
ing me. 1 will give you gold to betray
him!I" o

“0h, really—"

“Listen to me. That man'is a murderer!
He wishes to see me, to take my life!” said
Ijurra. “He has fired at me twice to-day.”

“0Oh dear!”

“You would be arrested as an accomplice
if he succeeded,” said Ijurra. “You would
pay very dear for the money he has given
)ou

o o B B

“You can get more money, and serve the
law, by helping me instead of him,” satd the
South American, watching the fat junior’s
frightened face marrowly. *I. want to get

him where he can be arrested. You under-,

stand?”

“Ye-g-e8.”

“How are you to communicate with him
agmn?"

“I have to leave a note on the sundial in
the garden.”

“And he will come and take it2”

*Yes”

“At what hour?”

“I don't know.”

“Listen! You will write a note at my dic-
tation, and leave it {or him, so that he may
fall into the hands of the police?”

"C-c-certamh' gasped  Bunter. “I—1I
dldn t know——

“ Bxactly! You shall write the note here,
and I will give you a sovereign for placing it
where he will find it.”

Bunter’s eyes glistened behind
tacles.

“0Of course, I'm jolly willing to assist the
law ! he said. “If the man is a murderer
he ought to be arrested, of course!”

Ijurra smiled sardonically.

“Then you shali write the note now.”

“It's—it’s dark.”

“% will soon alter that. Come into
shadow of the rocks, and I will light
lantern.”

“I haven’t a pencil."

“I have one.’

“QOr any p-lper 2

“A leaf from my pochet hook will do.”

Bunter followed the South American in
silence.

It did not occur to him to doubt the South
Amcrican’s statement in regard to Halkett.

The proffered sovereign was a potent argu-
ment to convince the needy junior.

In the shadow of a great rock the South
American turned on the light of a dark
iantern.

He set it on the ground, and tore a leaf
from a pocket-book and handed it to Billy
Bunter, with a stump of a pencil.

“Write, nino.”
“Al—all right. But what—"
But—"

his spee-

the
my

“L will dictate.”

“Just as you like.

“Write this:
he is hiding in the caves in the cliffs on the
northern side agam Ty

“That's done,” said Bunter, spreading the
sheet on the cover of the pocket-book, and
scribbling down the words in his sprawling
hand.

“Now sign it.”

®All right.”

‘I have seen him again, and

Bunter added his signature—“W. G.
Bunter "—to the message.

“Good!” said the South American. “Look
you."”

He groped in his pockef
sovereign. The gold glistened in th
the lantern.

“That is yours.”

Bunter's fingers closed on it greedily.

“You shall have five times as much as soon
as the man is arrested!” said the South
American, with a curious grin,

“Jolly good!”

“You will place this note on the sundial?”

“Yes, rather!”

And Billy Bunter hurried off.

He reached the garden-gate of the house.

From the lighted windows came the merry
sounds of a piano and singing.

Bunter did not enter the house, however;
he skirted it, and made his way to_the sun-
dial, in a secluded part of the gardens.

There he placed the note, with a stone
upon it to keep it in place.

He blinked round inte the dusk. There
was no one in sight. The moon was showing
a silver rim over the cliffs now.

Bunter went back to the house.

It was more than an hour later that a
dark form appeared among the bushes in the
garden and approached the sundial—a dark
figure, that hmped awkwardly—the figure of
the lame ma

He glanced ‘eare
then started eagerly
was a note there.

He picked it up eagerly and read.

Then his eyes glenmcd

“At last!

He left a small heap of silver on the sun-
dial in the place of the note, and guitted the
garden as quickly as he had come,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Black Villain.

and-drew ouf a
e light of

at the sundial,

h

and
saw that there

111 ALLO! Hallo! Halle? Here's
Bunter!”
Billy Bunter came into the
brightly-lighted room, blinking.

“I'm sorry I've been a long time,”
the Owl of the Remove.

“Don’t trouble to apologisg, B:Ily " said
Bob Cherry. “We hfucnt missed you,'

“Oh, really,

“Look here,” px’opoad Bob Che TEY
says a walk along the neath It's
moonhght mght, and:

“Good idea!” chorused the juniors,

“Would you like it, Marjorie?”

“Verv much !

“Let’s get along, then.”

The chums of Greyfriars siipped on their
hats and coats, and strolled out of the
garden and upen the pebble ridge. The moon
was sailing over the bay, whic h ‘was almost

as light as day.

They followed the sands round to the
northern side of the cove, under the ledge
path that, high above their beads, ran to the
smugglers’ cave high up the cliff,

Harry Wharton paused and glanced up at
the cave.

The great dark opening could be seen in
the face of the cliff, high ov erhead.

As Harry looked, he saw a form moving
on the cliff ledge towards the cave.

A dark figure, black against the moonlit
face of the cliff, limped up the steep path
towards the cave.

He was too far off for Harry to make him
out elearly, but the limp betrayed him.

It was the lame man—the man they had
seen in the cavern.

“What are you locking at up there?” asked
Hazeldene,

Harry \’V harten peinted,

“Look {”

“The lame man, by Jove!

“He's going to the cave,” said Billy Bunter.
“He'll jolly well be arrested there, and serve
him right.”

The junicrs stared at him,

“What are you babbling ‘U.out Bunty?”
asked Bob Cherry pleazantly, “Off your silly
rocker?”

“Dh, I forgot!”

“You forget what?”

“Ow! If ycu shake me like that, vou ass,
vou'll m-m-make my glasses fall oif and if
they get brokem, vowll have to pay for
them!”

“What are 30u————"

“Good heavens!

“said

“Who
a lovely

«gpt
“Look-—oh, look ¥’

Harry Wharton's voice was sharp with
horror. His band trembisd as

Friday. | 3

The juniors stared up at the face of the
clifts, and their faces grew whibe.

“Good heavens!” stammered Bob Cherry.

High on the rugzed face of the cliff, twenty
vards above the ledge that ran .110,1“ to the
cave, was ancther ledge

On that ledge, clearly vi
light, was a figure the junio
of the South American,

He had a heavy piece of rock poised,
and was about te roll it down the cliff upor
the lower ledge, vpon the lame man who was
unconsciously making his way beneath.

If that stone rolied down upon the lame
rean, his doom was sealed, and a crushed body
would crash down upen the beach beside the
(ireyfriars juniors. .

For a moment horror held them
then Wharton found his veice,

“Look ouit”

The shout rang out the sudden silence
of the cliffs, Lchnmb over the The lame
man gave a sudden start, and Iooked down.

in the moon-
r well—that

spelibound,

In doing so he ehmj,,ed his position, and
that change saved his life.

For the stome was rolling down the cliff
now—a huge mass of rock, heavy as the

Scuth American could mov
It crashed upon the lower Ead;;e, where the
iame man had been standing, and boundaﬂ ofl,
and crashed down upon the beach ab the foot
of the cliffs
Mdnon
fm?

gave a low cry, and covered her
vith her hands.
icod heavens!” stammered Nugsﬂt.
The juniors gazed up at the eliff in horror,
It was murder thdu nad been intended, and
it mxont 3et Lom to pass,
rtied by the crash of the
a foot of him,
if, and seemed

le South American, twenty yards above,
gritted his teeth, and ag his h[!a parted in a
savage snarl, Harry caught the gleam of his
teeth in the moonlight, Tike those of a wild
animal,

“Carambo!”

The rascai hissed ¢
disappointment
was in his hands
edge.

Wharton waved Lis Land wildly to the lame
man.

“Loc¢k out! Look up! i

Halkett started out from the clif where
lie was leaning, and loo! upward.

He caught sight of the rthy face of the

ut the w

ord in his savage
ed

w

South American gnerm, aver the upper
ledge, and of the rock that waz about to
roll,

“Tjurra!” he eried.

“Carambol”

The rock rolled down.

Halkett ran a few paces along the ledge,
and the rock crashed where he had been
standing, bounced off, and rolled down the
eliff.

It splintered into a hundred pleces within
a dozen yards of the group of juniors,

“The~-the villain!” muttered Hazeldene.
“He means to kill him!”

“He will not succeed now.”

The lame man shock his elenched fist at
the swarthy face on tue upper led"'e, and
darted into the cavern.

There he was safe from the rocks hurled
from above, though he could not venture ont
as long as the moonlight lasted.

The South American ground his teeth.

He had failed,

It was through Harry Wharton's warning
to the lame man that he had failed, and he
cast a glance of polsonous hatred towards the
group of junicrs q:;wn on the beach.

His hand sought out another piece of rock;
but bhe did not hurl it. Inste«d he turned
and tramped away up the dve and dis-
appeared over the eliff.

The juniors were-looking very white.

“You saved t'mt chap's life, Harry,” said
Mark Linley.

Wharton nedded,

“J suppose 56. What a precicus villain that
aoutu American is! He meant o kill the
chap.”

X" That was plain enough.”

“Looks to me like six of one and half a
dozen of the other,” said Nugeat thoughtfully.
“That lame chap must be tiie man who was
ficing at him in the boat.”

“Phew! Of course.” !

“They must be old enemies, I suppose,” said
Hazeldene., “But why are they here? What
have they got to do with Uncle Hugh?”

’That:' a blessed mystery!”

“fet us go back,” aaid Marjorie,

Tur PaNNy Porcisr.—No. 13




4 ; THE PENNY POPULAR-—Every Friday.

“Yes, do,” said Miss &ara, with a shiver.
“It—it is horrible!”
Even Miss Clara’s
gone for the time.
They walked slowly back towards Black
ock.
Billy Bunter’s face was a study. e
Even the ohtuse mind of the fat junior
could not fail to see the fruth now, and he
knew why the South American had made him
write that note to the lame man; it was to

insousiancc was quite

lure him upon the ledge paih into a death- ]

trap.
“The awful villain!® wnmrmured Billy
Bunter. “The awful wretch! That’s what

he gave me the sovercign for! I'ye a jolly
good mind ta chuck it away!”

But he did not.

Hazeldene and Mark Linley walked on with
the girls, the  ether fellows lngering be-
hind ab a sign from Harry Whartou:

Wharton's face was hard and set,

Bunter, as usual, was bringing up the rear,
and he suddenly found himself surrounded by
Hurzl'ry Wharton & Co., and theé girls out of
sight, .

“Stop!” said Harry.

Bunter stopped, blinking inquiringly at the
juniors. =

“What's the row?” he asked.

“You've got to explain yourself, that’s all.”
said. Harry Wharton. = “There’s enough
mystery going on in this show, witheut you
adding to it. That South American villain
came very near committing a murder to-
night.” 2

“I—T don’t know.”

“You knew that lame chap was going up
the cliff path,” said Harry. “ You know some-
thing about the matter. You got a sovereign
irom somebody to-day. It looks to me as if
you have heen used in some way in the
mafiter. You're going to explain. anywav.”

P By

“Will you explain?”

“You see, I i

“Collar him and duck bLim
said Harry.

Bob Cherry and Fuorree Singh seized the
fat junior. . Billy Bunter strngaled in their
musecular grip.

“I—1 say, you fellows, hold ont T—1 dou'g
mind explaining. In—in fact, T was just going
to explain, you know. I really meant to con-
tide in you chaps all along.”

“Then you'd better begin,”
grimly. “Mind, the trath,

in the sea,”

said Harry
nd nothing but

the truth. Youw'll get a ducking at the first
lie.”

“Oh, really, Wharten, il yon doubt my
vord 2

“No rot! Get onl?

“All right!” gasped Bunter.

And he explained. The juniors listensd
with amazement to the story. The scorn in
their faces did not trouble Billy Bunter,

“You little rascal!” said Harry con-
temptuously. “You spied for one man, and
then hetrayed him to the other.”

“Oh, really, Wharton, that’s a rotten way
to put it! I—I thought—="

“Where's the sovereign that South Ameri-
can gave you?”

“In my pocket.”

“Take it out!”

“What for?” =

“Take it out!” roared Wharton.

Billy Bunter jumped, and oheyed. He took
out the sovereign, looking decidedly uneasy.

“Now throw it into the sea!” commanded
Wharton. ¥

“What!” yelled Bunter, unable to helieve
his ears. “W.w-what!™

“You heard what T said!”

“You—you must be dotty!” casped Bunter.
“It’s—it's a real sovereign—a good one, I'm
not such an ass as to waste it.”

“You're not going {o keep that villains
money!” :

“Look here, Wharton——"

“You young rascal! Do you understand
that it’s blood-money?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton fiercely. *Throw it away at once!”

"“Well, suppose you give me ancther for it
said Bumter, “then you ean chuek it away as
fast as you like.”

“I'll give you a thick ear, if you don’t do
as I tell you!”

“Oh, really—"

“°Nuff said. Throw thal coin nfo the sea,
or we'll throw you in!” exclaimed Harry.

Bunter reluctantly spun the coin towards

1 a. It fell on the sand, and Ilay there
stening in the moonlight.
., Bob Cherry stepped over to it, and kicked
it into the sea. It spun round, glittering,
over the shining water, and then sank ont of
sight. -

THE PENNY Porcrir.~No, 18,

S0 blackguardly as this!

L American’s

| Ok

Bunter gave a groam.

“Look here, you jolly well
sovereign, Wharton!”

“I owe you a licking,” said Harry, frown-
ing, “and you'll jolly well get it if you play
any more of these mean, dirty tricks!”

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“@et on, you—you toad! And mind, we're
going to keep an eye on you in the futare!”
said Harry angrily. “You sha’n’t go out
alone again. I knew yeu’d jolly well disgrace
us somehow if we let you come on this vac
with us, but I didn’t expeet anything quite
Shut up; don’t t'é“{

e

owe 1me a

any more! You've talked too much!
on, before 1 kick you!” :

And Billy Buater, almost bursting with
indignation, rolled on ahead, followed by the
irowning juniors of Greyfriars.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Carried Up to Bed.
ILLY BUNTER made several attempts

during the remainder of the evening

to get out of the house unohserved.
The fact that the lame man had
followed the path to the cave showed that he
must. have taken the mote from the sundial,
and in that case he had doubtless Teft the
promised reward behind him,

And having been deprived of the South
sovereign, Billy Bunter was
extremely anxious to get hold of the five
shillings,

But whenever Bunter made a movement to
go out, one or another of the juniors quietly
but determinedly followed him, and the fat
Removite found it impossible to elude them.

At length he gave it up as a bad job, and
gazed morosely into the fire.

“Bedtime !’ announced Harry Wharton, at
length.

Bunter did not move from his chair.

“Time {for bed, Billy!” said Wharton
brusgunely. *“Get a move on!”

The fat iunnior blinked.

“Oh, realiy, Wharton! I think you chaps
might carry me up,” ‘he said. - “I'm jolly
tired.”

" Well, we're tired, t0o,” said Mark Linley.

Bunter sniffed.

“If you're going to be beastly selfish about
i, I suppose I needn’t say any more!” he
exclaimed. “I think you might be decent.”

Bob Cherry winked at his comrades.,

“Perbaps we’'d better carry him,” he re-
marked. “He’s eaten a lot. to-day, and he
way have an attack of apoplexy; and what
would Greyliriars do if anything happened to
its Bunter?”

*Ha, ha, hat”

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“Lend me a hand, Nugent.”

“Certainly !”

“Thanks!” said Bunter, “Clasp your
hands, and make a seat for me, and I'll sit
down, Take care how you carry me, you
know—any shock to the system might do me
lots of harm. You know I've got a jolly
delicate constitution.”

“You take his ankles, Frank,”

“What-ho!”?

“T'll take his ears—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3
“‘F”Iere, hold on! I say, you fellows—-

“On seconds thoughts, I'l take his
shoulders,” said Bob Cherry, grasping the
Tat junmior. “Now, then, are you ready?”

“Right-ho!” z

“Here goes, then.”

“Oh! Ow! I say, you fellows——""

But Bunter’s protests were in vain. He
had asked to be carried, and Bob Cherry and
Nugent meant to carry him.

He was whisked off his feet—no light task,
considering his weight—and Bob dragged him
up by the shoulders, and Nugent followed,
grasping his ankles, <

They got him as far as the stairs, and then
halted.

“Ow, ow! Oh!” groaned Bunter.

‘“Are you ready?”

¥en

“Now, then, up with him!”

“I'm going my best!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“But he’s such a blessed weight! Does it
matter if we bump you on each step,
Bunty?” :

“Owi”

Bump!

*“Yow!”

Bump!

“Yarooh!” . .

“Don’'t make that row; youwll wake the
whole school--1 mean the whole House,” said
Bob Cherry. *We're doing our best.” -

“Oh, leggot”

“Bubt you want tc be carried up to bed.”

“Yah! Lemme alone!”

“ Byt

“Leggo!” shrieked Bunter.

“Nonsense! You're too tired.
along t”

“Yarooh!”

Bump, bump, bump!

The fat junior was bumped on cvery stair,
and every fresh bump brought a fresh shriek
from him,

The rest of the juniors followed, launghing.

Billy Bunter struggled hard to escape from
the grasp of the humorous juniors, but in
vain, c 5

“PH walki”
Bripg him

“You asked for it, you kmow,” g
Hazeldene,

“Oow!”

“My hat! He's heavy! It's not so bad,

though, if you rest him on every stair,” said
Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow, ow, ow!?

They reached the landing at last. Tazel-
dene took the candle in the bed-room—a Jong,
large room, in which seven beds had_ been
placed in a row, curiously resembling a hit of
the old dormitory at Greyfriars.

“Ow1!” roared Bunter. *“Leggo!”

“Carry him to the bed,” said Bob.

“Ow!”

Bunter was carried to the bed.

Bob Cherry and Nugent gave him a final
swing through the air, and let him go, and
he swung upon the bed and bumped there,

There was an ominous creak from the hed
as the fat junior’s beavy weight crashed
upon it.

“Oh1®

“Ha, ha, ha?’

Billy Bunter sat up on the bed and
gasped. He put his spectacles straight on
his little, fat nose, and blinked -at the
laughing juniors.

“Ow! You rotters!”

“Ha - ha, hat?

* Beasts!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yah!”

“Ha, ba, hat”

Billy Bunter gave it up.

All his remarks were answered by vells of
laughter from the juniors, and the miore his
indignation waxed, the more funny they
seemed to consider it,

It was impossible to be wrathiul with
dignity under the circumstances, aud Billy
Bunter snorted, and relapsed into silence,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

An Alarm in the Night.

ARRY WHARTON found it difficult
to_sleep that night.

The swarthy, evil face of the

South- American as he hurled the

rock from the upper ledge was always before

his eyes. -

The hours passed slowly, and still sleep
did not visit his eyelids, He stirred at last,
and eat up in bed.

“You fellows asleep?” he asked.

“I'm awake,” came Mark Linley's quiet:
tones. :

“And 1,” said Hazeldene.

There was no other voice.

“Blessed if I can go to sleep.” said Hazel-
dene, sitting up. “I suppose it was seeing
that villain this evening: that’s got on my
nerves. I can’t help feeling that there's
danger in the air.” .

“That’s bow I feel.”

“It is very curioms,” said Mark Linley
slowly. “Have yom noticed—-"

“Noticed what?”

“Duke was making a noise up
minutes ago.
sound.”

Wharton started, and listened.

The sounds of the mastifi moving in the
garden, brushing in the bushes and trotting
on the paths, had been quite plain in the
dead. stillness of the night.

He listened intently, but there was no
further sound; several miputes passed thus,
but the silencd was unbroken.

“Tt’s very curious,” said Hazeldene at last.

“Duke may have gone out of the garden.”

“I don’t think he would. He’s been
trained to wateh the house, I—I wonder
if anything’s happened to Duke?”

Wharton jumped out of hed.

“I'm jolly well going to see!” he exc
“May as well take a turn im the g
as lie here awake.”

“Just as well,” said Mark, getting up.

Hazeldcne turned out, too, and began to
dress quickly.

“Don’t wake any of the otherg,”

1 ) to five
Since then he hasn't mads a

said




< ehap

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday. 5

Billy Bunter sat up on the bed, and gasped. He put his spectacles straight on his little fat nose, and blinked at ]

ths laughing juniors.

“ Ow ! you rotters 177 he yelled: - {

Harry, % he pulled on a pair of rubber]

shpes, “We can call them if they're
wanted, We can drop out of the window.”

“Good !” =

Wharten quietly opened the window,

It creaked a fittle, and the night was so
still that even a fainb creak sounded loudly.

Wharton looked out and measured the
distance with his eye.

It was a drop that would have scared
Billy Buuter, but it was nok much to the
young athletes of the Greyiriars Remove.
Therc was a bed of soft mould to fall upon,
too. >

Wharton: clambered out on the sill.

“I'l go first!” he mattered,

_“I say, vou fellows!” "It was a squeaky
voice from the gloom—Billy Bunter was sit-
ting up in bed, blinking towards them. “F
say 2

“Shut up, Bunter!”,

“Where are you going?"

“Only to have a Jook up and down the
garden, to see that all’s safe.”

Bunter grunted.
yvou fellows, you can leave me
I don't want to get up.”
share of what?”

“The feed.

SPeed! What feed?

“QOh, no gammon!’ said Bunter.. “I know
you're going to have a-feed, of course. A
= ouldn’'t be idiot enough to get up in
“the middle of the night except for an im-
portant purpese. What have you got?”

“If vou come after us 11l pulverise you!”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Ring oft”

Harry swung himself out of the window, and
dropped. He staggered a little, but kept his
feet,-and stepped out of the way.

Mark followed, and then Hazeldene. Hazel-
dene rolled over ou the ground, and Harry
helped him up.

“All right?” he asked.

“Richt as rain.” >

The iuniors moved away from the wal.

They listened for the movements of the
mastiff, but 1ot a sound was to be heard,
save the wind in-the trees and the distant
wash of the sea.

They moved

guiefly down the garden.

Harry Wharton whistled softly to the dog,
but there was po response.
“Duke! Duke!”
He called the name softly, but only the
echo answered him. "
e

Wharton's face was pale row. was

certdin that the dog could not have wandered |

away; yet where was he? What had hap-
pened. to him?

Suddenly the junior staggered over a dark
mass that lay in the path under the shadow
of the shrubbery.

He barely saved himself from falling. He
stooped, and looked &t the object he had
stumbled over.

“@Good heavens!” ¢ 1 5

“What is it?” whispered Hazeldene tensely.

“Duke!” =

“Oht”

The deog lay quite still, a black mass in the
shadow. Harry Wharten touched him; he did
not mioye.

The body was stiill warm, but there was no
palpitation in it.

Wharton withdrew his haud; it was wet.
He held it up in the moonlight. There was
a red stain on hiz fingers.

“Blood !” &

“Good heavens!” murmured Linley.

“The dog has been killed,” said Wharton
hugkily., “Duke is dea@!”

“Then—"

. “The villain has been here, then.”

Wharton set his feeth.

“If he has been here, he must be here now.
Come on {” ;

He ran up the path towards the house.

s

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Takes Cover.

ILLY BUNTER did not go to sleep
again after the three juniors disap-
peared from the window. The fat
Removite was quite convinced that

Harry Wharton and his comrades were going
to enjoy a surreptitious feast; he could
imagine no other, adequate reason for getting
out of bed in the middle of the night.

And if there was a feed on, Billy Bunter
did not mean to be left out of it.

But he did not think of fellowing the
luniors into the garden.

in the first place, he could not drop from
the window; and making a rope of sheets
again would take too much time.

And then, he felt fhat if he followed

Wharton he might meet with a painful recep-
tion

ching the ground. At the same
s determined not to lose sight

on re
e w

ipped out of hed, bundled on his
quickly as he could, adjusted his
ctacles, and went to the doer.
d out on the landing, and ciosed
¢om door softly behind him.

Then he descended the stairs on tiptoe.

His idea was fo get out of the hounse by
the Freneh windows of the dining-room, which
should have been guite easy; and which would
allow him te follow the three juniors without
them being aware of the fact.

Bunter was too short-sighted and too .ex-
cited to notice that there was a light under
the door of the dining-room.

He took it for geanted that at that hour,
nearly one o'clock in the morning, the cap-
tain was gone to bed.
the door, and a blaze of light

clothe
big

rlowing in the grate, and the
lamps were still alight.

Billy Bunter stopped in the doorway, blink-
ing. quite taken™hy surprise. .

He was trying to think of some excuse to
mumble out, for he realised now that the
captain could not be gone to bhed, when he
hecame aware that the room was empty.

The French window stood open on one side,
Jetting in the cool breeze from the sea, which
made the lamps flicker.

There was no one in the room: -
Bunter's heart had heen thumping hard, bu
he calmed down a little as he saw that he was

as yet undiscovered. >

He crossed the room towards the open
window.

But before reaching it he paused.

Although his mind was occupied with
thoughts of the supposed feed, it struck him

| as peculiar that the lights should be burning,

the reom empty, and the window open.
THE PeNNy PopULarR.—No. 18
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wought, b
in ?;h\’ %

dropped to h
srinchair.
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presen
vttention of
His knees
¥ith thu‘n

Ilm' v was w |
A heavy tr
¥reneh windows.
The powerfuj

Hagd he
tnan who v&:
of him?"’
Captain Cunlifie
and drew dowa %
gelf into the ai

drew 2
his  feet ! 4
tain sat and reached

ver on meﬁ].,aiﬂe,

He rose silen
thair in which tihs
bis hand towards the

The captain caught

sat petrified for a uswonu‘l Thcu

&

he made

_» wild grasp towards the revelver, .

But it was ioo iate.

The dusky fingors were i, and it
was snatched and as the zaptain
leaped .to mq his own weapon was
levelled a Bis

)
heart.
.

¢l the swarthy face
zed ab him wi

A mockin5 B
“Stand b
mani*

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face.
APTAIN CUNLIFFE starcd b

the 'wmh .ﬁmwx
The v
grip mever wavored.
It _needed but the ure of
forefinger to send a bLullet crash
the Englishman’s heart, and *na expres on
on the snarthv face showed b Fjurra was
ready to do if.
The captain’
fingers Llf’ﬁ‘ ']g
vulsively. He wa
advantage, :}%xd he

taken at a hop
now unarmed
at lash, and

was husky an
The Routn Am
“8i, senor.”

“You here

“Ag you

The captain clesichiod his hands b rd.

“I-~I knew you had come. Whm I found
the mastiff dead,” he muttered, in 3 choked
voice. “I have brm srrkma you. -1
thought you hiad gou in a5 I could not
find you.”

“1 was not gons, amigo. I am here. as
you see, ttle the old account.”
<nd the iean touched with

THE PEXY

1 when 1 attacked you,” he said coolly.

YOJ O -your
in the tre
+ 30 ar bones
L e

an L~:ondzt
capitano.”
The eaptain lookes

m steadily, There
room, broken only

iter  was

33 have you came to
W cclaimed the captain at
will enm intd no compaet with
always regretted my folly in
ming myseld with two

of whom kept faith with

pr\,pocn
fast. I
you.” I have
once ﬂoing B
wozmdr cls, 1t
me.

snecred the Routh A
“It is 1al Ik

done s0, hat—"
“So you told me on th

did not helisve you. Li

and 1

Halkett and I discovered the nuggets.in the

Argentine sierras, and as soon a8 we had
found them we determined each to keep the
whole of the i"’?ﬁ'ﬂh\,

“1 did no

“Bah! Why lie about i nowi” sncered
Tjurra, “The same night Halkett fell imto
an arroye, where we believed he had gone
to his death——"

The captain clenched his hands.

“Wretch | It was you who hurled him
there! That I suspested from the first.

and 1 was sure of it when you attacked me.”
The South American shrugged his shoulders,
“But you played a better game than Is;iid
“You
I lay unconscious for many hours
and dead, as yon

shot me.
there in the pampas grass,
believed.”

frS

“When I came to myself you were. gone,
and the nuggetz. I have hunted you down,
to return the favaur you pa)d me “—~the man
touched the scar again—"and to recuver the
gold, Disten! Give it to me, and X will
leave you as you are, unha tmed, It is the
gold that I wanb.”

“I tell you I have none of it 1 teld you
on the pampas that Halkett had taken it,
that he was fleeing with it when you hurlea
him into the ravige, znd that in doing se
you had thrown away a fortune.”

“I did not believe you.”

“It was true.”

“It is not true!” cried the South American
fiercely. “Besides, if it were, Halkett is not
dead 2

“Not dead?”

“No; I have seen him.”

“He lives?” said the captain, dazed, *1
helieved—"

“You pretend you did rtut know, when he
1s here—when he has ¢ i o kill me

The captain I
“¥ did not know.
“I do nobt believe yon, H
now, from the injury he ree
mto the ravine—it was his I@g
tead of his neck, and hoy
I know not. But he is sl
you musgt know 6!
“i did not kn«w
? said er"a,
You know
nd all the

you so

as great
inger he
mv share t~»’md I will "go.

cannot give you what I do ot B
hf How are you liv
he sea, and you have money.

“1 have what T bave earned
forty years at sea,” said the
“and not a shilling of it will ever
hands, Pedro hurr“'”
The South American gritted his #a:
“X shall begin to believe you at 1
exclgimed. It may be that Halkeit has i
gold, and that is why he is s§ det
to taxe my me Le’r it be so but
get nothing
For the ’,1~f trrh
% 1u. 2
No.
“Then
The South American’s eyes ‘hiazed along
the levelled barrel. Bxlly Bunter's 37
could stand it no longer.
With a wild snrick he rolied aga
screen and sent it crashing to the floor.
The Scuth American started baczk eonvule
sively, the revolver lowering to his side, and
with lichtning swiftness the English captain
seized his opportunity.
He leaped forward like a blgodhiound, and
hurled himself upon the South American.
His left hand grasped the right wrist of
the swarthy ruffian, forcing the pistol still
giuwe;, till the muzzle was pointed to the
oor.

8 yours.

JOUR

h'wc ;»rm the

Then, with a twist of the wrist that
brought a shrick of pain from. the South
American, he forced Ijurra to drop the
weapons

The revolver fell upon the floor,

“QCarambo )

“AMan to man now!” eried Captain u.r-xﬂ‘e.
“You scoundrel look out for yéurseld
And the two men closed in desperate com-
ab.

Rilly Bunter blinked at them, sznd send
forth yell after yell, almost out of his wits
with terror.

There came a
French windows.

“Open—open here !”

“Help!”

“Billy! Open the window{”

Bunter understood at last.

Captain Cunliffe and Pedro Tjurra were
rolling on the floor now in fierce struggle.
Chairs were crashing, and a lamp had gone
with a crash te the floor.

Billy Bunter tore aside the blind and un-
fastened the French window.

It was flung open, and Harry Wharton
dashed in, with Mark Linley and Hazeldene
at his heels,

loud hammering on the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Tragedy of the CIiff.

HE South American was akﬁ%hng
with  desperation now—not  for
victory, but for frcedom,

The entrance of the GQreyiriars
juniors had made all the difference,
Bub the captain was not disposed to AC‘!}
him go.
His grasp
ruffian.
Tjurra was making desperate efforts to get
at the knife hidden in his breast, but he

wag like fron on the swarthy

‘could not reach it.

Strong as the captain was, however, he was
only slowly getting the advantage. The
South American fought like a wild-cat.

“Wire in!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,

And he rushed to the captain’s aid.

“What-ho!” said Mark. “Collar him!”

“Got him at last!” said Hazeldene, with
great satisfaction.

The grasp of the three juniors fastemed
upen the ruffian,

Wharton kicked the pisto! out of the way.
The South American had no chance now. He
was forced to the floor, and Mark Linley
knelt on his chest, -

“You had better give in,” said the Lanca-
shire lad
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The South American ﬂ] red at-the juniers.

“Let me up!” he muttercd.

“Hardly,” sald ‘Wharton. “You won't be
fet go till you're in the pohcs statwn He
will have to be arrested, of course, sir.

Captain Cunliffe nodded.

“Yes. I will get a length of rope to bind
him with. He’s too dangercus a customer to
be allowed loose.”

“Carambo! I—" =

There was a sound at
“mdow

“Look oub!” yelled Billy Bunter suddenly,
and he made a wild dive to get behind the
big armchair.

The juniors
window.

From the darkness of the
of the lame man had suddenly appeared, and
his deep-set eyes seemed to burn into the
room.

It was only for a momenf that he stood
there, and then he disappeared 'xf;am Cap-
tum Clmh{fe sprang towards the windew.

“Halkett!”

But there was no reply.

“Look outt” shouted Mark Linley.

The South American was taking ad\omtfam
of the sudden consternation. The hold upon
kim had insensibly relaxed.

With a wrench he tore himself loose, and
sprang to his feetf.

Thﬂ juniors leaped towards him; but the
South American’s hand was in his breast
now, and the clear steel flashed out.

“Carambo! Stand back!”

And the juniors leaped back from the knife.
Wharton made a rush for the poker. Captain
Cunlitte seized the revolver.

Ijurra made a savage spring for the
. window, and in a moment was gone.

The llfhe form vanished into the garden.

The ptain rushed after him. He was
gone!

Wharton snapped his teeth.

“He has escaped!”

“CGone!”

Crack! Crack!

Two sharp shots-rang out from tle dark-
ness, two flashes lit up for an instant the
glooms. Who was. firing there?

. They .did not need telling. Tt was the

lame man. fjurra had escaped capture only

to ‘encounter a deadlier danger in the dark-
ness of the garden.

There was a ye‘ll. a crash of footsteps, and
another ringing shot.

Theun silence.

The whole house was alarme

Bob Cherry and the rest
stairs, half-dressed, eagerly
was the matter.

Marjorie and Clara, wrapped in cloaks and
were with them pale and terrified.
I\"anorxe caught Harry's arm.

“Harry! What is it?”

“It is all right now,” said Harry, pressing
her hand reassuringly. “The South American
has been here. but he has done no harm.
He has fled.”

“But who is firing?”

“The other man—his enemy,” said Wharton
grimly. “Ijurra will be lucky if he gets away
alive to-night. It will be better for your
uncle if he does not escape. But—"

the open Freiich

looked . guickly towards tbe

d now.
ad come down-
inguiring what

n the form

Hark!”

Crack!

“He is firing @gain.”

“0Oh, listen!”

From the darkness in the direc
eliffs came a terrible ery

It rang and echoed through the night, and
died away sobbing among the crannies of the
clifts.

It was followed by
more terrible.

Marjorie and Cl shuddered.

The moon emerged from behind the mass of
clonds—bright, silver, sailing high and round
and fair.

The light streamed upon tie shining cliffs.

On the rocky ledge was seen the figure of
the lame man, gazing dewnward towards the
beach.

He raised his head, and the juniors saw him

make a gesture, and then he limped on over
the cliff and dhdpnmud

It was the last time they ever saw him.

What, had he been looking a$ on the beach,
from the height of the rocky path?

The juniors asked themselves that question
with shuddering.

The moon sank out of view again in the
hosom of the clouds.

“@Go in, my lads,” said (Aptau‘ Cuntifie, in
a hoarse, strained voice—“ge'in!

The Gre\nmn juniors went in quietly.

There was a grim silence among them
That ery from the cliffs could only mean one

tion of the

silence—a silence still

thing, but what it meant they shuddered to
think.

Marjorie and Clara went back te their
room. They were pale as death.

The junicrs did not speak tiil they were in
theu own quarters again.
. “Tt's awfual!” muttﬂred Bob
a"t

“I'm afraid thé‘res not much doubt what
hag happened,” said Wharten, in a shaken
voice. “The South American must have fled
by the path up the clifi—the path where he
hurled tlie rock upon the lame man yester-
d n

Cherry, at

“It looks like it. And he fell—

“He fell, or “was threwn, down -to the
beach,” said -Harry. “I% is terrible, but
don't let us think abeut it.”

But it was not so easy
matter from their mi

Little more sleep v
night.

The morning broke over the bay and wide
Atflantic, and found them still awake.

The juniers were up with the first glimmer
of the sun.

The captain was aho‘lt to leave the house
when the

“(god-morni
voice. “I am sorry that s
happened while a -
Not much of a holidaj 1 am afrasd

“1 am glad we were h id Harry. It
miszht have ended worse, otherwise, sir.” -

“Quite true.”

Smu are going fto—to look for him?”

“¥es.

“May we come?”

“As yon like.” 5

They left the house together.

Captain Cunliffe led the way in silence to

to dismiss the

ited their eyelids that

A

e

Friday. T

the beath, i
towering eliffs.
If the South

w of the gread
had fallen there

American
his death must have been insbantaneous when
he touched the rocky earth.

He would have had time only for that one
wild cry as he fell.” 5

Hal”
Captain Cu
as he balted.
of the hud Heca

ed the exclamation
eaught a glimpse
€ TOCks.

d.

“Deam' -
v had no desire

followed them
after a m\ His face was very
pale.

Marjorie was down W
in; she greeted Harry
glance.

Ee nodded quietiy.

“It is all over,” he s
and we sha!! not ec—e him &

»n_the juniors came
with a questicning

“It was Ijurra,
rain. Don’f think

ittle. But the subject
not mentioned again.

The tragic oceurrence at Black Rock had
certainiy broken up the holiday.

After what had happened the youngsters
could hardly make a pretence of enjoying
themselves on the scene of the tragedy, and
Hazcldene's proposition that they should
finish the vacation at his father’s house was
received with relief.

With them to Hazeldene's home went Cap-
tain Cunliffe, so that for the rest of the holi-
day the juniors had the company of the old
sailorman.

And, terrible as had been the end of the
South Ameri there was no doubt that 1t

had lifted a \xmrb* from the mind of Cap-
tam Cunliffe.

The shadow of Ijurra’s
was gore from his life now,
to breathe more easily.

And thie relief was apparent in his looks
and manner.

In a change of sce
of the beginning of
the minds of the mmw‘c and they spent a
very enjoyable holiday after all, and svere
sorry enough when the tire came for them
to part with their kind friends arfd return
to Gr n‘~
fwi Clara trave 1‘ed with them as

>, ‘and the juniors saw them
ere they went on to Grey:

Boh Cherr
jolly time

relentle ursinft
and Le was able

the dark happenings
vacation faded from

safe to (lm H
friars.

“Well, the holiday’s over,”
remarked. “But we’ll have a
this term—eh?”

“We will!” said Marjorie brightly.

“Yes, rather!” said Miss Clara emph
ally. “What-ho!”

THE END,

Next Friday’s
Grand Long,

Complete Tale of
Harry- Wharton
& Co. is entftled
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By

h were passing on
the steps.

.The two prefects
good - naturedly
halted. They liked

UNMASKED !

own hand.

Bulkeley dragged the motor-gogales
from the chauffeur’s face with his
** Joey Hook !’ yelled Neville. (See pags 9.)

Jimmy Silver-—nobody
could quite  heip
liking that somewhat
cheeky, bhut always
{

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
That Valuable Letfer.

J IMMY SILVER & €0, were ad

shool House
ras looking very cheerful and
- Tt was one of Bulkeley’s biggest
that he failed to pull with Knowles,
ptain os the Modern side.
w :{-lemy degirous of
st

came out

\Lo well at
t co-operation betwee
ot likely to come to pass.

¢ 1en on the Modern side
who coulid not | 1t out—Knowles, Catesby,
and Framg the team was to he the
hest that Rookwood ecould produce. And
that was one reason why Bulkeley never
istened to seme hotheaded fellows who sug-
sted playing a wholly Classical team as
the School Eleven, It would have been a
lesson to Kuowles, certainly: but it would
have ‘been bad hbusiness for Rookwood's
-aricket record.

But now the froubie
pussed over.

Knowles had “ at having only
three Moderns considered gosdd enough for the
Sehool team, and all the Moderns hacked him
up hotly,

Bulkeley did not expect the trial match
that afternoon to reveal any hitherto unsus-
pected geninses in the rank of the Moderns.
But lie had met Knowles hali- -way, and he
had « stated mat if the Moderns beat the
‘lassicals in the trial mateh, Knowles shuuld
onsidered to have pxmed his claim, and
six Moderns should go into the First Eleven.
If Knowles’ team won by fair.play, certainly
they would have proved their right.

As to their wi:ming by foul play, Bulkeley
never even thought of that. If anybody had
ted ium. that a P\DOI\\‘LOOG fellow wenld
goubhug an opposing player to

foul means, he would certainly

seemed {o have

& Co. could have
Lo face the drastic
accusation against

their measure to defeat it
ecrecy that nobody outside
cle suspected a word of

:al Tour could keep a secret when
: and they kept that as care-
it had been a secret of hidden

d zenially as they saw Bulkeley's
yme out ehatiing with

Thney knew that he

'n captain was plotting,
rs of his own side were
1¢,t§ T, counterplot

hirped Jimmy |
in —No. 18,

ik and  cheery

“Hallo!” said Neville. What is it? Are
you going to offer your services for the trial
match, Silver?”

The four Juniors grinned
mmt man’s little joke.

“Blessed if I don’t think he'd have nerve
enough, really!” said Bulkeley, ldughmﬂ.

“Well, Bulkeley might do worse than take
a playev or two from the Fourth,” said
Jimmy Siver modestly, - “Bit thab isn't
what I was going to say. It’s about
letter, Nevill

“Eh? What letter?”

Jimmy Silver looked munne_u
“You don't mearn to say you've forgotten!”
he exclaimed. “¥You a pruu:t too!”

“ Blesed if I haven't!” said Neville, puzzled.
“What letter are you talking about 77
“Didn't 1 give vou a letter to mmd for me

last night?” mld Jimmy Silver. “An awfully
valuable letter, you remember?”

“Qh, yes, I remember!” said N
ing in his pocket. “It's here.”

Jimmy waved his hand.

“I don't want it yet, thanks,” he said. “I
was only mentioning it. You see, it’s awfully
valuable—awfully !”

“Far ahove rubies!” said Loveil solemnly.

“What the dickens——" said Bulkeley.

Neville laughed. The keenness of the fags
about, that precious letter amused lnm.

T mmdmg 3 letter for Silver,” he ex-

dutifully at the

eville, feel-

plained. “SBilver gave it to me last aight to
mind—--"

“Just before we went to the dorm,” said
Jimmy,

‘Yes. And it’'s ecrammed with banknotes,
I suppose,” said \evll]e.

“No, it isn’t money,” sajd Jnm‘uy Silver.
“It’s more valuable than monev‘

“You bet!” said Raby.
know:when it’s opeued'“

“Oh, all serene!” said. Neville.

The two prefects walked out into the qnad.

“Something awfully mysterious—what?”
said Bulkele).

“Seems s0,” said Neville,
brought it to me in my
sealed up with sealing-wax, /md asked me to
take charge of it. I concluded there was
money in it, and he was afraid of losing it;
but it appears not. What & ripping afternoon
for the trial match. Do you think the

Moderns have an earthly, Bulkeley?”

Buikeley smiled.

“Knowles seems to think go, and 1 like to
see him keen,” he replied. "But of course,
they won't have a look in.’

“1f :they’ should beat us, Knowles will
claim six places in the School Eleven for his
side, as agreed.”

“If .they bheat us, they'll be entitled to
them,” said Bulkeley.

“Well, yes, I suppose s0.”

“Knowles thinks I uaderrate the Modern
players. Well, if they beat us, it will show
that he’s right and I’'m wrong, and if that's
50, I'll he glad to find out my mistake before
we hegin playmg i{he School matches. But I
fancy it won't turn out as Knowles thinks.”

Bulkeley’s opinion was shared by all the

Claseical side. Bub it was ecrfain that the

Bulkeley  will

“that young ass
study last night,

Farly Adventures
SILVER & Co. at Rookwood.

OWEN COCNQUEST.

that §

A Grand, Long
Complete Story, dealing with

the
of JIMMY

match, ‘.nd v uull pl .Y BD thnn‘
Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled at one anot
beautifuily as the great swells of the Sixth
walked away chatting. That valuable letter,
which had been delivered so m; ‘Std‘l@ﬂsly into
Neville’s charge, cast their counter-stroke to
Knowles’ plot. They felt elated itha
fallen to them to back up old Bulk
save the Classical side from defeat.
“Mind you kids are at the gate at
past one!” murmrred Jimmy Silv
to see Knowles’ face when his litil
goes bang!”
Ha, ha,

hat”

“And Knowles doesn’t know we know!”
chuckled Lovell blissfully. ‘Hasn’t th,
faintest suspish that we were in barn
when he jawed it over with Joey Hs

face will be worth a guinea a box
finds out!”
““Ha, hi. hat?

—i

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Jimmy Silver Chips In.
£ IME!” said Jimmy Silver.

It wanted a few minutes to half-
past one. The Fistical Fou
out of the tuckshop, wh

had been refreshing themselves with
beer, and sauntered down to the
They had smiling faces. The
was at hand.

Jimmy Silver leaned on one of the old
stone pillars, and surveyed the road. Never
had Jimmy Silver felt quite so satisfied with
himself.

“Sister Anne! Sizter Anne, do you so¢ 2
motor-car coming?” chirruped Raby.

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was a hoot of a motor-horn down
the road a few minutes later, and & small
«rrey car came in sight. 1t dashed up to the
cates of Rookwood and stopped. very
respent ble chauffeur stepped down. His Jace
was almost hidden hy his motor-goggl
glanced at the juniors in the mtu ., but
passed them without speaking, and went up
to the porter’s lodge. Jimmy Silver & Co.
exchanged eecstatic glances. If they had nob
known of the plot, they would never have
dreamed of recognising Joey Hook, the sporte
ing tout, in that extremely respectahle ged-
up. He looked like a very sedate old family
servant.,

Old Mack, the porter, looked out of his
lodge.

“Is Master Bulkeley about?” asked the
chauifeur. . S

“Yes,” said old Mack. “Weot iz it?” .

“T have a messagé for him from his uncle.
Wiil you call him at once; please? Tell

him his uncle, Mr. Bulkeley, at the Elms,
has had a sudden attack, and is sinking fast,
and I have been sent over to feteh him.
There is not a moment to lose.”

“Bless my ‘eart!” said old Mack.

The old porter hurried away for Bulkeley,
The chauffeur stepped out into the road
again, and busied himself with his car, turn-
ing it for the return journey. Jimmy Silver
& Co. waited patiently.

* Bulkeley of the Sixth, his face
came striding down to the za with old
Mack following him. Bulkeley was in hig
flannels—he had already changed for the
match—and he ‘was bareheaded. He had
come out with a rush immediately he received
the porter’s message. .

“What’s this?” he excraime& a3 the
‘,havﬁeur touched his cap. “Mack tfells me

very pale,

you've heen sent from my uncle's to fotch ™

mel”
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““Is g trick to ;z(t you
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“] «a\,e tne pozter my m
Bulkeley is sinking fast, sn
lost you may not see him alive.”

“Good heavens!” muttered Bnikniﬂv his
lips trembling. “Paor. oli Uncle (,@orﬂe' I
hadr't the faintest idea he was like that!
I'm coming, of course.”

“What on earth’s th{, n1g
exclaimed Neville.
in a state of greab
Balkeley down to the ratr::.
old Mack's message,

“I say, I'm _sorry,” said Bulkeley,
twncm’x;f.
this
can.”

‘But—-" began Rai

“My uncle’s dwng,’ sal Blﬂke'w th a
catch in his voice. “I'm sorry to lpm you
fellows in the lurch like this, but it can’t
he helped. Lend me a cap, one of you—I've
Jorgot{ew mine. I sha'n’t stay to cl.ange 2

“It’s rotten,” said Neville, concerned for
his friend, and concerned, - too, for -the
Classical prospects in the t"m!l match. “Of
course, you can® think of cricket now. I
hope you'll ﬁnd it's not so bad, old chap.
Here's a cap.”

“I'm sorry, too,” said Knowies, “Keep
your pecker up Buh;ele\.’ The look on Bulke-
ley's face sent, for a moment, a pang of

2al crxcl; ers,
had followed
They “md heard

his lips
“You'll have to play withous me
afternoon, Nevile, Do the best you

of the Sixth.

remorse to the heart of the ecad of the
Sixth. Knowles would have heard of the
illness of any of- his uncles with great

equanimity ; but Bulkeley seemed to be made
of different stuff. “Don't he downhpalfcd
you may find him better, old fellow.”

“Thank you,” said Bul
Do the best you cam, N

“Hold on!”

It was Jimmy Silver's voice
into Buikeley’s 42 I'he? »'~a;'x‘n
wood, who was bpznmn" {
feil over him.

“Get out of the way,

“Hold on, I say! Bu
Your uncle’s not jil—--

“What?”

“It s g rotten jape!®

“You young fool, th as.
ley.

“I tell you it is!” shricked Fimmy Silver,
“I'lL prove it! That man isn't a chauffeur;
he’s Joey Hook, the tout.”

“What?” yelled all the
together.

Knowles’ face was a study.

“Make him take off his gogg
see!” panted Jimmy Silver. I
Joey Hook, and he’s fooling you,
prove it!”

Bulkeley almost staggered. He ecould not
believe that anyone would play so heartless
a trick, but Jimmy Silver’s earnest face im-
pressed him in spite of himself., He swung
towards the chauffeur.

“Let me see your face—quick!?
one of your jokes, Silver, Tll fl

“If that man isn't Joey Hook, Aay
welcome,” said Jimmy Silver.

Without waiting for the man to answer
or move, Bulkeley dragged the maotor-gogzles
away with his own hand.

“Joecy Hook!” yelled Ney

roared By

T GRRT
i SenK

. and you'll
<ll you he is
and I can

If this is
you!”
me and

ville.

Bulkeley stared furiously at the pretended

chauffeur.

“What does‘this mean, Hook, rou ras-
cal?”

Joey Hook pulled himscif together.
Knowles had already warped him what to
do in the improbable event of heing recog-
nised; Knowles left nothing to chance. The

xmprobaule event had tnmsenf d.

“Wot does wot mean?” said Hook, in hig
turn. “I come over to fetch you, sir, and
if you don’t choose to come, that’s your
lock out. Mr. Bulkeley's doctor sent me, be-
cause there ain’t time for you to get to
Shoremouth hy train. And I warn you that
there ain’t a minute to Ioac irom
medical gentleman said.”

Bulkeley hesitated a morn
plausible enough. It was or
many lines of bhusiness to
ears, which he often dro
scemed absurd to suppose
waste time, trouble, and mor
the captain of Rookwood on a r
miles for nothing. That Joey Hook knew, or
cared, anything about the trial match that
afternoon mnever even cnte Bulkeley’s
head.

“I must go,” he said. “1
It must be alt ‘iffht 2

“You sha’'nt go!” velled

It was

out motﬁ"-
H It

can't chance it.

Silver.

mateh, so that the Moderns wi

“You - young rascal!” roared
“How dare you say such a thing!”
“Oh, I say—- Oh—ow!” ga~ped Jimmy
inver, as the angry captain “of Rookwood
“!asped his collar and shook him furiousty.
“It's  true! - We've got proof—proof!
Balkexey, don’t be a heast! We can prove
it if you listen just a single minute.”
Bulkeley gritted his tecth.

Bulkeley.

“Well, thtn you young rascals, I'll give
you a :.m;lb mmute,” he cxclaimed, “and if
you don't prove it, Tll report you o the

Hmd and ask him to flog you!®
“Right-ho!” panted Jimmxy Silver, as the
Rookwood eaptain released him. “A minute '8

enough. Ncwlle, you've got the proof!
(11\78 me wiy letter!” }

“Your letter! What——"

“Give it me! No, open it and show it
o Bulkeley! It’s all written down in that
Tetter.”

“What is?” shouted Bulkeley.

“It’s written down there that Jocy Hook
was coming for you to-day im a car, with a
lie about your uncle being ill,” stuttered
Jimmy Silver. “Now, if whaf he says is
trn how could I have known it last night?”

\Lou couldn't, you young imbecilc !
Yeu—-r" = :

“It’s in the letter.”

“Nonsense! You——"

““Qpen the letter, Neville,
shr d Jimmy in desperati

Ne z]xc amazed, drew the

po

I I The stranﬂe scene had drawn the
fellows from all quarters’

Knowles was pale as death. .~ His scheine

was crumbling about his earq' but it was

not only the failure of his scheme that he

and show him !
1.
tetter from his

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Proof Positive.
ALF Rookwood seemed to be gathered
round the gates now.

dreaded. He dreaded exposure more than
that. Yet, how could it be proved? His
word was as good as anybody's—better than

that of a fag in the Fourth—a fag who was
known to be on the best of terms with him.
Knowles did not want for nerve. He pulled
himself together. But Catesby had already
hurried away.  He could not face it;"out.

Neville broke the sealof the letter.

In the midst of a deadly silence, he drew
the letter out of the envelope. "He unfolded
it, and handed it to Bulkeley.

The captain of Rookwood read it, with his
eyes almost starting from his head. The
letter bore the previous day’s date, and it
ran, in Jimmy Silver’s sprawling hand:

“Dear Bulkeley,—Joey Mook will call for
you to-morrow in a car, with a whopping
cram about yocur uncle being seedy, to take
you away from the match. It’s all spoof,
your unclé isTall right. Don’t you be taken
in. We heard him jawing it over with
anofher villain, Tt's a jape.

“Yours atfectionately,
“ A FRIEND.”

Bulkeley read the letter aloud, and every
word was heard by evervbody present.

Jimmy Silver smoothed his rumpled hair
and collar, while Bulkeley read. He did pot
bear any inalice for that rough shaking. 1t
was just like old Bulkeley. to refuse to believe
harm of anybhody, though he might have been
2 'bit more gentle about xt pe*haps.

“My only aunti” evclal‘ned Neville, when
Bulkeley had finished.

“What on earth does it mean?” exclaimed
Raikes. “When was that letter given to
you, Neville?” 3

“Last night,” said Neville.

“Last night!” muttered Bulkeley.

“And you've had it in your pockef eover
since, haven’'t you, Neville?” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Ever since,” agreed Neville,

“But-—but——" stammered Bulkeley, -

“It what that rotter says is true aboub
your uncle having a sudden attack, and the
doctor sending him over for you, how could
1 have known it last nighty” demanded Jimmy
Silver triumphantly.

“You—you couldn't-—-"

“But, I did, you see, because we wrole it
down in that letter, and gave it to Neville to
mind1” A

“It was a trick to get Bulkeley away from
+he match,” said Raby, taking up the tale.

“We heard them talkmr it over in the old

barnt?

Eunowles’ teeth carhe together with a click.
He understood now. - <
“Hook was paid to do this” chimed In

Newcome, “He haid 4 pound down for the
car, and he was going to huve another quid
afterwards.”

“I—1—1 suppose the TR can 't be trye,
these young beggars knew tms last nig
stammered Bulkeley at last. “Hook’s messag
is that my uncle had a sudden attack, and
the doctor sent him here. If it’s true, he
couldn’t have known its himself. last m"ht
leb alone these kids. ¥t's a trick!”

“Colar the cad, and make h.m explain~—-"
hegan somebody,

“Stop him1* y Silver, as the
ear buzzled. “H ?
There was a 1 car, bub it

was too late,... - -

Joey Hook was in *hﬂ d riving- se‘u: and he
had started the engine the instant Bulkeley
had-read out that letter. Hook understood
that the zame waz un, and he did not intend
to remain to be haudled-by Bulkeley, 'The
car whipped away down the road, leaving
nothing but & cloud. of dust and a *smell of
petrol for the enraged and dIHappmntcd Rook-
wood fellows.

Two or three oz z
pursuit, but it w:
round a bend m t

Knowles w
the best way

astonished
further proof, the Righit of
have mrmahei a

The captain™ of
founded.

It was endezm
been pla
come irom hit unel

0 broke Into a run in
... khe car vam:,hcd
and Joey Hook was
to zet out of the
1

2
+; hiz uncle was not ill.
That ough now. It was equally
clear that only Jimny Silver had saved him
from being taken away on a foel’s errand, and
leaving his team to bie beaten in his absence.

“1t's plain encugh.” ”md Raikes. “We'l
jolly well gognto this.”

“Yes, rather!” said
b was a Modern
Wio was lt. b‘!lh

“Ibs e
“And I tdl §ou
young cad darves 2 se-any body on 1)
side, I'll take thie m tier to the Head!”

“Hold on, Silver!’ said Bulkeley quickly.
“You can come into ry study and tell me,

“Silver says

eville.

Bulkdev ii that

and 1’1l see whether anything im it !”
“But, I say—-— Neville.
“Leave it to me, d Bukcley “Come,

Shver—and you otl gs, tool”
The Fistical Four wed Bultkeley to the
School House.  Fhe e not feeling very
pleased. They had backed up old Bulkeley,
and dished Kvowles, and the Classicals wero
going o win the trial mateh. That was alt
to the good, But the triumphant exposure
of Knowlez’ «illait not look so assured,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Reward! !

ULKELEY maze the Fistical Four
B into his study, d closed the uonr.
Butke 1 7

grim- in

Silver & Co.
up rusty before the
and they had for
really like@ him all
in others, which mad

spression, and
Bu]helev had

bett
him 20 slow to bdN Ve

evil; but surely he wasn't gzoing to cubt up
nh’t,v now? That would he a little too

% '\ow tell me -abo it,” said Bulkeley.
“You, Silyer! Dom't ail jaw at once. You

2y a Modern feliow

3 trick on me
“Yes, It was-
“Dow’t tell me hi
“Oh, all right!”
“If it’s true, I

name!”
Jimmy Silver tren
“Ir it's true!” he

yut Mook up to playing

to lmow his

't want

ith indignation.
d. “You—you don't
believe me! You— think T'm telling
crams! I won't say a word, then' You can
lick nie if you like! I think 5

“J hope you've  mude a mistake, Silver,”
said Bulkeley quietly. “I can’'t -doubt your
word aifter the proof you've given me.
admit that if you'd come with this story to
me before Hook here with the car, I
shouldu’t have 1 a word of it—
couldn’t! It’s too utterly rotten to believa
it of any fellow! Wiiere did you hear this
man Hook getting his ructions?”

“In the old barn yes 2

: t wers you

aut of

“Tt’s beeauss it was oub of bounds. Wa
THE PLNNY POPTLsR.—No. 13,



paat]
L)

gootted—ahem!--ii T'm not to mention his
vame, I won't—wo spotted a cerfain party
eoming—a party who had no right to report
us oub of bounds because he's only a rotten
Bodern prefect; but he would have done it,
all the same, so we took cover in the loft.
Then they—there were two of them—carie m,
and them Hook. We couldn't help seein
(hem, and bearing what they said. 'i‘
didn’t -dare show ourselves. And what they
said was what I put-in that letter 1 gave to
Neville,

“You Jsaw them,

5.

as well as heard the

cowldn’t - have been

| sure ¥ou
G cunlﬁ I, when U éaw them—we all
B3 them?”
Bulkeley looked dec
“T'm going toask
ke said,
“Oughtn’t they to be shown up?
Lovell hotly
“Pcrhaps they o

¥ worried,
to keep this dark,”

* demanded

ghb,” said Bulkeley. “But
it’s_a frightful diserace for Rookwocd. 1if
it came out they would be expelled, and—
and think of the disgrace to the school! We
don’t want the woc»d name of Rookwood
dragged in the mud?’

’\\ eli, no; but—="

“And the Bitterness it would canse het ween
the two sides,” added Bulkeley: “it might
take. years to heal.”

“But will the Moderns let it drop?” said
Lovell. “They’re awfully wild ahout it.”

“They may demaud mqmr » grinned Raby.
£ Ir they do they’ll get it.”

“They will follow Knowles’
matter,” said Bulketeyy

“0Oh, Knowles won't demand an inquiry!”
chuckled Jimmy Silver, Knowles will be glad
to let it drop. That—that certain pm ; whos
name I mustn’t mention is a very elese menn
of Knowles—very close.”

leu.ri in that

. “That's e%:)ugh > said Bulkeley, as the fowr
fuariors chuckled. * You'ze ta]hm;, too much,
Silver. If Knowles is satisfied, the Moderns

will Tet the matter drop, and the sooner the
stter. You fellows say nothing.”

G2 ».11 right, Bulkeley,” said Lovell
All right, if you d

$ K (2
1 unm Silver. “But you don't say /
that you believe every word we “ve <ald

Bull ale» “e rc going to have the thing rwht
out. We're not going to have our word
doubted.”

“Hear, hear!» said the Co.

“I do believe you, ¢
Bulkeley. . « Bt N least said
soonest mended. We dont want recrimina-
tions and accusations that can't be proved,
and a Rookdood prefect lyving himself black
%a the face to get out ol the scrape, and all
hat.”

“Mum’s the word!” agreed the juniors,

Bulkeley opened the st xd\ door.

“1 rely on that,» he " «Vou can clear.”

T'he Fistical Four clearad. They were only
balf satisfied.

“Bulkeley don’t seeny so jolly grateful!”
grupnbled Lovell. “Of course, he's a bit cut
up to find @ Rookwood fellow such a cad,
1 ut :t only a Modern, and thu re cads any-

ay.”

“Never mind; we'll give him his head.”
said Jimmy Silver generously. «After all, it
would make Tommy Dodd rather sick,

vd,”  said

and

The Classical Four had agreed that mum
the word. But there were difficulties.
The moment they came out into the guad-
rangie they were surrounded by am army of
Classicals, “all demanding information.

“Who was it, Bilver?»

“What Modern cad was trying to nobble
old Bulkeley?»

“Tell us all about it!»

“Why don't you speak, you asg?”

Jimmy Silver tooked helplessly at his chy
asn't easy to refuse information to
icals; but their promise was given to
1ew now,

% Why don't you fell us?»
of ihe "*bh L

“It's in Bulkeley's hands new id Jimonvy
Silver at last. “He's rather wiuxy aboui my
saying so much already. We've lcfi it en-
tirely in his hands.”

“But you can tell us!” shouted mu s minor,

« Bulkeley’s told us not to jaw.’

“My sainted aunt!” said Townsend. <He's
going to screen the Modern cad who did it!
That's just like Bulkeley! He's an a Bat
we won't have it! You'll just toH about
it, Jimmy Silver. or we'll serag you!»

“Get it off your chest, you cheeky youmg
villain !”

“Now then, out with it!»

“Look bere—’ said Silver,

bawled C'?IJ“\ ‘he

“Bump him! Scrag the cheelxy rotter if he
won't tell!”

“Hands off, you duffers! Oh, my hat! ©h,
crikey ! Yow I/

The exasperated €lassicals, their thirvst for
information unslaked, swarmed over the
Fistical Four, and bumped them down in the
guad, They left them in a breathless con-
dtl()h Even then they would probably not
have left them, but -=orxehody shonted -that
the placas were filling for the match, and thc
Modern cads were bagging all the front places

The Classical crowd mahed off to the cricket.
field, and the Fistical Four sat up, and blinked
at one unother and gasped.

“@h, my word!® groaned SRilver.
Krumba‘ This s what we get for backin

Reley, g the match for
frustrating Knowles' knavish 1
xf I'll bother sut his knavish tri

any more. Oh, my hatt”
And the Co. gro'med assent,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Well Won §

IMMY SILVER & CO. were rather late
on Big Side for the match. They
found the Rookwood fellows swarming
round the field of play, and there was

no room for them anywhere near the pavilion.

The match had already started, and Bul-
keley and Neville had opened for the Class s,
and the Moderns were in the field, Knowles
bowling the first over,

Rr}owle\ was not looking quite so fit as
usual,

His scheme had been shattered like a house
of cards—the certain win he had been count-
ing on was gone from his gaze like a heautiful
dream and he felt that Bulkeley knew, or,
at leaﬁt suspected his treachery, Bulkeley
had ‘<p0ken a few words to him before the
match. The Rookwood captain said simply
that he had told the four juniors to hold their
tongues, and that the matter had better be

“0h

: ‘fhmm Bilver,
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Knowles, only too glad to let it drop, had
assented at once—greatly relieved in his mind,

-but feeling that his ready assent was as good

as an admission that he was concerned in the
plot with Joey Hook,

But he did not feel quite himself. Bulkeley,
saved from that fool’s errand to Shoremouth,
was playing in the Classical team. On its
merits, the Modern team could not win. The
great ohgmb Enowles had had before him was
siipping  from ‘his grasp He 3was down-
ted, dismayed, irritable, uneasy—in any-
thing biit a mood to put up a good game.

That was soon evident from his bowling.
He was the best. bowler at Rookwood; but
10w that he neefled all his skill he was bowl-
ing like a fag - The wretched schemer was
(r;mplrtd) off ks form:

Loud cheers from the Classie crowd greeted
Lumel*ey s mighty hitting. The captain of

iovkwood was piling up runs. The score was
at fifty before a single Classic wicket fell.

The Moderns, w xth the exception of Knowles
and Catesby, played hard. There were some
good catches in the ficld, and Framplon did
some good bowling. But Catesby was iike a
limp. rag, and Knowles was off colonr. Tke
Classic first innings was a tremendous sticcess.

The Modsrn innings made their supporters
groan; they were all down for forty. The
Moderns followed their ‘innings, and the €las-
sieal crowd chortled. It locked as if the
Crassm team would win with an innings to

spare,

Wicket after wicket went down, and it soon
became cléar to the most obstinate and en-
thusiastic Modern that the second innings
would not pull the fteam level with their
opponents. Last man in waz greeted with a
chuckle of derision from the Classic juniors.

He did not stay in long. The last batsmen
dvu their best to force the Classicals to bat®

again at least, but they could not do it. - Fifty-
five was the score for the second innings when
the last wicket fell to Neville's bowling.

“Total for two innings, ninety-five I” gurgled
¥ (‘entlemen, chaps, and fel-
<ed by an
\R here will Knowles
aces from—what?”

get dl( e six

%Ha, ha, ha

And the field rang with €lassieal cheering.

Knowles strode away from the field of his
defeat, kis brow black, his teeth set, his ey
glinting green. The way of the transgressor
is hard, and Knowles was finding 4t so.

In the end study, after the matech, the
al Tour went caxefullv through all their
poxet\ in search for forgotten sixpences and
coppers, and pooled the result, and paid a
visit to the tuckshop. They felt that that
great occasion had to hé celebrated. It did
not often fall to fellows in the Fourth Form
to save a First Eleven match—especially a
trial matchamon which so much depended.

“Only to thiwk,” said Jimmy Silver, «that
if we hadnt \potied the little game the
Classicals - 1d have been licked, and the
First ElevéRt would have been falﬂv in the
hands of those Modern cads! Only think of
it! Gentlemen and chaps, we've saved old
Rookwood from going to the giddy bow-wows!
Here's to us, and may our shadow never grow
less! We are it—ahsolutely it !”

And the Co. agreed heartily that, beyond
the shadow of a doubt. they were IT!

he's a decent chap for a Modern, you know,” allowﬁed to drop for everybody’s sake. THE END.
{
{ “@?@f@mmw% r%@mm@@wwg@@m@w .
A Magnificent %@@%& %5&%%%%%%%%@%%%% To avoid
Lons, Comstete | iy AR OI0L A A AU | disapooietment
- Taleof JIMMY you
SILVER & Co. must ord;:r ;our
Cin next Friday’s | | : copy of the
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A Grand Long, Complete Story
thie

of TOM MERRY & Co.,
Chums of St. Jim’'s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

5y

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Wiles of Cutis!

] OM MERRY was the cynosure of all
juniors’ eyes in the School House of
8t. Jim's, when he came out of the
Shell Form-room
lessons. .

It was Wednesday—a h
t season was in full swing, and matches

being played out with undiminished
keepness. That afternoon the School House
juniors were very interested to know how the

cleven was to he made up. Of course, in 2

House mateh there were certain players who

were bound to be played, weak players having

io be contented with chances in less important
meetings or in practice matehes. But the

“tail 7 of the eleven was subject to changes;

and a good many fellowa hoped to find their

names down.

Tom Merry was known to have the list in
his pocket, ready to be pasted up on the
board—hence the eagerness with which the
fellows watched him out of the Form-room.

The regular House matches were over, the
present one being an “extra ” arranged chiefly
lor practice, the Junior Eleven being hard at
practice to get into top form for their final
tussle with the Grammar School, which was
coming off shortly.

Tom Merry walked down ths wide passage
with nearly all the Shell and the Fourth after
him, and stopped solemnly before the notice-
board, and pinned up his paper.

There were other papers pinned up there—
notices from the Housemasters, notices to
Forms from Form-masters, notices from the
captain of the school, from the president of
the Senior Debating Society, notices of
fixtures of the First Eieven; but the juniors
of the School House passed them all over
as things of little account.

‘What interested them was the mnotice in
Tom Merry’s big handwriting.  Tom walked
ont of the School House immediately he had
pinned up the paper. Ie wanief to save
argument. “The -matter was settled, and it
was no use talking.

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

Merry, Lowther, Manmers, Noble,
Blake, Herries, Digby, D’Arey,
Kerruish.

That was the Junjor House Eleven for the
oecasion.

“Well, that seems all right!” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arey. “I twust you fellows are goin’ to
back me wup thie aftahnoon in givin® the
New House a feahful thwashin’!”

“We're all in top form,” said Blake. “And
Dig is coming on well in fielding. We shall
expect you to look out for Fatty Wynn's
bowling, Dig.” 2

Dighy coloured.

“Me!” he said awkwardly
matically.

“You!” said Biake, with 2 nod. “Don’t say
you don’t feel fit. Vou're as fit as a fiddle.
T hear that Figgins & Co. are in great form,
and Redfern and Kerr are specially on the
warpath with their batting. We shall want
a good field.”

“I'm not playing!” said Dighy.

Herries and Blake and D’Arcy. all turned
round at once, and stared at Digby in a
decidedly discomforting manner.

“#1 didn’t know you were setting up as a
humorist, Dig,” said Blake pleasantly; “and
I don’t quite see where the joke of that
remark comes in.”

“Tt isn‘t a joke!” said Dig.

“It must be! You know very well you're

3

after morning

alf-holiday. The

Dane,
Reilly,

and ungram-

playing. Can’t you see your nams
list? Or have vyou lost your ey
forgotten how to read?”

“T'm going out for Cutls,” said Dig.

“Where? A giddy secret, 1 supp
snapped Blake. s

“No. He’s asked me to go over to :
ford for him, on my hike, to take a ¥
to Hallam, at Abbotsford School,”
“1t’s about a swimming match.”

“Why can’t he write?”

“He says there's a hurry for if,
couldn’t refuse to oblige him. I wa
Tom Merry would put my name dowit;
as it isn’t a regular match I don’t n
much missing it.  Gore can play
He'll be glad of the chance.” 3

“Well, I don’t know that there’s any har
in your hiking over to Hallam at Abbot i
said Blake reluctantly. “There’s nothing but
that in it-—simaply a message to Hallam at
Abbotsford School?” .

“That's all!” said Dig. “I don't say I'm
pleased at standing out of the gan
Cutts asked me to do it as a favour, an
didn’t like to say ‘'No!' after he stood me
such a ripping tea yesterday, and helped me
with my prep last night, too. It’s little
enough to do for a chap, and Cutts says it's
important.” ;

Blake and Herries and D'Arey turned the
matter over in their minds. It did not s
possible, deeply as they distrusted Geraid Cutts
and all his works, to find fault in this. They
had seen Hallam of Abbotsford, and knew
that he was a decent fellow. It certainly
would not burt Dig to take a message to him.

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

“No, ass; he’s got to see his uncle this
afternoon !” -

“But you want to see him, too, don’t you?
What about the quid Cutts said he would tip
you—to say nothing of his being your pater’s
old chum?” :

“That's all right! Cutts says he is staying
the evening, and going back by the late train,
and I shall be back before dark,” said Dig.

“Well, T suppose you can go,” said Blake
grudgingly. “I must say I can’t see any harm
in it. But I don’t trust Cutts, and I wouldn’t
miss the match for all the Cutts in Christen-
dom—Comic Cuts, or Gerald Cutts, or any
Cutts!” ; 3

“Well, I couldn’t say ‘No!'” said Dig. 3

“No; that’s the kind of duffer you sare,”
agreed - Blake compassionately. “Now, I
Yorkshire, where I come from, we can say
‘No!” sharp enough, I can tell you!”

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

“Rats ! said Blake. “Let’s find Tom ierry,
and tell him the silly chump is staying oub
because he couldn’t say ‘No!' to Cutts or
“Boo!" to a goose. Come on!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Uncle and Nephew !

AJOR CUTTS came down the road
from Ryleombe with a cavalry
stride. He was a thick-set, square-
shouldered man, with a compiexion

burnt bronze by an African sun, and a sword-
cut. across his cheek that gave him a some-
what grim appearance. When the major was
angry—which was not seldom—that old scar
would hegin to glow, .and the major’s
acquaintances looked upon it as a danger-
signal. The major was a tough old soldier.
who had seen service under many skies, and
was as hard as hickory—outside, if not, inside.

The major had walked from the station.

He paused as he came in sight of the old stone

R T T R

ay of St. Jim's, and ced  in,
did not know as, but the
manner impelled . The! major

D!

m a kind word, in spite of his g
1d paused to speak £o him.

gles, what?” he s =3

5, sir,” said Taggles.
d to see you again,” said
z old soldier. “You don’t
I came here years ago, Tagg
ent to Egypt, when my nephew 3
ch? uI suppose Master Cutts is about

e 7

r Cutts, sir,” said Tagglos-

ber you now, sir. Quite so, sir.
o to remember me, sir. Yes, si
€ iz in the School House, sir.

yon the way, sir?”
“Don’t trouble; I remember it.”
The major passed on, and Taggl
after him, and wondered what Major Cutis
would have thought if he bad known that his
nephew had had another caller the previcus
afterncon, and po other than Jonas Hooke,
the notorious bookmaker of Abbotsford, For
h Cutts had explained the matter away
s ctorily to Mr. Railton, Taggles knew
perfectly well that Cutts’ visifor had heen
Jonas Hooke, the bookmaker. But it was not
\is business to say so to Major Cutts, cers
tainly. He felt that he would not have cared
to be in Gerald Cutts’ shoes if the major had
known that Jittle circumastance, however,

Tooked

The major crossed the quadrangle, and
Cu looking out from his study window,
recognised the broad-shouldered man with the

cavalry swagger. Cutts turned to Knox of
xth, who was in the study with him, and
yawned. =

“Cut off, Knox, old man. Tere comes my
unecle.  Put, those blessed bridge-markers in
your pocket!”

And Knox grinned, and departed from the
study with the bridge-markers in his pocket.

Cutts sat down at the table, and opened a
Greek lexicon, a grammar, and a volume of
Xenophon. He took from the bookshelf
“Muggs-on Fortification,” and “Skeggs on the
Care of Cavalry Horses,” and laid the volumes
on the table where they could not fuil fo
eateh the major’s eye. ;

He was deep in Xenophon when a heavy
stride came along the passage. The volmne
was the Anabasis—the Retreat of the Ten
Thousand—the volume in which Xenophon
relates the adventure of the ten thousand
Greeks who marched home from the heart of
Asia Minor, with a courage and determina-
tion only equalled by the courage and deter-
mination of modern readers who pursue the
narrative to the end.

Tap! <

Cutts rose to his feet as the door opened
to admit his unele. Toby wasg grinning behind
the major in the passage. He had shown a
very different sort of wvisitor into the study
the previous day, and he could not help think-
ing of it at the moment.

“Uncle!” exclaimed Cutts.

And he ran forward to meet the major,
Major Cutts shook hands with his nephew,
giving him a grip that made Cutts wince.

“Well, Gerry, I'm glad to see you!” said the
major, scanning his nephew with critical eyes
and some approval. *You've grown.”

“Yes; I was a nipper in the Second Form
the last thme you saw me, uncle,” he said.
“Y remember the day you came. I'd had a
licking for turning my trousers up. We don's
tet the fags do that here. 1 told you shout
it

“You did{” grinned the major. “And you
didn’t blub, T remember, Where are you
now—hey? In the Fifth Form, I think?”
“That's i!” said Cutts,
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we used to cail a swot, 1 suppose?”
ajor, glancing at the books on the

k t of #,” he said.
wmed of that-but I play hard,
w in the Fx’rst Eleven, and in the
tight. But it's no good trvmg to get’|
iond working, uncle, and 1 odmiv 1
‘bit. I've taken up (‘roch but I'm
lecting the fortification and cavalry
. 1 can tell you. "Oaly, don't look on
swob, please. 1 shoultd be playing
‘his afterncon, but T've stayed in

g said the masajor, greatiy
Work hard and play hard. I
ub the school playing the famous
an team, the Wallabies!”
in the School Eleven,”

said Cutts

boy!” The major deposited his
hie easy-chair, Cufts remaining
Si$ down, Gerry. I want a talk

?
th
o

voll
abead sir}”
tirg on all rvight in the school—hey
thipk the Head wiil give you a pre
repord, uncle.”

rd still ‘wanting

et my heart on that, sir.

to go

Of course,

erchant; but—but—— Dash it all. uncle,

Fom are in the cavalry, and you wouldn't be
aything elge for heaps of mouney, would you?”
“Rnght my boy—right!” said the wmajor,
i 2 chuckie, “I' see that your father
fxwesn t wt any ohstacles in your way. By
Jowve, sir, if he does, I'll alter my will, and

el

’That would be hardiy fair on me, would
ncle 9 sall Cutts, with a smile.
‘Ibe major laughed.
“Depend upon me to moake it afl rwlrt for:
thers,” he said. “Your father agrees |
% me about that. Your father looks after
si all right here? Plenty of tin—hey?”
‘D"z pleaty, sir!” said Cutts. “And you
bave been s0 generous, it would have been
i, anyway, T -speud a r:ood bit on.
—1'm keeping Sandburst in view all the
tims, ¥ou see, sir—and I way have heen a
$1p extravagang in riding herses: but, as I'm.
going inte the cavairy, that is really &

!.“‘CESS;{X—{IBD!‘; you think so, sir? As a:

rattar of fact, I've sold my hike ta pay a
M iat the livery stables But [ dont mu‘d
that: I sha'n’t be in the eycle corps!”

“Gh, gad, that's too had!* his uncle said.
"’Yeu"‘ order a new bicycle—do vou hear?—
azd t\'l them to send the bill to me!”

“You're kindness itself, uncle,” said Cufts

I{L irad had inwardly a hope that the major
would lay down the money

“By t e way, there’s young D:gbx-—nla
2 gon,” said the major ““Vovn've been
z an eye on him, as T asked you?”

s became very grave. He.did ‘not reply
for the moment, and the maior's sharp eyes
serane sgharper.

othing the matter with Digby, is there?”
f= asked. “Bob Dighy was my fag at Har-
and I should be sorry if there was
hing wrong with his boy.”

He's in good bealth. uncle.”

“Siacker at his work—hey?”

I help hm with bis work
mes,” gaid Cutts modestly “You see,
in ,the Fourth Form. so I don't have
z ta do with him, unless T losk him
v. T find time to help him a bif
Form work.”

ajor nodded approval,

right, Gerry. Rut  what's the
foatter m‘th him, then? Don’t beat about
bush, sir. T can see you've got some-
on your mind.”

3 hesitated.

he fact is, uncle, there is—or, rather,
"'x:LetLin" wrong ahout Sir Robert
zhy’'s son,” “he said slo y. “But—but 1

> know if 1 ought to. tell you.”

1'd better,” said the major. “I want
him as v‘ell as you while I'm hers;
nything wrong, his fut her's

i

Lnow,"
assumed an  expression of

1.
“Neot Lis father,
know! Good heavens!
: major looked very startied.
Wiat do you mean. boy? What iz ths
atter with young Dighy? 1 insist upon
at once! Has he been getting into

But if

creat

His father must not

.t be angry with me umle
PENNY POPLL 4R—No. 1

into the}

* father’s made heaps of oney as:

lears all my Consols te another nephew, by |
I

4 straight, and has kept his word.

s, 1t will have fo be in confidence,
condition that Bir Robert Digby isn't

I Hell
and «

i mm & word abeut it, and that you don’t
“1 work hard—

ay a word to Dig about it, either. 1 pro-
mised him to keep it a secret—and you
wouldn’t ask me to break my word, €ir?”

£ ”‘umml; not. But——

me, gir, in the
rther. 1 may tell
way, that Dlgl zot himself into
trouble, and 1 found it out, and
sav .vm from faking an awful step. If I
never 'm'r\ anything else to be thankfal for,
I shall abeays be thankful for that,” said
Cuti’,e
%ou saved him?”

'm ¥
+fn

“I'm "lm 0
his weice a
nspuew was &
the time-of need.
all, de you unde

“Not unlegs you promise me not to breathe
a ssord to Sir Robert sir!” said Cutts firmly.
) 0 blow to him; and 1]

", said the major,

“P'm glad my
old Bob's son in
a must tell me all—

in that.”

about it 4o Digby himself
ther, sir? He would not dare o face you.
In fact, only to-da®, a5 soon as he heard
you were coming, he ran out and mounted
his bicycle, and ‘has rvidden off, goodness
knows where!” g

“Do you mean &o say that the boy dare
not mweet his father’s old friend?” exclaimed |
the major, aghast.
tts modded.

“You don't k'mv“ what he's been through,
sir Besides all over now, so far as
Di is concerned. T've promiseﬁ him that
his father shall not know, and that, if T tell
you, you will promise mot to mention the
m1tter to him.”
rou must tell me, Jerry.”

“Give me your word, sir, not fo mention ]|

it to the poor kid. I gssure you he is out
of his trouble now, znd has promised to léee,p
eep
him very olosely wunder my eye how, 1"Ppro-
mise Fou. He has de his Iesson, and it has
done hkim good. But if #he matier were
revived, I could not an«wer for what might
ham\n. When I explain everything, you
will gee for yﬁuNeIf And 1 gave Dighy my
word of houour, sir—the word of Major Cutts’
nephew ! E

“You should mot have «done so, Gerald.
But having done 0 you cannot break it, cer-
tainly. W@ll I promise what you tell me
shati not pass my lips te Digby or his father.
Now, tell me what it is.
me herribly.”

“T'd better stiow you the letter, sir.”

“The ketter! What letter?”

“Fhe letier the boy had written in de-
spair wien 1 found him, and talked him out

oz iz folly and helped lum. said” Cutts.
“You kunow Dighy's hand?
“Yes. 1 had a letter from him yesterday.”

“Then you will recognise this.”

Cutts opened his pocket-book and took out
ed letter. He opened it, and iaid it on
table befors the major, Major Cutts
read ibt, and stared, and gnawed his grey

‘moustache, and set his testh hard.

For thiz was the letter:
#Pear Dad,—I'm afraid you will _he
atocked at this. T've got Into frightful
i et I hardly knew what

trouble.
: s 2 old dad, dont be too
You hear what's happened. 1.
any Jonger. I've been betting
and I'x lost = lot of moiey, and
they ve be%n woreying for weeks and weeks,
and I've been going- fo writc you, hat I
didn®t dare to ask for seventy-five pounds!
T've been so mizerable! T wish 1 was dead!
I can’t stand it any longer, and I'm going
to drop over ths bridge-on the Ryll fo- night,
and ther won’t be able to threaten me anv
I ‘Good-bre, and forgive me.
“Your miserable son,
% ROBERT.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Cheque.

HERE was a fong sience in the study.
: The major gazed blapkly at the
Ietter he had road i Dighy’s hand-
xtmg He knew the hand. He
Jdetter in his pocket at that
momant, zmd. thizs was the same sprawling.
soimorbm h and. The hali-incoherent wording
1 seemed to show ‘the dreadful
which it bad been writ-

| must
“I'm going to tell you—in fact, T must teil |
2
v &

father shoutd nev er

i ather, or &

You have alarmed |

have broksn d recrwed
hat letter.”
“Poor cld By y. 1 think
it wonld, A ioolish boy

w ietter to his
£hz fable hefore
‘himseli, crying
i Caits, with
1 B
is ong with
I had asked bim
vaded answering.
c“:& e to lend him

Bub &dﬂ‘a’ 25
money, ¢ 1 g‘mssed .
at the hottom oFf bt hP wrote this
{cttfzr I had & loeks, and 1
was vory i fact, thinking
about hi g inte the guad
to- tak bed, and was
wondering write to his
but you under-
n a delicate
into trouble

ahmd th“L

with his ; >

ded without speaking.

“Y was in a most unpleasant frame of
mind, as you ¢ap imagine,’ b Cm‘,ts. “Then
I saw that there was & light in the window

of Dighy's study., It was an .mm- affer the
bedtime of the Fourd i, and the stndy
| should h veen dark, of course, and it

struck me o
for somethin

had come amm
& o the study at

once. He was re, with this letter
en the table 3 d jlst wr
ten ity houlder. Under
the circumst justified in
doing so. 8i

weeant fo do. He

was gmnfr to ge‘ @v*t or school and drop

into the miv had unnerved
him o not at-al
himself,” He was worned to

the pitch of smcxd i was 0 horror-stricken
that I cried out somfthmg, #4nd then he found
I was in the d tudy. H~ Jumped up and Tan
to the door, gyt 1 had %o stmagle with him
to step him. I f;m #im hack and locked
the door, and talked %o him. 1 needn't teli
you what I said. T was rather upset myself,
but 1 gob the whele miserable stery ent of
him. ‘He had be into gambling—put-
ting mpney en and ‘had borrowed
money, too, the knowing that his
Tather was a ‘haronct, and knowing that Sir
Robert would pay them %o aveid 4 seandal.
Of course, they couldn’ e mpderstood the
pztnh of de speration ¢ ware driving the
boy to. Bizby darsd to his father
1o say heewed ve pounds. He
knew Sir Robert w ver kave paid snck
=t the thought of
xé, of course, ne
! frora the schos?
i came out—and so he fhad
ind to do the mad thing.”
17 gaid the raajor.
;4 'leLdE him pro-
* said Cutts. ~But
could infinence

n
horg

the expopan a.l
would have

the’e was only
I promise

with such
word, sir.
i Dighy conldn’t
ay! 1 give you

I certainly
to be enough for

d to pay the
major, puziled.
ahout this?”

“Haye "u*‘ ?mU
“No one, sir.'
rour £ har

B would think
rent views
I hope you
confide o you
that you woutd
someliow. And
sonsible, as it
Digby under

of matters,
don’t ‘ch nk it % ma to
¥ 1[ [ Y

; your requedt
, 8o te spe

“That ¥ right, Ge if you have

no} asked your fq./h“' woney, how

could you have a. sum as
poun

Cutts b ted,

0 i s St




: 2

S

I

S

P

it R e

)4

. together in ti:

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every

“I'm afraid yo
“But think ef
heat of the motent I &
would pay his debts. He ueﬂd‘ Tisten to
nothing elze. ¥ fook him back {o hig dommi-
tory, and tock charge of this letfer, and ¥

may say, sir, that ¥ did pob sleep again that |

night. 1 was afraid he might stitt do some-

thing foelish, E watched outside his
% i

marnin

£ you, &

33548

dormitory door
“It: was kind
“ About the

paid the harp *hrmwex Bg hzm,
and got. baek > had signed. 1
emmmed the ¥ we burnt them

“Then Bighy is
“Quite. It
“it is I who a
only one way
could not ask my i
You were still in ifiwa th
fthe steamer home.
pounds frem & money)
“Gerald £
“I was afral d cendemn me, sir,”
said Cutts s y. “But I could not
think of anything else to do. The man—a

L uite clear?”
ig X —Cutts sy

a cum and
—67, T2 he:, on
ed seventy-five

man named Hooke—is fair in ms way. I havef

paid the interest out of my allewance. It
has kept me pretty shert, f admit, but—but
I don’t complain o . 'l admit |
that I hoped that when iomie you

would help me,”

The majer was
on the letter on the -
the almost bage
was watching

cre ggain
& not see
i Cutis

“Did Dlghy ed the
money, Gerald?”

Qutty shock his head.

“I did not tell him, The poor iellaw

had enough to hear—it was ideless telling him
that, too. He seuld not help it I dig it
on my own vespongih . after thi ng and
thinking and thisking to try to find*seme
other way. I told D 4 would
promise to go straight, 1is promise,

he shomid mesey fear % word et matter
again—from me, from ymx, from anyene. He |
Ynel

has kept his werd 10V what a
serious- thing it i
to have dea,lings “w
only excuse iz that
but to save tl
boy you had a
“You did € WwWas no
other way, I supp said ﬂh.. major. “But
it is surprising that a meneyiender should
make you su b z ladn, He must know that
he could not resaver it at law, aa you are
a miner.”
“They knew
would oniy }1

The
aim to

man
the

¢ had dea
> .

He considere
find the money
my people are right

“You risked A! thai,
friend’s son—heeause L
take ecare of hi

“I did, sir, though
lad very much myse i
and, as I said, as sira
out of his trouble.”

“You owe this m:
five pounds?” 3aid 1

“Yes, sirt

“What interesy
bim?”

“Five shillings a

“The rasegl! Wh
than fifteen per

“I had mo ch the matter, sir.

“The rascal shalt pe pald.” sald the major.
“I will draw 2 cheque for the amocunt. His
claim shall be mﬁt i Ju}i ][ sbde Hke
to have the ph i
stairs, begad, a

; he Enews

1,0 save my
& you

ikke the
ellow,

the major

Hooke?”
“Better m to Hooke &
Griggs—that the firm, sir”

$3dTa
1Teis.

said Catts, his &
“@ive me a pe
Major Cutis
wallet from an
it, and produced
spite of his ne
bad played out ¢
ruthless and u
he knew how mush
siow that he m,d ga
swindled his uncle 01 th
he owed to Hooke & 6rig
safe—he knew ke wa ot
4t any moms nm jid]
come toppling down

ge leathern
xd apenod
SHUE Cutts
fc*+ 3 Tiftle -‘xddy. qe
nxr.mx.c {‘(‘med}’ with a

of Hes is

: | Cutts could scareccly

train back.

d
angd ¥ ﬂ]omd be expelled |

to i

| Merry ; “but a better specimen, I f'mcv

table under the elm outside the

| you say ginger, Gussy?

never a safe ere
firm as he passed

his hand was
1o the major.

Major Cutts wrote oumt the chsque, and

; trust his eyes 29 he
read: “Pay Messrs. Haoke & Griggs the sum
of seventy-five pounds—£75.7 The major der
tached the cheque from the bosk, and hictied
it, and handed it to Lutts.’

“Send that to the man, and have dope |
with him,” he said.

“Uncle, how kind you are!

The uncle made a gxﬁ&tnu.

“1 feel that I caused® this, in a way,

Gerald, bE asking you to take care of owy
he sazd
kind sheuld recur, you are to communicate |
with me ab once—let me know, and I will

- deal with the matter!”

“I shall obey you, sir. But I ant m:'e
nothing of the kind can occur. I have ke
very sharp eye on Dighy, and I am nmte
S’ltxnﬁed.

“I am glad to hear thak, at all eve d

“I am sorry you wont, ses him, sir,” said
Cutts regretfully, “I think you menticued
in your letter you had to take cR
I am afraid that Dighy
out until you are gone.”

The major shook bis head. b

“I shalf see him!” be said guietiy.

“But, your trainm, sir??

“I cax send a.telegram, and cafeh a later
U A :

“But—but you will say nothing fo Dighs.

- You remember—*2

“I shall wot forget my promise, Gerald,”
said the major, with dignity. “But I must
see Bob's son before I ge. I am decided
ahout that.”

Cutts was conscious again of a giddy feel- ¥
ing in the head. He had played out lis
dangerous game with suceess s¢ far; bub who
cculd te}l? Yet even them his merve was of |
iron; his look did not change. 1

“I'm glad you ecan stay, uncle,” he said.
“T remember your catching trains was alw VS
like the laws of the Medes and Persiang. %

“This iz an exceptiomal satd the
major,

“ Indeed it is, uncle.
send this cheque at one

“Certainly ! F will v
office with you, and you ¢
the major,

There was a curse in Ge
but his face was still s

“ That will be ripping

Uncle and nephew left

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Up to Gussy!

OM MERRY glanced over lu: feamin
top of his glass g heer, ai
remarked :
“ That’s Cults’ un d

Arthur Augustus D’ Any pumm.
Arthur Auwu~ us. were “out® in
mateh, and Kangaroo and Beilly were b
for all they were worth, and Tom had cxo
over to the tuckshop for a < ginger-pop.”

Tom had to keep his eye on the field,
Arthur Augustus, as a common or
member of the team, was taking thi
now, gently and delica ately sipping i
ade through a straw.

D’Arey let go the .str.xv,, and adj
eyeglass in his eye, and took a careful
of the soldierly-looking man who was lsaving
the distant Scheol House in company with
Cutts of the Fifth.

“ Looks a vewy decent sort ! lie said.

“ A little bit like Cutts in feature,” said T{o.u
‘ve
major,

ratter,

T}
the st

byt

l‘l&'S e.uy

heard of him from my uncle—he's a
and a good soldier!>
“Too good for that wassal Cutts!®

said
D'Arey. “See how Cutts akin® up to E,lm
I mysell heard him wefer ejhvve~pewfd v Lo

his uncle in speakin’ to & Fifth Form ¢ .ﬂw
and look at him now !’
“Rotten humbug!” said Tom Merry,
ing his ginger-beer. “I'm off {»
Tom Merry waktked back ta the
Jack Blake took his emphty seat at t

lake had gone down under ¥
deadly bowling for 19.
“Warm, ain't it?” Blak

as you like—and ask 'em to ice

Arthur Augustus did nob veply
going towards the wmaj T &
Major Cutts was appre @
evidently caught a glimpse (,x the eri
and wished to see the feHows playing. Besides
the junior House match there was a Form
match between Fifth amd Sixth, and all the |
mighty men of the two top Foin
gaged in strife with the nimble w
sive leather,

“But, mark me, if anyﬁh,ng of the f

! with a polite bow and a lifted straw ha

garden |

Friday.

Kildare was hivting out to the bow

- Ecfevre of the Fifth end the hitting
captain of St. Jim’s was worth watching:
k Major Cutts was an old cm:keuer—bt ks
| played at Lord’s for Harrow in his time—and
. he was naturally keen on the great su
game.

Blake followed Arthur Augustuu
_curiously, and spotted Cutts and his un
" “Oh,” said Bhke, “old Cutts and yeung
butts—‘eh Va ;
. “Y¥aas, wathah!»

“Looks a tough old sporb.  Ginger
please, Mrs. Taggles! Noj don’t geb up.
come and feteh it 1>
. And Blake good»naturedly went in for
- ginger-heer to save the old lady getting
. and putting down her knitting,

When he eame .out again D’Arey’s eyeglass
was still fastened upon the bronzed ‘majer.
The swell of St. Jim’s was deep in thought.

“Dighy’s father is an old fwiend of Majal
Cutts,” said Arthur Augustus at last. “And
Dig’s gone out; I'm sure he wouldn't have
 gone if he’d known the majah was coming.
I think it is up to me to explain.”

- Arthar Augustus rose from his sent an

 strolled across to get into the majer’s paw
as he came down to the cncket»vronnu. The
swell of St. Jim’s considered for a mOmerg
the possibility of dashing into the Schact

| House for a silk hat, as the visitor was a
‘person whom he would have delighted ig
honour ; but there was no time, neither woulkl)
fa silik hat have looked quite “em regle » wi h
& cricket blazer. D’Arey satisfied himself wit
 Taising his straw in the most elegant mauns#
as the major came up.

Cutts of the Fifth gave him a stony Ik
He didn't want the major to get inty
with any of Dig's chums if he could hel B
A chance word mwht knock over his house o
cards, and he knew 16,

But Major Cutts, naturally, paused zs tig
elegant and handseme junior stood in h

g

Le
P

‘

excuze me, sir,”? said
in his most winning mzmn
that you are Majah C
Quite right,” said Cutts’ umcle.
T am B'Arcy of the Fourth, sir. Pway ex.
the liberty I take in addwessin’ you, bus
m Dig’s best chum.”

“indeed 27 said the major.

: wathah, sir! And I feel bound
Dig's wegwet that he is not here
aweet vou, sir. We know all about vour bel
his patal’s old pal, and Dig would hav
vewy glad to meet you heah, but he h
to go out.»

e P\\Ay
s

‘e

. “Is that s0?” said the major, a little zure
prised.. « Dxd Digby say that he Wanted to s68
me. DfArey ?°

Well,

i T fM nm wemembah his w
s:aid D'Arey, “but certaialy he did
to: and as you appeah to he Emz:
1 mou«ut I ought to mention ths
sowwy to miss you. Hs w
o outt this aftahnoon, to oblige ¢

L3 54 TN

“Nonsense !” said Cutts, a dull flush
in his cheeks.

For a moment his heart had ste
at the horrible risk of his unele dis
that he bad purposely sent Dighy away f7
the school that afternoon. His eyes glea. :ﬁ’
with suppressed rage ag he looked at th
swell of St. Jim’s.

D’Arcy looked surprised.

“I do not like to heah my wemarks ?‘nwm
tewised as nonsense, Cutis,” he said stiffy.
“1 certainly think you should have ﬂphm !
to Maiah Cutts why Dig is not heah. as you
know vewy well why he is not heah. I“
would he wotten to allow the majah %
that Diz has beem wude and neglect
 his patah’s oldrst fwiend.”

Major Cutte gave his nephew z curd
igek =

“T shall see Dighy,” he said. “I
tended to leave early, but
later. as it happens, D’Arey. When
comes in, wi t
him?”

“With pleasush, sir!”

And ‘D’Arcy raised his straw hat
and stepped aside.  Major €Cutis &
er-‘lcw walked on to the ericket-groun:

Cutts considered it better to let the
drop there, e realised that he wou
to zeg Diohy angd speak with- him be
lfjtter saw the major. If Major Cut
F Seps i wriginal intentien of leav
an my tra‘n all would have beer
Cutts would have seen him safely of b
Dig returned—all chanece of an explana
would have been avoided. But the ms 3
was grimly determined to see DWW"‘ Ei
THE PENNY POPULAR<Xo. 13.
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pledzed word kept himy from apprising Dig
of Cutts” lIying tale, but a chance word
wmight bring everything out into the light.
Cutts was walking in very slippery places,
and he realised it very clearly.

He was thinking over it as he stood watch-
ing the cricket by the old soldier’s side.
Major Cutts was watehing Fatty Wynn bowl-
ing against Kengerco with keen interest.
Cutts hardly saw the cricket at all. His
brain was busy.

“Any minute—any minute—it may come
out any minute!” so ran his thoughts, in a
kind of hammering ¢. orus~in his brain. “But
what could I do? I've got the cheque, and
those bloodsuckers will be paid! If they
hadn't been paid, they would have cast me
off. 1 know that! ¥ the worst happens,
he can't do worse than that now. I've really
risked nothing, ™ I hadn’t taken the risk,
what I'm risking now would be a certainty
instead of a risk. ¥I'voc dome the best that
rould be done under the circs, and if my
luck holds out—— ©h, if I could only get
him away from 8t. Jim's! Why doesn’t he
go?”

The major would hiave been very much
surprised if he could have been aware of
the thoughts thai were passing through the
mind of his dutifui nephew.

C“Well hit!” shouted the major, as the
Cornstalk junior gent the ball away to the

boundary. “That’s a coming man, Gerry.
Who is he?”
“Eh? Who?” said Cutts vaguely.

The major turned to stare at him,

_ “Didn’t you sce that hit?” he exclaimed,
in astonishoent.

“Oh, yes! Yes, rathert”

“IWho's the kid?”

“Noble, of the Shell,” said Cutts. “He's
an  Australian. Shall we be getting down
to the post-office, uncle? I should like this
letter to catch the vtllection, so that they'll
get it to-night.”

“Oh, certainly, my boy!”

The major turned somewhat reluctantly
away irem the cricket, and uncte and nephew
walked down to the post-office in Rylcombe,
where the cheg)u’e was duly sealed up in a
registered envelbpe and despatched.

Cutts drew & -deep, dcep breath of relief
when it was gone, and he had the receipt for
it in his pocket: Whatever happened now,
he was safe from Griggs and Jounas Hooke.
fiven if anything cdme out, his uncle would
not be likely to stop the cheque, All he had
40 do now was to get rid of his uncle before
the truth came eout—and that was Lis cne
anxiety, Any kind of concern for the junior
whose name he had blackened, whose repu-
tation he had blasted in the eyes of his
dather's friend, did not enter Cutts’ mind.
Me had no time to think of Dighy—he was
teo busy thinking about himeelf!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Dig and the Major.
TG came in after the House match wag
iinished, His chiums met him 23 he
. was wheeling in his bieycle, Dig was
a little tired with his very long ride.

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

Tom smiled.

“A drawl” he said. “We tied with the
New House for exactiy a hundred. Figgins
came near knocking up some more, but
Lowther caught bhim out just in time, Kerr
was not out.”

D“‘Glad the House was not licked,” said
ig. =
“Delivercd your precious message?” asked

Blake.

“Yean

“Major Cutts is here,” sald D’Arcy. “He
Asled me to tell you that he wanted to see
c¥ou, Dig. I am pretty certain that Cutts has
not mentioned that he sent you ount this
aftaiinoon, for some weason.
was bound {o point out to the majah that
you did not intend to be diswespectful in
goin’ out. You had bettah explain to Majah
Cutts that you had to go.”

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

“I'm quite sure he hasn't.”

“Ob, rot!” said Dig.

And he wheeled away his bicycle. He wasg
putting the machine up in the bike-shed when
Cutts of the Fifth came in. Cubts had heen
keeping an eye open for Dighy, and he
spotted the Fourth-Former immediately he
came inzide the gates.

“Given Hallam my message?” he asked,

THE PENNY POPULAR—NoO, 13.

I felt that T

3, said Dig. “Here's the angwer.”
Cutts took the note, and pub it in his
pocket without opening it.

“By the way, my uncle wants to see you.
1t seems that your father specially asked him
to see you, and tell him how you are getting
on.”

“Right-ho!” said Dighy.

“The major is & bit rusty at your heing
out,” said Cubts,

“Didn’t you tell him——" €

“1 was just telling him, but he was so
annoyed thay I didn’t dare to go on,” said
Cutts. “I have to keep him in a good
temper, you know. It may mean a fiver to
me, and a quid to you. Digby, if he keeps his
blessed temper while he’s here, Be a bit
tactiul with him, won’t you?”

Dig grinned.

‘_;11'11 talk to him like a Dutch uncle,” he
said.

“Don’t mention that I sent you over to
Abbotsford. It will get his rag out at once.”

“All right.”

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

“Rely on me,” said Dig cheerfully. I
won't make any trouble between you and
your uncle, Cutts; you may be sure of that.”

For a moment Cutlts’ bard heart smote
him. The generous coanfidence of the boy
touched some chord within him.

Little did poor Dig dream of the use the
cad of the Fifth had been making of his
name—af the letter he had so unconsciously
wlrittcn, in the belief that was a scene in a
play.

Little did he guess that Cutts had black-
ened his name without leaving a chance of
clearing it, because he would never even know
that it had Leen blackened.

“Thank you, Dig!” said Cutts. “You're a
good kid.”

Dighy fastened his bicycle on the stand,
and came out of the shed with Cutts.

“My uncle is in my study now,” said the
F.i{’tp-Former, “Will you come there and see
e

es: when I've got some of the dust off,”
said Dig.

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

“Ha, ha, ha!”

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

“Right-ho!” y

Digby went up to the Fourth Form dormi-
tory in the School House to change, and Cutts
returned to his study. He had left his uncle
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there, talking to Knox. Knox of the Sixth
was entertaining the major with stories of
Cutts' prowess in gaines, and the old soldier
was listening with pleasure, He was very
proud of his nephew, and e liked to hear
about his great deeds on the playing-fields.
And Knox, who intended to have a “whack ”
in Cutts’ tip if it was a good one, piled it
on for the major's benefit.

Cyrly Gibson, who fagged- for Cutts, was
preparing the fea. Cutts had guessed that
his uncle would be pleased to be asked to a
“study brew,” and he intended that study
brew to be a great success. With credit as
yet unlimited, Cutts had plenty of supplies,
and he had ragged Curly into being a clever
and careful cook. The Major, who had a
keen appetite, looked on at the preparations
with great satisfaction as he sat in the
window chatting with Knox.

Knox took his leave when the Fifth-Former
came back.

In a few minutes Digby appeared in the
study doorway, with a freshly-washed and
glowing face and a' spotless collar. He was o
little shy with the grim-looking major, hut
the sight of the feed c¢n the table made his
face light up.

The major fixed his keen eyes upon the

junior.

Dig’s honest, simple face was hardly what
Major Cutts expected to see after his
nephew's description of what lhie had saved
Dighy from. Certainly, judging by appear-
ances, no one would ever have suspected
Dighy of the Fourth of having been mixed
up in gambling transactions with book-
makers.

“Come here, my lad,” said the major, not
unkindly. “You are Bob Digby's son—hey?”

“Yes, sir,” said Dig.

The major shook hands with him.

“I've promised your father to see you, and
tell him how you look,” said the major,

Dig smiled.

“You can tell him I'm in top form, sir,”
he said. “You can mention that I want &
new cricket-bat, if you think of it, sir.”

Major Cutts laughed.

“Did you know I was coming here to-day?”
he asked.

“Oh, yes, sir! Cutts told me.”

“And did you think it was quite respectinl
to your father’'s old friend to go out the
afternoon I was coming?” the major de-
manded.

Dig gave Cutts a look of dismay.

“I—I—" he stammered, “I kanew I shonld
see you before you went, sir, or I shouldn’'t
have gone out. Cutts told me—"

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

“Oh! You didn’t know I was going by an
early train?” said the major, mollified.

“No, sir.”

“You didn't tell Digby I was leaving early,
Gerald ?”

“I~I'm afraid I forgot to mention it to
him, sir,” muttered Cutts.

Digby stared blankly at Cutts. Cutts had
deliberately told him that the major would
be catching a fate train, and that Dig would
have ample time to see him after coming back
from Abbotsiord.

It was quite clear now, even to Dig’s simple
and unsuspicious mind, that Cutts had known
the major was going early, and had deliber-
ately misled him. Why, Dig could not
imagine. But the fact was clear enough.

Dig felt his face growing red. Cutts had
lied to him, and had cvidently lied to his
uncle. Dig did not know why, but he was
troubled and worried by it. The warnings of
his chums c#me back to his mind. Why had
Cutts lied? Did Cutts want to prevent him
from meeting the major?  Why on earth
should he? Was there—as Tom Merry & Co.
persisted in thinking—something hidden be-
hind all this? Was some deep game bheing
played under Cutts’ curious and unlooked-for
kindness and friendship?

Dig was not suspicious, but the thought
would not be driven from his mind. - He was
feeling very uncomfortable, and even the
sight of the excellent feed Cutts had pro-
vided did not wholly console him. g

“Then you intended to see me, Digby?”

"the major pursued.

“Why, yes, sir!”

“You expected to be back at schiool before
I left?” 6

“Certainly, sir!”

The major scanned his face. Dig was a
little red, but he was looking surprised, too.
at this close questioning, and his honest face
was a sufficient guarantec that he was nob
speaking untraths

F
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—~—— “f% is-very kind of you, sir,”
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Cutis was in tert nable
{0 prevent this meebing le and
SDighy.  The major uould not b"em his

=promise aboud the seer: but he was npatur-
ally determined to question Digby as much 23
he ‘conld without bregking that promise, And
Dig’s simple replies, m‘l of honesty and
straightforwardness, could nct fail to impress
the major. Already Major Cutis cnuld see
that his nephew had been, at least, mistaken
in assuming ¢ at Dig had goune out that after-
noon purposely to a\md mcetmg, his father’s
old friend.

“Well, T am glad of that,” said the major,
after a pause. “I told your father I would
see you, and send him news 01 you, and so I
have stayed for a later train.

said Digby.

“Tea’s ready!” said Cutts uneasily.

They sat down to tea, and Dighy recovered
his_spirits. The ride had made him hungry,
and the feed wag reaily first-class. g began
to enjoy himseif, but Gerald Cutts was very
far from enjeyment. For the major, naturaily
interested and an‘uous about Dig after what
Cutts had toid him of tuo junior’s late diffi-
culties and escapades, talked to the Fourth-
Former - incessantly, making him 4alk and
drawing him out. And Digby ran on cheer-
fully. Dig had no objection to talking shout
himself, and his Form, and his work, and his
play, and he was quité wiliing to give the
major all the particulars he wanted to know.

And as the major listened to the cheerful
and innocent taik, the wonder grew and
grew in his perplexed mind—how could this
cheery, thoughtiess, hdppy iunior ever have
been in the driven and desperate frame of
mind he must have been in when he wrote
that fatal letter—that letter telling of debts,
difficulties, terror, and contemplated suicide?
And in the major's puzzled face Gerald Cutts
watched the wonder grow and grow, .and his

own anxiety grew in equal measure,
(43

E i way, and Curly Gibson came trot-

ting along the passage.

The major and Dig were c’ldutmg over the
tea-table. Dig was giving the maior n
description of the great Wallahy match which
the juniors had watched on that famous ocea-
sion, and Major Cutts was listening with keen
interest.

His interest

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tom Merry Chips in.
AGY”

was not only in the historie
match, but in Dighy himself. He was scan-
ning and judging the boy's animated face 23
he talkeil. X

Cutts had gone to the door te call his
fag. He was on tenterhooks. His own part
in the great Wallaby match the major did
not know, and some inadvertent werd from
Digby might give him away, and lead to fresh
surmises. Teo his over-sharpened faculties just
now it seemed that his uncle already dis-
trusted him.

“Curly, take-this note to Knox,” said Cutts,
in a low voice, scribbling on a sheet of paper
and handmg xt to the fag.

“Yes, Cutt -

Curly took the note, but Cutts took it
back a second later, fet\,ned an envelope from

he study, and sealcd the note in it. Curly
locked at kim indignantly.

“Do_you think I’d read your blessed note,
Cutt he demanded. :

“Cut along with' it{” said the Fifth-Former,

And Curly sulkily deparfed. He did not
like the distrust of himself implied by the
careful sticking up of the note in the
envelope.

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

“Seen Knox?
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“He was in the quad a few minutes ago,”

said Tom Mer

And Curly hurried off to look in the qu’ui-
rangle.

He found Enox at last, chatting to Sefton
of th: New House. urly dashed up to him
breathlessly.

“Note for you, Knox, from Cutts.”

And Curly vanished. =

Knox opened the note, and gave a whistle
as he read it, for it ran as follows:

“Iwil you get D. wt of nw st miy some-
how?—C.” e

“My hat!” said: Knnx.
me, Sefty, I'm wanted.”

“1 wonder—excuse
And, with @ nod to

Cutts called from his study door-

the New House senior, he walke
Schiool House, loaking very thoughtiul,

Meanwhile, Dig was baving the time
Iuo in Lutts ﬂtudy and ¢ uttn was i ¢

A ripp'mg 'ﬁ,e j, and a dist m" imef
man drawing out, and m
about himself—naturally Dig
feather. s

The kind major seemed to he deer
ested in everything that concerned Dig, and
the innior was naturally fatter

He was not at all averse to giving
soldier the Tullest particulars of e\cr ything.
iy nephew played in the Wally matm ¥
undsrstand,” the major remarked pltbentiv

Dig coloured for a moment—he remem-
bered the unpleasant rumours in the Lower
School about Cutts on that oceasion. But it
was not his business to give Cutts away to

his uncle—he would have bitten off his
sir, Cutts was in the team,” said
It was a ripping mateh, sir—and we

1em at the finish—heat the Wallabies,
1ecre was a junior in our. eleven—Fatty
of my Form, You ghould see him

Wynm,
bowling.”

The major smiled.

There was a tap at the door, and D'Arey

minor of the Third looked in.
“Is Dighy here?”
“What-ho!” said Dighy.
# Knox has sent me to say he wants y¢
Jan't come!” said Dig. Evpiain torK

iloh ¢

tx at T'm having tea with Maior Cu ts, and
ask him to excuse me, young shaver:'

“T'll ~‘young shaver ’ you!” murmured
Wally.

He ran off. But he was back ag a

mupfe of minutes.

Knov says you're to go
once

“What for?”

“‘He wants you.”

“I don’t fag for
pendently.

“You had hetter go,” Cut
“I ‘dare say he only wants to spe:
Dig, and he’ll let you come back.?

“Yes: cut off!” said the major.

Dig rose reluctantly.

“I'm coming back to finish tea,
be said.

When he was
nephew with a very perpt
Cutts drew a deep, hard breath.

It was coming now, he felt. 'The major's
expression was only perplexed—puzzied—but
to Cutts’ eve there was suspicion there. But
he must allay it—disarm it. Ke feit that he
could rely upon Knox to keep Digby ocut of
the study. Kwox did not kunow all kis plei,
but be had an idea of it., and was keenly
interested in helning Cutts “tap * the major
for a good-sized ttp.

“It’s very odd!” Cutts’ uncie saxd at last.

“What i asked the Fifth-Former.

“About Digby."

“¥ don’t quite understand, sir.”
~ “I have talked to him, questioned hi

rawn him out in every way,” said the ma
"\Iv idea was to see whether his characte
had been irreparably stained by his rascally
experiences—whether he had really reformed.

11d, he shows no sign whatever of having’
through sueh experiences. If it were
ihle; I s‘\ould suppose. ti you had made
ze Digby had
never done a rascally action in hig life. Hc
hie can be so free and taikative and iger
with such a thing on his mind, is more than
I can imagine.”

“I have taken it off his mind,
ing him out,” said Cutts, with
twisted and frozen smile, 5

“But he must remember it=if he has any
conscienece: it muBt torment " him o little,”
the major said. “I—I SUBDOSCe there is no
ake. You have not taken too serious a
few of the position he was in——"

Cutts felt a chill inwardly. He knew that
the major was struggling against a doubt
that was rising in his breast.

“You can judge of the position by Dighy's
letter, sir.’ he said.

“True!” said Major Cutts.
lcttrz again, Gerald.”
ts handed it over.
or Cutts read it through slowly, con-
it over carefully word by word. Cutts
knew that he was making an examination of
the handwriting, to: malce sure ‘that it was
actually i Dig's hand. The inajor did noet
distrust his nephew—he wounld not have ad-
nitted that thought to hlmsﬂf for a qeumd

{o his study at

Enox,” said Dighy

apyway,”
And he went out of the study.

» turned to his
d expression,

gone, the ma

sir, by help-
a  smile—a

“Give me that

¢ | WO

I charaecter he

But there was oum*hmrf
did not uade nd,

1 quietly,

. Cutts’ story did net ;
Big’s fumkneqq and easipess. It
had not-seen Dighy; he would not
tained a doubt. But now he

he eould not nu"{"
&

Was s
l" o b

t‘anrdm‘uy,
ter on his knce
this letter in Dighy's
should think that you had dre
Cutts forced o laugh.
“I could not very wcll dream the letter,
he said. -

z\t last.
handwriting,
ed 15

Ge X.A?' k

“No,” s his uncle. *“The letter elinches
it. But that lad--so frank and open and ir
—yet with such a burden of g

mind—=Gerald, it is almost nnpouible tha
boy could bhe zuch a menument of lying
deceit’ and hypocrisy as Digby has

to what you have told me.”

“But, sir—"

Cutts did not finish.

The half-open door of the study
open, and Tom 3erry of the Sheil hurst
hig face ﬁusmd crimson with indignation, an

was flums

&

his eyes hlazing wrathfully. :

“You liar; Cutts!” he shouted, :

Cutts started to his feet. He was white as
death.

“Get out, of my study,
springing towards the junior. “How dare you
listen at my doer. you spying young hound!”

Tom Merry clenched his fsts, and faced the
Fifth-Former witk fearless scorn.

“Don’t touch me, Cutts!l I shall hit ¢
if you-do! You cad!d ¥ou lar! So that is
the meaning of it all-we kmew you were
playing some caddish game—you have heen
slandering Dig behind his back while you pre-
tended to be fricndly to him. You villain!”

“Stop!” shouted the maior, in a veice of
thunder, as Gerald Cutts hurled himself as
the Jumm‘. “'Gegald, stand baclk!”

Merry !” he hissed,

“Uncle! I——

“Stand back!”,

The major was on hia feet now, his
gleaming. He pushed his nephew haek;

then frowned sternly upon Tom Merry. >
“Now kindly explain who you ave, and how
you have dared to come here and call my
nephew a slanderer and a liar in my presence,
hn said. .
“T'll do that fast enough. I'm Tom 3
of the Shell—and I came here for Dig. K
is keeping him to do lines—and Dig asked ne
to come ere and explain to you that he
couldn’t eome back!” said Tom Merry. *
had iust got to the door while 3
speaking. T hadn’t the sltightest idea «
teping—but your voice is toud—and I couldn
t telling lies, as usual, vhe"
I didn’t krow he wqs

slander r)v till you said go—aud when
I heard i

“Is Digby your friend?”

“Yes—not a ebum,” said T«
Merry. “i been pals cver si

came to B 1 know Dig weli enoug
: square ail the time; and
if Cutts says 't, Cutts is Iying—as he
calways is! Al St. Jim's knows Cutts, and
there isn’t a feliow in the school who weould
take his word without proof.”

Cutts ground his teeth.

“Do you unde od that it is my pephew
you are speaki

E a.mer(«tmw

ihat it is my pal
en taking away!

“You are Dig’s pa
landered Dig to you.
s given you lying yarns to take to
father, perhaps. Sénd for Dig, angd teii
what your nephew has said! I don't know
what 14 was. But vou spoke of lying and
deceit and hypoe -nnd anybody in =
Sehool House will tell you that Dig couldn't
be.a r or a hypocrite any more than he
could fly!” .

Tom Merry fes

i

t panted ous the w
n

(

The major’s stern look softened. Whethe
he believed Tom Merry's view or not, he couls
not be angry v a lad who steod up
promptly and fearlessly for bis friend,

He locked at' his nephew, and siarted.
Gerald Cutts’ face was perfectly .md
knew that ‘xll was up now—and if'¢
was written in any human face, it \\as \mtz
in Gerald Cnt”c face at that moment,

“The majorilgoked ab’ him long and bard
Land a curiots, worn Iook came’ over his ¢
'fage. 5
“We mhall have to go i

s
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