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CHAPTER 1,
- Taken to Tea. i
IGBY was sitting on the corner of the table in Study
No. 6 in the School House at St. Jim’s, when Blake
X and Herries and D’Arcy came in. Dig had a note
in his hand, which he had been reading for the fourth or
fifth time, and there was a puzzled wrinkle on Dig’s brow.

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

““ Quite all wight!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ Tom
Mewwy has come to the wescue like a man and a bwothah !”
- “Come on, Dig!” said Herries.

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

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

Blake looked surprised.

¢ Why, about tea, of course,” he said. ‘ Tom Merry came
into the tuckshop while I was trying to soften Mrs. Tag-
gles’s hard heart, and get her to run a little tick until
Saturday.  These Shell bounders are standing an extru
speeial tea in their study, and they’ve asked us to come,
Eence these smiles. It’s all right.”

“0Oh!” said Digby.

“ Well, come on!’ said Blake, still more surprised and a
little indignant. ¢ I should think you’d be pleased. We've
been wondering whether we were going to get any tea at
all, funds being in such a:rotten state, and Gussy having
wasted the last guinea in the study in reckless extravagance
on new toppers——" ;

¢ Weally, Blake, 1t was only one new toppah!” said Arthur
Angustus D’Arey mildly.  *I should not be likely to get
more than one toppah for a guinea, I suppose. And I was

- not aware at the tume that you ehaps were stonay——"
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“ Anyway. we're going to have tea with Tom Merry,"
said Herries, *‘ so wake up and come along, Dig. What’s the
matter with you ¢

“The fact is —"" began Digby.

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

“I’ve had an invitation fo tea— !

“It never rains but it pours,” said Blake genially. * Wha
has been along asking us to tea now, like a giddy good
Samaritan?”’

Dighy coloured a little.

“ Not us !’ he said.  *““ Only me!”’

“QOh! Only you!” said Jack Blake, with a sniff. * Don’t
say .you accepted it, or 1 shall, feel bound to bump you for
deserting your pals in a time of distress.”

“Yaas, wathah! It would be wotten bad form for you to
accept the invitation, undah the circs., Dig,” said Arthur
Augustus severely.

I haven’t accepted it,” Digby bhurried to state. I was
going to ask the chap if you fellows could come, too.”

““ That's better. You needn’t accept it now, as we're going
to Tom Merry's quarters.  Tell the chap you're much
obliged, and you can’t come, but you’ll remember him next
time we're stony. And come on! I'm hungry!”

“T suppose I could go now, as you chaps have got your
tea somewhere 7"’ said Digby.

“You can if ypu like, of course,”” said Blake, a little
huffily. “If it’s some special friend you don’'t want to dis-
appoint. - But Tom Merry has got sardines, and ham and
eggs, and a cake.”

i “1And stwawbewwy jam!” said Arthur Augustus tempt-
ingly.

f“And a pineapple!” said Herries.. “ As a malter of fact,
we've accepted for you, Dig, so you'd better come aleng.”
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“Don’t get an invitation from the-Fifth every day,” sdid
Digby thoughtfully.

His chums stared at him. Tt was certainly rare for Fourth-
Formers to be invited to tea by the great men of the Fifth.
The Fifth were semors, not quite s0 awe-inspiring as the
Sixth, perhaps, but awfully majestic to the juniors. Between
seniors and juniors there was a great gulf fixed.

“Do you mean to say that some Fifth-Form chap hag
aske{} you to tea I’ demanded Blake.

“Yes.

“ Well, that alters the case,” said Blake considerately.
“P’r’aps we'll let you go! Who's the johnny ?”

“Look at that,” said Digby, holding out the note.
i Y?}mg Frayne of the Third brought it to me ten minutes
ago.

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

“ Dear Digby,—T should be glad to see you to tea m my
study, six sharp.-—Yours, y G. Currs.”?

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

* Wathah net I’ said D’Arcy. “I do not wegard Cutts of
the Fifth as a suitable person for a youngstah like you to
associate with, Dig.”’ -

“He’s a betting cad!” growled flerries.
bridge in his study, too,
of him !”? :

** And come along to Tom Merry’s study,” said Blake.

Digby did not move.

“Chaps say & lot of things about Cutts,” he remarked,
““ but he’s been very civil to me lately. He helped me with
Camsar yesterday, and saved me from a wigging. I don’t
see that he could do me any harm. He has an awful swagger
study in the Fifth passage, and fellows in his own Form aro
glad to go. T’ve heard of some of the Sixth hinting to Cutts
to be asked into his study. He’s jolly particular. It would
be fun to have tea with the Fifth for once.”

“ Have you come into a fortune suddenly 7’ asked Blake.

“ No, ass! :

“ You haven’t received a specially large remittance unex-
pectedly 7”2

‘“ Of course I havenlt !”

“ Nox robbed a bank, and got
pockets ?”?

*No, fathead!”

“Then I can’t sce what Cutts wants with you,” said
Blake, ‘T can understand his making up to Gussy. Gussy
gets fivers galore from his governor. Gussy has been but-
tered up beautifully by Cutts, but he’s had the sense to let
him alone.””

Arthur Augustus nodded. X

“I do not wegard Cutts as a person suitable to associate
with,” he remarked. “1I have told bim, in fact, that I do
not appwove of him.”

“ Well, he can’t want to get anything out of me,” urged
Digby. ‘“He knows I'm stony, and he knows I don’t have a
big allowance. I suppose you don’t think he wants to teach
me to play bridge and welsh me out of ninepence-ha’penny,
do you?”’

Blake reflected.

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

“I wouldn’t do either,” said Digby.

* Bafer to keep out of his reach,” said Blake. ¢ Now,
listen to your uncle, and don’t be an ass. Come to Tom
Merry’s study. He’s got ham and eggs and sardines— 7

*“ And stwawbewwy jam—-" :

1291

_“He plays
at nights—I know thaf. Keep clear

the loot in your trousers’
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Dighy looked a liitle obstinate. Tt was an honour to he
asked to fea by a member of the mighty Fifth, and Cutts
was well known for the excellence of his little feeds. And
Cutts was merely a common or garden member of the Fifth,
so to speak. He was the most swagger member of that
Form . He was as well dressed as D’Arcy of the Fourth,
which is saying a great deal. Cutts’ opinion on a tie or a
waistcoat was the very last word. If Cutts turned his
trousers up, half the Middle School turned their trousers up.
Cutts was the Petronus Arbiter of St. Jim’s. Digby was
flattered by the invitation, all the more because he could
not_possibly see how Cutts could profit by him in any way.
He was not rich, and he was not distinguished. To Dig’s
simple mind, it was clear that Gerald Cutts meant to be
kind, and that he was a decent follow enough, in spite of the
things that were whispered about him in the School House.
He was a wild beggar in some ways, perhaps, but Dig was
not bound to follow his ways.

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

‘‘Now, Dig, old man, you don’t want to go to Cutts’ 1”2
urged Blake.

* No harm if T do,” said Dig. v i

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

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

“ Come on, Dig !" chorussed the three juniors persuasively.

“ Rot !’ said Dig. * Why shouldn’t I go? I'm going I

“To Cutts’ 2 :

“Yes,” said Dig. .

““Rats!” said Blake decidedly. “ You're not! You're
coming with us! If you won’t walk, you’ll be carried! We
can’t have you disgracing Study No. 6 by associating with
Fifth Form bounders! Collar him !

‘““Look here!” roared Digby. “I—oh—
asses! Leggo, you silly chumps! I—— Yah!”

They did not let go! £

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

‘“Leggo!”” he roared.

“Kim on!” said Blake. :

Digby was rushed down the passage towards the Shell
quarters. Unfortunately, there were three juniors in the
passage, all of them laden with packages and bags, pro-
ceeding to Tom Merry’s study. They were Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther, of the Shell, and they were taking in
the supplies for that feed to which Blake was so keen upon
taking Dig. 5

In the hurry and excitement of the moment, Blake & Co.
did not observe them till too late. They rushed Digby down
the passage, and rushed him right into the backs of the

Torx&i)l;llﬁ ’Three. There was a terrific collision,

“Yah'?
“My hat!”
Bump—bump—bump! Crash! Smash!

Leggo, you

CHAPTER 2.
The Feed that Dida’t Come Off,

OM MERRY went sprawling forward on his face.
Manners and Lowther rolled over him, and Blake & Co,
rolled over Manners and Lowther.

The parcels the Shell fellows
upon the floor,

There was an ominous crash of eggs, and there was &
spurting and splashing of yolks over the sprawling juniors.

*“Oh, great Scott !”

“What the—who the—how the—-7°

“Oh, crumbs | y

“ Gerroft

Tom Merry sat up dazedly. He felt that he was sitting in
something sticky. It was the jam—the strawberry jam!
The jar had broken on the floor, and Tom Merry was in the
jam, which would never be of service again for a study feed!

*“Oh!” gasped Blake, as he rolled off Lowther’s neck,
Lowther helping him off with a terrific drive in the ribs,”
“Oh, my hat! Sorry!”’

“ Yaas, wathah! Ow, cwumbs! Sowwy, deah boys!”

¢ Didn’t see you!” panted Herries. *

Digby did not; speak. Digby had dashed away up tha
passage, and disappeared round the nearest corner. The
Juniors did not notice his flight for the moment,

The Terrible Three of the Shell staggered up, and they
looked daggers at Blake and Herries and D’Arcy..  The jam
was gone, the eggs were smashed. and even the ham was not
attractive-looking now. Herries’ big boots had .squashed

had been carrying crashed

%% A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD, »
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Cutts calmly, and Mr, Railton entered,
|

Cutts just had time to take up a *‘Football Annual” when a knoek sounded at the door.
¢ Has your visitor gone, Cutts?”* he asked sternly,

“ Come in!” said
(See Chapter &)

upon it. The sardines, being in a tin, had escaped unhurt;
but the sardines were all that had come through the disaster
unscathed.

“You frabjous asses!” roared Tom Merry.

“You blithering cuckoos!” shriecked Manners.

““You chortling, burbling jabberwocks!” hooted Lowther.
_“Awfully sorry!” gasped Blake. “ We didn’t sce you in
time; we were in a liurry. We were bringing Digby in to tea.
Why, where is he?”’

“Bai Jove! He’s gone!”

“ After him !’ shouted Blake.

““Yaas, wathah!”

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

“Mad!” said Lowther. *‘Mad as giddy hatters!
name of all that’s idiotic, what did you
lunatics to tea for, Tom Merry 7"’

“Quite potty, I should say!” gasped Manners,
the eggs!” : :

‘. Look at the jam!” groaned Tom Merry,
bags!”
+**The silly asses !’

¢The frabjous chumps !

#Scrape this jam off me, somebody !”

“Fm eggy all over!” :

In the
ask three raving

¥ Look ab

Look at my
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“The whole blessed lot mucked up”’ hooted Lowther.
¢ And not a blessed bob left to get anything else! I—I—T'll
scalp those raving duffers! T’ll slaughter ’em!”

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

The Shell fellows gathered up the fragments as well as
they could, and bore them into their study. There they
scraped off jam and smashed egg, with snorts of fury. Thag
tea in Tom Merry’s study had been intended to be a jolly little
celebration. Tom Merry, in the kindness of his heart, had
asked Study No. 6, as soon as he learned that Study No. 6
were stony. The result was not encouraging to kindness of
the heart. Instead of the cosy and plentiful tea, there would
be nothing but bread-and-butter and sardines.

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

And when, ten minutes later, Blake and Herries and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy came in breathless, the Shell fellows mét
them with grim looks.

“Haven’t got him!” growled Blake.

“The young wottah’s got away!"” said Arthur Auguimz.
'I-L’.D

es, ¢ Afraid
Dig will have to

“We went like anythin' but he dodged us, you know,
got there, the boundah !”

“Couldn’t stay away any longer,” said Herries,
you fellows might be waiting for your tea.
vake his chance!”

“Well, tea’s ready, such as it is !’ said Tom Merry grimly.
Tiue Gem Lisrary.—No. 291,
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“Dig won’t miss much, at all events.
balf, and two tins of sardines!”

“ Bai Jove !” ;

‘“ Where are the eggs?’ asked Blake, with interest.

“In the passage.”

¢ And the jam?”’

‘“On my trucks”

“‘ Oh, crumbs I”” safd Blake, greatly incensed.
that young ass Digby! i
enough for me!” .

“Yaas, wathah! And I'm quite fond of bwead-and-
buttah !’ :

“ Well, there’s plenty of that!” said Tom Merry, ‘?sAhg
An
now you seem to be sane again, you might explain what you

bumped into us for I

“Weo were after Dig,” said Blake, helping himself to
sardines. ‘I say, this is all right. A good appetite is better
than cream puffs |’

“ Bettah a stalled ox and contentmént therewith, than a

dipn]ah of herbs undah uncomfy circs !’ said Arthur Augustus
wisely.

' “Ha, ha, ha!”?

“ What has Dig been doing?”’ asked Tom Merry.

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

“Yaas, wathah !’ |

“But he got away; and we couldn’t actually chase him
into Cutts’s study,” said Blake. *The Fifth would have
dropped on us heavy if we got into their quarters!”’

Tom Merry started.

“Cutts!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, Cutts of the Fifth.”

“He’s the chap who’s asked Dig to tea?’ exclaimed tho
Terrible Three together.

‘“He’s the pippin !’

“‘ Has Dig come into a fortune?”’

“Ha, ha, ha! That’s exactly what I asked Dig; but he
hasn’t. He’s stony, and Cutts knows it. Cutts was helping
him_with Cesar yesterday, and he was coaching him in
fielding the other day. He’s taken a fancy to Dig—what for,
Pm blessed if I know. Can’t see anything special in Dig
myself, and I've chummed with him ever since I’ve been at
St. Jim’s,” said Blake.

‘Dig has his good qualities, but they are not the kind of
qualities that would appeal to a boundah like Cutts!”’ said
Arthur Augustus. “IT wegard it as weckless of Dig to allow
himself to be taken up by Cutts of the Fifth !’

Tom Merry was looking very grave.

‘““He’s with Cutts now?’ he asked.

SV ans?

“ Cutts is up to no good, you can bet your Sunday hat on
that !’ said Monty Lowther emphatically. “ We know Cutts
and his little ways. You remember what Fatty Wynn of
the New House says—he heard him scheming to give away

the Wallaby match just to win money on it from rotten book-
makers !’

There’s a loaf and a

¢ All through
Never mind; sardines are good

“Kildare didn’t believe it, but we did,” said Tom Merry

quietly. “ Cutts must have been awfully hard hit over that.
He had a big sum of money laid against St. Jim’s, as we all

knowarom what Fatty Wynn told us, and he must have lost,

as School won the match.” If Dig had any money, I should
think, ;now, that Cutts was after it, to get a loan to pay his

debts !

“‘ But he’s stony !’ said Blake.

“Yes, that makes it queer.”

“Only we're not going to let him have anything to do with
Cutts,” said Blake, with great decision. ‘‘It’s not good
enough. Fellows may paint Cutts blacker than he deserves,
but I don’t trust him a quarter of an inch |’

,“ Right ! said Tom Merry. ‘ Look here, under the circs.,
Tl tell you something I haven’t mentioned to most of the
Aellows. ° Cutts tried some time ago to get mo-into his rotten
ways, He got me into an awful difficulty, and if my pals
hadn’t stood by me, I should have got done in—fairly done
~u,1—and should have had to get out of the school. Since then
T’ve had my weather-eye on Cutts. He’s not safe. If he’s
daken up Digby, it’s because he’s got some rotten turn to
gerve, and you can bet your socks on that! Dig isn’t safe in
his hands !’ .

“ Only, Cutts can bo jolly agreeable when he likes,” said
Blake reflectively. ““ Dig is an obstinate young ass, and we’ll
jolly well stop his going to Cutts’s study.” °

- Yaas, wathah!”

“His father knows Cutts’s uncle,” added Blake thought-
fully. Cutts has made that an excuse for taking him up, I
think. . But Sir Robert Digby has known Cutts’ uncle ever
since they were boys at school together, so Dig says, and if
#t made any difference to Cutts, he could have shown it a

Tae Geu Lisrary.—No. 201.
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bit sooner than this. As a matter of fact, it’s only for the .
last week he’s been so keen on Dig.” 2
“It’s an excuse,” said Tom Merry. “It's not his reason.
Look here, you chaps, Dig ought not to be ass enough to be
taken in by Cutts, of the Fifth; but if he is, he ought to’
e looked after. And if you fellows are going to look after
him, we’ll help you. The six of us ought to be a match fox .
Cutts, whatever his little game may be.” =
““ Hear, hear!” -
And over the sardines the chums of the Schaol House dis:
cussed the matter, and came to the resolution to back up’
old Dig, and save him from the unscrupulous ‘clutches of .
Gerald Cutts, of the Fifth, though exactly what the danger,
was, and exactly how they were to rescue Dig from it they.
did not quite know. !

s

CHAPTER 3.
Cutts’ Young Friend!
UTTS, of the Fifth, was in his study when Dig arrived
there, a little breathless after the chase. Lo
Cutts’ study was one of the largest in the Fifth
Form quarters, and it was well furnished. Cutts had an’
ample allowance from his father, and he spent it freely. He
had ways of supplementing his allowance, too—ways that
would certainly have earned him expulsion if they "had been
known to the Head of St. Jim’s. Cutts betted on horses, and’.
he played bridge for money stakes, - and his luck was'’
phenomenal. Fellows who were not in the dread secret envied
Cutts, and wondered at his good fortune. The knowing ones
declared that he was bound to come a cropper sooner or later.
."Il‘l';o knowing ones had been, as a matter of fact, quite
right.

Cutts had come the cropper—and it was a terrific cropper.
He had played high, and his usual luck had deserted him.
He had laid heavy bets against St. Jim’s in their match with
an Australian team, and being in the St. Jim's cleven, he
had tried to throw the match away, but he had failed. :

St. Jim’s had won, and Cutts, in his certainty that it was
& ‘“good thing,” had taken odds of thiee to one. He hai®
stood to win over thirty pounds, and he stood to loséla
hundred. ;

He had lost the hundred!

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

Tt was ruin, and he knew it.

Yet, after the first terrible shock, when he had staggered
off the cricket-ground with a face so white that peoplé tu]‘h_&l
in the street to stare after him, Cutts had recovered from
the shock, and regained his deadly coolness, -

He had to fight now to satisfy creditors, to keep his secret,
to ward off ruin, and to save himself from being shown up
and expelled from St. Jim’s. z

He had made his bets on credit, and he had to pay, or else
But he had not given up hope
yet. Heo was devoting all his cleverness, which was great,
all his nerve and coolness, to that struggle to save himself..
And, so far, Cutts had not gone under. 3

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

But he had dome it, and still ruin was staved off, though
it threatened every day. He had raised small sums, somehow,
and paid little bits on account here and there. He had sold
his bicycle, and paid more on account. The end was pushed
further off, but 1t was still near, unless he could make a big,
coup. . :
Fl;om his coolness no one could have guessed the fears and
a;lx_ioty that infested his soul day and night. He had a nerve
of iron. ?

Now, as he #at in his study waiting for his guest, he looked
calm and cheerful, and Digby had no suspicion of the thoughts.
that were passing in his mjnd. Cutts, as a matter of fact,
was listening. Dig’s step in the passage had sent a thrill to
his heart, though his face did not change. He had feared for
& moment that it might be the step of someone else—someone .
whose visit he feared. ;

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

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

The mere possibility of a bookmaker conting to the school
to see him would have scared almost any other fellow at
St. Jim’s into a fit. ; :

It had no perceptible effect upon Cutts. If Hook came and
told his story to the Head, Cuits would have to leave St..
Jim’s the same night in disgrace. It would be the end of his
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career at the school—the end of his chance of getting the
commission in the cavalry regiment upon which his heart
svas set. It would be the end of all things for him; the dis-
grace of being expelled from a school like St. Jim's would
cling to him and brand him for life. - .

‘And yet Cutts was perfectly cool with that sword of
Damocles suspended over his head. He greeted Digby with
a nod and a pleasant smile as he came in.

Digby was looking and feeling a little awkward. It was
great condescension for a Fifth-Former to ask a fag to tea,
and Dig felt it. And he was dusty and breathless from his
tussle with his chums of the Fourth, and he had not ventured
back to the study, or to the dormitory, to make himself tidy
zi)g;i:\in, for fear of being captured by Blake and Herries and

rey.

Cutts gave him a rather curious look.

“ Glad to see you, Digby,” he said affably.
hurried—eh 7"’

Digby turned red.

“ Yes, I—I've been in a scrap,” he confessed.
you know. I hope I'm not late, Cutts.”

** Five minutes early, as a matter of fact,”” said Cutts,
glancing at the handsome bronze clock on the mantelpicce.

Dig’s colour deepened.,

“ I—I—"" he began. 3
‘“ All the better,” said Cutts genially.
Tea’s ready. My fag’s just finished, and cleared out.
the toast up from the grate, will you?” !

- Rather!” said Dig.

It was an open secret in the School House that Cutts, in
spite of his ample allowance, was hard up, and hardly knew
where to turn for a half-crown. But, all the same, he always
contrived to have a good spread cn his study table at tea-
time. In somo quarters, at lcast, his credit was still good.
The local tradesmen knew that he was the son of a rich
man and the nephew of a rich Army officer, and most of
them allowed Cutts -almost as much credit as he wanted.
And Cutts had cynically reflected that, if the crash came,
it did not matter much how much he owed. He might as
well be hung for a sheep as a lamb! i
. Cutts’ fag was a good cook. Cutts kept a cricket-stump
i the study for him if he failed in that line. Dig’s honest
face lighted up as he saw piles of beautifully-browned toast,
and boiled kidneys, and eggs poached to a turn. It was
one of Cutts’ very nice little * brews,” and Dig wondered
greatly that he should have asked a Fourth Form fag. There
were plenty of fellows in the Fifth, and in the Sixth, too,
who would have been glad to come. ’

;And CGutts was very friendly and genial over tca. He
talked to Dig just as if Dig were a senior like himself, and
did not treat him like a fag at all. :

With the toast, the broiled kidneys, and the eggs, and the
tea, and the jam-tarts to finish, and Cutts’ geniality, Dig
thoroughly enjoyed himself,

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

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

‘“Don’t go, kid.”

Digby nodded, and sat down again, with a slight, uncasy
feeling inwardly. It was whispered in the Houso that there
were bridge parties and games of nap in Cutts’ study after
tea, and Dig uneasily remembered his chums’ warnings. But,
after all, if Cutts wanted him to play cards, he could say
ro—especially as he hadn’t any money. He grinned involun-
tarily at the idea of Cutts pressing him to play when he was
stony.

‘“ Call my fag, kid,” said Cutts.

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

ag! Fa-a-g!”

Curly Gibson, of the Third, came scudding along the pas-
sage. He glared at Digbhy as he saw the junior in Cutts’
doorway.

“ You cheeky rotter!” he exclaimed indignantly. ¢ Do
vou mean to say that you've got the awful nerve to call
‘Fag’? Why, yvou're only a beastly fag yourselft”

“ Gibson,”” broke in Cutts’ icy voice, * you’d better be
civil to my guest!”’

Curly’s manner changed at once.  He knew that the cricket-
stump was ready in the corner of Cutts’ study.

*“ Do you want me, Cutis?’ he asked meekly,

“ Yes, clear away these things.”

“Yes, Cutts.”

Cuarly Gibson, giving Dig an almost homicidal look. cleared
away the tea-things. Dig sat in an easy-chair and watched him
calmlv. He was enjoying himself.- It was the first time he

S You've

¢ Only fun,

“ Sit down, kid.
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had fagged the Third. Curly Gibson’s furious looks whea
Cutts’ eye was not.upon him tickled Dig greatly.

Cuits gvhistled to himself while the fag was there. Curly
was gone at last, pausing for a moment outside the door to
shake his fist at Digby, as a hint of what he might expect
by and by.

Dighy grinned, and the door closed upon the exasperated
fag, who had had to fag for thue ¥ourth-Former sorely against
thoe grain. 3

Digby waited for Cutts to speak. He was rather nervous
that Cutts was going to offer him a cigarette; he knew Cutts’
little ways. But the black sheep of the Fifth was gifted with .
endless tact. He did not offer Dig a cigarette, and he did
not smoke one himself, much to the junior’s relief. As Dig
declared afterwards to his chums, Cutts was as respectable asz
a giddy Housemaster.

Dig could not help wondering what Cutts had to say to
him.  Cutts produced walnuts, and began to crack them, and
invited Dig to do the same. Dig liked walnuts, and he was
soon quite busy. 3

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

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

‘I really owe you an apology,” said Cutts.

“ Me!” said Dig, with wide eyes.
© “Yes. Your father and my
together, and they’re still great chums.
mentioned you in his letters to me.”

‘“ Has he?” said Dig. ;

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

‘“ Oh, yes!” said Dig. )

“ And then your study has a bit of a prejudice against
me, I think,”” said Cutts, smiling.

Dig did not reply to that. It was more polite to crack
another walnut and leave the remark unanswered, and smile
vaguely. He couldn’t deny that Study No. 6 in the Fourth
had a decided prejudice against the black sheep of the Fifth.

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

“ Ahem!” said Dig.

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

“Oh!” said Dig.

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

“I hope so,” said Dig.

““Well, I want to be your friend, so far as a Fifth-Form
chap can be friends with a junior,” said Cutts. ‘° What do
you think?”

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

“ You're jolly kind !" he managed to stammer at last.

“Well, I like you,” said Cutts, ““ and our peope are great
friends, you know. By the way, my uncle 18 coming down
to the school, and you'll see him. He’s your father's oldest
friend—Major Cutts, you know.”

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

I shall be glad to see my father's old chum,” said Dig, at

uncle ‘were ‘scbo'olbplvs
My uncle's often

ast.

Cutts laughed.

““T suppose you know he’s rolling in money,” he remarked.
“ You can be pretty certain that he'll tip Sir Robert Digby's
son a quid at least.”

Dig’s eyes sparkled.

_‘(‘11 say, Cutts, your uncle must be a ripping. old sport!” he
said.

“ He is,” said Cutts. ‘ Now, kid, will you lend me a hand?
T've got some writing to do, and I've hurt my wrist in tha
cricket—that ass Knox gave me a ball right on my wrist.
Do you mind?”’

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

“Ha, ha! No; I don’t have lines, When I do, I tip
young Curly'to write them—he can imitate my hand a treat,’”
said Cutts. *“ Levison of your Form does them for me, too—
but I don’t often have them.”

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

Cutts shook his head.

“ That's rather a dangerous gift,”” he said. “It will get
Levison of the Fourth into trouble one of these days, Noj;
I don’t want you to do that. It’s something else—but it’s a
secret.  You can keep a secret?”’ y

Dig left off eating walnuts. He was dismayed. A secret
of Cutts—that meant something to do with Cutts’ wild ways,
and’in his mind’s eye Dig already saw himself the repository
of guilty secrets of betting, and backing horses, and surrep-
titious visits to public-houses and gambling clubs.

*Oh!” said Dig. *“I—I'd rather you didn’t tell me any
secrets, if you don’t mind, Cutts!”

* Cutts burst into a hearty laugh.

“*You young ass! Do you think I’'m going to tell you
ebout bets and bookmaking?” he exclaimed good-humouredly.
“It’'s quite harmless, only it’s a sccret at present. The fact
is, I'm writing a play.”’

Dighy jumped.

* Writing a play!” he exclaimed.

Cutts nedded.

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

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

“Mum !” said Dig.

“ Honour bright, eh?”

““ Honour bright!” said Dig. i

“ That’s all right. Now I’ll tell you something about it,”
said Cutts dreamily. *‘It deals with a giddy young spend-
thrift who’s been plunging and getting himself into an awful
hole. He tries all sorts of ways of raising tin, and fails, and
finally makes up his mind to shoot himself.”

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

‘“ Plays have to be thick,” said Cutts. * I’ve got it done
up to the scene where he sits down to write to his father.
He tells the old chap that he’s in debt, that he owes sixty
or seventy Xounds, and doesn’t dare to ask him to pay it, so
he’s decided to blow his brains out. Very pathetic, and all
that. I've been thinking it out, and I want to get it written
down before I lose the thread of it, you see—only my con-
founded wrist is so stiff I can’t hold a pen!”’

“T’ll do it with pleasure,” said Dig. He would have done
much more than that to oblige the genial Cutts. That there
could be any hidden deception under that frank explanation
never occurred for a single instant to Dig. ;

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

‘1 could get you some impot. paper, if you like,” said Dig.

h“ Ng; the notepaper will be all right. You'll find some
there.

Digby found the notepaper, and dipped a pen in the ink
and waited. Cutts reflected deeply.

“ Begin—Secene II., Act Three I’ he said.

‘ Right!” Dig wrote it down.

** Dear father—"’

“Good!”’

“Im afraid you will be shocked by what I’'m going 1o
write I”” dictated Cutts. Digby wrote it down in his sprawl-
ing, schoolboy hand.

Cutts remained immersed in theught for some minutes.
Digby resumed operations upon the walnuts. The walnuts

were very good.

“ No, on second thoughts I won’t begin like that,” said
Cutts. “ Do you mind starting afresh ?”

‘“Not at all.”

“Take a fresh sheet, then. Don’t put that in about the
scene and act—I'm not quite certain that I shall put this in
the third act. Begin it with ‘Dear Father.” No—perhaps
that’s a bit too formal. How do you start your letters home
yourself 1

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

“ Good! That sounds better,” said Cutts. ** Might as well
begin that way. Got a fresh sheet of paper?”

ANSWERS
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“Yes; I'm ready.” 14

“ Well, begin now.”> Cutts dictated, and Dig started the
letter afresh: .

¢ Dear Dad,—I’m afraid you will be shocked at this. I'm
awfully sorry. I've got into frightful trouble. I'm so upset
that I hardly know what I'm writing. Dear old dad, don’t
be too upset when you hear what's happened. I can’t stand
it any longer. I've been betting on horses, and I've lost a ot
of nioney, and they’ve been worrying me for weeks and
weeks, and I have been so miserable I wish I was dead. ¥
can't stand it any longer, and 'm going to drop over the
bridge on the Ryll to-night, and they won’t be able to
threaten me any longer.. Good-bye, and forgive me.—Your
miserable son, ROBERT.” &

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

‘fII named my poor hero after you,” said.Cutts, with &
gmile. h

“Oh, I see! What about the name of the river? The river
here is called the Ryll,” said Dig.

“T’'m going to alter that afterwards—the Ryll will do for
‘tihefprosent,” said Cutts. ““Of course, that is only a rough
raft.”’

“ Of course !’ said Dig. A

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

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

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

Cutts folded up the letter, and put it into his pocket-book.
Then he went on dictating to Digby, filling several sheets of
paper with the lines of the play. The lines rolled out fast
cnough from Cutts’ fertile brain, and Dig was filled with
great admiration.

They were still busy when the study door suddenly opened,
?nd Toby, the School House page, looked in with a startled
{77 s

‘““ Please, Master Cutts—"’

“Well, what is it?’ said Cutts. ;

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

¥

oby.

“Bring him in at once.”

‘“He says his name is Hooke !”’

Cutts rose to his feet. In spite of his nerve, his face wag
pale. The blow had fallen at last.

‘“Has anybody seen him, Toby?’ he asked. A

‘“No, sir,” said Toby, looking scared. ‘I—I think not;
Master Cutts. But he’s speaking very loud, and—"

Cutts slipped a half-crown into Toby’s hand. :

:éBring him here, and don’t let anybody sce him!”’ he
said.

““ Yessir!” said Toby, scuttling away.

Dig was on his feet now, looking scared. He knew the
name of Jonas Hooke, the bookmaker, of Abbotsford. That
the man should dare to come to St. Jim’s was astounding. If
the Head discovered that he had come to see Cutts——

Dig knew that Cutts had brought it on himself—that he was
coming the predicted “cropper” at last; but he could not
help feeling sorry for him.

““You'd better cut off,” said Cutts. ““Thank you for help-
ing me, Digby. It’s a man I owe some money to. Don’t
mention about his coming here; I want to keep it dark if I
can. I’'ve been a fool, and I'm in an awful hole!”

Dig’s soft heart was full of compassion.

“T’ll keep mum,” he said. ‘““Rely on me!”

“Thanks!”

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

CHAPTER 4.

A Precious Pair!
ERALD CUTTS stood by the table in his study, waiting
@ for his unwelcome caller. His face was normal again
now. :
He had taken the sheets of the “play”™ that Dig had
But the first
sheet—the letter which Dig had signed so innocently and
unconsciously with his own name—was still reposing in Cutts’
pocket-book. All the rest that Dig had written was burnt;
but that sheet—with nothing upon it to distinguish it from an
ordinary letter was safe in Gerald Cutts’ pocket-book. The
spider, had succeeded in his designs upon the fly—though it
would have puzzled anyone but Gerald Cutts to say what use
could possibly be made of that letter in Dig’s sprawling hand.
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The fat bookmaker appeared in the study doorway, His

face was flushed with anger, and a little with drink. Probably
Mr. Jonas Hooke had imbibed a little to screw up his courage
to pay that visit to the public school.

““Ho, ’ere you are!” said Mr. Hooke,

Cutts nodded, with a pleasant smile.

“Yes; come in!” he said.

“Very nice and polite, ain’t we?’ sneered Mr. Hooke.
“You'd rather I come in—eh? You don’t want 'em to 'ear
‘what I've got to say—eh?” A
~ “Come in and sit down,” said Cutts, with undiminished
courtesy. ‘I can give you a cool drink after your walk—and
I've something else for you!”

‘“If you mean to square up—""

¢ Of course I do,” said Cutts pleasantly.
Toby. Come in, Hooke, old fellow !”

_Toby, still looking scared—for he knew how serious the
situation was for Cutts—departed.

Mr. Hooke hesitated a moment or two, and finally grunted
and came into the study. Cutts closed the door, and pulled
out an armchair for his visitor.

At that moment Cutts could probably have killed his visitor
with the greatest pleasure in the world; but his manner was
urbanity 1tself.

He was upon the very edge of the abyss, and he knew it.

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

Merely having dealings with such a man was enough to get
any St. Jim’s fellow expelled from the school.

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

And yet Cutts did not seemingly turn a hair.

““Sit down,” he said pleasantly.

“T ain’t come ’ere to sit down!” growled Mr. Hooke.

“Oh, be pally!” said Cutts. * There's nothing to row
about. I owe you seme tin—and I'm going to pay you.
‘What is there to be ratty about?”

“Got the money?”’ asked Mr. Hooke, with a sneer.

“I shall have it on Wednesday.”

“To-morrer?”

6 Yes.”

‘“ And ‘ow?”’

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

" ““All of it?’ asked Mr. Hooke incredulously.

‘“ How much do I owe you?”’ said Cutts coolly.

“Fifty quid!” snapped the bookmaker,

“Just so—and twenty-five quid to Griggs,’ said Cutts.
¢ Griggs is treating me«more decently than this, Hooke. He's
given me more time; he knows me.”

“You can cut off,

“He can afford to wait, and twenty-five quid ain’t ffty.’" -

said the bookmaker. ‘“Ain’t I always paid up on the nail
when you’ve won from me—what?”

“ Everybody knows you're a square man,” said Cutts.

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

“1 know 1it,” said Cutts.

““You asked for time, and T gave vou a week. You asked
for more time, and ’anded me a few quid. Then you says
you can’t pay for a few days—and then another week. I
told you I was sick of waiting for it. If you won’t pay,
there’s them that will.. I said I'd come ’ere for my money,
and I've come!” i

“I1 don’t see that that will help you much,” said Cutts
coolly.  ““ You know as well as I do that gaming debts can’t
be claimed in law. And I'm a minor, too you could get
yourself into serious trouble for betting with a schoolboy "’

“Not so much trouble as you'll get into if you don’t
square,” said the bookmaker significantly, “I know what
your ’eadmaster will do if T go to him!” s

‘“ He would ring for the porter, and have you thrown out!”
said Cutts calmly. i

“P’rlaps. And you'd foller jolly quick—sacked from the
school !

“ Within an hour!” agreed Cutts. :

“Eh? You don’t deny that?” said Mr. Hooke, rather
taken aback.

Cutts laughed.

“ What’s the good of denying it, when vou know it's true as
weoll’as T do?” he asked.

“Well, you're a cool ’and,” said Mr. Hooke.
that!” He spoke .with grudging admiration,

“I know
“Why,-if I
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was seen 'ere this minute, yow'd be ruined for life, and you
know it!"”

“71 know it.” =

“1 wouldn’t be 'ard on a good plucked 'un,” said Mr
Hooke, sitting down at last; “but I'm tired of waitin’. I've
’ad bad luck myself, and I need the money. I told you it
vou didn’t square I'd come ’ere for the money, 'and Jonas
'Ooke is a man of his word. 'And over ’arf of it, and T'll
wait a week for the rest. That’s a good offer!”

Cutts shrugged his shoulders. e .

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

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

““No; it's my uncle, as I said.”

¢ Gammon !’ said Mr. Hooke. I never 'eard of an uncle
that would ’and his nephew fifty quid for the asking!™

“ Mine will!”

‘“ And why?”

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

“Well, you're a deep 'un!” said Mr. Hooke. “ But 1've
come ’ere for my money, and I ain’t going away without it!”

“T've told you how I'm placed,” said Cutts, with a shrug
of the shoulders. “If you choose to ruin me, you can; but
it will cost you exactly fifty pounds. If I'm done for here, [
sha’n’t pay you a penny [’ 2

The bookmaker stared at him from under his thick brows
suspiciously, It was evident that the Fifth-Former had suc-
ceeded in making an impression upon him. There was a
short silence in the study.

* To-morrer, vou say?” said Hooke at last grudgingly.

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

“Tt ain’t good enough!” said Hooke surlily.

“Very well; then you can do as you like. Get me
expelled from St. Jim’s, if vou like!” said Cutts, with a
dangerous glitter in his eyes. ‘““If I go under, I'll see that
things are made warm for you. You will lose your money,
and what reputation youwve got left—all because you won't
wait .a couple of days longer, after yowve waited weeks
already. That isn’t business, Mr., Hooke!”

“TIf I could trust you!’ muttered Hooke.

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

There was another silence.

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

C'utts drew a deep breath.

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

““ Well, see that I do!”’

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

“Then I'll travel,” he said. *‘It won't do you any good
for me to stop ‘ere. a

Cutts gave a start.

“Hush!” = -

He held up a hand to enjoin silence. ;

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

For a moment Cutts’ heart turned sick within him.

He had succeeded sq far with Jonas Hooke, and now he
was caught—caught with the disreputable bookmaker in his
study ! -

Mr. Hooke looked uneasy, too.

““Who is it?”" he murmured.

¢ My Housemaster I’ groaned Cutts.

¢ Good ‘eavens!”

“Quiet! There’s a chance yet! Get behind that screen!
There’s a cupboard there! You can get into it, and lie
low! Tl bluff him if I can! Quick!”

The slow-witted man hesitated, but Cutts grasped him
and pushed him behind the screen in the corner. There was
a wall cupboard there, in which Cutts kept cricket-bats and
footballs and stumps and other belongings. 5

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

He huddled in the cupboard, panting for kreath. Cutts
replaced the screen, and turned back to the study table. He
had just time to open a ‘‘Football Annual” when thers
eame a sharp knock at the door. L

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

Mr. Railton entered.

CHAPTER 5.
. Facing the Music.
R. RAILTON strode into the study, with a deep
frown on his brow.
He gave a quick glance round the room, and
seemed surprised at finding- Cutts alone. . N
The Fifth-Former rose respectfully, the book still in his

hand.

Mr, Railton fixed his eyes upon him, with a sharp and
penetrating glance. Cutts bore the scrutiny without flinch-
ing. -His expression was simply that of respectful inquiry,
2s if he were waiting to hear what had brought the House-
master to his study. As Mr. Railton was silent for some
moments, Cutts’ face gradually assumed a natural expres-
sion of slight surprise. :

“ Cutts "’ said Mr. Railton at last.

“Yes, sir?”.

““ Has your visitor gone?”

¥ Ves, sir.”

“Ah! You do not deny having had a visitor, then?”

Cutts looked more surprised.

““Why should I deny it, sir?’* he asked. “I do not under-
stand you.”

“Listen to me, Cutts!” said the Housemaster firmly. I
have been informed as to the identity of your visitor. Do
you understand ?”? : :

Tt was as much as Cutts could do to keep back a gasp of
relief. Mr. Railton had not seen the man with his own eyes,
as Cutts feared. There was a chance yet!

“ ¥ understand, sir,”’ said Cutts.

“You deny nothing, sir?”’ exclaimed Mr. Railton.

“No, sir. Why should I? I have not heard that Fifth-
Formers are not allowed to receive callers in their studies
after lessons, sir.”

“ Respectable men, certainly !
maker here!”

“T, sir |’ exclaimed Cutts, in astonishment.

“¥You deny that?”

Cutts smiled’ :

¢ T certainly deny that, sir,” he said.
you supposed that I had received a bookmaker here.
s some queer mistake, I suppose.” :
dr“lI hope it will prove to be a mistake,” said Mr. Railton

ily. - -

“T can give you my word about that, sir. I hope you do
not think I am the kind of fellow to have dealings with

You have received a book-

“T did not know
There

- bookmakers? - And if I were, you could hardly consider me

idiot enough to let one come here to see me !’ said Cutts, in
surprise. “ I am not a fool, sir—I know what such a thing
would mean for me.”

“ Quite so. There have, as a matter of fact, been rumours
about you in the House, Cutts—nothing tangible, perhaps—
and I always make it a point to take no notice of gossip,”
said the Housemaster. ‘“ As you say, it would be so utterly
and insanely reckless for a boy to receive a bookmaker in
his study that it seems incredible.”

The Fifth-Former smiled again.

“You may depend upon it, sir, that if I should ever take
to bad ways, I shall be more cautious than that,” he said.

“]YIYOEI have not, then, had any dealings with a bookmalker
at all?”

“ Certainly not!” .

“Your visitor was not a man of that character?”

“ No, sir,” said Cutts, in an amused tone. -* I should be
glad to know who fancied that he was, and took the trouble
to tell you, sir?”’ .

“The man, was seen coming into the House, and my
attention was drawn to the matter by the porter,’” said Mr.
Railton. ““T questioned the page, and learned that he had
shown the man to your study.” .

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

“ And his name——" B

“ Hoole,” said Cutts calmly.

Mr. Railton started.

“ You are awarc that there is a bookmaker of that name,
?\r&ts—’-a man with a most unenviable reputation—in Abbots-
ord ¥’ i

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

‘“That man was not your visitor?”’

“It’s not an uncommon name, sir,”’ said Cutts. 1%
happens to be the same in this-case. The Christian name is
different, however. The bookmaker is called Hiram, I think,
or some name like tha 3¢

‘“ His name is Jonas Hooke.” S

“Yes. Is that it?’ said Cutts coolly.
happened to be John Hooke.”?

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

“Yes; isn’t it, sir 7’ assented Cutts.

“ And he is gone?”?

““Yes; he stayed only a few minutes.”

“ How long has he been gone?”

Cutts reflected.

‘‘About a quarter of an hour, sir, I think.”

“ Will you tell me who he was?”

“I have no objection at all, sir. He is a soldier who was
discharged from my.uncle’s regiment for bad conduct, and
has taken to tramping. I knew him years ago, when I was
a nipper, and my uncle was stationed at Aldershot. He gave
me some riding lessons when I was there visiting my uncle,
and he remembered me. His tramping brought him to this
part of the country, and as he was hard up, it occurred
to him to come in here and ask for me.”

“A most improper proceeding,’> said Mr.
frowning.

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

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

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

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

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

Apparently a search of the study did not enter Mr.
Railton’s mind. He was not of the spying kind, and he
hated doubting anybody’s word. And he could not believe
that Cutts could be so cool and calm if expulsion were hang-
ing over his head. 3

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

“VYes, sir; as I said.” ?

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

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

Mzr. Railton drew a deep breath.

* 1 am sorry the man is not still here,”” he said.
have preferred to see him.
ance, Cutts.”

£ —trust Teo, 81
doubted.”

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

“Thank you, sir!” ;

Mr. Railton left the study.

Cutts smiled.

Not until the Housemaster’s footsteps had died away did
Cutts move. Then he-went behind the screen, and found the
cupboard dcor ajar, and the flustered face of Mr. Jonas
Hooke locking out at him. The bookmaker was red and
panting. s

“My word!” he murmured. ““My word! ’Ow you rolled
’em out, sir! Blessed if you didn’t take my breath away!
1t was ’ot in that cupboard, too !”

“Youll have to stay here for a bit,” said Cutts, coolly.
“ Railton thinks you're gone—so you can’t go till the coast 8
clear.” : 5

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

“You must! Il see that nobody comes.to. the study
again,” said Cutts. ** You'll have to stay here till dark,
Hooke, unless you want to be caught. Railton has his malacca
cane in his hand—you can guess what h&’d brought it for. I%
was jolly lucky for you that you kept out of sight, as well
as for rﬁe.”] o 3

Mr. Hooke shivered. R

“If he raises a ’and against me, I’ll ’ave the law on ’im P4
he mattered.

Cutts laughed.

1 don’t think the law would say much about a Hous@s
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] With many a chuckle the juniors of the Remove-form of Greyfriars continued their work, till the last atom oi .
paint had been squeezed out of the brushes on to the walls, and the last fragment of paper had been stuck on

various parts of the study.
think! " grinnmed Nugent.

“ Walker will be pleased!” murmured Bob Cherry.
(For this remarkable incident, buy o copy of this week’s issue of *‘ THE MAGNET"
LiBrARY, and read “ UP AGAINST IT!” by Frank Richards.

¢ So.will Quelchy! Idon't

Get a copy NOW before it is too late.)

master horsewhipping a bookie who came to his school,”” he
said. “ And if it did, it wouldn’t mend you, Hookey—and
you'd want mending after Railton had finished with you.”™

“ Look ’ere 2

“ You'll have to stay here till after dark, and then sneak
out somehow,” said Cutts coolly. - ““ You've brought it on
yoursclf, and must make the best of it. But it’s all right. I
can get you some sandwiches, and a whislky-and-soda.”

«Well, that sounds orlright,” said Mr. Hooke.

And Jonas Hooke had to make up his mind to the inevitable
—and he stayed. And Cutts had the.pleasant prospect of
keeping the man hidden in his study for some hours to come—
at the risk every moment of some accident revealing his
presence there. Cutts was a cool customer, and he had an iron
nerve—but he needed all his coolness, and all his nerve now.
An accident—a mischance—one false step—one thoughtless
word—and he was: ruined—and he knew it! And he was as
gool as ice.

CIHAPTER 6.
Called Over the Coals.

% EAH he is!”,
“ Behold the deserter !
‘“ Tremble, villain!"

Those exclamations greeted Robert Arthur Digby as he
entered Study No. 6 in the Fourth-Form passage, after having
had tea with the genial Cutts. Blake and Herries and Digby,
Tom Meiry and Manners and Lowther, were all there, wait-
ing for him. They looked like a family of judges waiting
for the criminal to come in—and now he had come !

Dig was feeling a little uneasy as he came back to Study
No. 6. He could explain to the chums that the suspected and
suspicious Cutts had not done him any harm. He hadn’t
played bridge, he hadn’t put any money on a horse—he
hadn’t done anything excepting make a very satisfying tea
and eat walnuts afterwards—with the exception of having
written out passages in that ‘““play” for Cutts. But that
was a secret, of course—he had promised Cutts not to men-
tion that he was writing a play. :
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Dig felt that his friends were very unjust to Cutts, and
very hard on him ; but he was afraid that they wouldn’p listen
to reason when he explained. And he was right in his fore-

Look here,” said Digby warmly, interrupting those
hearty greetings. ‘‘ Don’t play the giddy goat, you know.”

“ Weally, Dig—""’ -

“ Have you anything to say why sentence shouldn’t be
passed on you according to law ?”’ demanded Blake.

*“ Oh, don’t be an ass I’ growled Digby.

Tom Merry held up his hand.

* Let’s question the culprit,” he said. ‘‘We must have
the facts before we slanghter Digby. Have you been playing
cards, Digby 7"’

““ No, ase!”

‘“Making bets ?"?

‘“ No, fathead ! : ;

“ Talking sport and races and things?”

““No, idiot !’

*“Then what did Cutts want you for?”’

.““To have tea !” said Dig. “ I’ve had it, too! And a jolly
ripping tea it was. Boiled kidneys and eggs, and ripping
toast, and walnuts to finish.” 1

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

* A single, solitary, lonesome sardine I”” said Blake.

Dig grinned.

‘“There was jam, too,” he said. “ Strawberry jam!”

“ There would have been stwawbewwy jam with us, if you
hadn’t smashed the jah in the passage, you ass. I do not
considah stwawbewwy jam a sufficient weason for desertin’
your old pale. I wegard it as bein’ similah to s hankerin’
:la)f.tal‘l” the fleshpots of Egypt. I am disgusted with you,

i

*“ Same here !”” said Herries. * Disgusted!”

““ Shocked !

** Horrified !’ said Monty Lowther, with due solemnity.

** How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is, to have a thank-
less Digby !”” said Manners, with a sigh. ;

‘* Let us reason with him gently,” said Tom Mexry, holding
up his hand. * Keep your little tempers, and talk to him like
a Dutch uncle.”

‘' Yaas, wathah !

Dig glared at his anxious friends. All this concern for his
welfare was gratifying in one way, but not in another. Tom
Merry pointed a magisterial finger at him, and spoke severely.

“ Do you mean to declare, Robert Arthur Digby, on your
word of honour as a silly ass, that Cutts was not up to any
tricks at all 2

““ Of course he wasn't.””

“Now I'll be serious,” said Tom Meiry.
fided any secrets to you?”

“That’s the question,” said D’Arcy.
any wotten secwets to keep, deah boy.”

.‘He hasn’t given me any rotten secrets to keep,” eaid
Digby warmly.

Tom Merry was quick to notice the adjective.

“ Not any rotten secrets{” he asked

‘“No, I tell you!”

‘ Any secrets at all?*

. Dig flushed. Cutts had told him, as a secret, that he was
writing a play. There couldn’t be any harm in a secret like
that, certainly; but it was a secret, and he couldn’t tell his
chums,

“Don’t ask me such a lot of rotten questions,” Dig broke
out,., “Blessed if I don’t clear out of the study if this goes
on.

Tom Merry’s face became very grave. - The half-jesting
manner of the other juniors vanished, too. Gerald Cutte
had told Dig a secret—that was clear. - And the juniors felt
that their alarm was well founded. =~ The blackguard of the
Fifth had had a secret motive in getting Dig to his study,
as they had suspected. :

“ Oh, don’t look like a silly set of boiled owls!"” exclaimed
Dig irritably.

*“ Seriously, Dig—Cutts has told you a secret 2”?

“ Suppose he has?”’

““ You mean that he has?” -

“ Not much good denying it !”’ growled Dig. “ It's a harm.
less secret—you’d laugh if I told you, only I'm not going to
tel you, as I promised Cutts.”

“ Now, look here,” said Tom Merry, seriously. “I'll tell
you something, Dig, that I haven’t told anybody but Lowther
and Manners yet. Cutts came to me one day, in a difficulty,
and got me into keeping a secret with him. The mere fact
that I had promised Cutts, and was mixed up in a secret with
the blackguard, made trouble between my pals and me. That
was how 1t started, and he jolly nearly got me into his filthy
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betting—only I was too sick with him to give him a chance.
I came as near disgrace as any chap could come, without
being done in—and Cutts kept himself safe all the time. Now
you know why I think Cutts is after no good with you. Ho
started in the same way—giving you a secret to keep—that
makes a tie between him and you, and puts up a bar between
you and your chums, to begin with.”

“I don’t see why it should,” said Digby uncomfortably.
“It’s a harmless secret. It’s nothing whatever about break-
ing school rules—if the Head knew, he would only grin. All
the masters might know without any harm being done.”

* Then why 1s it a secret 7’ g

“I suppose Cutts wants to keep it dark in case the fellows
should laugh about it, that’s all.”

* Then why did he tell you?”

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

‘“A few pages!” gaid the juniors,
# Lines ?”’

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

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

“Yes—Knox bowled and hit his wrist "’

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

“Rot!” said Dig. *“How do you know 7’

“Because 1 saw him cuff young Tadd of the Second Form
for bumping into him on the stairs,” said Lowther. “ He
would have biffed him with his left, I fancy, if his right wrist
had been hurt. But he didn’t.” .

“ Well, that was what he told me,” said Digby. * I don’t
see why he should lie. He could have written the stuff down
just as well as I, unless he was lazy.” .

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

““T’ve promised not to.” ]

““ Anything that might get you into trouble, if it were
supposed to be your own stuff 77 asked Tom Merry. ‘It’s
your handwriting, you know, as you wrote it.”

Dig chuckled ;

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

The juniors exchanged glances. They did not know quite
what to make of Dig’s explanation. He was a sensible lad
enough, but—but why should Cutts have told him a secret?®
That was the way Cutts had started when he was trying to
initiate Tom Merry into his blackguardly ways, and Tom, in
his unsuspicious sunplicity, had fallen into the trap. But if
Dig fell into the same trap, he would do it with his eyes

after Tom Merry’s warning. ;
,_my belief is that there’s something fishy in it,’*
said Monly Lowther at last. * Either Cuits 1s trying to fix
Dig on to him by giving him some siily secret to keep, or
else he’s taking him in, and wants something or other in
Dig’s handwriting for some reason of his own.”

‘“What utter rot!”’ said Dig.

““ Might be a twick to get a specimen of Dig’s handw’itin’
for something,”” said Arthur Augustus wisely. = * Forjahs
do that, you know, when they are goin’ to forge a cheque,
you know."”

Dig laughed. z

“1 haven’t a cheque-book, you fathead, have 17"

“I decline to be called a fathead, Dig!”

“Took here! I don't care about discussing Cutts like
this,”” broke out Digby. ‘‘ He’s been very decent to me, and
T don’t want to hear him jawed about as if he were some
blessed criminal.  He’s explained his reason to me. My
father and his uncle werg old chums, and his uncle is com-
ing*down here this week. I suppose Cutts wants his uncle
to sce us on good terms; that’s all. He said his uncle will
most likely tip me a quid. He asked me to write to his
uncle yesterday, to say I should be glad to see him when he
came down——""

“You wrote to Cutts’ uncle?”’
prise. g

“Why shouldn’t I?"” said Dig. ‘“He’s my pater’s oldest
friend. I shouldn’t have thought of it myself, but Cutts sug-
gested it. He said his uncle took a great interest in me, and
that he would be flattered if I sent him a little note, saying
that T remembered him, and so forth. So I did.”

“ You didn’t tell us,” said Blake.

“You're so rabid when Cutts is mentioned,” growled Dig.
“T suppose a chap is called on to be polite to his pater’s old
pal?. I suppose you don't think Major Cutts is going to do
me any harm—— What? I supﬁ)ose you know he’s a dis-
tinguished officer, and only recently home from Africa ?”?

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

““That isn’t all,”” said Lowther.

- Wathah not!”

“ Look here!” said Dig angrily. “I'm fed up with this!
Cutts has treated me decently, and I won’t hear him rum
down !”

-, ' You won’t hear him cracked up here,’” said Blake tartly.
“He's a cad, and a rotter of the first water, and you can
put that in your . pipe and smoke it!"

. Dig flushed. red.

© “Then I’ll get out!” he exclaimed.

¢ Weally, Dig—">

Slam !

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

- That’s the beginning,” said Tom Merry quietly. * When
Cutts got me into a secret with him, trouble with my pals
was the first result. It locks to me like the same game
over again. Though, as Dig hasn’t any money, I don't sea
where Cutts is going to score. But he isn’t doing it for
nothing. You fellows, it's no good talking to Dig.”

““ Looks not !” growled Blake.

““But there’s Cutts. We're all Dig’s pals, and we're not
going to see him taken in by Cutts. Let's talk to Cutts
instead, and tell him plainly that he’s got to let our chum
alone, or we'll make it warm for him,”

““ Good egg!” : <

The juniors were feeling annoyed with Dig, but they were
feeling intensely exasperated with Gerald Cutts. They were
willing to leave the blackguard of the Fifth- alone, why
couldn’t he let them alone? That Cutts meant mischief, in
some cunning and underhand manner, they were convinced.
In their present state of mind, it would be a relief to talk
plain English to Cutts of the Fifth, and let him know what
they thought of him. And without stopping to reflect on tha
matter, the chums of the School House made their way ta
Cutts’ study. :

—

T . €HAPTER 7.
Cornered,

HERE was a murmur as of voices in Gutts' study as
the juniors approached it. They were treading lightly
—not because they wanted to surprise Cutts, but
because -they were on dangerous ground. The Fifth Form
passage was sacred to the seniors, excepting when fags were
wanted, and a raid on the Fifth would bave brought a
crowd of big fellows out to hurl the juniors forth “on their
necks.” And half a dozen juniors making for Cutts’ study
locked like a raid—indeed, if Cutts turned rusty, it was
pretty certain there would be a row, and the study might
very possibly be wrecked. Tom Merry & Co. were quite
prepared to go to that length, if necessary, to save their pal
from the clutches of the wily Cutts.

@

Tom Merry knocked at the door, and turned the handle. .

The door did not open. It was locked. Inside the study
there was dead silence. The murmur as of voices had died
away instantly at the sound of the knock.

No reply came from within the study. Lefevre of the
Fifth came along the passage, and looked at the juniors.

““Hallo, you fags! What do you want here?”’ he
demanded. “That’s what I say. What are you up to?”

‘ Coming to see Cutis,” said Tom Merry blandly.
“ What’s he got his door locked for? A smoking-bee, L
guppose?” .

“ Don’t you be cheeky,” said Lefevre, considering for a
moment whether he should chase the juniors along the pas-
sage. But as there were six of them, it occurred to Lefevre
that he might be the person to be chased, possibly. So he
shook a warning forefinger at them instead, and went into
his study.

Tom Merry knocked at Cutts’ door again.
a few moments, Cutis himself opening it.

He stared inquiringly at the juniors. It seemed to Tom
Merry that there was relief in Cutts’ face. Perhaps he had
expected more troublesome visitors than the heroes of the
Fourth and the Shell.

- “ What do you kids want?"” asked Cutts shortly.

* Want to speak to you, Cutts.” :

B busy—” 5

““ SBorry to interrupt the confabulation, whatever if is,%”
said Tom Merry politely, ““but we can't wait. It's im-
portant.  Your friend can hear what we say—it’s not a
secret.  We don’t deal in secrets like you, you know.”

“ My friend !’ said Cutts. *° What do you mean? There's
nobody here.”

It opened in
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“ Dropped him out of the window ?” asked Lowther, with
a grin. “You were jawing to somebody as we came along.’t

Cutts laughed. ;

“I was going over my Homer aloud,” he said. *I was
talking to the assembly of Greek chiefs, and repeating the
words of Agamemnon, if you must know. But if you've got
anything to say to me, you can-come in and say it.” =

He stepped back, and the juniors passed into the study.
They did not believe for a moment that Cutts had been
reciting Homer aloud. He was so false that they newer
thought of taking his word unless facts supported it. But
the study certainly seemed to be empty. No one but Cutts
was to be seen, and there was an open Homer on the table.
Tom Merry looked round the study with a glance that Cutts
understood quite well. He did not believe that Cutts had
been alone.

“Well, what do you want?” asked Cutts.
busy.”

:‘ vao§ting over Homer ?” grinned Monty Lowther.

‘ H

“Bai Jove! I should soonah have expected to find you
swottin’ ovah the ‘Pink 'Un,” Cutts, deah boy,” remarked
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. < i

““ Will you tell me ‘what you want?"” asked Cutts.

¢ Certainly, deah boy. You fellows had bettah leave the
talkin' to me. I shall be able to explain to Cutts—"

““ Shurrup !” growled Jack Blake.

 Weally, Blake—""

““This is how it is, Cutts,” said Tom Merry. “I haven’t
forgotten the time when you were trying to get me into your -
rotten manners and customs. Excuse me speaking plain
English—it's a little way I've got. It seems to us that you
are trying the same game on now with our pal Dig. We
want you to stop it.’"

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

“Yes. fle's not coming any more. We're going to scalp
and slaughter him if he has anything to do with you,” said

lake. ;

“Yaas, wathah! T considah—"!

Cutts laughed heartily.

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

‘“ We should think so, if he had any,” said Herries,

£ But he hasn't, has he?”

“ Well, no!” Herries had to admit that.
trust you. You've got to let our
rotten games for Study No. 6.”

“Did you come here to ask for a licking?” said Cutts.

“You'd have to lick six of us!”’ Manners remarked.

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

“T don’t mind telling you why I've been kind to Dighby,”
said Cutts. ‘° My uncle asked me to keep an eye on him, on
account of the old friendship between him and Digby’s pater.
They were boys together at Harrow. I want to please my
uncle—for reasons that are no business of yours. 1 feel
friendly to Digby, too—he’s a very pleasant little chap, and
very obliging.- Are you satisfied now?”’

“TIs that all?” asked Tom Merry.

¢ That's all 1"’

The juniors exchanged glances. Cutts® explanation was
reasonable enough. His motive for wanting to please his rich
uncle was plain—a tip! Cutts, as if the matter was finished,
sat down at the table again and started on Homer.

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

‘“ Yaas, that will be all wight."”

¢ Certainly not,”” said Cutts. “ How dare you think of dic-
tating to me! However, my uncle is coming to-morrow, and
ho probably won't come to the school again, so very likely I
sha'n’t see Digby again after that. I'm not specially keen on
the society of Fourth-Form kids. In fact, I'm pretty certain
i Al'xa’n't see him after that, since you must know all about .
it !

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

“ Your perspicacity does you credit,” said Cutts sweetly.
““ It shows what a lot a chap can learn in the Shell if he's
really intelligent.”

Some of the juniors grinned.
tongue when he chose to let it go.

“Well,” said Tom Merry, unmoved, * it scems that you've
been telling Dig a secret. He won't tell what it is—quite
right, of course, as he's promised. . But we suspected some
move of that sort, and asked him—and jolted it out of him
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that there was a secret.
you remember.”

Cutts gritted his teeth for a moment.

*“ Pve had enough of this,” he said. * Will you clear cut?”

“Not till we've finished. Dig can’t give away thé secret,
as he’s promised. But we don’t like secrets between Dig and

That was how you began with mé,

you. It’s dangerous. The only way is for you to tell us

the sceret, too. We don’t want to know it—it’s for Dig’s
sake. If there’s no harm in it you can tell us; if there is
harm in it, we shall know what to do, then. I’'m not inquisi-
tive—in fact, Manners and Lowther and I will step outside,
and you can tell it only to Dig’s study-mates—they can judge
whether there is any harm in it. If you can tell Dig, you
can tell them.”

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

‘ What do you say, Cutts?”’

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

“Then you won’t tell us?”’ :

“T sha’n’t allow fags to come here questioning me, if that’s
what you mean. Get out of my study, or I'll call some of the
Fifth here, and make an example of you.”

The juniors drew closer together, their eyes gleaming.
They were prepared for trouble. Cutts’ refusal to explain
what the * secret”” was renewed all their suspicions that had
been allayed. Why couldn’t he tell them, if there was no
harm in it? They were as much to be trusted with a hatm-
less sectet as Dighy was. Cutts made a step towards the
door, as if to call on the Fifth for aid in ejecting the intruders.

Then Monty Lowther’s cool and drawling voice broke in:

“\;Vhy not call your friend behind the screen, Cutts, old
man?”’

Cutts stopped dead.

““ What! What did you say?™

Lowther laughed lightly.

* Who's the Lady Teazle behind the screen?”’ he drawled.

“There’s no one there,” said Cutts. ‘‘ What do you mean,
you young fool?”’ i SR 7

Tho juniors all stared at the screen. Monty Lowther, con-

“vinced that there had been someone in the study talking to

Cutts, had had his eyes open ever since he had been in the
room. The way the screen was arranged before the door of
the wall cupboard had ‘drawn his attention.  There was
nowhere else where anyone could have been concealed; and
he had tried a shot at a venture—and Cutts’ startled look
showed him that his chance shot had hit the mark. There
was someone else in the study, and Gerald Cutts was hiding
kim from view.

““ Why don’t you go on, Cutts?”’ asked Lowther pleasantly.
* While you’re calling the Fifth, I'll peep behind the screen.
We've stumbled on quite an interesting little mystery. You
chaps remember Reilly mentioned that he saw Toby showing
a rough-looking specimen into Cutts’ study just after tea?
He’s still here, and Cutts is hiding his light under a bushel.
Won't you introduce us to your friend, Cutts?”

“I\Vill you get out of my study ’? said Cutts, between his
teeth.

Lowther made a movement towards the screen.
gprang in front of it in a twinkling.

** Stand back, you prying cad !’ he shouted.

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

“ Mind your own business.”

“ T wonder who the johnnie is?’ murmured Lowther lazily.
# Tg-it Tickey Tapp, that you used to play roulette with, Cutts,
okl fellow? “Is 1t old Griggs, the bookie? This is getting
jolly interesting.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

‘“ Are you going?”’ shouted Cutts furiously.

*“ No, we're not going.”

‘“ Wathah not !’

“ Call the Fifth in,” grinned Blake. “1I dare say they’ll
be interested to see your friend. Like a giddy scene in a
play—the hidden beauty behind the screen.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

Cutts glared at the juniors. e dared not have the Fifth
fellows in now—he dared not risk having the hidden Jonas
He was at the mercy of the juniors,
and they knew it. Whoever his visitor was; they knew that
he dared not let him be seen—his actions showed that.

“ Better do*the sensible things, Cutts, old man,” said Tom
Merry. ‘‘ Trot out tho secret, and give leave for Dig to Tell
us if it's the truth—that’s what we want.”

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

“T'1 tell you,” ho said slowly.

“The truth, mind!”

Cutts’ eyes glittered for a moment.

““You can ask Digby, and say I gave him leave to tell you.
I'm writing a play.”

* Wha-a-a-a-at!” .

The juniors simply stuttered at that unexpected revelation.
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“ Writing a play!” =
‘“ Bai Jove!”’
“ Gammon !’
Draw it mild!? : ; o
“That is the secret I told Digby,” said Cutts calmly.
You can ask -him, and he’s at liberty to tell you.”
« And that is all?” Tom Merry asked, in amazement.
* That is all!”
“ Well, my hat!”’
“1 don’t believe it,”’ said Herries grimly. * Any silly ass
might write a play, of caurse; but what did you want to tell
Dig for and make 1t a secret?”

T told him in conversation—and it’s a secret because I
don’t want to be chipped about it. If my play’s refused, I
don’t want all the fellows to know. That’s all. I depend

‘upon you to say nothing, as youwve forced it out of me like

this.”

““Oh, that’s right enough,” said Tom Merry—‘and Dig’s
at liberty to tell us?”

“ Yes.l, . *

“Good enough. Come on, you chaps, and we'll ask Dig,”
said Blake. »

The juniors trooped out of the study. They were amazed
and relieved. So harmless a secret as that was not a cause
for uneasiness. Cutts drew a deep breath as he locked the
door after the juniors. ;

“ Hang them!” he muttered. ¢ Hang them! But the
young fools couldn’t possibly suspect—they couldn’t possibly !
Digby didn’t—and they can’t!” : ;

Tom Merry & Co. looked for Digby at once. They found
him in the common-room, and he looked at them rather
grimly as they came up.

*We’ve been to sce Cutts I’ Blake announced.

“ Like your cheek!” growled Digby.

““ He’s told us the giddy secret, and he’s given us leave to
ask you, and you leave to tell us. You're released from your
promise,”’ said Blake. :

“ Brrrr!” said Dig.

“(Cutts says that the secret is that he’s writing a play, and
he doesn’t want all the fellows to know in case he should be
chfpp:d ’about it. Is that it?” 65

§ W aa

:: %‘Zhaf;”s the secret he told you?”’ asked Tom Merry.
es. :
" ““ Nothing else?”

‘“ Nothing.”

Toin burst into a laugh.

_“ Well, we have been making a mountain out of a mole-
hill, and no mistake,” he confessed. ‘‘I never thought it was
a harmless thing like that. But I don’t trust Cutts.”

. “I think you’ve taken a jolly lot on yourself in bouncing
it out of Cutts like that,” said Digby sulkily. ‘‘I think you
might have minded your own business, if you ask me.”

“ That’s all right; we don’t ask you!” said Tom Merry
good-humouredly. ‘

“And that’s all there is in it?"” said Blake musingly.
“ Well, ’'m beat!”

“ That isn’t all there is in it!” said Monty Lowther
coolly. ““ There’s something else behind it all. I know
Cutts. There’s something else.”

“ What is 152"

Lowther shook his head.

“Don’t ask me; I.-don’t know. But I'll undertake to
say that there’s something behind it. I don’t know what
yet! Cutts is too deep for us!”

“ Rot I’ said Digby empbhatically.,

“VYaas, I must say that it seems to me to be wathah wot,
TLowthah,” said Arthur Augustus thoughtfully.

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

And as that was certainly incontrovertible,

2 no one
attempted to controvert it.

CHAPTER 8.
Another Engagement.

OM MERRY was the cynogure of all junior eyes in
the School House the next day, when he came out

of the Shell Form-room after morning lessons.
Tt was Wednesday—a half-holiday. The cricket season was
coming to -its end, but the remaining matches were being
played out with undiminished keenness. That afternoon the

. School House juniors were very interested to know how

the eleven was to be made up. course, in a House
match there were certain players who were bound to be
played; weak players having to be contented with chances
in less important meetings or in practice matches. But the
“tail” of the eleven was subject to changes, and a good

‘many fellows hoped to find their names down.

Tdm Merry was known to have the list in his pocket, ready
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to be posted 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 for practice, the junior
cleven 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 the 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 eleven; but the juniors of the School House passed
them all over as things of little account.

What interested them was the notice in Tom Merry’s big
i Tom walked out of the School House
immediately he had pinned up the paper. IHe wanted to
The matter was settled, and it was no use

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

Merry, Lowther, Manners, Noble, Dane, Blake, Herries,

. Digby, D’Arcy, Reilly, Kerruish.

That was the junior House eleven for the occasion.

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

“ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “I
twust you fellows are goin’ to back me up this 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.”

Digby coloured. .

“ Mec !” he said awkwardly and ungrammatically.

“ You!” said Blake, with a nod. “ Don't say you don’t
feel fit. You're as fit as a fiddle. I hear that Figgins & Co.
ar> in great form, and Redfern and Kerr are specially on
th(ls )farpath with their batting. We shall want a good
field.

“I'm not playing !” said Digby.

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

T didn’t know you were setting up as a humourist, Dig,”
said Blake pleasantly; “ and I doun't quite see where the
joke of that remark comes in.”

“ ¢TIt isn’t a joke!” said Dig.

‘It must be! You know very well you’re playing. Can't
you.see your name in the list? or have you lost your eye-
sight or forgotten how to read?”

“T've got something else on.”
© “ Nothing else'is allowed on when it’s a House match.”

“ Well, this isn’t a regular House match,” said Dig.
“ We finished our list of fixtures with the New House. This

is an extra—really a practice match.”

" “You are playing, all the same. What in the name of

“ all that's idiotic do you want to cut the cricket for?”

demanded Blake.
“T don’t exactly want to,” said Dig; * but—but I've got

.. something to do.”

“You're not detained 7"

“ No; it isn’t that.”

“ Then you're playing, my son.”

“I can’t!” said Dig, looking red and uncomfortable.

“ Don't tell me it’s anything to do with Cutts,”” said Blake,

. with a dangerous gleam in his eyes, ‘‘ because I won’t stand

* know.

“¢ Has Cutts been found out at last?
Fway, anyway !»

was hiding behind the screen.

TR

*“Hallo, who's talking of Cutts?” said Mellish of the
Fourth, joining them. ¢ You fellows heard about that?”

¢ Heard about what ?”’ snapped Blake crossly. He did not
like Mellish, and he did not like to be interrupted.

““ Well, it seems to have been a fag in the Third who saw
it,” said Mellish. ““I don’t know if there’s any truth in it.
I thought you fellows might know, as you were with Cutts

" yesterday just before dark.”

“Well, we don’t know, whatever it is,”’ growled Herries.
Is that it? Time he

“1 thought you might
The story is that a fag saw a man dropping out of
Cutts’ window last evening after dark—from what I make

¢ Jolly near it,” grinned Mellish.

‘out, it must have been about half an hour after you fellows

were there.”

“ My hat!”

The chums of the Fourth exchanged quick glances. They
temembered the unseen man whom Lowther had discovered
They had wondered what
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had become of him. Evidently he had not succeeded” in
getting out of Gerald Cutts’ quarters quite unperceived.

“ 1 see you know something about it,”’ chuckled Mellish.
‘Tt seems to be established that he was seen dropping from
Cutts’ window in the dark. And a chap says he heard
somebody climbing over the school wall, and ran up to see
who it was, and heard him drop into tho road. He didn't
see him. I say, who was the man there when you fellows
visited Cutts?”’

¢ Better ask Cutts!” said Blake shortly.

“ But, I say, I want to know—"

“ Rats !”

The chums of the Fourth turned their backs upon Mellish.
They had no inclination to minister to the inquisitiveness of
the Peeping Tom of the School House.

Dig was very silent as he went out into the quadrangle
with his chums. He guessed whom that mysterious man
was who was supposed to have dropped from Cutts’ window
after dark, and dodged out of St. Jim’s unseen. It could ba
no other than Jonas Hooke, whom Toby had taken up to
the study while Dig was there. Cutts had extricated him-
self from his dangerous predicament, it seemed, and Dig
could not help feeling glad that the Fifth-Former had
escaped discovery. But he did not mention a word of what
he knew to his comrades. He had told Cutts that he would
not mention it. :

““ Well, to come back to our mutton,” said Blake, when
they were rid of Mellish. Is it anything to do with Cutts,

- this idiotic idea of yours of not playing this afternoon,

Dig?”

““I'm going out for Cutts,” said Dig.

“ Where? A giddy secret, I suppose?” snapped Blake.

“No. He's asked me to go over to Abbotsford for him,
on my bike, to take a message to Hallam, at Abl'xntsford
School,” said Dig. ‘It's about a swimming match.”

“ Why can’t he write?”’

“He says there’s a hurry for it, and I couldn’t refuse to
oblige him. I wasn’t sure Tom Merry would put my name
down; and as it isn’t a regular match I don’t mind so
much missing it. Gore can play instead. He'll be glad of
the chance.” : : -
_“ Well, I don’t know that there’s any harm in your biking
over to Hallam at Abbotsford,” said Blake reluctantly.
“There’s nothing but that in it—simply a message to Hallam
at_Abbotsford School ?”

“That's all!” said Dig. “I don't say I'm pleased at
standing out of the game, but Cutts asked be to do it as
a favour, and I 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.” z

Blake and Herries and D’Arcy turned the matter over in
their minds. It did not seem possible, deeply as they dis-
trusted Gerald Cutts and all his works, to find fault in this.
They had see Hallam of Abbotsford, and knew that he was
a decent fellow. It certainly would not hurt Dig to take a
message to him.

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

“ 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 h
being your pater’s old chum?” r =

“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. 4

“Well, I suppose you can go,” said Blake grudgingly.
“Y 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
Christendom—Comio Cuts, or Gerald Cutts, or any Cutts!”

““ Well, T couldn’t say ‘ No!" " said Dig. )

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

“ Weally, Blake, it would have been wathalh ungwacioua
of Dig to wefuse,” said Arthur Augustus, with an air of
deep consideration.

““Rats!” said Blake.  Let’s find Tom Merry, and tell
him the silly chump is staying out because he couldn’t say
‘No!" to Cutts or ‘Beo!’ to a gooss. Come on!”

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

e an’t see any harm in it, can you?’ asked Blake.

“Well, no!” said Tom. ‘I suppose we must admit that
even Cutts isn't a_giddy Machiavelli, with deep-laid plots and
schemes in everything he does. I think it’s inconsiderate of
him. He might have asked Dig whether he was booked for
the afternoon first. But it’s all right. T'll put George Gors
ipléo:I'l’(’i Dig can bike to Abbotsford—or bike to Jericho, if he
1 ‘
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And after dinner, when the School House team went down
in spotless flannels to meet their old rivals on the cricket-
ground, Dig went to the bicycle-shed for his machine. 1

Dig wheeled his bike out, and paused to sce the match begin
before he started off. The School House won the toss, and
Tom Merry & Co. batted first, Tom opening the innings
with Kangaroo, Figgins & Co. went into the field, and Fatty
Wynn took the ball for the first over.
bowl, and heard the chéer that went up as the Cornstalk cut
wevay the leather for two to start with, i E
. Dig’s heart was a little heavy as he wheeled his machine
"down to the gates, and mounted it. He would have liked
very much to play in the cricket-match; but he could not
-refuse to oblige Cutts of the Fifth, who had been so very kind
"to him, and he made up his mind to it, and pedzlled away
'towards Abbotsford,

CHAPTER 9.
Uncle and Nephew!

AJOR CUTTS came down the road from Ryleombe
M with a Cavalry stride. He was a thick-set, square-

shouldered man, with a complexion burnt bronze by .

an African sun, and a sword-cut across his cheek that gave
him a somewhat grim appearance. When the major was
angry—which was not seldom—that old scar would begin 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 gateway of St. Jim’s, and
glanced in. Taggles, the porter, saluted the major with the
profoundest respect. Taggles did not know whom he was,
but the major’s manner impelled respect. The major gave
him a kind word, in spite of his grim lock, and paused to
speak to him.

“Taggles, what?’ he asked.

“Yes, sir,”” said Taggles. :

“ Glad to see you again,” said the grim-looking old soldier.
“You don’t remember me? I came here years ago, Taggles,
before I went to Egypt, when my nephew was a junior—ch?
I suppose Master Clutts is about somewhere?”’ -
“Major Cutts, sir,” said Taggles—“I remember you now,
sir.  Quite so, sir. Werry kind of you to remember me, sir.
Yes, s, -Master Cutts is in the Schocl House, sir,  Shall I
show you the way, sir?”’ ;

“PDon’t trouble; I remember it.”

The major passed on, and Taggles locked after him, and
wondered what Major Cutts would have thought if he had
known that his nephew had had another caller the previous
afternoon, and no other than Jonas Hooke, the notorious
bookmaker of Abbotsford. For although Cutts had explained
the matter away so satisfactorily to Mr. Railton. Taggles
knew perfectly well that Cutts’ visitor
had been Jonas Hooke, the bookmaker.
But it was not his business to say so to
Major Cutts, certainly. He felt that he
would not have cared to be in Gerald
Cutts’ shoes if the major had known that
Jittle circumstance, however.

The major crossed the quadrangle, and
Cutts, looking out of his study window,
recognised the broad-shouldered man
with the cavalry swagger. Cutts turned
to Knox of the Sixth, who was in the
study with him, and yawned.

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

- And Knox grinned, and departed from
_the study with the bridge-markers in his §

pocket. g g

Cutts sat down at the table, and opened
‘a Greek lexicon, a grammar, and a
volume of Xenophon. He took from the
hookshelf * Muggs on Fortification,” and
“ Skeggs on the.Care of Cavalry Horses,”
and laid the volumes on the table where
they could not fail to catch the major’s
cye.

SHe was deep in Xenophon when a
hieavy stride came along the passage.
The velume was the Anabasis—the Re-
treat 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 determination ouly,
equalled by the goyrage and determinas
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tio(? of modern readers who pursue the narrative to the
end.

Tap! 3
Cutts rose to his feet as the door opened to admit his uncle,

Toby was grinning behind the major in the passage. He had
shown a very different sort of visitor into the study the
previous day, and he could not help thinking 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, 'm glad to see you,” said the major,
scanning his nephew with critical eyes and some approval,
*“You’ve grown.” -

Cutts laughed. . >

“Yes; I was a nipper in the Second Form the last time
you saw me, uncle,” he said. ‘I remember the day you
came., I’d had a licking for turning my trousers up. We
don’t let the fags do that here, I told you about it.” -

“You did!” grinned the major. “ And you didn’t blub, I
{}e}p}?‘q)gper. Where are you now—hey —in the Fifth Form, 1

ink ?’

“That’s it!” said Cutts.

““ What' we used to call a swot, I suppose?” said the major,
glancing at the books on the table,

Cutts shook his head.

“Not a bit of it,” he said. “I work hard—I'm not
ashamed of that—but I.play hard, too. T'm in the first
eleven, and in the senior eight. But it’s no good trying to
get on without working, uncle, and I admit I slog a bit. I’ve
taken up Greek, but I'm not neglecting the #$ertification and
cavalry exercises, I can tell you. Only, don’t look on me as
a swot, please. 1 should be playing cricket this afternoon,
but I've stayed in for you—and I was just filling up time with
another dig at Xenophon.”

“That’s right,” said the major, greatly pleased. “ Work
hard, and play hard.- I heard about the school playing the
famous Australian team, the Wallabies ! =

:‘ I‘ was in the School eleven,” said Cutts modestly.

G?od, na_y tlt)oy P The mz\jorI deposited his person in the
easy-chair, Cutts remaining standing. ** Sit : Serr
want a talk with you!” & hactg i o

““Go ahead, sir!”

“‘ %‘ethpg on all right in the school—hey?’
uncle.”thmk the Head will give you a pretty good report,

::Apd still wanting to go into the Cavalry 2

Ive set mi heart on that, sir. Of course, I know my
father’s made heaps of money as a merchant; but—but—-—
and-—and you
would you?”’

. bvith]a chuckle.

e f put any obstacles 1

By Jove, sir, if h? does, T'll alter m:s',i will, and lelzlw‘s(’ao:]li
my Consols to another nephew, by Jove!”

‘That would be hardly fair on me,
would it, uncle ?” said Cutfs, with a smile,

"I"he major laughed.

Depend upon me to make it all right
for you there,”” he said. ‘Your father
agrees with me about that. Your father
]oolaf; after you all right here? Plenty
of tin—hey 7"’

‘“Oh, plenty, sir!” said Cutts. “ And
you have been so generous, it would have
been all right, anyway. I spend a good
bit on_books—I'm keeping Sandhurst in
view all the time, you see, sir—and I may

ave been a bit extravagant in riding
horses; but; as I’'m going into the
Ca.valry, that is really a necessity—don’t
you think so, sir? As a matter of fact,
I've sold my bike to pay a bill at the
livery stables. But I don’t mind that;
I sha’n’t be in the eycle corps !

¢ Oh, gad, that’s too bad!” his uncle
said. ‘“ You'll erder a new bicycle—do
vou hear ?—and tell them to send the bill
to me I’

“You're kindness itself, uncle,”
Cuits.

He had had inwardly a hope that the
major would lay down the money.

““ By the way, there’s young Digby—old
Bob’s son,” said the major. * You've
been’}\'ecping an eye on him, as I asked
ou?

i Cutts became very grave. He did nof
reply for the moment, and the major’s
sharp eyes became sharper,

Dash it all, uncle, you are in the Cavalry
wouldn’t be anything else for heaps of money.
“Right, my boy—right!” said the major, g
“T1 see that your father doesn’t /
way.

said
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There was an ominous crash of eggs, and a sPurting and splashing of yolks over the sprawling juniors.
erry sat u
sticky. (See Chapter 2.)

“QOh! What the—who the—how the—’ Tom M

dazedly, and felt that he was sitting in something

“ Nothing the matter with Digby, is there?’ he asked.
¢ Bob Dighy was my fag at Harrow, and I should be sorry if
there was anything wrong with his boy |”

“He's in good health, uncle.””

“Slacker at his work—hey?”

“T think not. 1 help him with his work sometimes,” said
Cutts modestly. *‘ You see, he is in the Fourth Form, so I
don’t have anything to do with him, unless I look him out
specially. T find time to help him a bit with his Form work.”

The major nodded approval.

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

Cutts hesitated.

“The fact is, uncle, there is—or, rather, was—something
wrong about Sir Roberit Digby’s son,” he said slowly. ‘‘But
—but I don’t know if I ought to tell you.”

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

Cutts assumed an expression of great alarm.

)

“Not his father, sir] His father must not knowl Good

heavens!”’

The major looked very startled. 3

“What do you mean, boy? What is the matter with young
Digby? I insist upon knowing at once! Has he been getting
into trouble?’ :

“Don’t be angry with me, uncle. But if T tell you, it will
have to be in confidence, and on condition that Sir Robert
Digby isn’t told a word about it, and that you don’t say a
word to Dig about it, either. I promised him to keep 1t a
secret—and you wouldn’t ask me to break my word, siv?”’

¢ Certainly not. But——"

“T'm going to tell you—in fact, I must tell you, for T want
you to help me, sir, in the matter; but not a word further.
I may tell you, anyway, that Digby got himself into frightful
trouble, and I found it out, and saved him from taking an
awful step. If I never have anything else to be thankful for,
I shall always be thankful for that,” said Cutts.

“You saved him?”?

¢ Yes, uncle.”

“ I'm glad of that, Gerry,” said the major, his voice a little
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husky. * T’'m glad my nephew was here to help old Bob's son
in the time of need. But you must tell me all—all, do you
understand 7’7~

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

*“ Well, I promiso that.”

“ Nor speak about it to Digby himself, either, sir. He
would not dare to face you—in fact, only to-day, as soon as
he heard that you were coming, he ran out and mounted
his bicycle, and has ridden off, goodness knows where.”

“Do you mean to say that the boy dare not meet his
father’s old friend?” exclaimed the major, aghast.

Cutts nodded.

“You don't know what’s he’s been through, sir. Besides,
it’s all over now, so far as Digby is concerped. I've promised
him that his father shall not know, and that, if I tell you,
you will promise not to mention the matter to him.”

‘“ You must tell me, Gerry.”

“ Give me your word, sir, not to mention it to the poor
kid. I assure you that he is out of his trouble now, and has
promised to keep straight, and has kept his word. I keep
him very closely under my eye now, I promise you. He has
had his lesson, and it has done him good. But if the matter
were revived, I could not answer for what might happen.
When I explain everything, you will see for yourself; and I
gave Digby my word of honour, sir—the word of Major
Cutts’ nephew !"” added Cutts. ; :

“ You should not have done so, Gerald; but, having done
so, you cannot break it, certainly. Well, I. promise what
vou tell me shall not pass my lips to Digby or his father.
Now, tell me what it is? You have alarmed me horribly.”

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

“ The letter. What letter?”

“ The letter the boy had written in despair when I found
him, and talked him out of his folly and helped him,” said
Cutts. * You know Digby’s hand ?”’

“Yes. I had a letter from him yesterday.”

“Then you will recognise this.”

Cutts opened his pockét-book, and took out a folded letter.
He opened it, and laid it on the table before the major.
Major Cutts read it, and stared, and gnawed his grey mous-
ache, and set his teeth hard.

For this was the letter:

“ Dear Dad,—I'm afraid you will be shocked at this. I'm
I've got into frightful trouble. I'm so upset
I hardly know what I'm writing. Dear old dad, don’t be too
upset when you hear what’s happened. I can’t stand it any
longer. I've been betting on horses, and I've lost a lot of
money, and they’ve been worrying me for weeks and weeks,
and I have been going to write you, but I didn’t dare to
ask you for seventy-five pounds. I've been so miserable, I
wish I was dead. I can’t stand it any longer, and I'm going

'to drop over the bridge on the Ryll to-night, and they won't

be able to threaten me any longer.
“ Good-bye, and forgive me.—Your miserable son,
‘ ROBERT.”2
CHAPTER 10.
The Cheque !
HERE was a long silence in the study. The major
gazed blankly at the letter he had read in Digby’s

E handwriting. He knew the hand. He had Dig’s letter
in his pocket at that moment, and this was the same

rzﬁra,wling, schoolboy hand. The half-incoherent wording of

o letter scomed to show the dreadful stress of mind under
which it had been written. The major’s eyes were dimmed
as he looked up at last. Cutis was watching his face with
keen, scanning eyes.

“(ood heavens !”

Cutts gave a sigh.

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

“Poor old Bob !’ said the major. ¢ I think it would. And
You say that the foolish boy was actually going to send this
etter to his father.”

“I found him with it on the table before him, sir. Ie was
half beside himself, erying as if his heart would break,” said
Cutts, with an artistic shake in his voice. ‘“I had noticed
that there was something wrong with him for some time
past, and I had asked him questions; but he always evaded
answering.  But several times he asked me to lend him
money, so I guessed that money trouble was at the bottom
of it. The night he wrote this letter I had been struck by
his looks, and I was very uneasy. I was, in fact, thinking
about him, and I had gone out into the quad. to take a turn
before going to bed, and was wondering whether I ought to
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said the major at last.

“apologetically.
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write to his father, or speak to the Head; but you under-
stand that it would have been a delicate matter to risk
getting the kid into trouble with his people.”

The major nodded without speaking.

“I was in a most unpleasant frame of mind, as you can
imagine,” said Cutts. * Then I saw that there was a light
in the window of Digby’s study. It was an hour after the
bedtime of the Fourth Form, and the study should have been,
dark, of course; and it struck me at once that Digby had
come down for something, and I hurried to the study at
once. He was sitting there, with- this letter on the table
before him. He had just written it, and I read it over his
shoulder. Under the circumstances, I felt that I was justi-
fied in doing so, sir,”’ added Cutts. .

*“ Yes, yes, of course.” >

“ Then I knew what he meant to do. He was going to get
out of the school, and drop into the river. His troubles had
unnerved him to that extent, and he was not at all himself,”
said Cutts. * He was worried to the pitch of suicide. I was
so horror-stricken that I cried out something, and then he
found I was in the study. He jumped up, and ran for the
door, and I had to struggle with him to stop him. But I
got him back, and locked the door, and talked to, him. I
needn’t tell you what I said. I was rather upset myself, but
I got the whole miserable story out of him. He had been
led into gambling—putting money on horses—and had
borrowed money, too, the rascals knowing that his father was
a baronet, and knowing that Sir Robert would pay them to
avoid a scandal. Of course, they couldn’t have understood
the pitch of desperation they were driving to boy to. Digby
dared not write to his father to say he owed seventy-five
pounds. He knew Sir Robert would never have paid such a
sum. He was terrified at the thought of the exposure and
scandal—and, of course, he would have been expelled from
the school when the truth came out—and so he had made up
his mind to do the mad thing.”

*“ The scoundrels!” said the major.

“T talked him out of it. I made him promise to go back
to bed,” said Cutts. * But there was only one way I could
influence him. I promised to pay the money for him, and set
him free of his creditors. On his side, he promised never to
mix with_such rascals again; and he has kept his word, sir.
A straighter, better kid than Digby couldn’t be found in the
school to-day. I give you my word about that, sir.”

“I am glad to hear it, Gerald. I certainly think that such
a lesson ought to have been enough for him.”

*“It was enough, sir.”

“But you say you promised to pay the money, Gerald,”
sialid t’he major, puzzlofi). *“ Have you told anyone else about
this?’

‘“ No one, sir.”’

““ Not your father?”

“Not a word, sir. My father would think me a fool. Busi-
ness men take different views of .matters, sir,” said Cutts
“I hope you don't think it wrong of me to
confide to you instead of my father? T felt that you would
understand the case better, somehow; and you have been, in
a way, responsible, as it was by vour request that I took
Digby under my wing, so to speak.”

“ That is right, Gerald. But if you have not asked your
father for the money, how could you have obtained such
a sum as seventy-five pounds?”

Cutts hesitated.

“I'm afraid you will blame me, sir,” he said; * but think
of the circunstances. In the heat of the moment, I promised
Dig that I would pay his debts, He would listen to nothing
else. I took him ﬁ:ck to his dormitory, and took charge of
this letter, and I may say, sir, that I did not sleep again that
night. I was afraid he might still do something foolish, and
I watched outside his dormitory door till morning.”

“ It was kind of you, Gerald.” <

‘“ About the money. I raised it, and Digby paid the harpies
who were threatening him, and got back the papers he hgd
signed. I examined the papers, and we burnt them together
in the study fire here.”

¢ Then Digby is quite clear?”

“Quite. It is I”—Chutts smiled ruefully—“it is T who am
in a fix instead. There was only one way to get the money,
sir. I could not ask my father for such a sum, and you were
still in Africa then, or, rather, on the steamer home. I
raised seventy-five pounds from a moneylender.”

* Gerald!”

“I was afrajd you would condemn me, sir,” said Cutts
submissively. *‘ But I could not think of anything else to
do. The man—a man named Hooke—is fair in his way. I
have paid the interest out of my allowance. It has kept me

retty short, I admit, but—but I don’t complain of that.
{(),'nclo, I'll admit that I hoped that when you came home, you
would help me.”

The major was silent.

His eyes were again on the letter
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on the table, and he did not see the almost haggard anxiety
with which Cutts was watching his face,
“Did Digby know how you raised the money, Gerald 2

“he asked at last.

Cutts shook his head.
“T did not tell him, sir. . The poor fellow had enough -
He could not
I did it on my own responsibility, after thinking
and thinking and thinking to try to find some other way.

* T told Digby that if he would promise to go straight, and keep
‘his promise,

he should never hear a word of the matter
again—from me, from you, from anyone. He has kept his

~word. Unecle, I know what a serious thing it is for a fellow
“of my age to have dealings with moneylenders.

My only
excuse is that it was not for myself, but to save the son of
your old friend—the boy you had asked me to look aftery’

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

“They know their business, sir. The man would only
have to send his claim to the Head of St. Jim’s, and I should
be expelled from the school for having had dealings with
him. He considered that my relations would find the money
yather than that; he knows my people are right.”’

““You risked all that, Gerald, to save my friend’s son—
because I had asked you to take care of him,” said the
major. -

““1 did, sir, though I may say I like the lad very much
myself. He is a fine fellow, and, as I said, as straight as a
die now he’s out of his trouble.”

““You owe this man—this Hooke—seventy-five pounds?”

“said the major, after a pause.

“Yes, sir.”

““ What interest have you been paying him?”

“ Five shillings a week, sir.” -

“The rascal! Why, that would be more than fifteen per
cent. !’ the major exclaimed.

“ 1 had no choice in the matter, sir.”

““The rascal shall be paid,”’ said the major. “I will draw
a cheque for the amount. His claim shall be met in full,
and I should like to have the pleasure of kicking him down-
stairs, begad, as well! The name is—what—Hooke ?”

“‘ Better make the cheque to Hooke & Griggs—that is the
Il.arile of the firm, sir,” said Cutts, his bhands trembling a
ittle.

‘“ Give me a pen!”’

Major Cutts extracted a large leathern wallet from an
inside pocket, and opened it, and produced his cheque-book.
Cutts, in spite of his nerve, felt a little giddy. He had
played out.that cunning comedy with ruthless and un-

'sgrupulous determination; but he knew how much he was

risking. Even now that he had gained his point, and
swindled his uncle of the seventy-five pounds he owed to
Hooke & Griggs, he did not feel safe—he knew he was not
safe. Kven yet, at any moment, his house of cards might
come toppling down—an edifice of lies is never a safe
erection.  But his hand was firm as he passed the pen to the
major.

Ma%or Cutts wrote out the cheque, and Cutts could scarcely
trust his eyes as he read: ‘‘ Pay Messrs. Hooke & Griggs the
sum of seventy-five pounds—#£75.” The major detached the
ihequc from the book, and blotted it, and handed it to

‘utts.
‘.‘lSend that to the man, and have done with him,” he
said.

*Uncle, how kind you are!”

The uncle made a gesture.

“T feel that I caused this, in a way, Gerald, by asking
you to take care of Digby,” he said. ‘ But, mark me, if
anything of the kind should recur, you are to communicate
with me at once—let me know, and I will deal with the
matter !” $

“ T shall obey you, sir. But I am sure nothing of the kind
can occur—I have kept a very sharp eye on Digby, and I am
quite satisfied.” .

“I am glad to hear that, at all events.”

“ 1 am sorry you won't see him, sir,”’ said Cutts regretfully.
‘1 think you mentioned in your letter you had to take the
8ix train back. am afraid that Digby will stay out
until you are gone.”

The major shook his head.

““ I shall see him ! he said quietly.

‘ But your train, sic?”

“T can send a telegram, and catch 4 later one.”

AL }}ut—but you will say nothing to Digby. You remember

*“T shall not forget my promise, Gerald,” said the major,
with dignity. ‘“ But I must see Bob’s son before I go—I am
decided about that.’* -

Cutts was conscious again of a giddy feeling in the head.
He had played out his dangerous game with success so far,
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but—who could tell? Yet even then his nerve was of iron;
his look did not change. : :

“Pm glad you can stay, uncle,”” he said. “ I remember
your catching trains was always like the laws of the Medes
and the Persians.’’?

““This is an exceptional matter,” said the major. :

“ Indeed it is, uncle. -I suppose I had better send this
cheque at once 77’

“Certainly ! I will walk down to the post-office with you,
and you can register-it,”’ sard the major, .

There was a curse in Gerald Cutts’ heart, but his face was
still smiling.

“ That will be ripping, sir!’ Come on, then!”

Unecle and nephew left the study together. ;

CHAPTER 11.
Up to Gussy !
TOM MERRY glanced oyer the foaming top of his

glass of ginger-beer, and remarked :
“ That’s Cutts’ uncle!” :

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy nodded. Tom and Arthur
Augustus were ‘‘out’ in the House match, and Kangarco
and Reilly were batting for all they were worth, and Tom
had crossed over to the tuckshop for a ‘ ginger-pop.”
© Tom lrad to keep his eye on the field, but Arthur Augustus,
as a common or garden member of the team, was taking
things easy now, gently and delicately sipping iced lemonade
through a straw.

D’ Arcy let go the straw, and adjusted his eyeglass in his
eye, and took a careful survey of the sqldierly-looking man
who was leaving the distant School House in company with
Cutts, of the Fifth. g ‘

“* Looks a vewy decent sort!”” he said, e .

“ A little bit like Cutts in feature,”” said Tom Merry; “ but
2 better specimen, I fancy. I’ve heard of him from my uncle
—he’s a major, and a good soldier !”’

“Too good for that wascal Cutts!”’ said D’Arcy. ‘‘See
how Cutts is makin’ up to him. I myself heard him wefer
diswespectfully to his uncle in speakin’ to a Fifth Form
chap, and look at him now !”’ s

“ Retten humbug!”’ said Tom Merry, finishing his ginger-
beer. ‘‘T'm off I

Tom Merry walked back to the cricket. Jack Blake took
his empty seat at the little table under the elm outside the
school shop. Blake had gone down under Fatty Wynn's
deadly bowling for 19.

“Warm, ain’t it?’ Blake remarked. “Did you say
ginger, Gussy ? €ertainly—as many as you like—and ask
“em to ice it!”

Arthur Augustus did not reply. He was going towards
the major and his nephew. Major Cutts was approaching.
The major had evidently caught a glimpse of the cricket-
field, -and wished to see the fellows playing. Besides the
juniar House match there was a Form match between Fifth
and Sixth, and all the mighty men of the two top Forms
3\'01'? engaged in strife with the nimble willow and the elusive
eather.

Kildare was hitting out to the bowling of Lefevre of the
Fifth, and the hitting of the captain of St. Jim's was worth
watching. ;

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

Blake followed Arthur Augustus’s. glance curiously, and
spotted Cutts and his uncle. : .

“0Oh,” said Blake, ‘“ old Cutts and young Cutts—eh?”

““ Yaas, wathah!” . .- :

“ Y.ooks a tough old sport. Ginger-beer, please, Mrs.
Taggles! Noj; don’t get up—I'll come and fetch it 1

And Blake good-naturedly went in for the ginger-beer. to
save the old lady getting up and putting down her knitting.

When he came out again D’Arcy’s eyeglass was still
fastened upon the bronzed major. The swell of St. Jim’s was
deep in thought. 0

“Tom Mewwy’s incle—Genewal Mewwy—has met Majah
Cutts! You wemembah Genewal Mewwy came here to sce
Tommay last week, Blake, old man? He spoke vewy highly
of him. ~ Upon the whole, I think it is due to him to explain,
and it's up to me!l”

“What bee have you got in your bonnet now?”’

ake.

I have not got a bee in my honnet-at all, you uttah ass!”
said D’Arcy. I was thinkin’ about Dig bein’ away, aftah
havin® w’itten to Majah Cutts that he was pleased to be goin’
to see him to-day. The majah will think it wude, Dig not
bein’ here, and I wegard it as bein’ up to us to explain.”

“ Cutts will tell him,” yawned Blake. *“1 say, Faily
Wynn seems to be right at the top of his form to-day. He

took my wicket !”
¢ As a mattah of fact,

asked

“Blow Fatty Wynn !”’ said D’ Arey.

' Figgins seems to me to be the best man they have—he caught

“FATTY WYNN'S HUNGER-STRIKE ! ” *
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mo out! But, speakin’ of Cutts’ uncle, T weally considah
I ought to mention to him that Dig is sowwy he is out.
don’t suppose Cutts will think of it, as he is pwobably
thinkin’ of scwewin’ a big tip out of his uncle, and we
can’t have Study No. 6 supposed to be guilty of wudenessi
Let us lose evewythin’, deah boy, but let us pweserve our
good mannahs !’ ¢

“But Dig will be back before the major goes, won't he 3"
__“Looks to me as if he’s goin’ now; they’re goin’ down. te
the gates, and takin’ in the cwicket-gwound as-they go.’”

“ Well, pile in !’ said Blake, with a grin. * Keep up the
reputation of Study No. 6 for the manners of Chesterfield and
the customs of Vere de Vere.”

“1 do not wegard it as a jokin™ mattah, Blake !

‘Arthur Augustus rose from his seat, and strolled across to
get into the major’s path as he came down to the cricket-
ground. The swell of St. Jim’s considered for a moment the
possibility of dashing into the School House for a silk hat,
as the visitor was a person whom he would have delighted
to honour; but there was no time, neither would a silk hat
have looked quite “ en regle ”” with a cricket blazer. I’Arcy
satisfied himself with raising his straw in the most elegant
manner as the. major came up. :

Cutts of the Fifth gave him a stony lock. e didn’t
‘want the major to get into talk ‘with any of Dig’s chums, if
he could help it. A chance word might knock over his house
of cards, and he knew it.

But Major Cutts, naturally, paused as the clegant and
handsome junior stood in his path, with a polite bow and a
lifted straw hat.

“Pway excuse me, sir,” said Arthur Augustus, in his most
winning manner. “I pwesume, sir, that you are Majah
Cutts 7

“Quite right,”” said Cutts's uncle.

“I am D’Arcy, of the Fourth, sir. Pway excuse the
liberty I take in addwessin’ you, but I am Dig’s best chum.”

“Indeed !” said the major.

“Yaas, wathah, sir; and I feel bound to expwess Dig's
wegwet that he is not here to gweet yvou, sir. We know all
about your bein’ his patah’s old pal, and Dig would have
been’ vewy glad to meet you heah; but he has had to go
out.

“Did

s

“Is that s0?” said the major, a little surprised.
Digby say that he wanted to see me, D’ Arcy 7
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“Well, I do not wemembah his words, sir,” said D’'Arcy,
¥but certainly he did wish to; and as’you appeah to be
goin’ early, I thought I otight to mention that he will be
vewy sowwy to miss you. IHe weally had to go out this
aftahnoon—to oblige Cutts—"’ “

“ What I’ 3 =

¢ Nonsense ! said Cutts, a dull flush rising in his cheek.

For a moment his heart had stood still, at the horrible
risk of his uncle discovering that he had purposely sent
Dighy away fromi the school that afternoon. His eyes’
gleamed with suppressed rage as he looked at the swell of
St. Jim’s. - 3

D’Arcy looked surprised. !

“I1 do not like to heah my wemarks chawactewised as,
nonsense, Cutts,” he said stifily. *“I certainly think you
should have explained to Majah Cutts why Dig is not heah,
as "you know vewy well why he is not heah. It would be
wotten to allow the majah to think that Dig has been wude
and neglectful to his patah’s oldest friend.”

Major Cutts gave his nephew a curious look. :

“I shall see Dighy,” he said. ‘I had intended to leave
early, but T am staying later, as it happens, D’Arcy. When
Digby comes in, will you tell him I want to see him?”’

“With pleasuah, sir!”

And D’Arcy raised his straw hat again and stepped aside.
Major Cutts and his nephew walked on to the crickets
ground. G '

“I.am afraid Digby has misled the juniors about his
going out,”” Cutts remarked casually. “He could not very
well tell them, I suppose, that he was going out specially
because he was afraid to meet you, sir.”’ :

“I suppose not,” assented the major. ¢ The young rascal
seems to have used your name—eh 2

“It appears so. .He fags for me sometimes,” explained
Cutts. “ I suppose he told the kids he was fagging for me
this afternoon, or something of the kind, if they asked him
where he was going.” )

The major’s brows eontracted.

I don't like that,” he said. “1It looks as if his reform
is not so complete as you supposed, Gerald, if he has been
telling lics on a slight occasion.”

Cutts considered. ;

“ As a maftter of fact, sir, I gave him a message to take
for me, and he may have gone out with it,”’ he said, as if
he had just remembered it “He need not have gone
to-day, as it was not important. But he may have made
that the pretext for going ouf, and so kept within the truth
in what he told the juniors.”

¢ Still, I don't ‘like it.”

Cutts considered it hetter to let the matter drop there.
He realised that he would have to sce Digby and speak with
him before tho latter saw the major. If Major Cutts had
kept to his original infention of leaving by an early train,
all would have been well. Cutts would have seen him safely

5

- off before Dig returned—all chance of an explanation would

have been avoided. But the major was grimly detei«

amined to see Digby-—his pledged word kept him from

apprising Dig of Cutts’ lying tale—but a chance word might
bring everything out into the light. Cutts was walking in
very slippery places; and he realised it very clearly. | E
He was thinking over it as he stood watching the ericket
y the old soldier’s side. Major Cutts was watching Fatty

Wynn bowling against Kangaroo with keen interest. Cutts
hardly saw the cricket at all. His brain was busy.
““Any minute-—any minute—it may come out any

minute I’ so rvan his thoughts, in a kind of hammering
cherus 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! If the worst happens, he can’t do worse than that
now. I've really risked nothing. If I hadn’t taken .the
risk, what I'm risking now would be a certainty instead of
a risk. I've done the best that could be done under the
cires., and if my luck holds out-—— Oh, if I could only get
him away from 8t. Jim)s! Why don’t he go?”

The major would have been very- much surprised if he
could have been aware of the thoughts that wére passing
through the mind of his dutiful nephew. 4

“Well hit!” shouted the major, as the Cornstalk junior
sent the ball away to. the boundary. *That's a coming
man, Gerry. Who is he?”

* “Th? Who?” said Cutts vaguely.

The major turned to stare at him. :

“Didn't you -see that hit?” he exclaimed, in astonish-
ment. 5

“Oh, yes! Yes, rather!”

“ Who'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
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like this letter to catch the collection, so that they’ll get it
to-night.”” - y

“Oh, certainly, my boy !

The major turned somewhat veluctantly away from the
cricket, and uncle and nephew walked down to the post-
office in Rylcombe, where the cheque was duly sealed up In
a registered envelope and despatched.

Cutts drew a deep, deep breath of relief when it was gone,
and he had the receipt for it in his pocket. Whatever hap-
pened now, he was safe from Griggs and Jonas Hooke.
Even if anything came out, his uncle would not be likely to
stop the cheque. All he had to do now was to get rid of his
uncle before the truth came out—and that was his one
anxiety. Any kind of concern for the junior whose name
he had blackened, whose reputation he had blasted in the
eyes of his father’s friend, did not enter Cuits’ mind. He
had no time to think of Digby—he was too busy thinking
about himself !

CHAPTER 12,
Dig and the Major.

IG came in after the House match was finished, His
D chums met him as he was wheeling in his bieycle.
Dig was a little tired with his very long ride, but

his first thought was for the match. : :

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

Tom smiled.

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

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

“ Delivered your precious message?” asked Blake.

 Yes."”

“Major Cutts is here,” said D'Arcy. ‘‘He asked me to
tell you that he wanted to see you, Dig. I am pretty certain
that” Cutts has not mentioned that he sent you out this
aftahnoon, for some weason. I felt that I was bound to
point out to the majah that you did not intend to be dis-
wespectful in goin’ out. You had bettah explain to Majah
Cutts that you had to go.”

“Well, I didn’t have to go,” said Dig. T 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.”

“Oh, rot!” said Dig.

And he wheeled away his bicycle. He was putting thoe
machine up in the bike shed, when Cutts of the Fifth came
in. Cutts had been keeping an eye open for Digby, and he-
spotted the Fourth-Former immediately he came 1nside the
gates.

“ Given Hallam my message ?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Dig. “ Here’s the answer.”

Cutts took the note, and put it in his pocket without open-
ing it. ‘ By the way, my uncle wants to sce you. It seems
that your father specially asked him to see you, and tell him
how you are getting on.”

“ Right-ho I” said Digby.

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

“Didn't you tell him——-"

I was just telling him, but he was so annoyed that I
didn’t dare to go on,” said Cutts. *1I 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 tactful with him, won't you?”

Dig grinned.

“Tl 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. He supposes now that it was a

message I happened to give you, that would have done at

any time—let him go on thinking so.”

‘“ All right.”

‘““He would be ratty if he knew I sent you out this after-
noon. You'll be careful not to let 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 Cutts’ hard heart
generous confidence 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—of the letter he had so
unconsciously written, in the belief that it was a scene in a
play—little did he’guess that Cutts had blackened his name
without leaving a chance of clearing it, because he would

smote him. The

‘pever even know that it had been blackened.

¢ Thank you, Dig !” said Cutts, *‘ You’re a good kid.”
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Dighby fastened his bicycle on the stand, and came oul of
the shed with Cutts. 2 :

“ My uncle is in my study now,” said the Fifth-Former.
“Will you come there and see him?” =

“Yes; 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, hai”

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

“ Right-oh I ; :

Dighy went up to the Fourth Form dormitory in the School
Touse to change, and Cutts returned to his study. He had
left his uncle there, talking to Knox. Knox of the Sixth was
entertaining the major with stories of Cutts’ prowess 1n
.games, and the old soldier was listening with pleasure. He
was very proud of his nephew, and he 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.

Curly Gibson, who fagged for Cutts, was preparing the
tea. Cutts had guessed that his uncle would be pleased to be
asked to a *‘study brew,” and he intended that study brew
to be a great success. 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.

“ Tea ready, Curly ¥’ asked Cutts genially.

“ Just on,” said Curly.

* “Good! When it’s quite ready, go and tell Dighy.”

Curly sniffed. et

“Blow Digby ! he murmured.

“Eh? What's that?”

“ Fagging for Fourth
“Nahe

Cutts laughed.

“Shut up!” he said. “ You can take half a dozen tarts
when yow’ve finished, kid.”

Curly’s face brightened up at once. Six jam-tarts would
make a pleasant little feed for himself and Frayne and
Jameson and Wally I’Arcy in the Third Form-room.

8o Dighy’s come back, Gerald ?”” the major asked.

 Yes, uncle. I’ve just seen him, and told him to come
here to tea.”

“Good !” - $

Curly Gibson departed, with the message for Digby and
the jam-tarts for himself. In a few minutes Digby appeared
in the study doorway, with a freshly-washed and glowing face
and a spotless collar. He was a little shy with the grim-
looking major, but the sight of the feed on 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 Cuits
expected to see after lis nephew’s description of what he
had saved Digby from. Certainly, judging by appearances,
no one would ever have suspected Digby of the Fourth of
having been mixed up in gambling transactions with book-
makers, :

“Come here, my lad,’”’ said the major, not unkindly.
“ You are Bob Digby’s son—hey 7 -

“Yes, sir,’’ said Dig.

The major shook hands with hin®

“T’ve promised your father to see you, and tell him how
you look,”” said the major. o

Dig smiled.

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

Major Cutts laughed.

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

© Oh, yes, sir. Cutts told me.” ;

“ And did you think it was quite respectful to your
father’s old friend to go out the afternoon 1 was coming ?’”
the major demanded.

Dig gave Cutts a look of dismay. . i

“1— ? he stammered. ‘I knew I should 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 oft in confusion.

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

“No; siv.?

* ¥ou didn’t tell Digby I was leaving early, Gerald 2’

“I—I'm afraid I forgot to mention it to him, sir,”’ muts
tered Cutts.

Digby stared blankly at Cutts. Cutts had deliberately told
him that the major would be catching a late train, and that
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Dig would have ample time to see¢ him after coming back
from Abbotsford. It was quite clear now, even to Dig's
simple and unsuspicious mind, that Cutts had known the
major was going early, and had deliberately 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 evidently also lied to his uncle. Dig did not know why,
but he was troubled and worried by it. The warnings of his
chums came back into his mind. Why had Cutts lied? Did
Cutts want to prevent him from mecting the major? Why
on earth should he? Was there—as Tom Merry & Co. per-
sisted in thinking—something hidden behind all this? Was
some deep game being played under Cutts’ curious and
unlooked-for kindness and friendship? Dig was not sus-
icious, but the thought would not be driven from his mind.
?—Ie was feeling very uncomfortable, and even the sight of
the excellent feed Cutts had provided did not wholly console
im,
“ Then you intended to see me, Digby?”’ the major pur-

sued.

“ Why, yes, sir.”

“You expected to be back at the school before I left?”"

¢ 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 guarantee that he was not speak-
ing untruths. .

Cutts was in torture. He had been unable to prevent this
meeting between his uncle and Digby. The major would not
break his promise about the secret, but he was naturally
determined to question Digby as much as he could without
breaking that promise. And Dig’s simple replies, full of
honesty and straightforwardness, could not fail to impress
the major. Already Major Cutts could see that his nephew
had been, at least, mistaken in assuming that Dig had gons
‘out that afternoon purposely to avoid meeting his father’s
old friend.

“ Well, I am glad of that,” §aid the major, after a pause.
“7T told your father I would see you, and send him news of
you, and so I have stayed for a later train.”

“1t was very kind of you, sir,” 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 was really first-
class. Dig began to enjoy himself, but Gerald Cutts was
very far from enjoyment. For the major, naturally
interested and anxious about Dig after what Cutts had told
him of the junior’s late difficulties and escapades, talked to
the Fourth-Former incessantly, making him talk and draw-
ing him out. And Digby ran on cheerfully. Dig had no
objection to talking about himself, and his Form, and his
work and his play, and he was quite willing to give the
major all the particulars he wanted to know.

And as the major listened to the cheerful and innocent talk,
the wonder grew and grew in his perplexed mind—how could
this cheery, thoughtless, happy junior 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.

CHAPTER 13.
Tom Merry Chips In.

-4 AGI»
Cutts called from his study doorway, and Curly
Gibson came trofting along the passage.

The major and Dig were chatting over the tea-table. Dig
was giving the major a description of the great Wallaby
match which the juniors had watched on that famous occa-
sion, and Major Cutts was listening with keen interest.

His interest was not only in the historic match, but in
Digby himself. He was scanning and judging the boy’s
animated face as he talked.

“Cutts had gone to the door to call his fag. He was on
tenterhooks. His own part in the great Wallaby matoh the

‘major did not know, and some inadvertent word from Digby

might give him away, and lead to fresh surmises.
over-sharpened faculties just now it seemed that his uncle
already distrusted him. .

¢ Curly, take this note to Knox,” said Cutts, in a low voices,
soribbling on a sheet of paper and handing it to the fag.

% Yes, Cutts.” :

Curly took the note, but Cutts took it back a second later,
fatched an envelope from the study, and sealed the note in
it. Curly looked at him indignantly.

“PDo you think I'd read your blessed note, Cutts?’’ he

To his

demandad. ; i
¢ Cut along with it,”” said the Fifth-Former.
Tuee Gem Lisrarv.—No. 291. .
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* ‘And -Curly sulkily departed. He did not like the distrusé
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. He inquired of Tom Merry as he met him
in the lower passage. .

“Seen Knoxi” - ;

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

And Curly hurried off to look in the quadrangle.

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

‘“ Note for you, Knox, from Cutts.”

And Curly vanished.

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

“ Will you get D. out of my study somehow 2—C.”

“ My hat!” said Knox. “I wonder—excusé me, Sefty, I'm
wanted.” And with a nod to the New House senior, hs
walked away to the School House, looking very thoughtful.

Meanwhile, Dig was having the time of his life in Cutts’
study, and Cutts was in a state of mental torment hard to
describe. :

A ripping feed, and a distinguished gentleman drawing
him out, and making him tallt about himself—naturally Dig
was in high feather. €

The kind major seemed to be deeply interested in every-
thing that concerned Dig, and the junior was naturally
flattered. ;

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

“My nephew played in the Wally match, I understand,’
the major remarked presently. - - :

Dig coloured for a moment—he remembered the unpleasant
rumours in the Lower School about Cutts on that occasion.
But it-was not his business to give Cutts away to his uncle—
he would have bitten off his tongue first.

“Yes, sir, Cutts was in the team,” said Dig. “It was s
ripping match, sir—and we beat them at the finish—beat the
Wallabies, sir. There was a junior in our eleven—Fatty
Wynn, of my Form. You should see him bowling.”

The major smiled.

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

“Ts Digby here ?”

‘“ What-ho !”” said Digby. :

¢ Knox has sent me to say he wants you.”

“Can’t come!” said Dig.  “ Explain to Knox that I'm
having tea with Major Cutts, and ask him to excuse me,
young shaver.”

“ Tl ¢ young shaver’ you!” murmured Wally.

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

“ Knox says you're to go to his study at opce.”

‘“What for?”

“ He wants you.”

“I don’t fag for Knox,” said Digby independently.

“ You had better go,” said Cutts quietly. “I dare say
ge ;thly wants to speak to you, Dig, and he'll let you come

ack.”

“Yes; cut off " said the major.

Dig rose reluctantly. -

“T’'m coming back to finish tea, anyway,” he said. And
he went out of the study.

When he was gone, the major turned to his nephew with a
very perplexed expression. Cutts drew a deep, hard breath.

It was coming now, he felt. The major’s expression was
only perplexed—puzzled—but to Cutts’ eye there was sus-
picion there. But he must allay it—disarm it. He felt that
he could rely upon Knox to keep Digby out of the study.
Knox did not know all his plot, but, be had-an idea of it, and
was keenly interested in helping Cutts *“ tap "’ the major for
a good-sized tip. :

*It’s very odd !” Cutts’ uncle said at last.

¢ What is, sir?”’ asked the Fifth-Former.

¢ About Digby.”

- “T1 don’t quite understand, sir.”

T have talked to him, questioned him, drawn him out im
every way,” said the major. ‘‘My idea was to see whether
his character had been irreparably stained by his rascally
experiences—whether he had really reformed. Gerald, he
shows no sign whatever of having been through such experi-
ences. If it were possible, I should suppose that you had
made some egregious mistake—that Digby had never done a
rascally action in his life, How he can be so free and talka-
tive and merry, with such a thing on his mind, is more than
I can imagine.” 5 _ 3 S

T have taken it off his mind, sir, by helping him out,” said
Cutts, with a smile—a twisted and frozen smile. - -

¢ But he must remember it—if he has any conscience; i
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must torment him a little,”” the major said, “ I—I suppose
there is no mistake. You have not taken too serious a view
of the position he was in—"" y

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

f‘lYou can judge of the position by Digby’s letter, sir,”” hs
gaid, .

“True I’ said Major Cutts. * Give me that letter again,
Gerald.”

Cutts handed it over.

Major Cutts read it through slowly, conning it over care-
fully word by word. Cutts knew that he was making an
examination of the handwriting, to make sure that it was
actually in Dig’s hand. The major did not distrust his nephew
-~he would not have admitted that thought to himself for a
second. But there was something in the matter he did not
understand, and it puzzled and worried him. Cutts’ story
did not agree with Dig’s frankness and easiness. If the
major had not.seen Digby, he would not have entertained
a doubt. But now—he was eo perplexed that he could not
make it out. He did not distrust Cutts; but he was uncon-
sciously following a line of reasoning which led inevitably
to distrust of Cutts.

“Tt is extraordinary,” the majer said, laying the letter on
his knee at last. ¢ But for this letter in Digby’s handwriting,
Gerald, I should think that you had dreamed 1t all.”

Cutts forced a laugh.

““T could not very well dream the letter,” he said.

“No,” said his uncle. ‘‘ The letter clinches it. But that
lad—so frank and open and free—yet with such a burden of
guilt upon his mind—Gerald, it is almost impossible that any
boy could be such a monument of lying and deceit and
hypocrisy as Digby has proved himself to be, according to
this letter, and to what you have told me.”>

“But, sir—"

Cutts did not finish.

The half-open door of the study was flung open, and Tom
Merry of the Shell burst in, his face fAushed crimsen with
indignation, and his eyes blazing wrathfully.

““¥You liar, Cutts!” he shouted.

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

*“Get out-of my study, Merry !”’ he hissed, springing to-
wards the junior. ‘‘ How dare you listen at my door, you
gpying young hound !”

Tom Merry clenched his fists, and faced the Fifth-Former
with fearless scorn. 2

“Don’t touch me, Cutts! I shall hit out if you do! You
cad! You liar! So that is the meaning of it all—we knew
you were playing some caddish game—you have been slander-
ing Dig behind his back while you pretended to be friendly
to him. You villain!”

“Stop I’ shouted the major, in a voice of thunder, as
bGelfl'd Cutts hurled-himself at the junior. - * Gerald, stand

ack ! '

“ Uncle! I—>

“Stand back!”

The major was on his feet now, his eyes gleaming. He
pushed his nephew back, and then frowned sternly®upon
Tom Merry.

““Now kindly explain who you are, and how you have
dared to come here and call my nephew a slanderer and a liar
in my presence,” he said.

“T’ll do that fast enough. I’'m Tom Merry of the Shell—
and I came here for Dig. Knox is keeping him to do lines—
and Dig asked me to come here and explain to you that he
couldn’t come back 1’ said Tom Merry. ‘““I had just got to
the door while you were speaking. I hadn’t the slightest idea
of listening—but your voice is loud—and I couldn’t help it.
Cutts is telling lies, as usual, when he says I was spying.
didn’t know he was slandering Digby tjll you said so—and
when I heard that——"’

“ Is Digby your friend ?”?

“ Yes—not exactly a chum,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘But we've
been pals ever since I came to St. Jim’s. I know Dig well
enough to know that he’s square all the time; and if Cutts
says he isn’t, Cutts is'lying—as he always is! All St. Jim’s
knows Cutts, and there isn’t a fellow in the school who would
take his word without proof.”

Cutts ground his teeth. .

*“ Do you understand that it is my nephew you are speaks
ing of 7”7 : ;

“I understand that it is my pal whose character he has
been taking away !’ said Tom Merry fearlessly: “ You gre
Dig’s pater’s friend—and he has slandered Dig to you. )
has given you lying yarns to take to Dig’s father, perhaps.
Send for Dig, and tell him what your nephew has said! I
don’t know what it was. But you spoke of lying and deceit
and hypocrisy—and anybody in the School House will tell
{ou that Dig couldn’t be a liar or a hypocrite any more than

e could fly.”
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Tom Merry almost panted ocut the words in a blaze of
indignation.

The major’s stern look softened. Whether he believed Tom
Merry’s view or not, he could not be angry with a lad who
stood up so promptly and fearlessly for his friend.

He looked at his nephew, and started. Gerald Cutts’ facs
was perfectly livid. He knew that all was up now—and if
ever guilt was written in any human face, it was written in
Gerald Cutts’ face at that moment.

The major looked at him long and hard—and a curious, worn
look came over his own face. . : 2

‘ We shall have to go into this!”” he said quietly.

CHAPTER 14,
The Way of the Transgressor.

UTTS wetted his dry lips with his tongue. His brain
was reeling now—his deadly coolness and self-posses-
sion seemed to be deserting him at last. But he made

a tremendous effort to pull himself together. The game was
up; but he would fight his ground inch by inch. Cool and
steady lying might save him yet. There was the ghost of a
chance ! ;

“Go and fetch Digby,” said Major Cutts. *Tell Knox
I'want him for a most important matter, and he must come;
otherwise I shall appeal to the Head.”

“Very well, sir!” g

Tom Merry hurried away. He hurried to Knox’s study,
where Digby was sitting at the table dolefully writing lines.
Knox was there, keeping an eye on him. nox was doing
his best for Cutts. Tom Merry came into the study withous
ceremony. A

“Knox! Major Cutts wants Digby at once—it’'s very
important.’

“He can’t go!” said Knox angrily. :

“If you don’t let him go, the major is going to ask the
Head. =~ Dig, you're to come at once. Cutts has’be’en
slandering you to his uncle, and I caught him at it. You've
got to defend yourself.”

¢ Oh, my hat!” said Dig. : s

And, leaving Knox standing puzzled and undecided, Dig
followed Tom Merry from the study. As he hurried Dig
along, Tom Merry explained to him, in breathless, jerky
sentences, and by the time they reached Cutts’ study Dig
was in a state of white heat and indignation. §

Meanwhile, the major had been speaking to his nephew—
in very different tones from those Cutts had heard from him
before. His uncle’s voice was dry and hatd. 3 ]

“This must be thrashed out now, Gerald. You made me
promise not to say a word to Digby. "I presume that now,
for the sake of clearing up the matter, you are willing that
I should do so?”

“ No, sir,” said Cutts.

“If you refuse to have the matter cleared up, Gerald, I
shall have to believe that you have slandered Digby to me,
as Tom Merry declares.” g

“ You have his letter in your hand,” said Cutts. -

“ Will you let me show it to Dighy?”’

“ You can please yourself, of course, if you distrust me.’?

“T cannot please myself!” said the old soldier sternly.
“ You have my word! But unless you allow me te show this
letter to Digby, I must believe, sir, that it is a concoction of
your own.”

“ Uncle !

“I don’t want to believe bad of you, Gerald. For your
own”sake, let me clear up this matter in the only possible
way.

“Do as you like,” said Cutts.

“ You release me from my promise?’?

Cutts ground his teeth.

““ Yes.))

“Tt is the only way you can be cleared of horrible sus-
icions, Gerald,”” said the major more gently. “I pray to
eaven that you may come out of this without a stain om
your honour.” - .

He did not speak again till Tom Merry came in with
Digby. Digby bestowed a furious glare upon Cutts as he

came in.
“ Tom Merry’s told me!” he exclaimed. ¢ What have you

-been_telling your uncle about me, Cutts? Let me hear i,

and T'll prove it’s all lies!”

The major held out the letter.

‘““Read that, boy !’ he said harshly.

Digby read the letter at a glance; he held it so that Tom
Merry could read it, too. Tom Merry stared at it blankly
taken quite aback; but Dig only looked surprised. He di
not see why a scene from Cutts’ play should be intreduced
into the discussion.

o gid you write that letter?’ demanded the major.

(13 c ??
929

“ You wrote it, Dig?’ gasped Tom Merry.
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“Of course I did!” said Digby.
my hand?”

“ But—but—"

¢ Then my nephew’s case is proved,”
a deep breath of relief.

“ Can’t you see it's in

said the major, with
¢ Gerald, T must ask your pardon.”

“ What's all that about?’ shouted the amazed and
exasprrated Digby. “ I suppose it's nothing against me,
having written this foolery, 1s it?”

“ What!” thundered the major. ¢ You admit having been
in debt owing to gambling; you admit having contemplated
suicide ; you admit—-"' -

Digby stared at the major blankly for a moment, and then
burst into a roar of laughter.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” :

“ This is no laughing matter, boy!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Dig. * Excuse me, sir; T can’t help
it. You don’t mean to say you thought this was a real
letter—a letter to my pater? Oh, crumbs!”

‘“ What—what is it, then?”

“ Cutts knows what it is!”’ howled Digby. * Has he been
palming this off on you for a real letter? Oh, my hat! He
was pulling your leg, sir!”

* What do you mean?”’

1 suppose I can tell your uncle about the play, Clutts?”
said Digby, looking at the Fifth-former. I say, Cutts,
you're looking pretty white about the gills, old man. You
thundering villain, was it all lies about the play—a trick to
get me to write this letter, so that you could palm it off on
_v}(l)ur uncle? What the dickens good did it ‘do you to do
that 7"’ :

* Explain yourself, boy!” exclaimed the major. * Do you
mean to say that that letter was not written to be sent to
your father?”

““ My hat! The dad would have had a fit if he got that
letter !’ grinned Dig. ¢ It’s not a letter at all—it's a scene
in a play!”

“ A—a—a play!”’

“Yes, Cutts said he was writing a play, and as he had
hurt his wrist, he asked me to take it down from dictation.
There was a lot more of it; this is only from one scene,” said
Digby. “1It isn’t a letter at all—only a letter supposed to
be sent by a chap named Robert in Cutts’ play, you know.”

“ What have you say to that, Gerald?” said the major, in
a voice like iron.

What had Cutts to say? Dig's statement was evidently
true, and further and closer investigation could only prove
it beyond doubt. Further investigation was of no use to
Gerald Cutts.

The wretched Black Sheep of St. Jim's bowed his head in
misery.

There was a long silence.

The major's face grew strangely pale and old.

* You must speak, Gerald, and before Digby,” he said, in
an altered voice. “Ts his statement true?’” :

Cutts groaned,

(3 Yeb‘ Ex ]

:‘ Whu,f, vou have told me about him is false ?”
¢ Yes.
“ Please go, my boys,” said the major.  Digby, vou can

be satisfied with that. My nephew retracts all he has said
against you. Tom Merry, I owe you a debt of gratitude

e VDV VDR.

for having defended my old friend’s son against a cowardly
slanderer—though the slanderer was my own nephew. Pleasg
(2]

Tom Merry and Digby left the study in silence. i

Major Cutts fixed his eyes upon his nephew. Cutts of tha
Fifth stood with bowed head, white as chalk, despair in his
face. The game was up now, with a vengeance. ¢

“ Why did you do this, Gerald?”’ said the major at last, -
“ Why did you deceive me? Was it for the money?” ,

“Yes,” muttecred Cutts.  I—I—oh, what's the use of
talking? You’'ll throw me over now. But you'd have thrown *
me over, anyway, if you'd known the facts; and you'd have
known them in a day or two if I hadn’t paid Hooke and
Griggs.” :

“ Tt was you, and not Digby, who has been gambling—whe
ha‘(‘i S]{ost"so large a sum of money?”’

Bert

Se
i ‘“And this man Hooke—he was not a money-lender,

ut i

“ A bookmaker,” said Cutts. *“ Yes.”

“ And you lied—and lied, and slandered my old friend’s
son, to obtain the money to pay him!’ said the major
bitterly.

1 should have been ruined!”

“You chose rather to blacken Digby’s character—to lie
and to slander?”

“It was the only way. Would you have given me the
money if I'd asked for it?—or would my father? I had to
save myself. It's all up now—I know I'm done for!’

Cutts threw himself into a chair, and let his face sink into
his hands. 3

The major looked at him long and doubtfully.

“You have acted like a scoundrel, Gerald!” he said at
last; slowly, and in measured tones. * 1 cannot acknowledge
a scoundrel as my nephew! I am, as you say, done with
vou! I shall not stop the cheque. You may take that as
a final gift from me. You will never have anything else to
expect! You understand? Good-bye!”

Major Cutts quitted the study. His heavy footsteps died
away down the passage. Gerald Cutts was left alone! >

There was an indignation meeting in Study No. 6 when
Tom Merry and Digby told their tale to the chums of the
School House. The Terrible Three and the chums of the
Fourth, in a white-heat of wrath, resolved to make Gerald
Cutts *“sit up” for what he had done, and to make an
example of him. But when they saw Cutts of the Fifth
again their desire for vengeance melted away.

Cutts was looking white and worn, as if old age had fallen
upon him suddenly, and the juniors realised that he had
been punished enough.

“ Let him alone,”” said Tom Merry.
neck this time—you can see that!
more from us!”

“ Poor beast!” said Digby. “ Yes, let him alone.”

It was some time before Cutts of the Fifth recovered his
old coolness and composure, and looked his old self again.
Needless to say, his callous and unscrupulous plot, in which
Dig had so nearly been a victim, was a lesson that was not
lost upon the juniors. No member of the “ Co.” was likely
again to have anything to do with the Black Shecp.

THE END.

VDRV R DRVOH

‘““He’s got it in the
He doesn’t want any
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A Magnificent New Sto;*y' of the Old-fime Prize-Ring,
BRIAN RINGSTON.
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: READ THIS FIRST.
Hilary Bevan, a sturdy young Britisher of gentle birth,
who has been living in the country, sets out to walk to

London
TO SEE HIS FATHER,

Sir Patrick Bevan, whom he has not met for three years.”

Arriving at his father’s house, Hil learns that the latter has

been absent for three days at the house of Sir Vincent

Brookes, one of the leading bucks of the time. e also learns

that Sir Patrick has earned the nickname of .
“PLUNGER” BEVAN,

and is heavily in debt, having dissipated his fortune.

Bending his steps to Sir Vincent Brooke’s house in
Grosvenor Street, Hilary finds two sherifi’s men waiting out-
side to arrest his father when he should come out. The lad
enters the house, and

" FINDS HIS FATHER AT THE GAMING-TABLES,
yheilre he has been, without intermission, for three days and
nights.

Sir Patrick rises from the table an utterly ruined man.
Hilary, his heart full of grief, slips out of ti]w house, and,
engaging the two waiting sheriff’s men in a fight, puts both
of them to flight, thus saving his father from immediate
danger of arrest. The sum for which a warrant is out
agamst Sir Patrick is only twenby guineas; and in order to
raise this amount, Hilary’s next act is to accept a challenge
offered in the prize-ring at Moulsey Hurst. His opponent
is a Jew pugilist, Barney Isaacs by name, while Hil, fighting
under the name of Farley, gains a decisive victory, and
awakens the interest of a young Corinthian named D’Arcy
Vavasour. Y

Hil secks out Sir Vincent Brookes, and pays him the twenty
guineas Sir Patrick owes, taking no trouble to conceal his
contempt for the rascally Sir Vincent. The lad is powerless
to avert the catastrophe, however, and on going to his
father’s house finds everything being sold up, and his father
gone no one knows whither.

Hil decides to adopt the prize-ring as a career, and at a
supper which is attended by the leading patrons of ‘‘ The
Fancy ” Vavasour offers to match- him for a thousand
guineas against any boxer of his weight that Sir Vincent
B&;ookes may - select. >

* Done !” snaps Sir Vincent, with an evil smile.

(Now go on with the story.)

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

s Birds of a Feather.

Tt was a week after the wager had been made, and
11il was spending his last night in London preparatory to
going down to the country to train for the coming battle
with the man whom Sir Vincent Brookes had wagered would
beat him, A ;

Who the fellow was Sir Vincent had made known the
«vening .before at a supper given at his house by Darcy
Vavasour to a dozen or so sporting friends. He was a
Birmingham man named Fennel, owning a big reputation in
his neighbourhood, but had not been scen in the London
ring. :

By hearsay he was a strong, game fellow, over thirty
years of age, and able to get close to Hilary’s weight, and
a hard and punishing hitter. Sir Vincent had expressed the
utmost confidence in him, but ,when Vavasour had offered
to increase the wager the baronet had declined. He had,
however, expressed himself as willing to double the amount
of the bet Vavasour had made that he would win the three
events. This had been accepted.

The week had been a busy one for Hil. Every day had
seen him at Jackson’s rooms sparring with anyone who
cared to put on the mufflers with him, and from the professor
himself he had received more than one suggestion that could
be turned to profit. He had never felt better in his life,
and was brimful of confidence.

And yet—the battle was to come off in a fortnight’s time—
J1il was not sorry to be leaving London. Not that he had
anything to complain of in the treatment he had received.
On the contrary. During the week he had stayed at the
house of Mr. Vavasour, whose attitude towards him had been
that of a friend and equal, rather than that of a patron of
the fancy towards the pugilist whoyn he had backed to win,

That some of the dandy Corinthian’s friends and acquain-
tances smiled and shrugged their shoulders in private at
such eccentricity of conduct as the treatment of a fighting
man as an equal ruffled Darcy Vavasour’s feelings not at
ell. If they did not choose to follow his lead, he was quite
content, as he made evident, to dispense with their company.

And as Darcy Vavasour was an acknowledged leader of
their class, his whims and fancies, even one so extravagant
as this, received respect. o - ;

For it was a curious age. Men such as Vavasour, while
Tur Gem Lisrarv.—No. 201,
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miglity particular-of their honour, were wholly indifferent
to appearances. Sir John Lade, for instance, dressed like a
coachman, talked like a coachman, and was more often t‘han
not in the company of coachmen. Captain Barclay trained
professional fighters, and gentlemen were equally as ready
to run foptraces for a couple of guineas with a chimney-sweep
or a shepherd as a- University man or a lord. The modern
distinctions of sport did not exist. :
enough to fight or run or play cricket against, no matter
what his occupation. Sport, and good sport, was the only
object.

SJ[ot; among the class to which Darcy Vavasour and his
friends belonged Hilary Bevan felt hardly comfortable. He
had lived in the country; they were men of the town. He
could not feel interested in much that interested them.
Their finicking regard for curious niceties of dress he could
not understand. Yet, as he learned, some of these dandies
were men who could hold their own in any sport—were
boxers, fencers, daring horsemen, reckless of the safety of
life and limb. Lord Alvanley, who attached such enormous
importance to the colour and trimming of a waistcoat or
the starching of his cravat, was also a hard rider to hounds.

sThere was even much about Darcy Vavasour with which Hil
could find little sympathy. He attached vast importance.to
what the lad considered foolish trifles. And yet Hil had to
admire him. One incident occurred while he and Hil were
strolling one afternoon along Bond Sireet that gave proof
of his real character. "

Mecting them, a tall and burly, well-dressed man remarked
to his companion as he caught sight of Vavasour and his
companion :

“ Lord Barrymore and Bully Hooper come to life again.”

The words were spoken loud enough for Vavasour and
Hil to hear, and the meaning was an offensive one, for the
allusion was to the wild and dissipated young peer named,
who, twenty years before, had made a friend of the dreaded
prizefighter Hooper the Tinman, a bullying rascal who
accompanied his aristocratic master upon ‘all his mad and
lawless sprees, and by his bull-like strength and terrible
milling powers saved Lord Barrymore time and again from
the well-deserved punishment of his reckless actions. )

Vavasour heard the remark, turned on his heel, and caught

up the speaker!

“ My good fellow,” he said, voice and face unruffled, I
have not the disgracé of your acquaintance, but I wish to
convey to you that you are a liar. Moreover, do you care
to repeat your words, it will give me great satisfaction to
chastise you for the impudence of speaking of me.”

The man was surprised. He was a well-known character,
a bully; and, with an ill reputation for shady Turf trans-
actions, a duellist. And he was half as big "again as the
pale-faced dandy.

* I shall say what I please,” he said Ioudly.

. And be repeated his words, adding thereto a still more
insulting remarlk. :

“ It is impossible for me to call you out, as you are not a
gentlgman,” replied Vavasour coolly, ““but I may box your
ears,

And he immediately laid one hand smartly on both sides
of the fellow's face.

Instantly the man sought to pay him back-in his own
coin, and Hil was ready to lend his aid in defence of
Vavasour, but a very few seconds proved that such was not
needed. Cool and undismayed, Vavasour awaited the fellow’s
onslaught, evaded a damaging blow, and replied with a
quick left and right that sent the recipient flat on his back
in the gutter. Nor was he anxious to get up again.

“ A pity such troublesome accidents cannot be avoided.
I have split my glove,” observed Vavasour, continuing his
stroll as though nothing out of the way had happened,

.But there was_another reason why Hil was anxious o
get away from London. He was anxious that his father
should not become aware of the step he had taken. Quite
unexpectedly he had seen John Foster, and from him had

learned that Sir Patrick Bevan had gone to Coldharbour,’
stayed a ‘couple of days, and left without intimating to any-.

one where he was bound. Hil suspected that his father
would return to London, in which case a meeting was
possible.

True, Sir Vincent Brookes was aware that Hilary Bevan
and Ned Farley were one and the same, and in sheer
malice the baronet, did he meet Sir Patrick, might communi-

cate the fact of Ilil's transformation into a pugilist. Hil.

believed that his father would not credit such news. To
prevent it being confirmed by a question to himself was his
desire. Of course his father might not return to London, but
to Hil it secmed the lileliest thing that he would, and the
lad was anxious to take no risk of a meeting.

. A visit to jolly Ben Burn’s hostelry to sec Flarry Harmer,
into whose hands the business of Hil’s training—not that he
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needed a great -deal—had been placed, occupied. Hil's laét :

evening in London, and there Vavasour accompanied him tq,
give Harmer his final instructions.

For an hour and more they had sat in the inner parlour, |

and it had been something of a surprise to Hil to learn how
very thoroughly his backer was learned in the most trivial
details of training and the science of preparation. Even
such practical men as Burn and Harmer could téach him

nothing, it seemed, and, considering the manifold matters

in which Vavasour was interested, Hil wondered how the’

dandy had found the time necessary to gather his intimate 0

knowledge of the Ring and all belonging to it.
Ten o’clock had struck ‘before Hil and Vavasour left the.

house, and as they stepped into the street the lad drew a

deep breath of relief.” To-morrow he would be miles
distant, breathing the fresh, sweet air of the country, engag-
ing once more in the open-air sports in which he delighted.

For training in those days was not the serious business it is

now, the recent discoveries of Captain Barclay notwith-

standing. !

Besides, it was little in the way of training that a healthy,
clean-living young fellow such as Hil required. He had no
fat to be removed. His wind was sound, his muscles tough.
Training, with him, would be little more than the accustom-
ing of his muscles to the prolonged exertion that a long-
contested battle demanded. * :

Punching the sack—an idea of Ben Burn's—swinging a :

hé‘avy sledge-hammer, long walks and runs, would give him
that.

Turning into the Haymarket, the two walked some distance
without speaking. All at once Hil drew his companion’s
attention to a couple of men walking at a brisk pace upon
the further side of the street.

“ 8ir Vincent Brookes, Mr. Vavasour;’ he said guietly.

Vavasour glanced across the street, dimly lighted by miser-
able oil-lamps. !

* Yes; and accompanied by his jackal, Cokeley,” he said.
;‘ Nec}, there goes a man whom one would do well not to
rust.”

““ But you have acquaintance with him, sir,”” Hil answered.

“ True; ‘but I am acquainted with more than one to whom
I give no trust,” said the dandy. “ My wager with him is
an important one, but because I bet with him is no proof
of my friendship. A dangerous man, Ned, and one to whom
I bear no good-will. If for no more than that he has been
the means of the downfall of a friend for whom I have had
the deepest respect, I should dislike and despise him. A
ruthless man, Ned, quick and cunning of brain, a fox for
craft,. a tiger for cruelty, and patient and untiring as a
cat. How many men to him can trace their ruin I cannot
say. It is sufficient for me that one of my dearest friends
has been his victim. One of these days I trust his treatment
of Sir Patrick Bevan will be suitably requited.”

Hil started at this mention of his father’s name, uncertain
if it were by accident or design that his companion glanced
at him while speaking. To cover his confusion he drew
Vavasour’s attention to the couple on the other side of the
road, They had just been joined by another man, a dirty,
villainous-faced rascal with ‘all the appearance of the pick-
pockets and footpads who made the passage through the
London streets late at night dangerous for the timid and
unprotected pedestrian.

“8ir Vincent Brookes has some curious acquaintances,
Mr. Vavasour,” Hil said hurriedly.

¢ Curious, no doubt, Ned, but not, altogether surprising,”
Vavasour replied drily, following Hil's gaze. ‘‘ The baronet
is a man of many parts; more, I think, than the majority
of his friends are aware. Tt is rumoured he is more intimate
with the. blackguards of the Ring and the Turf than a
person moving in the company of gentlemen has any right
to be. Still, T would not question his taste. No doubt he i3
satisfied. Birds of a feather, you know.”

But in spite of his indifference, Darcy Vavasour had the
curiosity to keep the baronet and his companions in view.
He saw Brookes glance hastily around, as though not willing
to be observed. And then an order seemed to be given to
the footpad-seeming individual, who at once hurried ahead,
to disappear into the mouth of a narrow court. Sir Vincent
and Cokeley followed more leisurely, halted at the entrance
to the court, again looked about them, and disappeared into
the court.

‘““ He appears not to wish to be seen,” observed Hil.

“ Nor do I think he did see us; we'are in the shadow,”
said Vavasour. ‘ Situated in that court is a low tavern, the
rendezvous of thieves and other rascals. It would be interest-
ing to know if our worthy friends have any particular reason
for visiting it. But come, Ned; we will leave him to fish
in his troubled waters. We have no need of such company.”

Turning into Jermyn Street, they sauntered in the direg--
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tion of St. James’s Street, the baronet’s name being left out
of further conversation.

At the,same time, neither could have failed to be interested
had he been awaro of the purpose which sent Sir Vincent
Brookes to the tavern in the court off the Haymarket.

At the Swan Tavern.

Within a radius of three hundred yards of Leicester Square
were gathered some of the most disreputable public-houses,
night-houses, and dangerous gambling-dens in_the metropolis,
and among these unsavoury haunts of the vicious the Swan
Tavern was deservedly notorious. Tucked away at the end
of the court, with a filthy alley running alongside it, and
affording a means of swift outlet amid a maze of courts
and .dark passages, it was particularly well adapted as a
meeting-place for persons desirous of secrecy.

As Brookes and his companion turned into the court, a
man rose silently from the shadow of a doorway and barred
the path. The baronet laughed, muttered a word or two,
and the fellow drew back. Only those wellknown to the
landlord of the Swan, or who could produce some good reason,
were allowed to pass into the court, and this fellow* was a
look-out. Occasionally, it happened that the redbreasts,”
as_the Bow Street runners were called, were anxious to pay
a visit to the Swan, and though these justly-feared minions of
the law could not be kept away, the presence of the look-out
ensured that due warning of the ** redbreasts’ ” coming should
reach the tavern’s customers in time to allow of any persons
who had cause to fear themselves *‘ wanted *’ making escape.

The court was unlighted ; no lights shone from the windows
of the tavern, but Sir Vincent Brookes made his way without
hesitation. Stopping in front of a low-lintelled door, he
knocked peremptorily. After the lapse of a few seconds, the
door was opencd by a short, stout man, in his shirt-sleeves,
and wearing a round fur cap. ‘ :

““What the deuce d'ye mean by kecping me waiting like
this?’ the baronet greeted him testily., * Surely you know
my knock by this time?”

““ Why, sure, capt’in,” the stout man replied, with rude

apology. ““An’ glad t’ see ye all times. But we got to be
careful. Someone’s been openin’ ’is gan a bit too wide, it

seems, lately. Last night we ’ad the constables ’ere with a
ferre&(pawnbroker) an’ ’is black box (lawyer), come arter

‘‘ There, that’'ll do, Bates. I don’t want to listen to your
petty troubles,”. interrupted Brookes. ‘Let us inside. Is
O’Donnell here yet?” . 2 * 3

“Yes, sir, waitin’ an hour or more, sir,” the landlord said
respectfully, carefully shutting and fastening the door behind
his guests. ; :

“ An hour? Have you allowed him to get drunk?”’

Bates broke into a hoarse laugh.

*“ Not -me, sir.. The Patlander said as ’ow he’d come on

your business, an’ I knew too much to let ’im ’ave all ho -

wanted. Just a pint o’ tuppenny, sir, not enough to hocus a
babby. Youll find ’im bright an’ lively as a kitten.”

** The better for him,” said Brookes.

Following the landlord, Brookes and Cokeley found them-
selves in a low-ceiled room, dark and unwholesome with the
smell of stale tobacco, gin, and candle-grease. It was dirty;
the furniture was old, heavy, and clumsy; the floor was
covered with sand, litteréd with half-burned spills of paper,
fragments of broken clay-pipes, and other refuse.

““Why don’t you sweeten this hog-sty when you know a
gont]_fman is coming into the room?’ demanded Brookes
angrily. .

 Smells like a gaol!” added Cokeley in disgust.

“Well, T can’t say about that, sir,”” replied Bates, looking
meaningly at the ex-captain ; but to his more important visitor
he was more respectful. ‘It don’t smell like no bed o’ wall-
flowers, y'r honour,” he said apologetically; *‘ but wi’ such
coves as I gets in ‘ere sometimes, it’s none so_easy keeping
things as they should be. -They don’t like no windows open.”

¢ Tell O’Donnell I'm here, and have no desire to be kept
waiting !”” ordered Sir Vincent, taking out and waving in
front of his face a handkerchief perfumed with lavender-
water.

* Yes, y'r honour. An’ would y’r honour—"
tated, one hand on the edge of the door.

“Well, what?” .

“ Like me to send in any refreshment, ¥’r honour?
a rare tap o’ brandy, real French, and just over.
punch 7’

 Punch.
are clean!”

Twenty scconds later there came into the room a tall
fellow in a somewhat dilapidated suit of dark green, a blue-
eyed, black-haired fellow, with a jovial, reckless expression.
He nodded at Cokeley, made a bow to Brookes, and said he
was pleased to see the latter. The baronet looked him over

Bates hesi-
T've
Or a bowl o’

And take care, Bates, the glasses—my glass—
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carefully, the man smiling under the gaze of the ever-shifting

eyes.
“ They tell me you're sober, O’Donnell, and for once I feel
willing to believe Bates,” said Brookes. 7
“Deuce a bit, sorr, could I be the reverse!” ~And O’Don-
nell laughed. ’Tis not a lot o Ii:}uor yo can buy when yex
pockets are impty as a sack widout a bottom to ut, an
though Misther Bates is a foine man, ’tis mlght;,' little he’s

willing to let a man have widout paying for ut.’> e

“The better for you,” returned Brookes grimly. ‘ When
T sent word I required to speak to you, it was a sober man
I meant dealing with., The other kind are not to be tyustgd,
until after the work is done, and then they may swim in
liquor, drown in it, for all I care.” :

“Well, sorr, an’ what is ut ye'll be wanting with me?”’
the man asked. . =

But it was not until the landlord had brought in the punci
and glasses and retired again that Sir Vincent answered the
question. Filling a glass, he pushed it across te the Irishman,
helped himself, and sat down.

“You know Fennel—Ephraim Fennel,
bruiser?’ he asked abrupt?~ B -

“ T do, sorr, as good a bhoy wid his hands as we'd find, did
ho but keep away from the dhrink. I saw him foight Gib-
letts an‘ Sutton, the nagur, an’ he’d ’a’ bate Gregson if so bé
as it 'hadn’t been worth more to him not to do it.” .~

““And what of Barney Isaacs? Didn’t he have a mill with
the Jew once?” :

“ He did, sorr, an’ if Barney had the science, Fennel had
the hitting in him; but I misdoubt me but that Barney’'d
’vo thrashed him in the end.” -

“ Nonsense,” put in Cokeley; ““ the Jew is a coward.”

“ Maybe, but it’s me own money I'd bave on Barney if
they met. An’ that’s not only me own opinion, but ye'll
hear others say the same.”

* Then,” said Brookes, ‘‘a man who could beat Isaacs
without trouble ought to beat Fennel?”’

“7Tt's the same, I'd be thinking, sorr.

“Good. Yowre a blackguard, O’Donnell, and a coward
to boot when it comes to honest milling, though handy in a
ficht at other times, as I’'ve learned. And you know a boxer
when you see him. Now, what would you say might happen
if T had backed Ephraim Fennel against a lad, a new hand,
who had beaten Barney Isaacs inside fifteen minutes?””

“Be th’ powers, sorr, I'd say ye're afther losing yer
money ! declared O’Donncll exctably. An’ who might be
the lad, y'r honour?’ :

‘* His name is Ned Harley.”

“ Had a sparring bout with Scroggins at the Fives Court
at Cribb’s benefit,” supplemented Cokeley. :

And at this O’'Donnell opened his eyes. He had found his
way by hook or crook into the Fives Court, had watched
Hil’s bout, and he was a good enough man to recognise talent
Wwhen he saw it. But for his unfortunate willingness to fight
according to orders—in other words, win or lose, as his
rascally backers had told him—O’Donnell would have been a
prominent man in the Ring. But the recently-formed
Pugilisti¢ Club had come to learn of his weakness; there was
a bar up against him; and he had descended to.a hanger-on,
a ring sharper and bully, and found himself, for a considera-

tion, in the corncr among those whoso business it was, on
occasion, though such things did not happen often, to create
disturbances, threaten' the officials, cut the ropes, or carry
out any one or other of the blackguard devices by which dis-
honest boxers or their backers strove to avoid losing a fight
or the stakes. e

 And is ut him y’r honour’s backing Fennel against?”’ he
asked. ¢ Sure, it’s Fennel’s coffin I’d be offering, could he
be made to shtand up long enough. May I.be so bould,
sorr. as to ask who ’tis has the backin’ o’ this Ned Harley?”

“Mr. Darcy Vavasour.”

«Indade 7> And the Irishman muttered something under
his breath.

He-had not forgoteen that it was largely owing to that
dandy Corinthian, onc of his own ‘' crosses ” had come to
the hearing of the members of the P.C.

“ Sure, but he knows a good man when he sees him!” he
said grudgingly.

“ Thinks so much of the kid, he was willing to back him
for any money against any man of his weight in England,
and Sir Vincent Brookes, as a true sportsman and patron of
the Ring, accepted the bet,” put in Cokeley.

* Well, sorr, if it’s agreeabylje to ye, an’ that’s what ye're
wanting wid me, I'll do me best to keep Fennel free from
the liquor an’ sober, an’ hearten him for a foight; but it’s
a horse to a hen I'm thinking for th’ youngster.”

““If both enter the ring,” said the baronct. quietly. He
filled O’Donnell’s glass again. *‘ The match is play or pay.”

“ Thankee, sorr! Y’r honour’s good health!” - And the
punch was tossed off.

The drinker looked slowly from one to other of the gentle-
men as though trying to make up his mind what was wanted
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# him; for it was for something more than to learn his
‘opinion of the match that he had been summoned to meet
Sir Vincent Brookes. - The last words of the baronet suggested
a clue.

; ;{‘Ye’re thinking some accident moight happen, sorr?”’ he

ed. : 5

It has happened before,”” And the tempter looked at him
Squarely. :

. s ’Tig’ thrue. Now a dose o the roight shtuff!”

Sir Vincent shook his head.

“It doesn’t always work. Men have recovered and won
fights before now. However, that is a matter to be dis-
‘vusséd Jater; there is other business afoot which needs to be
dealt with before Master Ned Harley’s. Any time within a
fortnight will serve for him; the other matter is immediate.”

“Ah, an’ that’s better, y'r honour!” said O’Donnell, and
the puzzled expression that had not left his face during the
conversation vanished. * Sure, an’ if ’twas but one man
¥'r honour was inthrested in, I couldn’t be afther thinking
ye'd want half a dozen bhoys to dale wid him.” >

““ Then you have with you the rascals I fold you I santed?

¢ They’re waiting to hear from y’r honour now,” the other
said briskly. “ As ‘tight lads for a bit of a scrimmage as
ye'd find out of Oireland.”

“Then I'll go and look at them.”

£ Plase to follow me, sorr.” - :

O’Donnell got up from his chair, .and led the way along
soveral short passages and flights of stairs until a large room
o1 the further side of the tavern was reached. At last ke
threw open a door, and immediately his. companions’ €ars
were assailed by a rude chant sung, or shouted rather, in
half a dozen different keys by twice as many men, who lounged
or stood about in a low, square room, filled with the pungent
smoke of:vile tobacco. So thick was the haze, Sir Vincent
and Cokeley could not see distinctly. X

When they could, they had a view of as choice a collection
of rascals as the worst prisons could have shown. The gallows
was written in every hard, inflamed, forbidding face.” Every
man jack had a pipe between his fingers, and a mug of drink
close at hand. Bitter rascals they were, and an expression
of disgust came into the baronet’s face as he beheld them.
And they stared back at him in surly wonder mixed with
expectation. They had been told to meet at the Swan as
there was @ job awaiting, a job that meant easy-earned
money; but what it was and who wanted them they had no
notion.  The sight of a well-dressed gentleman fairly took
them aback, also it awakened. their ready suspicions. The
singing stopped immediately the door opened. :

For a minute or more Sir Vincent stood still, guietly survey-
ing the crew; and these stared back at him, none speaking.

‘“My friends,” began Sir Vincent, speaking very carefully,
“I am in need of a few pairs of strong arms for a piece of
work to be done, and our friend O’Donnell has called you
here in the belief that among you I can be provided with these.
But strong' arms are of little use, except they have stout
hearts with them.
fighting 2’

There was a roar of laughter.. Fighting! Why, that was
their game?! Their faces were evidence of the fact. When
the laughter had subsided, the baronet resumed :

““In addition to being able to fight, the men I want must
have bad memories. When the job for which they are
selected is completed, they will do well to forget all about it.
And they must do as they are told. Now, who are there here
who can fulfil these conditions?’

They came forward in a body.

“Capital!” laughed Brookes. “This  gentleman”—he
placed a hand on Cokeley’s shoulder—¢ will give you your
instructions, and O’Donnell will be your leader to sce that
they are carried out!”

hen he went among them, picking out such as pleased his
eye most, until he had selected seven. To the disappointed
ones he presented a crown, * payment for the inconvenience
they had been put to’’; and, after a brief whispered con-
versation, he went out of the room, loudly cheered.

“Faugh!” exclaimed Sir. Vincent, when he once more
breathed fresh air. “’Tis most inconvenient that a gentle-
man has to descend to such company; but necessity knows no
law, . Darcy Vavasour, my friend, I would be glad to give
ten guineas to see your face when you learn your invincible
gamecocks are prevented from winning you our match. As
for you, Master Hilary Bévan—Ned Harley—we can deal with
you later. ~ Sure, it is vastly unpleasant to be compelled to
go_to such lengths for a gentleman to win his bets; but,
unhappily, I have no choice. - Confound my luck! Of what
use the winning of ons fool’s money, when Fortune takes care
that I shall lose still more heavily to another?”

(A long instalment of this orand serial next
. Wednesday.)
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One question: Are any of you averse from .

A NEW FREE

CORRESPONDENCE EXCHANGE. {
P e I ——————— i
L\AWWW\RM}
The only names and addresses which can be printed in
these columns are those of readers living in any of @ur:
Colonies who desire Correspondents in Great Britain ang’
Ireland. fe
Colonists sending in their names and addresses fqrg‘
insertion in the columns of this popular story-bock musk
state what kind of correspondent is required—boy or girl;’
English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irish. ke =
Would-be correspondents must send with each notice two:
coupons, one taken from *The Gem,” and one from ,thg
same week’s issue of its companion paper, * The Magnet”,
Library, Coupons will always be found on page 2 of béth
papers, and requests for correspondents not containing these.
two coupons will be absolutely disregarded. P oy
Readers wishing to reply to advertisements appearing -im.
this column must write to the advertisers dircct, No corre-
spondence with advertisers can be undertaken through the:
medium of this office.
All advertisements for insertion in this Free Exchange
should be addressed:  The Editor, ‘The Gem’ Library,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.”

P. R. M. Kilborn, 476, Rathdowne Street, North Carlton,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wisheés to correspond with
Scout readers, age 16—18. . :

Miss M. Brown, P.0. Box 132, Hastings, Hawkes Bay, New
Zealand, wishes to correspond with a girl reader living in
Ireland, Scotland, or England. age 16. 5

W. McNaughton, Tulloch Cottage, 23, Tenth Street, La
Rochelle, Johannesburg, wishes to correspond with readers
in Edinburgh, age 15—18. s

W. H. Johnson, 5, Stebonheath Street, Sydenham, Port
Elizabeth, South Africa, wishes to correspond with girl
readers in the British Isles, age 18—19. 2

J. Dobson, care of Te Aro P.0., Wellingten, New Zealand,
wishfg to correspond with readers in Australia or England,
age-16.

_Miss J. B. Ellis, 137, Railway Cottages, Fordsburg,
Johannesburg, Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to corre-
spond with a boy reader in America, age 20—22.

_A. Treadgold, 215, Barker = Road, Subiaco, Western
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers interested in
postcards. : ;
~Miss A. Vivash, 85, Bridge Street, Northcote, Melbourne,
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers, age 21—26

Green, Deakin Street, Beulah, Victoria, Australia,
wishes to correspond with boy readers, age 14—16. -

F. B. Hoff, ¢ Oslo,” Francis Street, Ascoy Vale, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond with & girl reader in
Ireland, age 16—17.

R. M. Sutherland, Ellis Road, Hawthorn, Invercargill,
New Zealand, wishes to correspond with girl readers, age

. J. Power, care of -State Fire Insurance Department,

Wellington, New Zealand, wishes to correspond with a girl
reader.in England or Ireland, age 18—22.

N. Eggeling, 25, Tudor Street, Surrey Hills, Sydney, New
South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with a boy
reader in San Francisco, age 18. :

Miss Thursa League, Pynseat Street, Horsham, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers in Treland or
Canada, or any boy reader in Horsham, England, age 19—20.

Miss M. E. Cowley, 5, Woolcott Street, Darlinghurst,
Sydney, Australia, wishes to correspond with a boy reader
in’ England. age 18—20.

R. Goldie, 16, Plant Street, Northcote, Melbourne,
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers interested in
stamps. _

Miss M. Lees, 195, Harris Street, Pymont, Sydney, New
South ‘Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond ‘with” a boy
reader in America, age 16—17.

I

The Editor specially requesis Colonial
Readers to kindly bring the Free Corre-
g spondence Exchange to the notice of their
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FAMOUS FIGHTS FORTHE FLAG. No. 18

Specially drawn for** THE GEM* Library by C. H. Blake, =

During the bombardment of ‘Alexandria. on July, 11th, 1882, one of the British gunboats came in for a very hot fire from the guns in the
ptian forts, and it was on this ship that one of- that famous day’s pluckiest deeds was performed. A live shell dropped clean on to the
deck almost in the middle of one of the gun-crews. Quick as thought, Midshipman Cochrane pounced upon it, and carried it coclly to a

bucket of water, plunging it in, and thus extinaunishing the fuse iust as the deadly missile was on the very point of exploding.
TaE GeM LisRARY.~~No. 281,
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For Next Wednesday,

“FATTY WYNN’'S HUNGER-STRIKE ! **
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
Next Wednesday’s splendid, long, completc tale of the
chums of St. Jim’s tells of the novel—for him!—form of

protest adopted by Fatty Wynn of the New House against .

Lis treatment by Mr. Ratcliff, the New House master.

By the latter’s orders, poor Fatty is put on a very limited
diet indeed, and he expresses his disapproval of it in the
most approved modern way. Fortunately for the fat junior,
he can rely upon a certain amount of outside aid from
Figgins and Kerr, his faithful chums, to assist him to hold
out. The effect of his action is none the less powerful on
this account, however, and

“FATTY WYNN’'S HUNGER-STRIKE |
;reates a great deal of excitement at St. Jim’s while i
asts,

A WELCOME SURPRISE!

1 should much like to publish on this page a letter that I
have just.received from one of my thousands of * Penny
Popular ”’ readers and chums, but, unfortunately, space does
not allow of this. . :

Some weeks ago my reader, who tells me that he is not in
very affluent circumstances, sent in a couple of attempts to
the ¢ Poplets ”’ competition, which is, as all my chums know,
one of the favourite features of our splendid companion
paper, ‘ The Penny Popular.” Having sent his two attempts
in, according to the rules, my chum then promptly forgot
the matter altogether. The affair by no means ended there;
however, for on opening his weekly copy of * The Penny
Popular ’ as usual the other Friday morning, what was my
chum’s delight at secing his name in the list of prize-
winners which appears weekly on page 3! Sure enough, the
next morning’s post brought a cheque from the Amalgamated
Press, Ltd., for a very nice little sum indeed, and it was to
acknowledge this that my lucky chum wrote me his nice
letter.

My friend is particularly pleased in that this piece of good
fortune came to him at the most opportune possible moment
—just as he was going away for his holidays, in fact] when
a substantial sum to add to one’s pocket-money comes in
particularly useful.

“ Your cheque will enable me to have a right royal time
of it while I am away,” runs the letter. “ And I should like
to send a message to all your ‘ Penny Pop.’ readers, and to
¢ Magnetites’ and ¢ Gemites’ as well. Tell them to take

* the chance while it is offered them, and go in for your

splendid ¢ Poplets ’
week !’ ;
That is the message of this chum of mine who had such a
splendid surprise just before going away for his holidays;
and I am sure that all my readers who would like to give
themselves a chance of having the same sort of pleasant
surprise Happen to them, will sce thq wisdom of this advice.

competition for all they’re worth every

REPLIES IN BRIEF.
H. Lazarus (Victoria Park Hospital.—Bob Cherry is the
champion fighter of the Remove.
Will the following readers accept my best thanks for letters
yeceived? J. Greenhaigh (U.S.A.), F.
E. Y. (London, N:E.), ““ A Reader ” (Lieeds), W. Davies (New

Kent Road, S.E.,. H. J. Nayler (Blackheath), *The Terrible -

Two” {Ryde, 1L.OW.).

R. H. Lynn (Hove),.

|“*THE PENNY POPULAR,

NOVEL WEDDING PRESENTS.

At a recent marriage at Eastbourne an elephant was one of
the wedding presents, though it is not stated why or whether
the elephant was displayed along with the other wedding gifts.

When the late Hon Maurice Gifford, C.M.G., was married
he gave his bride a distinctly novel brooch. During the
Matabele War of 1896, Mr, Gifford, who was in command of
the hastily-arranged * Gifford’s Horse,”” was shot in the arm.
The bullet was extracted, but subsequently the arm had to be
amputated.

The brooch Mr. Gifford gave his bride, then, consisted of
the bullet that had wounded him, mounted in diamonds.

s

HOW TO WRITE A SHORT STORY.
By a Successful Author.

Before T begin to chat to you about how to write a short
story, boys and girls, let me make it quite plain that, far
from being the easy task many people think it, it is one of
the most difficult and exacting that can be undertaken.
Apart from the imaginative side of the question—and even
that bas to be controlled to some extent—the writing of
short stories is governed by rules as necessary as those which
teach you to speak correct grammar.

The successful authors don’t keep to these rules, though?
Perhaps not—in a broad sense; but they have all gone
through them first, and learnt their different values, before
they dared dispense with them. Revision is one of the
secrets of success. You must have plenty of patience to go
through your work again and again, correcting, altering,
and re-writing, eré you consider the story finished.

You cannot take a better example of this concentration
and perseverance than Mr. Rudyard Kipling—in my opinion
one of the greatest short story writers who ever lived. Mr.
Kipling never considers a story finished. He will correct his
first proofs in black, add another correction in red, send the
whole thing back for another proof—and probably treat that
in the same way—until his printers wonder if they will ever
be able to publish his stuff.

As a beginner, you must depend upon plot, rather than
style or cleverly-sketched. characters, to make good your
story. When you have had more experience your style
alone will sell your story; but the person who wants to write
stories that will sell must stick to strong, unusual, and
daring plot construction.

In selecting a plot, get a strong idea, and. work on it for
a week or so, ere you begin writing. Don’t make your
characters appear merely as vehicles for carrying = the
dialogue and plot—make them natural and lifelike. Some
writers advise working from character to plot—that is, you
conceive a leading character, and just let him run through
different situations of adventure, etc., thus building a story
around him; whilst others advise building the plot first, and
making a character to fit it. The former course is truer to
art, but it is a method that is more likely to suggest itself
to you after experience than in the beginning.

A beginner is far more likely to sell a story with a strong,
gripping plot than an elaborate attempt at characterisation;

and you want to write stories o sell, because that is
generally the only test of their quality,

(Another heipful article K

on ‘“How to Write a

Short Story” next Wed- ; *

. o® nesday.) . Y e
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: THE VERY ONE! ;
‘ Where are those cigarettos T left ‘on my desk™
“1 haven't touched one, s’ X
“Phon how s it there 15 only one left?
“ That 35 the one T haven't touched, siv.”
Then gamething. touched him!—8ent in by
Ginsgow.*

J. Rueilly,

® PREPARED.

A frain running on_a ling which was noted. for slowness
and utipunctuality, suddenly stopped in the midst of fields.

* Guard,” shouted a joviel passenger, ' may I geb oub
and pick sonie fowers?”? o ik :

W .—Efraid vau won't ind mony about here,” said the gnard
good-humouredly, - s,

* Oh, there'll bo heaps of time!" replicd the \chml‘ pas-
senger.  * Use hought o packet of =eeds!”—Sent in by
Harold Bagnall, Lancashive.

OH, PAT! : :

% Pat, Tl give you eight in pence for a shilling,” said an
Englishmon to Pat, his Irish friend. g

“ Wighteenpence ! murmured Pat, ** Donel”

Tho coing arliunf:ed hands, and the Englishman watched
Pat's face a8 he slowly counted the cightpence,

“ Not bad, iu it?” he smiled. e

“ No spid Pat. “ But, begorra, the shilling is|"—Sent
in by (. R. Maddock, Bower Clapham,

—

OF COURSE!
Frod (vushing in brouthlessly): © Poor Jim, the postman,
has pot the sritﬁ-r 1
Frank: *“What cver for?"
Frod: ** Why, to carry his letters in, of course ""—Sent in
by Miss D, Samuels, Lower Clapton,

NOT THE YOUNGEST.

Master Havol(l had retorned after his first doy sk & kinder-
garten school. : 3 "

“CAWell, Harold,” said a fricnd of his mother's, wha was
“calling, *“ how do you like school? I suppose you are the
youngest there?? S 2 ;

“Oh, no!" replied Harold indignantly, drawing himsclf fo
his full height of four feef nothing, and throwing ont his
chest. " Oh, no! Some of our chaps come in perambu-
lintors IP—Sent in by G. Teshl, Birminghum.

IMPOSKIBLE,

Miss Plutus: ©But, Captain Howleigh, will you love me

when 1 grow old and ugly?”

The L.';Li'piain [gn.ll:ultlﬁ: “My denr Miss Platus, you may
grow older, but you can never grow uglier!”?
" Apd when he went home he wonderad wl_[liy Miss Plutus
pojected hingt—S8ent in by F. Tugwell, Cardift.
2

TRY A GATEPOST. |

*AWhilst  testing the cap-
abilities of # new, car in the
country, o motorish stopped to
pick up o farmer, who logked
us thongh he might like a ride.
The machine wwas going nlong
pretty lively, when it skidded,
and ran into n tree.  Neither
of the occupnnts was hurt,
but as the ruralite picked Him-
self up he remanked :

* Not half bad. But, T say,
mister, there’s one thing I'd
like to know. How do yon
stop these contraptions when
there. aren't any  ftreest’—
Sént in by L. Ely, Blackpool.

page,

MONEY PRIZES OFFERED !
]
Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD
Storyettes or Short, Interesting Paragraphs for this
For every contribution used the senders will
receive a Money Prize.
ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED
The Editor, * The Gem ” Library, The Fleetway
House, Farrinpdon Street, London, E.C.

THIS OFFER S OPEN TO READERS INALL PARTS OF THE WORLD.

Na corkespondencs oan be entored foto with ragard to this Come
petitfon, and all contrlbutions enplosed o fettors, or sent In
otheriwlge than.on posteards,

s SURE TO COME UP AGAIN,
O'Rourke (who is being lowered dowsy o -well): “Hold onl
Oi want to come up again
Finnegan: ' An' what for " i
O'Rourke: “ None of your business! If you don’t pull me
up and stop letting me down, begorra, Il eut the ropel’—
Sent in by G, Humble, Newcastle,

2 GOOD BUSINESE.

An Trishman wos passing the open window of o lawyer's
office, and poked in his Lead.

“What do you soll heve?? he asked.

** Blockhcada ™ snapped the smart young lawyer.

“Phen you must have had a fine day, for T sce you have
only one Ieft I vetuined Pat, with o chuckle—Sent m by
A, Vann, Bivmingham,

HE HAD THOUGHT I'T OCT,

She: “ Heve's an interesting story of a man who begged

to be scnt to prison in pluce of his wife
He: * Aba! And yeb yous always declare ‘that nien ara
never solf-saceifieing™
Shier “Well, thus man's wife happened fo Ge o washers
womi. nnd f she went to prison he'd have to work."—Sent
in by Miss Katie Whitchouse, Cork. /

HARD LINES,

A schioolleacher was rending sentences to her class, and®

Iettine the clildren supply the last word.
‘." The _é_;:]lmx,” she rvead, ** has eyes, but it canpot——"
See ' evied the childien,
* Has ears, but 4t cannue——"
“Hear!" they respondied,
“Has o dnouth, bat it eannet—"?
“ But ' said the Chorus.
" Has u nose, buf it cannet—""
* Wipo iet” thundered the class—Sent in Uy B, Cox,
Sauthumpton,
HER SECRET.
They wero great friends, but slthough ey were swonion,
one of, them had never told the other hior ago.
* ¥osM sho was saying, " Ive kept the scoret of miv ags
ovil sinee T wis fwenty.
** Really ™ ‘snid hex ‘friend. * And you have never tald
anybody I

Nyl
L :\.l‘\” :.'
YUNever, Nover ! = NEVER ™

“Nover given the faintest hint??

" Nat the slighitest 1"

I expect vou will give it awny one of these days:  Yeou're
botud to let the eut out of the bpg one of these dave whon
you least oxpect if," 3 3

* Not ]!_ilkp!llu;!i _-\][wr. keeping the scoveh for ten sears. T
. nag likely to ey ib out now.'—Sens m by . Hill-
Manchestor, ! I
AT THE CHILDREN’S
. TRAPARTY,

I'ho minister of  who. pavisl

ahurel move o feagnvty, and
selioal ohildeen  wire iy e,
thie ol cohtleninm st ;

all il evidenl aatising 1

Dy walkine woundl  he ab-
=yl v imnall Loy dovownng
Notingge but o (EE.

g thie broad 2

=aail s
O Johnny, ‘wonh oy anh
womied gico bread-and-ineer 81

date Bie ansywer,
what?” gaid the
5 AV be disregarded, %

N foie 1™ wis the Fetort
SentAun by H, Meads, Bartick.

Miar.
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An Exciting Incident in the Long, Complete School Tale: A Dramatic Scene in .thc- Complete Tale of SEXTON BELAKE:
“BY THE KING'S COMMAND!"
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A Thrillin Scene in the Long, Complete Adventure Story, entitled: *“ PETE'S PROOF!”
(<
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