A STRANGE SECRET!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete Tale of School Life at St. dJim’s,

THREE OF OUR READERS FROM
BONNIE SCOTLAND!



i : - “THE GEM” LIBRARY. No. 437.

EDITOR “THE GEM" LIBRARY.

THE FLEETWAY HOUSE. FARRINGDON ST. LONDON.E.C/

OUR. -+ THREE - COMPANION -+ PAPER.S !
“THE MAGNET, THE “PENNY CHUCKLES,

~ LIBRARY — ; ~ POPULAR.'—; — = 12° — —
EVERY - MONDAY 1§ EVERY FRIDAY.! EVERY SATURDAY.

G. H. Cawton, 174, Doncaster Road, Wath-on-Dearne, ,
wishes to form a “Gem > and “Magnet ” League, and will be

For Next Wednesday:

“A SCHOOLBOY'S SACRIFICE!” gllad to hear fm)‘gn anyoxf in the neighbourlhoold interested. H({.
: . also. wants to buy back numbers of both the “Gem ™ anc
By-Maztin Cliffosd,” “Magnet” between 200-300.

In the grand, long, complete story which will appear next Miss Elsie Gott, Westholme, Stocks Lane, Chester, wants
weck, a prominent part is played by George Wilkins, the the “Gem ” containing “Figgins’ Fig-Pudding.” 7
staunch supporter of the great George Alfred Grundy. " These Private H. Carrick, A Company, Tth Battalion, 2nd Infantry
two fall out through a foolish misunderstanding, and poor Brigade, A.LF., France, would be glad to correspond with
Wilkins, sceking new quarters, is taken in and—very neariy— readers, and to have the **Gem,” ‘ Magnet,” and * Penny
done for by Ernest Levison. Things are looking very black  Popular,” both current and recent back numbers, -
indeed for Wilkins. Expulsion threatens him.  But he is S. H., 23, St. Vincent Street, Stoke, Devonport, wants to
saved by the seif-sacrifice of a chum—the only fcllow who has buy “ Through Thick and Thin.” 4 :
stood by him through his troubles—Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. John Roberts, H.M.S. Partridge II., c.o.,-G.P.O., London,
D’Arcy takes on the burden of guilt, and leaves $t. Jim’s in geks Bor Back. amil cuprent umbers of the “Gem and
disgrace on the night of a tremendous storm. Of the vay in “Magnet.” -

which his three chums, with Wilkins, Grundy, and Wally K. €. Jones, Westleigh, 37, Paget Rogd: Wolverhampton,
D’Arcy, go in search of him on the downs; of how Grundy  \wnts the issue of the *(iem” containing “The St. Jim's
and Wilkins fall into deadly peril, "and of how Wilkins -~ Ajrmen.”

3‘0«]1(1-01)11«';1‘17 .h?sbchl?l"ncvtur’by his heroism,  All this you will read 3. Goldberg, 179, Westgate Road, Newcastle-on-Tyfe, svants
in the great story of - g : 3 to buy the following Nos. of the ** Boys’ Journal "—27, 30,
‘s SCHOMTROV’S SACRIEICE! 32, 35, B7. 38, 39, A1; 42, 43 48 49, und 50,

& e T ey - \"f-imi R. 1. John, 26845, C Company, 2oth (8.} Bu
: T Welsh Blgimeny:  DALEL S woauld he glad o carre-
N “: %??TREI:]]g?UM. o spond \xii,rlib a pirl reads% : %

; AR 5 ¢ agx gave @ et Y GHO Tront- 3 X e ¢ SR o T T st W s e Skt
Privaio. Fisher, of -t} Northents R :Jnr;,mg_ psking fox. a ..L}‘ J,'.\ HMT;“?J-}:H\»‘—L%“ ,‘ﬁ N‘}\(ﬁ]\ﬁqgl']\' ;‘:‘Igl‘%% 5
mouth-organ.. To-day T have heard from his younger brother, 'TL“,L ,I?_‘“I”%“ ,‘i '1% h,'{ u‘{h }pfhv;h. .in'.(‘l g{u]' 1{1 : d’lﬁ‘,”! 1,‘ 1{;
with much rvegret, that Private Fisher has been dangerously 'f“*‘,,f,(‘“‘ﬂ oo R N T
wounded in France.. His mother has gone to him. My CRYCLOPE. : 2
informant writes that both his brother and he have been W. R-'],,)"'f“""-i“;, 9, b'“'.l,“m“b“‘ Ter ;
readers of the “Gem:™ and *“Maghet- ever sinee they first buy bath “Gems ” and ‘A\Jagumf of.th(‘ id. series. A
appeared, and he says that if his brother should recover, as I A. Bland, 22, Berners Road, W ood Green, N..'is forming a
hope most sincerely he will, nothing would delight him more social club in his district, and would be glad to hear from
than to see that the Editer of the dear old papers should have any reader who would care to join. B : SaPaE
thought it worth while to write a fow sords about him for 2. Fisher, 59, Costa Strect, Middlesboro’, and W. J. Sagar,
one of them. We will all_hope that our friend Fisher may 29, Surrey Street, Middlesboro’, are joint Hon. Secs. of the
read this, and go on to read another few hundred issues of the Allies’ Correspondenice Club, and would be glad to hear from

race, Plymouth, wants to_

“Gem,” at least. : X any reader wishing to join. Speciality—correspondence in
e i foreign languages. Stamped and addressed envelopes, please!
‘s e : Andrew Kepshaw, Sea Scout, H.M. Coastguard Station,
PR{\ISE 'O.F TﬂE CGEM F.‘ROM INDIA, 4 Norman's Bay, Pevensey, Sussex, would be clad to have
A most infercsting letter has veached me from a reader in  jotters and papers from fellow-readers, or to meet any of
Bombay, whé claims that, thongh she is a mn.»,'rml womait, them—ages 15-16—living near his station.
no b:)}' eantd possibly be keener on the “Gem’ than she is, TL. Patrick, 47, Iffley Road, Hammersmith, W., wants to
Nor is shé alone in’ this keenness. Her friends slso read and g0 5 Jocal “Gem ™ and *“Magnet 7 League, and would be
admire the paper, and they have My argiments asso their  ).d if anyone interested would apply to his address.
favourite characters. My correspondent puts 11‘151& stainch 7 e W. MeLean, 53, Manchester Road; Altrincham, would
fellow Figgins fivst; but some of her fricnds give Tom! Merry be glad to hear from any artistic reders who would help in
an casy hrs; place, l)<~0;xlgs¢; he is 50 }_:"l‘)O(‘J(:H)!ilJE;-I.'illl(l Has such illustrating an dmateur magazine, -
beautiful biue eyes! Well, well ! Tom is put first by many Miss Trene Hetherington, 40, Thimbro' Read, Bridlington,
readers af home, (",f cotirse, buit scarcely for those reasons., I ould be much oblized if any reader would let her have a
am almost ashamed to confess that Frould vot have answered 0" 0F the * Gem * containing * Figging' Fig-Pudding.”

off-hand a query as to the colour of his eyes. I shall vemem-

ber in future, howoyer Benjamin Athletic C.C. want home und away matches with

or teams. Hon. Sce., W. R. Tanuner; 7, Warner Street.
WY, 1

NOTICES,

snks, K.R.R.. Salonika . Fovces, thanks

Will any beys nof over 13 who want to join a-cricket team hcartibe all readers who have writien, and will answer -them
at Portsamouth te either to V. Thomas, 2, Longs Road alla W as he ean, i
Landport, or to W. Palmer, 10. Funtington Copner, Ports. G Rdwards, 22, Level Strech, Brierly Hill. wants to forin a
mouth, enclosing 51a1npf‘d and 'nddr(‘ss(‘d envelopes? “irom and “Magnet ” League locally, and wili be glad: to
Private. A. K. Nobbs 19260, 13 Platoon, D Coy.. 8th hear frovi any readers interested. - i
Battalion, Reval Bérks Regiment, B.E.F., France, would Iike Goorge Mitchell, 3, Pevly Stibet, Belfast, has foimtd a
back and carrent issues of the Companion Papers. “Gem? and © Magnet ™ League, open to readers anywhere in
[, Dennison, c.o. Mr. Stepan Iplicjian, 3, Chepstow Street. e U.K., end would be glad to hear from anyonc who eares to
Manchester, wants o buy the numbers of the “Gem 7 con- join, P s ;
taining ** Cousin Ethel's Schooldays.” " Private H. H. 1vans, 10607, B
A. Fleteher, 65, Netherfield Lane, Parkgate,. Rotherham, Company, Tth South Staffs Regi- g
wants _to .buy the ‘mn_nl)ors of the *““Gem” containing. ment, Bgyptian Expeditionary’
“ Pigging' Fig-Pudding;”’- and  Figains' Folly,” and the  Force, wishes to thank readers who e
yof the ' Maguct ™ of “The Sunday Crusaders,” sent papers.  He and his chums &
Nodgon, 44, Lawson Strect. Maryport, Cumberland: would be ever so much obliged to
a the number of the © Gon  containing ““Fomn anvele who would forward 4 P ]
»Rockios = G x’nuxfnw:xn. ; =

spndmeamed R a0aantE ¥




Brwenesiansian i
b

CpupLisHED N Town { 4
{AND COUNTRY EVERY{
{ WEDNESDAY MORNING j

05 05 e 0 45 13 T g9y o

010 COMPLETE STORIES
S | FOR ALL, AND EVERY

| STORY A GEM !

B it i UL T T N

A STRA

GE SECRET!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s.

Dﬂ

B

f £ 1 must tell you facts,” said Mr. Hawes, ‘‘ and the facts are, that this boy’s real name is Qoeorge Purkiss,

and that last year he was a prisoner in Hilstall Reformatory.”
(See Chapter 5.)

CHAPTER 1.
The Funk’s Champion,

1] UNK”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had just come out of
the School House with his new chum, Outram of

the Fourth, when that offensive word smote his
ears.

Arthur Augustus looked round, his eye glittering through
his eyeglass. Pratt of the New House was grinning at him
from the quad, and as he caught D’Arcy’s eye he repeated
cheerfully :

“Yah! Funk!”

¢ impossible !’ exclaimed Dr. Hoimes. ‘

The remark was not meant for Arthur Augustus. Nobody
at St. Jim's would have dreamed of calling the swell of the
Fourth a funk. It was addressed to his companion, Qutram of
the Fourth, the new boy at St. Jim’s. And the fellow to
whom it was addressed flushed slightly, but did not speak, or
otherwise take notice of the offensive Pratt.

“Pway excuse me a moment, Outwam, deah boy, while T
thwash that wottah,” said Arthur Augustus, with aristocratio
deliberation.

Outram caught his arm.

“Never mind him !” he said hurriedly.

“Wats! I'm goin’ to thwash him!”

Arthur Augustus shook off Outram’s detaining hand, and
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bhore down on Pratt of the New House. Pratt stocd his

ground, grinning. : e
“Why don’t your friend the funk speak up for himself?’

inquired Pratt. . . =
Arthur Augustus did not reply. He pushed back his cuffs

" and sailed in. - Pratt did not have time to ask any more gues-

tions; he had plenty to do to defend himself from D’Arcy’s
cnslaughts. In a moment they were fighting hammer and
tongs. :

Biff, biff ! Tramp, tramp, tramp! :

“Hallo! What’s the row?” Tom Merry of the Shell came
cut of the School House with Manners and Lowther. ““Gussy
going it again !

“Go it, Gussy !” said Lowther encouragingly.

“Mop him up!” said Manners. “Give the New House
bounder one for me !” 7 ;

It did not take long for a crowd to collect. . “Scraps’
were not uncommon at St. Jim’s. Buf a fight just outside
the School House, almost under the Housemaster’s window,
was rather unusual. Some thoughtful and considerate fellows
gathered between the combatants and the house, with the idea
of screening the fight as much as possible from Mr. Railton’s
window.

“You uttah wottah, take that!”

“You School-House cad, take that!™

Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp ! g

“ Gussy again !”’ exclaimed Jack Blake, as he arrived on the
scene with Herries and Digby., “Gussy, you ass! This is
the tenth time this week !”

““Gussy, you fathead !”” yelled Herries.
ton out n a minute |

““Wats |

Arthur Augustus had Pratt’s head in chancery by this time,
and was pommelling valorously.  Pratt was roaring, and
pounding at Gussy’s noble ribs. Both the combatants were
quite reckless of Housemasters now.

“Drag ’em apart!” said Pom Merry. “ What’s the hlessed
roew about?”’

‘“ Pratt called Qutram a funk!” grinned Crooke of the Shell.
“Gussy’s fighting his battles, as usual. “The funk can’t stand
up for himself.” .

Outram’s cheeks burned, hui he did not speak.
Merry gave him a glance of contempt.

“Stop them !” he said. ‘‘Railton \\'Q be out in a minute !

“Here he comes ! said Lowther,

“Cave !”

But the two fighting-men were too exeited to heed the warn-
ing. They were still struggling and hammering furiously
when Mr. Railton strode upon the scene, his brow dark with

“You'll have Rail-

Tom

anger. The crowd-parted to allow the Housemaster to
approach,

“D’Arcy! Pratt!” thundered Mr. Railton. “Cease at
once !

“Bai Jove!”

“Oh, lor’'I” gasped Pratt. %

The two combatants separated ab last, gasping for breath
and looking very flushed and untidy. Mr. Railton surveyed
them with a thunderous brow:

“Now, what does this mean ?* he exclaimed sternly. * How
dare you fight in the quadrangle, under my very windows !”

“Bai Jove! I'm sorry sir!” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“I think you were to blame, D’Arcy. From my window I
saw you attack Pratt.”

“I weally had no choice in the matiah, sir. Pwatt applied
an oppwobwious epithet to a fwiend of mine, so I was bound
to thwash him.”

“You have been concerned in a number of disturbances
during the past week, D’Arcy. You scem to me to be a
quarrelsome boy.” ;

“Ob, no, sir! Not at all, sir! Buib I cannot allow the
bo_uncigl,hs to apply oppwobwious wemarks to a fwiend of
mone -

Mr, Railton stared at the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Am I to understand, D’Arey, that you take
self to fight battles for all your friends 7

“Nunno! Not exactly, sir I’m standin’ up for Outwam.”

Mr. Railton glanced at Outram. 3

“And why, D’Arcy ' g :

“Because—because I feel it a dutay, sir!” said Arthur
Augustus, mopping his nose with his handkerchief. *Outwam
iz a chap with vewy high pwinciples—-— "

“What 1

““ His pwinciples pwevent him fwem fightin’, sir,” explained
“Some of the fellahs wegard him as a
fank. But, as a fellah of tact and judgment, I have a'gweat
wespect for him. - T do not pwofess to undahstand his wemark-
able pwinciples, but I wespect pwinciples on—on pwineiple,
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it upon your-

sir. So, as Outwam does not thwash the wottahs, siv, T
thwash them for him; so it is all wight.”

Some of the juniors grinned. Mr. Railton looked very
curiously at Arthur Augustus. 2

**And is this the reason why you have been concerned in
£o many disturbances of late, D’Arcy? The matter has been
reported to me.”’

“Yaas, sir. I am not at all quawwelsome.”?

“Such quixotic conduct is likely to cause as much trouble
as if you were quarrelsome, D’Arcy. You will take two
hundred lines. Pratt, I shall report you to your House-
master.”’ : .

“Yaas, sir!” said D’Arey respectfully. And Pratt grunted.

Mr, Railton, looking somewhat perplexed, returned to the
house. Arthur Augustus continued to mop his noble nose.

“Two hundwed limes!” he said.” “That’s wathah wuff for
thwashin’ a New House wottah!”-

“Thrashing your grandmother !” snorted Pratt.- *You
couldn’t thrash me in ten years!”

“Why, you cheeky wottah——"

“Bow-wow ! said Pratt.

1t looked as if the combat would recommence; but Tom
Merry & Co. pushed in between the foemen.

“You cut off, Pratt!” said Tom Merry. “You want
bumping for coming on the respectable side of the quad. I
give you two seconds!” -

The two seconds were enough for Pratt. ITe did not wan
to be bumped. He disappeared towards the New House.

“As for you, Gussy,” continued the captain of the Shell
severely, “I’ve a jolly good mind to bump you!”

“I should wefuse to be bumped, Tom Mewwy.”

“You silly ass!” growled Blake. “You're getting into
scraps every day. If Outram doesn’t mind being called a
funk, what do you want to chip in for?” i

“I wegard it as a dutay, Blake !”

“{‘qthcad 12 ; = i
L wefuse to argue the mattah with you, Blake! I am
goin’ to bathe my nose !”

“Well, it needs it, ass!”

Arthur Augustus went into the house with his handkerchief
to his nose, Tt certainly did need bathing. Outram, with a
gloomy brow, followed him in, and went to his study.

““I'm jolly well fed-up with this ! growled Blake. That
fellow eould stand up for himself if he liked, only he’s a rotten
funk ! Gussy ought to chuck him |” =

“No good arguing with him !” snorted Herries. * Instead
of chucking him, he’s made us take him up! That’s the kind
of obstinate mule he is!”

*“I wish he’s get out of St. Jim’s !**
does he want here, anyway ?
funks !”?

“According to Levison, he’s going soon !” grinned Monty
Lowther, *Levison’s uncle’s coming to-day.”

*“Oh, blow Levison and his uncle !’ said Blake.
well wish Levison’s yarn about him was true,
to go!”

M“Cheer up, and let’s get down to ecricket!” said Tom
Merry.

The juniors went down to ericket; but Jack Blake was still
looking grumpy. It was a thorn in Blake’s side that his noble
chum persisted in kegping up his friendship with the funk of
the Fourth,

It was a disgrace to Study No. 6, and Blake & Co. had
quarrelled with Gussy about it; but as D’Arcy was as firm
as a vock, or as obstinate as a mule, they had come round,
and agreed to make friends with Outram themselves. But, as
Blake said, Study No. 6 did not like funke, and they
tolerated Outram only for D’Arcy’s sake, and they wers
growing very exasperated with Arthur Augustus,

s!” growled Digby ‘‘ What
Thie isn’t the proper place for

“T jolly
then he’d have

)

CHAPTER 2,
The Accident,
L EVISON of the Fourth was in hi§ study when Percy

Mellish came in, grinning.
Levison was busy. He had a sporting paper open
on the table, and was making i
while he smoked a cigarette. Such were Levison’s
agreeable manners and customs.  He thrust the cigarette
and the paper behind him quickly as the door opened, but
they came nto view as he saw that it was only Mellish,

“Shut that door!” he growled.

Mellish closed the door, with a chuckle.

“Did you think it was a prefect?” he said. .

‘Qh, rats!”

“How are you getting on with Weekes, the bookie??
grinned Mellish. “I hear that Blake and his pals found you
with h,im the other day, and gave you a hiding each. Is'it
true ¥’

pencil marks in it,
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morning, and—and 1'd like you to think the best you can of me!’” ¢ Ws shall always think of you as a splendid
chap,” sald Tom Merry. (See Chapter 13.) -

I ‘i must go!” said Outram. ‘‘i have already told Mr. Railton the truth. | am going to leave St. Jim's in the

. “Mind your own business!”

. “I heard Dig speaking of it,” said Mellish, laughing.
& Blake licked you, while Gussy laid into the bookie with a
big stick! He, he, he!”

“They may be sorry for it before long!” snapped Levison.
¢“What was that row about in the quad?”

“Oh, Outram again! Pratt called him a funk, and Gussy
went for him. The silly ass has had a fight every day for
a week past!” :

Levison smiled cynically.

“That cad Purkiss is keeping the game up well,” hs
xemarked. ‘““But he's going to be bowled out to-day.”

Mellish yawned.
=4 Still on that yarn?” he said.

“You don’t believe it?”
¢ “Of course I don’t! Nobody does. The fellows think
you've taken a dislike to QOutram, and made up that yarn
about him. That's the kind of reputation you've got!”
grinned Mellish. .

“ Why should I dislike him?”

“D’Arcy says it's because Outram’s a decent chap, and
you're a rotter!” said Mellish cheerfully. ¢ He’s says it's
natural for a rotter to dislike a decent chap. I suppose he’s
about right—what?’

“Oh, don’t be funny!” snarled Levison. * All the fellows

weonesbar: - A SCHOOLBOY’S SAGRIFIGEL”

are down on Outram, and yet they're down on me for
telling the truth about him.”

“Telling whoppers, you mean! What's the good of
keeping it up? You've said that Outram is an impostor—
that his real name is Murkiss, or something.”

¢ Purkiss—George Purkiss!”

¢ Well, Purkiss—and that he was a prisoner in Hilstall
Reformatory last year, where your uncle’s boss, and was
there because he half-killed a man in a row at Brighton.”

“That's the truth!”

Mellish laughed heartily. .

“Well, what's the good of asking chaps to believe such €
yarn, when the fellow’s a funk and afraid of his own shadow?
A chap who half-killed a grown man in a fight, and was
sent to a reformatory for it—would he let a kid call him a
funk and punch him? According to your yarn, he's a
regular ruffian, and he must have plenty of pluck, at least.
And the whole school knows that he’s a sneaking funk.”

“That’s his little game,” said Levison. “I tell you thas
kid is as strong as a horse, and a splendid boxer, and he
could knock out Kildare of the Sixth if he liked !”
= P Sa" ha! And he let me punch his nose without hitting

ack !’

“That's his game, I tell you. He’s come here under &
falss name, and he doesn’t mean to get known as a fighting-

1uE Gem LagrArv.—No. 437.
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ran. That would be evidence that he was really Purkiss of
Hilstall Reformatory. He’s playing the part of a quiet and
peaceable chap; so as to make the distinction clear. Don’t
you see ?” .

“Well, he might within reason, but not to the extent of
having his nose punched. A chap would only take that if he
was a real funk!”

“Well, there’s going to be proof this afternoon,” said
}Levisc}m. “My uncle. the governor of Hilstall, is coming
ere.’

“My hat! You've been ass enough to write that idiotic
yarn to your uncle?”

e Ever{ wordl I’ve told him that George Purkiss, his
prisoner last year, is at St. Jim’s, posing as a new boy, under
the name of Valentine Outram. He was jolly surprised to
hear i, and he’s coming to sce the Head. Hve’s coming in
his car this afterncon.” ;

“Well, he must be an ass to take any notice of such a
yarn!” commented Mellish. “He can’t know what a
whopper-merchant his nephew is.” Ay

“I've sent him a photograph of QOutram,” said Levison
sourly. “I took it with Julian’s camera last week when the
cad wasn’t looking. T've got his letter here. He says he
recognises the photograph as that of Purkiss!”

“There must be a likeness, then.”

“It isn’t a case of a likeness—he’s the chap !” gaid Levison.
“And when my uncle comes, you’ll see that Purkiss will be
bowled out!”

“1 shall see that youwll get into a row,” said Mellish.
“You told your js;arn to Railton, and he proved conclusively
that Outram’s what he says he is. He told you you’d be
lieked if you eaid any more on the subject.” %

“I'm risking that. It will be all right when I've proved
it’s true. I'm doing this from a sense of duty, of course !”

““Oh, of course I’ grinned Mellish. “What a chap you are
for sticking to a yarn, Levison! How do you account for
Major Outram thinking this chap is his son, and Sir Robert
Outram believing he’s his nephew 2’ ,

“Purkiss has done them somehow.”

“Then there must be a real Outram, who’s been done
away with, as this chap has come in his name?”

“Of course !” i

“Then what’s become of him? I suppose the genuine
Outram wouldn’t stay away and let a chap named Purkiss
eome here in his place 7”7

“He may have been kidnapped—-"?

“0Oh, my hat!”?

“Or murdered !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mellish,

Levison rose angrily to his feet.

“Well, youll jolly well see this afternoon!” he ex-
claimed, “Mr, Hawes—that’s my uncle—will recognise him,
and tell the Head so. That will be the finish! Time my
g.ncln‘a"was‘here, too! I’ll get down to the gates and meet

m !

“I'll come with you,” said Mellish, following Levison from
the study. “By the way, do you know what Lowther was
saying—""

“Hang Lowther !”?

“He says that if you keep on with Weekes, the bookie,
and your other nobby friends, you'll soon have to go and
stay with your uncle for good !’ chuckled Mellish, “TLowther
;ays]xt’?"}ucky you've got a reformatory in the family! He,

e, he!l

““Oh, shut up!” :

Levison scowled as he made his way to the school gates.
Whether it-was a sense of duty, as he said, or malice, the
cad of the Fourth persisted grimly in his strange accusation
against the new boy. Since Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had
chummed with Outram, however, Levison had not ventured
to call Qutram by the name of Purkiss, or to repeat his
story in public. He had received one tremendous licking
from the warlike Gussy, and one was enough for him.

But Gussy’s drastic measares only made Levison more
determined to prove his case, and show up the “reformatory
euffian,” as-he called Quiram, before the whole school.

Qutram was generally regarded with contempt as a hopeless
funk, and perhaps a plausible story against him might have
found credence for that reason. But that the funk of the
School House had been a dangerous ruffian, sent to a
reformatory for injuring a man in a fight, was altogether too
“steep.” Levison might as well have accused him of being
a German spy. The mere idea was so absurd that it was
hardly necessary for Qutram to prove his identity, but he had,
as a matter of fact, proved it conclusively.

Both he and his people were personally known to Mr.
Railton, and that settled the point, if anything could.

Even Levison’s own friends laughed at the story, and
advised him to think of something better. Tt was scarcely
possible to think .of Qutram, the funk of the Fourth, as
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George Purkiss, the dangerous young ruffian who had fought
with a warder at Hilstall Reformatory.

Levison and Mellish looked ont of the gates. It was time
for Mr. Hawes of Hilstall to arrive. Mellish svas grinning.
His opinion was that Mr. Hawes would have his journey for
his pains, and that he would “jaw * his nephew for bringing
him to St. Jim’s for nothing. y

A small motor-car came in sight from the direction of
Rylcombe. It was speeding along the road at a great rate.
There was only one man seated in it, driving, . Levison
uttered an exclamation :

“ That’s my uncle's car1* : :

My. Hawes was evidently in haste. The car came whizzing
along the road, and Mellish uttered a sharp exclamation as a
big market-cart turned out of a field into the road.

“Great Scott! There’ll be an accident !”

Levison turned pale. .

The carter had not seen the car, and the big market-carh
almost; filled the road directly in the path of the rushing
motorist, who was certainly exceeding the legal speed-limit.

The' two juniors gazed on spell-bound. ;

It seemed inevitable that the motor-car must dash fairly
into the big vehicle blocking the roa

“He'll be killed!” panted Levison.

Crash!

The motorist had seen his danger. He jammed on his
l{l('iakes, and turned the car into the grassy bank by the road-
side. :

With horrified eyes the two juniors watched the car climb
the bank and roll over. There was a crash and a sharp cry.
"The motor-car lay on its side, and the motorist was. pinned
beneath it. 2

CHAPTER 3,

In the Shadow of Death!

4 ELP?
Levison uttered the shout as he ran down the
“road towards the overturned car. The lad in
charge of the market-cart was staring blankly at
the wrecked car.  Mellish ran back into “the
quadrangle, calling for help, and a crowd of St. Jim’s fellows
came from all sides. The news of the accident interrupted
the cricket practice, and Tom Merry & Co., still in flanncls,
came crowding out into the road. :

Levison had reached the car, and was looking at his uncle
with horrified eyes. The governor of Hilstall was pinned
under the car, but, as if by a miracle, he was not crushed.
He had fallen in a hollow of the soft, grassy bank, and the
car was across him, pressing him down; but the hollow
into which he had sunk had saved him from most of tho
weight. -But the soft earth was yielding under the heavy
car, which was sinking lower almost visibly, and the white
'fjacehof the pinned man was full of horror and the fear of

cath. J

“Uncle!” panted Levison.

The sudden, tragic occurrence had unnerved the junior,
cool as he was usually. He stared at his uncle with helpless
apprehension. 5
: :;_‘IGlet ’he]p!” the governor of Hilstall muttered hoarsely.
€ e &, 2

‘“Help !” shouted Levison.

The St. Jim’s fellows were gathering round now, in an
excited crowd. ; ;

Tom Merry was first on the spot.

“For Heaven’s sake, get the car moved somehow !?
pleaded Levison. “It’s my uncle!” ;

Tom Merry knitted his brows. 8

There were enough of the juniors to drag the car down
the sloping bank, but to move it was fearfully risky for
the pinned motorist. The slightest slip would throw tha
full weight upon him, which meant instant death.

The unfortunate man understood his danger.

‘‘Be carefull” he muttered. He had kept his coolness,
though the shadow of death was upon him. “If the car
slips, 'm a dead man! Be carefull” Lo

};{We must move it somehow,” said Tom, his face veary
white.

“It’s sinking on me!” gasped the governor. “It’s hardar
every moment. I shall have to take the risk.” -

“If—if somebody could push under it, and shove it up-
wards a bit}” muttered Jack Blake. ;

“Who could shift that weight?” said Tom. '

“Impossible !’ said Mr. Hawes. “Besides, the risk is too
great, ‘Lift the car away as best you can, and I must take
my chance.” s g

‘“Hold on!”

It was a quiet voice. Outram of the Fourth had joined
the crowd.
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‘Bven at that terrible mom:t\nt. the eyes of the governor
of Hilstall turned upon, Outram’s face, with a startled look.
“Evidently he rccogmised the junior, or fancied that he

L,

But Outram hardly glanced at him.

“You cannot drag the car away without crushing him,”
said Outram.

. “ngu get back!” said Blake gruffly. ¢ Funks are no good
ere !

““Yes, clear off, Outram!” said Tom Merry.

“T think I can help him,” said Qutram quietly,

“You!”

Outram nodded.

““If someone got under the car—there is rooin in that
lwllow beside him—and raised the weight on his shoulders—
ho could crawl out. I think I could do it.”

“You!” shouted Blake. *Are you as strong as a horse,
you fathead?”

“1 think I am strong enough.”

“This isn’t time for gas!” growled Herries. “A chap
who crawled under the car would pretty certainly get crushed
a9 soon as it moved.”

“1 shall risk that.”

“You—you risk it!”

“Yes; give me room.”

Outram dropped on his knees beside the overtuened car.

The St. Jim’s fellows watched him almost dazedly. Tom
Merry caught him by the shoulder.

“Qutram! You can’t! The risk's too great—"

“Let me go!”

“And you can’t do it; you're not strong enough. T'm
stronger than you are, and I couldn’t move that weight from
underneath !”

Outram smiled faintly.

“Tet him alone!” muttered Levison. “He can do it—
'vqe's 7A,itrong enough. He's as strong as any two chaps
here.

The juniors fell silont. :

If Outram of the Fourth was indeed George Purkiss, the
reformatory ruffian, as Levison had declared, doubtless he
was able to carry out that task which required strength
which even Tom Merry, athletic as he was, did not possess.

Was it possible—was it possible that Levison’s accusation
was true?

No hand was raised now to stop Oubram,

With perfect coolness, though his handsomo face was pale,
the funk  of the- Fourth-squeezed himaself into the hollow
beside the pinned motorist. There was easy room for the
slim form of the junior. The stout, middle-aged governer of
Hilstall was pinned beneath the car and the yi«fding carth,
but the slim junior glided into the space beside him without
difficulty.

The juniors watched him spellbound.

Was this the funk of the Fourth—this the fellow who
had taken a blow from Mellish without a word—who had
been ragged and despised for his want of courage—this fellow
who was calmly facing the risk of a fearful death?

Outram was fairly under the car now.

With his back and shoulders against it, he was exerting
Elis }.ftre'ngth to rise on his knees, and thus raise the weight
righer.

Tllcnle juniors grasped the car, and lent him what aid they
could.

The great mass moved.

The strength exerted by the junior wunderneath- was
amazing—incredible in a lad of his years. The car moved.

Slowly but surely it rose, till it was clear of the man
‘who was pinned in the hollow of the bank.

Half a dozen hands grasped the governor of Hilstall, and
helped him to drag himsollg from beneath the car.

i He sank down exhausted on the grassy bank.

At this moment Mr. Railton arrived on the scene.

Outram, flat on the soft earth in the hollow, was crawling
out into view, the car sinking to its former level. But there
was room for the slim, wiry form of the junior to emerge.

The Housemaster stared at him blankly.

¢“Qutram!” he gasped. :

Tom Merry gripped Outram as he emerged, and helped
him tp his feet. The junior’s face was deadly pale, and his
eyes had a glazed look. The terrible exertion had told on
him. His breath came in long, shuddering gasps.

“Not hurt, old chap?” exclaimed Blake. It was the first
time he had called the funk of the School House “old chap.”

Outram shook his head without speaking,

“Qutram,” said Mr. Raiiton, in a moved voice, “my dear
1ad, you have shown wonderful courage!”

“And he’s a funk!” muttered Herries, half-unconsciously.

“Not much of a funk, I think!” said Tom Merry.

“The boy has saved my life,” said the governor of Hil-
atall. “Heaven be thanked that he was not injured!”

.
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“1t's Purkiss, unclg!” muttered Levison. “It's the fellow
you came to see.” :

“ He saved my lifo!” repeated Mr. Hawes.

“But—but you're going to see the Head?” said Levison.
“Can I help you in, uncle?”

Mr. Railton helped the governor of Hilstall to rise, and
Mr. Hawes digappeared in at the school gates with him.
Levison followed slowly. ;

Tom Merry & Co. surrounded Outram, who was leaning
on the car, breathing heavily.

“Feel done up?” asked Figgins.

Outram nodded.

“What have you been pretending to be a funk for?”
demanded Monty Lowther warmly. “What was the littls
game, you ass?”

Qutram smiled slightly.

“T told you I was not a funk,” he said.

“But you acted like one. You let Mellish—a worm like
Mellish—punch your nose, and didn’t slaughter him!" ex-
claimed Manners.. “And you risked your blessed life for
a stranger!”

“You might have been killed, Outram,” said Tom Merry
quietly.

“1 know.”

. “And—and you weren't afraid?”

[ No.’)

“But where did you get that dashed strength from?”
exclaimed Herries. “Why, I couldn’t have shifted that
weight, or half of it!” ® :

“You must be as strong as a horse !’ said Tom Merry, with
an odd look at Outram. “ You could handle all those chaps
who were ragging vou, the giddy lot togethey, if you liked 1™

“I know."”

“Then why didn't you?”

“T’ve told you that I'm not a fighting-chap.”

“Oh, I'm blest if T understand you !” said Tom impatieatly.
“You won't fight a fellow you could lick easily, and you'll
risk your life to save a stranger! I give you up!”

% Blest if it doesn’s look——"" began Crooke of the Shell,
and then he paused. Crooke had always been one of the new
junior’s persecutors; but even Crooke felt a little remorso
now.

But the junicrs understood what was in his mind.

Levison had maintained that Outram wus playing a part—
that he was stronger than any fellow at St. Jim's, that ha
was not a funk, that his whole game was to make clear a
distinction between himself and George Purkiss of Hilstall.

Outram read easily the thoughts in the minds of the juniors,
and a bitter smile came over his face. Without a word he
turned and walked away. Tom Merry & Co. exchanged an
uneasy glance.

“He's a splendid chap!” said Tom, after an awkward
pause.

“And he’s not a funk!” said Blake.

“No fear! I don’t think anybody will call hin a funk
after this."”

“But—but this bears out what Levison has always been
saying."”

“Put the fellow proved that he was Outram, and nod
Purkiss,” said Tom decidedly. “That’s been clearly proved.
Levison is a liar, all the same. But I think even Levison will
shut up now. That maun Outram saved is Levison's uncle,
and he had brought him here to show Outram up, as he calls
it. A reformatory hooligan would not risk his life to save
another fellow’s—especially the life of a man who had come to
denounce him."

“ Not- likely !” :

“Qutram’s true blue! And if Levison says another word
against him we'll scrag him!”

The juniors returned to the school in a puzzled frame of
mind. Their opinion of Qutram had improved, but he puzzled
them more than ever. Arthur Augustus, who prided himself
apon his judgment, had always believed that Outram’s
“principles 7’ kept him from fighting, and that he was not a
funk,  Principles of that unusual kind were not very well
understood by the St. Jim's fellows. But they had to admib
now that the great Gussy was right—unless, indeed, tho
character Qutram had assumed at St. Jim’s was a blind, as
Levison averred. And even Tom Merry, though he strove to
drive the suspicion from his mind, was haunted by it—tho
suspicion that the cad of the Fourth had been right, after all,
in his accusation, and that Valentine Outram had come to St
Jim’s under false colours.
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CHAPTER 4,
Levison Asks For It!
3 EBETHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY smiled.

;B
He really could not help smiling. 7
The swell of St. Jim’s had been busily engaged in
bathing his noble nose during the excitement of the
motor accident. When he came into public view
egain, he found all St. Jim’s talking about it. He hunted
up Blake and Herries and Dig, and learned the particulars
from theni.
Then he smiled. .
It was a lofty smile—the smile of a fellow of tact and judg-
ment who had been right all along the line, and had seen
things which were hidden from less powerful intellects.

“I won’t say I told you so, deah boys——" began Arthur

Augustus.

“Ne, don’$!” growled Blake.

“(ertainly not, deah boy! I won’t pile it on!” said
Arthur Augustus magnanimously. “ But pewwaps you chaps
will admit now that I was wight?” :

¢ Oh, Tatst” :

“T pwesume that you do not still considalr Outwam a
funk ?”

“Well, we can’t!” caid Heiries.
do what he’s done.”

“He has an objection to fightin’, you know—it’s a_case of
pwinciple, as I have told you fellahs sevewal times. I saw ib
21l along, and did him justice. That is why he has nevah
licked Cwooke or Mellish for their beastly impertinence.”

“Blest if I understand it!” said Blake, with a shake ef
the head. “Unless Levison was telling the truth by accident.”

“What has Lévison to do with it?” ’

“He can’t be a funk to

“He says Outram is really George Purkiss, of Hilstall

Reformatory.”
*“That is wotten slandah, of course!” :
“Yes; we all thought so. But Outram has been keeping
it dark that he’s as strong as a horse, and making out that
he’s a funk, and all that. What was he doing that for?”’
“Wats! His pwinciple 2 2 :
“QOh, blow his principles! Yet Levison’s yarn couldn’t be
true, because. it’s proved that this chap is Outram right

enough, and not Purkiss. Only Levison’s brought his uncls-

here to prove his case. And—and I saw Mr. Hawes looking
}a;t O’L,ltram, and it was easy enough to see that he knew

im.

“It is a case of wemarkable wesemblance. There was a
chap vewy like Tom Mewwy in Wylcombe once, you
wemembah.”’

“Ye-es; I suppose it’s possible. It’s a jolly queer bizney,”
gaid Blake. ‘ Anyway, Outram’s a good sort. Chap must be
decent to do what he did.”

“Yaas, wathah! Pewwaps you fellahs will admit now that
I was wight, and will wely on my tact and judgment on
futuah occasions.”

To which Herries end Dig and Blake responded unani-
mously :

“Rats 1"

Arthur Augustus sniffed, and walked away to meet Outrain,
who had come out of the School IHouse. OQutram was looking
guite himself again now, but there was a cloud on his brow.

“I congwatulate you, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus.
“You have wathah shut up those asses who were callin’ you
e funk!”

Outram nodded.

“Still feelin’ the stwain ?”’ asked D’Arcy.

“No; I'm all right.” ;

Y wathah think Levison will come and apologise to you
now,” said D’Arey. “I suppose he must feel wathah
gwateful.”

Outram smiled bitterly.

“You know who that man was?"’ he asked.

“Yaas; Levison’s uncle.”

“Yes; the governor of Hilstall Reformatory,” said Outram,
biting his lip. “Levison has got him to come here to identify
;‘ne.” He’s with the Head now. I suppose I shall be sent

oF.

“Yaas; and that’s wathah lucky. Tt will cleah up the whole
mattah. Levison will have to admit that you are not Purkiss
when his uncle tells him so.”

Outram was silent. :

“Of course, it’s wathah wotten to be wowwied by caddish
zccusations like this,” said Arthur Augustus sypmathetically.

“I was a fool to help that man,’”” muttered Outram moodily.

“Bai Jovel”

“Don’t you see what it means? T can see it in the fellows’

" faces already. They don’t think I'm a funk now. 1 don’t

care a rap what they think about that. But they think I'm a
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spoofer, and every chap is beginning to wonder whether I'my
really Purkiss, after all!” said Outram savagely.

“But you can pwove that you are not?”

Outram gave him a strange look,

“Qh, yes; I can prove that I an: Valentine Qutram,” he
said. *‘Purkiss was a fighting-chap—a grect hoxer; not a
fellow much like me, except in looks.” ;

¢ BExactly !’ :

Levison of the Fourth came up. :

“ You're wanted, Purkiss,” he said. “The Head wants you
in his study.” :

Qutram went into the house. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s
eyes blazed at the cad of the Fourth.

“You have called my fwieid Outwam by that offensive
name again, Levison!” he said.

“Ive called him by his right name!”
“It’s going to be proved now.”

“You are still keepin’ up that wotten yarn, aftah Outwam
has saved your uncle’s life 7

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“1 don’t see that that makes any difference. A convict’s a
convict, all the same, T suppose? Purkiss gave himself away
by doing that—showed up all the humbug he’s given us since
he’s been here. It was a nmail in his own coffin, and he was a
fool to do it.” X .

1 won't argue with you, Levison. You are too disgustin’
to talk to! But I teld you that I would thwash you when-
evah you msulted my fwiend Outwam, as his high pwinciples
pwevent him from thwashin® you. himself: Put up your
hands, you wottah!”

*“Oh, go and eat coke! Yaroooooh !”’ roared Levison. as he
caught Arthur Augustus’s left with his chin. -
- He went down with a bump. D’Arcy pushed back his cuffs.

“Now come on, and have some more, you feahful
wottah 17 :

Leyison gave him a deadly look as he picked himself up.
But he did not come on. He wernt into the School Houss,
gritting his teeth,

sneered Levison.

——

CHAPTER 5.
23 No Luck for Levison.. s

UTRAM of the Fourth tapped aj the door of tha
e Head’s study, and entered.

His face was a little pale, his brow clouded; hut

he was quite calm.

Mr. Hawes was in the study with the Head, as
well as Myr. Railton. Their eyes turned on the Fourth-
Former as he entered. :

“You sent for me, sir?”’ said Outram,

“Yes, my boy,”. said Dr. Holmes kindly. “In the first
place, I wish to express my admiration for the great courage
and presence of mind you have shown this day. Mr. Railton
has told me of your action, and I congratulate you, Outram.
And this gentleman, Mr. Hawes, wishes to thank you for
the aid you rendeved.”

“Tt was nothing, sir,” ‘said Outram, colouring.

“It was a good deal to me,” said Mr. Hawes, his keen
eyes resting curiously upon the boy’s face. “You saved me
from death, or at least from serious injury, at a terrible risk
to yourself. This makes my task here a very awkward and
disagreeable one. You are aware why I have come?”

“I have guessed, sir,” said Outram. “Your nephew has
made a ridiculous accusation against me, and you have come
to prove_that he is mistaken.”

Mr. Hawes coughed.

“Not exactly,” he said. My nephew wrote to me that
a boy who was once in my charge, as a prisoner in Hilstall
Reformatory, had come to this school under an assumed
name. Ernest Levison saw that boy while he was staying
with me on a vacation last year. I did not heed this state-
ment very much at first, as it seemed quite incredible; but
he sent me a photograph—your photograph. And then [
could not help seeinig that his statement was correct.”

“Mr. Hawes!” exclaimed the Head.

“T have no alternative but to say so, siv,” said Mr.-Hawes.
“I am sorry for this boy, who has evidently changed in
character, and has to-day vendered me an immense service.
But I must tell you the facts. And the facts are that this
boy’s real name is George Purkiss, and that last year he was
a prisoner in Hilstall Reformatory.”

“ Impossible!” said the Head.

“Impossible !” repeated Mr. Railton. “Levison informed
me of his strange suspicion that day Outram came to the
school. T dismissed it at once. I forbade him to mention
the matter again.” E

“He was convinced of its truth,” said Mr. Hawes, “and
when I saw the photograph, I could not doubt that it was
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‘“Geot on my back!’ said Outram. ‘‘But you—you can’t cawwy me a mile,” protested D’Arcy. ‘4 could carry
you ten miles. Come!’” Arthur Augusfus made no further demur. Outram caught him up and bore him |
away along the dusky footpath.

(See Chapter 11.)

vight. I felt it my daty, Dr. Holmes, to come here and
warn you that you are harbouring a dangerous character,
who has somehow entered your school under false pretences
and a false name.”

“I thank you!” said the Head. It was undoubtedly your
duty to warn me, if you were convinced that such was the
case. But it is a mistake.”

“One moment,” said Mr, Railton. “What character did
this boy Purkiss bear in your establishment, Mr. Hawes?”

“The worst,” said Mr. Hawes. “He was imprisoned
for injuring very seriously a man with whom he had
quarrelled and fought at Brighton. —The man was a rough,
and, perhaps, deserved little sympathy; but Purkiss showed
an almost diabolical temper, and 1ixammered him mercilessly,
with the result that he spent several weeks in hospital.
He was treated as a juvenile offender, and confined to
Hilstall for three months. His sentence was lengthened to
six months for an attack upon a warder.”

“What character has this boy borne in the school, Mr.
Railton?” asked the Head. “He is in your house.”

The Housemaster smiled slightly.

“He has never, I believe, been engaged in a fight since
he came here, sir. So far from being quarrelsome and
violent, he has shown a peaceable disposition to a very re-
markable extent—to such an extent that he is generally con-
sidered a coward by the rest of the boys.”

weonestav: A SCHOOLBOY'S SACRIFICE!”

“That does not bear out your description, Mr. Hawes, you
must admit.”

“It certainly does not,” said Mr. Hawes, rubbing his
plump chin. “The boy’s character has evidently changed for
the better. If you choose to keep him here, Dr. Holmes, it
is not my business to dissuade you; in fact, after what he
has done to-day, I should be very ungrateful to attempt to
do so. But it is my duty to repeat that he is here under
a false name.”

“I had hoped,” said the Head, “that a personal inter-
view with Outram would convince you of your mistake.”

Mr. Hawes shook his head.

“On the contrary, it confirms my belief. T know his face
perfectly well; in age and size, in everything, he is George
Purkiss. But what does the boy himself say? My lad, now
that you know T recognise you, surely you will not keep up
this deception?”

Outram’s eyes had a hunted look.

“I can only repeat, sir, that my name is Valentine
Outram,” he said. “I am the son of Major Qutram, now at
the Front.”

Mr. Hawes shrugged his shoulders.

“My uncle is Sir Robert Outram, and I have lived with
him ever since my father went to the war, sir.”

“1 can corroborate those statements,” said Mr. Railton
quietly. <“I am acquainted with both the father and tho
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uncle of Qutram. Sir Rokert Outram brought him to this
echool when he came.”

The governor of Hilstall looked somewhat staggered.

“But the hoy—"

“J saw the boy two years ago at his father’s house,”
said Mr. Railton. “He was then thirteen.”

“I—J confess I am perplexed, then,” said Mr. Hawes.
*You are sure that this is the same lad you saw at Major
Outram’s house two years ago?”

“Perfectly certain. I have tested him by spcaking of
certain mcidents of my visit, and he remembered the details
perfectly well.”

“Jt is extraordinary,” said Mr. Hawes.

“Y trust you are satisfied now, sir?” said the Head, smiling

“a hittle.

“I am very puzzled, but I still believe that that lad is
George Purkiss, who was under my charge last year,” said
Mr. Hawes. “I cangot doubt that.”

“Tt is a case of resemblance,” said the Head decidedly.
“Qutram, I am sorry you have had to go through this un-
pleasant examination. Pray do not dream for one moment
that I doubt you.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“You may go now.”

OQutram left the study.

“Jt is a very perplexing case, gentlemen,” said Mr. Hawes.
¥ fear that i1t may mean that a crime has been committed.
This boy has evidently taken the place of a lad named
Valentine Outram, with such success that he has deccived
the real boy’s father and uncle.” - ~

“You think that a boy of fifteen would be capable of
such a deception?” exclaimed Mr. Railton.

“ Impossible !” said the Head.

“Jt seems very nearly incredible, I admit. But there is
no other explanation.”

“That explanation does not fit all the facts,” said Mr.
Railton quietly. ‘““The boy Purkiss was in your hands last

car. But the year before that I saw this boy at his father’s
ouse. 'The supplanting of Qutram must, therefore, have
taken place two years ago, if this boy is Purkiss. After
that, he stayed in your reformatory for six months. Now,
sir, i he was an impostor bearing the name of Valentine
Qutram two years ago, how comes it that he was a reforma-
tory convict bearing his own name one year ago?”

“I confess that I have no answer to that, siv,” said M.
Hawes, after a long pause. “It really does seem as if it
is a case of mistaken identity, founded upon a remarkable
resemblance. Yet I would almost stake my life that this
boy is George Purkiss. However, I see that it is usecless
to pursue the matter further.”

And Mr. Hawes, evidently in'a state of great perplexity,
took his leave.

“ A very remarkable matter,” said the Head, when he was
gone, “and very unfortunate for Outram.”

“Very,” said Mr. Railton. “His resemblance to a
desperate character like Purkiss may cause him trouble at
other times. Perhaps I had better specak to Levison on the
subject, and warn him to cease any mention of the matter.”

““Yes, certainly.”

A little later Levison of the Fourth was called into Mr.
Railton’s study. The Housemaster spoke to him with exceed-
ing plainness, and warned him that a flogging would result
if he repeated his statements concerning Outram of the
Fourth. Levison left the study with a sullen brow.

“The rotter!” he muftered, clenching his hands. ‘“He’s
fooled them—ifooled even my uncle! But he can’t fool me!
He’'s Purkiss, and T'll show him up somehow. I'll prove
to all the school socner or later that he’s Purkiss. He
nearly gave himelf away to-day—if the fellows could only
seo ib. Sooner or later he’'ll quite give himself away—
sooner or later!”

And the cad of the Fourth found much comfort in that
reflection,

——

CHAPTER 6.
Mr. Weekes Lays His Plans.

R. WEEKES, of Wayland, wa¢ .scated upon a
vassy bank, in the shade of the thick trees in
ylcombe Wood, and keeping an eye cn the

footpath.

The fat bookmaker was smoking a big black
cigar, and he had a pink paper outspread on his knees; but
he read with only one eye, so to speak, keeping the other
on the alert.

As a footstep sounded on the grassy path, Mr. Weekes
half rose, and then settled down again as he saw that the
new-comer was Levison of the Fourth.

Evidently they were old acquaintances.
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Levison nodded to the bockmaker, leaned against 2 tred
closo at hand, and lighted o cigarette.

“étternoon 1” said Mr. Weekes. “I been waiting for
ou. 2
“I came as soon as I could,” said Levison.

The bookmaker glanced along the shady path again.

“I don’t ke coming near that blessed school, and that’s a
fact,” he said. ‘‘’Tain’t much more’n a week ago, and you
know wot ’appened.”’

Levison nodded.

“D’Arcy and his friends collared you, and D’Arcy licked
you with your own stick.” he remarked. 3

Mr. Weekes’ red face grew a deeper crimson. :

“T’l}l make ’em pay for it!” he said. “Let ’em wait till T
get a chance, with a few pals with me, Let ’em wait—
specially Master Stuck-Up D’Arcy! T’ll teach ’em to lay
’ands on a honest man.”’

“I’ve heard them talking abous it,” said Levison. *They
intend to serve you the same every time they find you near
the school, because of your affair with that ass Skimpole.”

“You got a licking, too,”” growled Mr. Weekes, apparently
not pleased by the way Levison was dwelling upon the un-
pleasant incident.

“T haven’t forgotten it.”

“Look ’cre, you told me it was business, in your note,”
said Mr. Weekes., ‘“I’ve walked ’ere from Wayland, I
don’t see why you couldn’t tell me your idea in the letter——"’

“Catch me putting anything of the sort in a letter !” said
Levison, langhing. “I’'m not quite so soft as that. If you
mean business, Weekes, I can tell you how to get even with
those rotters.”

“Only give me a chance !”” said Mr. Weekes, clenching his
giubby hands. “Ive got some pals as will ’elp me—the
Ferret, and Bill the Smasher, and Tkey Mo, and a few more.
Let’s get a chance at the young whelps, that’s all!”

“Then it’s a go,” said Levison. “You don’t want to tackle
the whole crowd together—they might be too much for you.
There’s D’Arcy—never mind the others. D’Arcy kunocked
me down yesterday afternoon.”

“The young gent seems to ’ave a fancy for knocking a chap
down,” said Mr. Weekes. ‘‘He won’t feel like knockin’ any-
body down arter I done with *im !’

“You can spar¢ time for him on Saturday?” =

‘“ Any day you like. I ain’t busy in these ’ere days—wo?!
with racing mucked up by the blessed war, and nothin’ doin’
anywhere,”” said Mr. Weekes discontentedly. “’Ow can I get
at the young rip on Saturday ?”

“He's going over to Abbotsford on his bike,” said Levi-
son. ‘I heard him telling his friends about it—it means that
he’ll have to stand out of the cricket on Saturday. His
brother, Lord Conway, is at Abbotsford Camp now, home
from the Front, and D’Arcy is going to visit him there.”

“And he’ll go alone?” asked Mr. Weekes, with a cunning
gleam in his eyes.

“Yes; his pals are in the House team. They’ll be playing
cricket, and they can’t go with him.”

“Good!”

“He will come back towards dark, most likely—perhaps
after dusk—and he will come this way. The fellows always
use thisifootpath as a short cut across from the Wayland
read. 'They’re not supposed to ride here, but they always
do. This path is very lonely at night.” t

Mr. Weekes nodded. :

“He'll be pretty tired, too, after a long ride like that, and
an afternoon at the camp,” said Levison coolly. “Two or
three of you could make a pretty picture of him. Mind, he
will put up a fight—he’s a silly, dandified ass, but he can hit
jolly hard.” Levison rubbed his nose reminiscently. “I
can’t handle him.”

“T’! ’ave three or four with me,” said Mr., Weekes. “I
dessay he will ’ave enough about him to pay for the trouble.”

Levison set his lips for a moment. His revengeful nature
spurred him on to take this method of vengeance; but he had
not foreseen that Mr. Weekes would think of robbery as weil
as violence, But he nodded.

“You'd better take care that he doesn’t recognise you, if
that’s your game,” he said.

“T'd take care of that, anyway. It would be a six months’
stretch for what I’m goin’ to give ’im, if I was known.”

“Cover your faces with something—a handkerchief would
do—and don’t speak a word to him,” said Levison.

“T know the game-—tain’t the first time I've ’ad a ‘and in
such a game, since I-was warned off the racecourse owing te
a misunderstandin’,” said Mr. Weekes. “1I dessay he can pay
us for our trouble—a gold ticker, what!—and a diamond pin,
and some loose cash. And when he crawls ’ome to the school,
T’ll bet you his father wouldn’t know ’im. I'm much okliged
to you, Levisen.”

“Not at all. Hallo! Look out!”

There was a gound of voices on the path, and the Terrible
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Three came in sight from the direction of Wayland, with
D'Arcy and Blake and Outram following them down the
footpath. -

They caught sight of Mr. Weekes and Levison at the same
moment, The bookmaker gritted his teeth. It roused a}l
Mr. Weekes' honest indignation to reflect that he couldn’t
show himself anywhere near St. Jim’s without being
“handled ” by those high-handed young gentlemen. — Mr.
Woeekes would have appealed to the police for protecticn, if
his relations with the gentlemen in blue had not been very
strained. 2

Ho jumped up at once, and disappeared into the wood in
a very great hurry. The Terrible Three came up at a run.

Levison regarded them with a sneering smile.

% “Geegees again, what ! said Tom Merry, with a curl of the
ip. :

“Mind your own business!” said Levison. i

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself, you rotter!”
growled Manners. “You'll get it in the neck when a prefect
spots you some day.” :

“That needn’t worry you.” : =

“ Disgracing the school worries ug, though,” said Tom. “If
we could have got hold of your precious friend, we'd have
jolly well bumped him !”

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur Augustus D’Arey. “1
gave the wottah a feahful thwashin' the othah day, and T am
quite pwepared to give him anothah. Undah the circs, as he
gisappeahed, I thini we had bettah bump Levison.”

“Good egg!” said Blake. =

“Jolly good idea!” said Monty Lowther heartily. ¢ Come
and be bumped, Levison, dear boy. It’s for your own good,
you know.”

‘“Hands off, you rotters! Oh! Ah! Oh!”

Bump, bump, bump !

" Tom Merry & Co. walked on, leaving Levison of the Fourth
sitting in the grass. They felt that they had done their duty.
Levison looked after them with glittering eyes. If he had
felt a twinge of remorse for the rascally compact he had made
with Mr, Weekes, it was gone now.

CHAPTER 7,

The Shadow of Suspicion, -
2% ¢ OTITEN!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made that remark
in Study- No. 6, in tones of emphatic in-
dignation.

“Hallo! What's biting you?” yawned Blake.

¢“Nothin’ is bitin’ me, Blake. Pway don’t be widiculous!
I wegard it as wotten, in fact, wevoltin’.”

- “Lend a hand in getting tea, instead of jawing, old chap,”
suggested Herries,

“Bothah tea! It's disgustin’.” -

“ You might open the sardines,” hinted Dig.

“I wefuse to wowwy about the sardines, Dig. Y wegard it
as uttably disgustin’, and I considah that you fellahs ought to
back me up. Poor old Qutwam——""

¢“Oh, Outram again!” groaned Jack Blake, “I wish that
fellow had never come to St. Jim’s.”

“Same here,” said Dig. “Anybody seen the tin-opener?”

Arthur Augustus regarded his chums with a gleam in his
eyes. He took off his eyeglass and polished it, and roplaced
it, with great deliberation.

“It’s simply outwageous,” he said. “I quawwelled with

vou boundahs once, because you were down on old Qutwani.
You wegarded him as a funk. I wegarded him as a decent
qhallal “:,ith vewy peculiah peaceful pwinciples. Who was
wight ?
¢ “Oh, don’t say over again you told us so!” implored Blake,
“We’ve had that well rubbed in already.”
I wepeat, who was wight ?” demanded Arthur Augustus.
Two or thwee days ago, Oufwam’ wisked his life to save a
chap—and it was a chap who had come heah to do him harm.
I think he pwoved that he wasn’t a funk.”

¢ Ancient history,” said Blake. ‘ Nobody calls him a funk

now. He’s a queer animal, but he’s not a funk.”
;. “Ixactly! But while he was considahed & funk, ho was
dwopped upon, and tweated with gwoss diswespect, and he
would nevah have had a fwiend if I had not taken him undah
1y pwotection.”

“If you know where the tin-opener is, Gussy—""

“Bothah the tin-openah! In the mattah of Outwam bein’
a funk, you fellahs have to admit that I was wight. You
«could weally have welied on my tact and judgment. But you
waited for pwoof. Well, now Outwam has pwoved that he is
not a funk, you are down on him again, and all the fellahs
are down on him.”

Blake grunted. uncasily.

“I'm not down on him,” he said; “but—but——="

“It’s all so fishy,” said IMerries. “I don' like fishy chaps,”

&
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T wefuse to allow my fwiend to be chawactewised as fishy,
What have you got against him ?"

“ Well, nothing exactly,” said Blake. ¢ But—but—"

“But what, you ass?” .

¢ Oh, nothing !”

“I quite undahstand you, Blake. Since Outwam has
pwoved that he is not a funk, you have begun to beliove that
wotten yarn of Levison's.”

Blake was silent.

“Cwooke and Mellish and Piggott and Clampe and that
cwew believe it now,” eaid D’Arcy. “I am weally ashamed
to see fwiends of mine agweein’ in anythin’ with Cwooke and
Lis wotten set!”

“Well, a chap's bound to agree even with Crooke in some
things,” urged Blake ‘I'rinstance, Crooke believes that
the earth is round, and so do I 1" 5

“ And he believes that Gussy is a silly ass,” remarked Dig,
“and o do I!” . :

“And that he's a frabjous jay,” observed Herries, “and
so do I!”

“Wats! I wepeat that it’s disgustin’ and wevoltin’! ~All
because a chap has shown vewy wemarkable pluck, without
bein’ a quawwelsome, fightin’ beast—" :

“Look here, Gussy, we're not down on QOutram; but it's
fishy,” said Blake. “I laughed at Lovison’s yarn in the
beginning, and so did-all the fellows. That was when wo
believed that Qutram was a timid funk, and when he kept
up that he couldn’t fight, and all that. Well, now it’s come
out by accident that he isn’t a funk, and that he’s strong
cnough to knock out a chap in the Sixth. He could mop
up Crooke & Co. with one hand, if he liked. What has he
been pretending for? I don't like humbugs myself !’

“He wasn't pwetendin’.  It’s against his pwinciples to
fight—like those Pacifist chaps you hear about.”

“Oh, rubbish!”

“If you chawactewise my wemarks as wubbish, Blake i

“Well, rot, then!” said Blake. “If a chap’s sane, it can’s
bo against his principles to hammer a chap who punches his
nose. Outram told you he'd a beastly temper, and was
trying to keep it in check. All the House knows it. We
thought that was an excuse for funking——"

“ And you were w'ong——

“Yes. We admit that. But what he said bears out what
Levison said. Levison says he was sent to a reformatory
for gotting into a fight and half-killing a chap in a fearful
bad temper. After that he might make up his-mind to keep
out of the fighting—f don’t know. He's a queer chap, if
that's the case; but it might be a sensible thing to do, if
he can’t trust his temper. Anyway, he’s been spoofing us,
and all the school knews that the governor of Hilstall went
away believing that he was George Purkiss.”

“Tho governah of Hilstall is an uttah ass!”

“Oh, rats! He knew Purkiss well enough; and -they have
photographs and things to know 'em by in prisons,” said
Blake. “If Outram’s above board, there was no need for
him to spoof us as he's done. I don’t believe he's Purkiss,
but I say it looks jolly fishy !” >

“That’s it,” said Herries. “I wouldn’t say I believa
Levison’s yarn exactly. But it looks fishy. It's no good
jawing, Gussy. If you jawed us deaf and blind, it wouldn’s
make”any difference to the other chaps. They all think the
same.

“Yaas; and I considah it simply wevoltin’!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus excitedly. ““And whatevah othah chaps
think of him, T am stickin’ to him thwough thick and thin!”

“You always were an ass!” agreed Herries.

“It's a wotten shame! If he had let that old boundah Lo
cwushed to death undah the motah-cah, you wouldn’t have
believed a word against him !”

“That’s true enough—that gave him away!” said Blake,
¢ 1t’s unfortunate, but there you ave!” I

“So you weally believe, Blake, that poor old Qutwam
]xias mgdo away with Majah Outwam's son, and taken his
place?

Blake shifted uncomfortably. : :

“I don’t say I believe it. I say it’s fishy, and I don't like
people ,who are fishy., There’s a lot of suspicious circum-
stances, too. Outram’s stupposed not to be able to box.
But—but I believe he could box all right if he liked; ard
Levison says that fellow Purkiss was a first-class boxer,”

“You uttah ass! Outwam boxed with me once, and I
knocked him all ovah the place. He was a wegulah duffah
at boxin’ 1" :

““Spoof 1”” said Herrles.

“ Weally, Hewwies—""

“Look here, I know it’s spoof,” said Blake. “I saw Lim
et the punch-ball the other day. I could tell by the way he
hit the ball that he could box if he liked.”

‘¢ As.a mattah of fact, Outwam has nevah gctually said thap
he cannot box.” :
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“No; “but he’s let everybody believe so, and allowed you
to box him haldheaded, when he could hayve knocked you off
your feet if he’s liked.” :

“I wefuse to cwedit for a single moment that he was
spoolin’ me? 25

Blake yawned. :

“ Well,” leb it drop, and let’s have tea,” he said.
fed up with Ountram, anyway !”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard. %

“1 wefuse to let it dwop! I am stickin’ to Outwam, and
I expect this studay to back me up. Evewybody is down on
him now because he wisked his life to save a stwangah.
That’s ‘what it amounts to.”

“Well, that’s a rotten way of putting it, but it can’t be
helped,” said Blake. “For goodness’ sake, let’s have tea,
and blow Qutram !” 2

“ Wats ¥ 5 -

Arthur Augustus retived from the study and closed the
door hard. He was simply burning with indignation.

He strode along the Shell passage to Tom Merry’s study,
and entered it like a hurricane. The Terrible Three were at

tea.

“Hallo! Wherefore that thunderous brow?” asked
Monty Lowther cheerily. “Has the order gone forth that
the Fourth shall not turn up their trousers——"’

“Pray don’t be an ass, Lowthah! T have come to speak
io you aboutpoor old Outwam-—my fwiend Outwam !

Tom Merry and his chums looked serious at once. L5

“Those asses in my studay more than half ewedit Levison’s
wotten yarn,” said Arthur Augustus. “It's wevoltin’! I
twust you fellahs do not believe anythin’ of the sort?”

“Well, we don’t believe it,” said Tom slowly; “but it’s
jolly queer. It seems to be proved that the chap is really
Outram, but-'«,l?ut——-” ;

“ But wats'! 3 :

“It}: no good, Gussy !” said Manners decidedly. “I don’t
want to eay anything against Qutram, but it looks fishy.
don’t hold with Levison’s yarna, but he said all along that
Outram was spoofing us, and it’s come out now that it was
so. We thought he cculdn’t be Purkies because he couldn’
do what Purkiss had done. Well, now we know he could
3 3 EE)

i .1.1% i:ig;;d you as bein’ even bigger assés than Blake and
Hewwies and Dig 1” said Arthur Augustus, breathing hard.

“Thanks! Shut the door after you!” eaid Lowther,

Slam ! : e 1

Arthur Augusius met Kangarco in the passage, and
etopped him. The Cornstalk eyed his excited face curiously.

“Nohle, deah boy, you do
not believe that wotten yarn
about Ountwam bein’ Purkiss

k24

“T'ra

BB AL AR DB AT D

“Tm afraid it locks like it, O l |R
Gussy i” i

“Bai Jove!
sillay ass, too?"’ 5

“Well, it lcoks——"

“Qh, wats!”

Arthur  Augustus  strode
away, leaving the Cornstalk
staring. He looked into
Talbot's study, and found
Talbot and Gore and Skim-
pole there. !

“Talbot, deah boy, do you
bLelieve  that wotten yarn
about Outwam?”

“T'd rather not say any-
thing about it,” said Talbot
quietly. :

Skim-

“Wets!
may i’

“My dear D’Arey, I have
had no time to think of the
matter,” said Skimpole, blink-
ing at him. “My time is

Are you a

small.

Do  you, .
regret 1t.

The war has been responsible for
many changes—some of them big, some
1 am not going to pretend that
the change that I am now obliged to
announce is a matter of naticnal im-
portance, though I know that many ¢
loyal readers of the “GEM?” will
In future we shall no longer
be able to give the paper its usual
familiar blue coat, owing to the impos-

COVER!

suspected junior. With a moody and indignant face, ha
made his way to Outram’s study. ;

Arthur Augustus had been alone in standing up fer the new
junior, when the latter was condemned as a fuonk. Events
had proved him in the right.  He was alone now in defending
the new junior from a much more serious suspicion. -Bub
Arthur Augustus was loyal to the core, and he never
dreamed of failing his friend in this emergency. Through
thick and thir, and in ‘spite of evidence, Arthur Augustus
Was loyal to the strange junior of whom he had made a
chum, :

it

CHAPTER 8.
The Loyalty of Arthur Augustus,

UTRAM was alone in the study.
He was seated at the tea-table, but he was eating
nothing. His face was dark and moody.

1t brightened a little.as D’Arcy came in. To ihe

: lonely and suspected junior D’Arey’s unsuspecting

and unwavering friendship was the only ray of sunshine.

The devotion of Arthur Augustus meant very much to the
outcast in those dark days.

‘“Havin’ your tea, deah boy?”

Outram nodded.

“Do you mind if I join you?
Outwam.”

“T'll be jolly glad !V said the Fourth-Former, with a sigh.
“I don’t like feeding alone.”

“Where arg youah study-mates?”’

Outram coloured deeply.

“They’ve gone out,’” he said.

He did not add.that they were having their fea in another
study, because they did not care for his society. But Arthure
Augustus guessed 1t.  His eye gleamed behind his monocle.

“I say, this is wotten, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, after a
pause, while Outram poured out the tea.

“It isn't pleasant for me,” said Qutram. “I was a fool
to come here, I suppose. ~ But how could I guess that
Levison—-" 5

He paused. >

“How. could you guess that Levison would spgead- such &
wotten yarn about you?” — . w 2

“ hod ebod 1d have b ’

And nobody wou ave believed a wor it, if vou
hadn’t saved that man’s life,” said D’Arcv.“md ghlhninal

“Yes, that was a bad break,” said Outram, with a faint

: smile.  “Still, 'm not eorry
I preveated Mr. Hawes from
being crushed to death.” :

“Of course not. Can you
box, Outwam?” 5
Outram started.

‘Box! Why do you

I haven’t had my tea,

“Some fellahs think you -
are only speofin’ in makin’ out -
that you can’t box." !
“You remember how you
knocked me about in ‘the
gym?”
“Yaas: it was vewy plain.

that you couldn’t = box,”
agreed  Arthur  Augustus.
‘“And that wotten beast

Purkiss was a good boxah, ace
cordin’ to Levison. Pway
don’t think that I doubt you
for one moment, Outwam.
I'm not that kind of chap, I
flattah myself that I can see
whethah a chap is twue blue
or not.” :
Outram’s face was darkly
troubled for a moment,

taken up with the :h’xdy of sibility of getting the -necessary dye. D“XYOu’m} ?Yt gogd chap,
entomology at present.’ . ’Arcy,” he faltered.

“Oh wubbish! Do you { SO you must look out for a white cover. Rt of The ot ¥
Goah?” It does not necessarily mean that it is wathah pwide myself on my

“Yes, T do!” said Gore.

“Then you are a sillay ass!”

Arthur Augustus quitted the
etudy with that remark, leav-
ing Talbot Jocking very grave,
and Gore grinning.

The swell of St Jim’s did
not scek any more supporters,
He realised that he stood alone
in_his championship of tho &
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COVER!”
after all.

“GOOD-BYE TO THE OLD BLUE
It may be only au revoir
In the better days after the

war it might appear again.
THE EDITQOR. - ¢

judgment, that’s all. Nothin’
would make me ass enongh'
to beliove that you could pos-
sibly be that young sccundwel
Purkiss!”

“That—that what?”

T supgose he was a young
sconndwel, as he was in a
weformatowy for knockin’ a
man about vewy sewiously [
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Outram’s fist was planted fairly upon the handkerchief that hid his face.

’ Cutram fairly hurled himself into the combat.

Crash! Crash! There was a wild yell from Wr. Weekes as ’
(See Chapter 10.)

“There—there may have been excuses for him,” faltered
Outram. * Suppose—suppose he was a fellow who was tre-
mendously strong for his age, and had a hasty, rotten temper,
because he’d. always been allowed to have his own way at
home, owing to his father being away in India? A chap like
that might do more harm than he ever intended in a scrap,
and be sorry for it afterwards.” -

“Bai Jove! You speak just as if you knew the fellah!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus, in wonder,

Qutram bit his lip hard.

“J—J don’t mean that, of course,” he said. “I was only
putting a case, I don’t like being hard on a chap who’s
down !’

“Quite wight,” agreed D’Arcy. “Now, my deah chap,
T'm backin’ you up in this, of course. T'm stickin’ to you,
and somehow the othah fellahs have got to be bwought
wound.” :

“.Ii};] doesn’t Took as if they ever will be,” said Outram, with
a sigh.

“1 have been thinkin’ it out,” said Arthur Augustus,
“Yvo got an ideah for clearin’ the mattah wight wp.”

Outram looked at him curiously.

“You see, it’s no use callin’ mn your welations as evidence,
because the chaps are beginnin’ to believe that yeu have

spoofed Sir Wobert Outwam, thwough bein’ like his nephew,
and that you arc not Valentine Outwam at all. It appeahs
that there is a surpwisin’ wesemblance between you and that
fellah Purkiss of Hilstall. — Now, don’t you sce how the
mattah can be cleahed up?” '

Outram shook lis head.

“Find Purkiss!” explained Arthur Augustus,

Crash! Outram’s tea-cup fell into his-saucer from his
hand, and the tea flooded the Bable. He did not seem to
notice it. - He was gazing at D’Arcy across the table with
startled eyes.

“ What did you say?”’ he gasped.

“Bai Jove! I didn’t mean to surpwide you like that, deah
boy. That's my ideah—to find Purkiss!”
“Find him!’ muttered Outram, “What—what good

‘would that do?”

“Don't you see?” said D’Arcy eagerly. “This fellah
Purkiss was at Hilstall Weformatowy last yah. He could
be twaced. He must have gone somewhah aftah leavin’ the
weformatowy, you know. Vewy likely the police made &
note of him, and pewwaps kept on his twack. -Anyway, a
detective could easily twack him out.”

“ But—bui—"

“You have pleniay of money, deah boy; and if you needed

'PHE GeM Lierary.—No. 457,
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it, Pve got a fivah I could contwibute, and I'd ask my
governah for anothah, if necessawy. All you've got to do
is to exglain to Sir Wobert Outwam, and ask him to employ
a detective to find that wottah Purkiss!”

“I—I couldn’t! I—I should be ashamed to admit to my
uncle that—that such a suspicion about me existed!”

“Well, pewwaps there is somethin’ in that,” said D’Arcy,
after a noment’s thonght. “Of course, Sir Wobert would
be vewy shocked and angwy, But you can do without Sir
Wobert at all. We can employ a detective ourselves!”

“It wouldn’t be possible.  We're only schoolboys—"’

T will speak to Mr. Wailton about it. He is vewy angwy
with Levison for spweadin’ that yarn. When I tell him you
are suspected by the whole House, I am suah he will help us
at once. You see, a detective could twack out that fellah
Purkiss quite easily !”

“I—1 suppose he could.”

“Of course he could, deah boy! And when Purkiss is
found, it will be all wight. Yven Levison will have to admit
that you are not Purkiss, when the weal Purkiss can be pwo-
duced as evidence.”

Outram was silent. His glance, as it dwelt on D’Arcy’s
animated face, was quite affectionate. The simple faith of
;clhe swell of St. Jim’s seemed to touch him to the very

eart,

“You're a good chap,” he said, with a break in his voice.
“I—1 \y’ish I'd known you years ago, D’Arcy. DBut—-but—

Ub——
“We'll go to Wailton togethah.”
Outram shook his head.

“I’d rather not,” he said.

“But you want Purkiss found?”
(3 No.l)

Arthur Augustus stared across the table at his friend.
Tor a brief second a chill of doubt invaded his breast.  Why
did not Outram want Purkiss found, when, as D’Arcy
explained, that would clear up the whele matter beyond the
shaacw of a Guabt?

But the swell of St. Jim’s drove away that momentary
goubt as if it were an unclean thing that had lodged in his

réast.

¢ Outwam, deah boy,” he said gently, “I weally assuah
you it is the wight thing to do. It would settle the mattah
to evewybody’s satisfaction.”

“They’ve no right to suspect me!” exclaimed Outram
passionately.  “I shall take no step whatever! ILet them
think as they like! A suspicion like that is bencath my
notice !”

“Bai Jove! Pewwaps vou are wight, deah boy!”

“I think T am,” said Outram. “1I shall take no notice of
that rotten slander at all. T've proved that I am Valentine
Outram. My father and uncle have proved it. What more
can anybody ask?”

“Nothin’! They are unweasonakle asses!”

“Only I—I don’t want to make trouble between you and
your friends,” said Outram hesitatingly. *If—if you’d like
to have done with me, I sha’n’t be offended !”’

To which Arthur Augustus replied emphatically:

¢ Wats !

And when the two juniors left tho study after tea, Arthur
Augustus walked with his arm linked in Outram’s, with a
gleam of defiance in his cyes.

Outram might be regarded with suspicion by the whole

oW
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CHAPTER 9.

Arthur Augustus Sticks to It} 4

URING the following two or three days Outram of
the Fourth was left very much to himsclf,

But for the loyalty of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
he would have been almost completely an out-
cast.

Tn that time of trial, the unswerving friendship and faith
of tho swell of St. Jim’s stood him in good stead.

Tom Merry & Co. did not want to be hard on the *out-
sider ’{’ 1of the Fourth, but they could not help the distrust
they felt. fas

They had agreed to regard Levison’s accusafion with
derision and contempt. That was when they regarded Oute
vam as a pusillanimous funk, utterly different from the
“reformatory ruffian ” Levison described.  But they could
1ot help believing now that he had been playing a part. =

If all was fair and above-board, why had he been playinz
a part? There was only one answer to that question, it

There was something “shady ” he had been concealing.

Outram’s proofs of his identity had ccemed to be over:
whelming.  Those proofs were still just as strong. Buk
supicion was abroad, and it could not be helped. -

And if the new junior was an impostor, bearing & name
that did not belong to him, where was the real Valentine
Outram?  Levison hinted at a crime, and the junicrs
had laughed at his hints at one time. But they did not
laugh now. If there was another Valentine Qutram whose
{)1.41(:0 this fellow had taken, something must have become of
iim.  Where was he?.

Mr. Hawes had left St. Jim’s fully convinced that Outram
was the boy who had been under his charge at Hilstall, and.
then known as George Purkiss. - That was soon common.
knowledge in the school. Had Qutram still borne his former,
reputation as a funk and weakling, the fellows would have
agreed with the fead and Mr. Railton that the governor of
Hilstall was mistaken. But there had come the-startling dis-
covery that Outram possessed abnormal strength for his age—
a characteristic also of George Purkiss, and of very few others,
in all probability, And his “funk ” had been a pretence !

Tom Merry had tho samo idea as Arthur Augustus—that
the matter could be settled to everybody’s satisfaction by the
finding of the real Purkiss-—casy enough by an application to
the police or a private detective. ITe made the suggestion to
OCutram in quite & friendly way, and Outram’s cart refusal
could only have one effect.

When the fellows knew that Outram did not desive Purkiss
to be produced, that settled it for them.

Arthur Augustus might believe that Outram’s motive was a
lofty contempt for a slander, and a disdain to defend himself
against it, But Arthur Augustus was alone in that opinion.

The belief gathered ground that the new boy in the Fenrth
was an impostor, bearing the name that did not belong to him.
And, naturally enough, fellows did not want to have much
to do with him, Rk

Ile was never called a “funk ” now. Certainly he was any-
thing but a funk. And he had no raggings to fear. Crooke
& Co. were not likely to venture to rag a fellow who was
strong enough to tackle Kildare of the Sixth if he choses
They wondered why he had stood their raggings so long.
And they found the explanation in the fact that he was realiy
Purkiss, and was afraid of giving himself away. It secmed
the only possible explanation.

There were warm arguments in Study No. 6. Blake and
Herries and Dig were sorry, but they could not help their
opinions. And Arthur Augustus was in a state of almosh
perpetual wrath and indignation. =

“You're a good little chap, Gussy,” Blake told him. “Bus
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you're an age, you know. It’s plain to everybody but you.
Why don’t Outram want Purkiss to be found ?”

“‘He wefuses to take so much notice of a wotten slandah.”

“Rats!” said Herries. “If Purkiss were found, he would
be found in Outram’s study at St, Jim’s.”

“Waubbish !

“ And, look here, Gussy,” said Blake seriously. ““That
chap’s name isn’t Outram at all. But there is a real Outram
somewhere. He’s been put away somehow or somewhere.
The Spolice ought to look into it, as a matter of fact.”

“So you wegard my fwiend Outwam as a kidnappah ?” said
D’ Arcy, with breathless indignation.

“I dare say there’s a gang of them,” said Blake. ‘‘Any-
way, where is Outram ?”

. *“He is at 8t. Jim’s.”

“Rats!”

“Pewwaps you would like to wegard old Outwam as a
murdewah 7 said Arthur Augustus, with the nearest approach
to a sneer that he was capable of.

“Well, something’s become of the¥eal Outram,” said Blake,
41f the Head’s satisfied, it’s no business of ours. Butif I
were the Head, I should have the police at work on the job.”

“I wegard you as an uttah ass, Blake !” -

“Same to you, and many of em !” #aid Blake cheerfully.

The only effect of argument upon Arthur Augustus was to
i‘nake l?im a little more demonstrative towards Outram of the

"ourth. ;

And towards Levison he was bitterly hostile. Tt was all
Levison’s fault, Arthur Augustus considered. He had started
the whole business. Levison had succeeded now. The whole
House, so far as the juniors were concerned, had come round
to his opinion. But Arthur Augustus made a point of “ going
for ¥ Levison cvery time he heard him xeferring to
“ Pyrkiss.”*  Levison had some painful cxperiences during
those few days. Arthur Augustus would willingly have fought
the whole House in defence of his friend. As he could not do
that, he “took it out ”” of Levison on cvery possible occasion

when the cad of the Fourth ventured to cast aspersions upon .

the outcast. :

There was a House match on Saturday afternoon, but
Arthur Augustus was standing out of the School House junior
team. His elder brother, Lord Conway, was home from the
Front, and at Abbotsford Camp, and Arthur Augustus in-
tended to visit him there. And his chums learned on Satur-
day that he intended to take Outram with him. Blake at
once tackled him on the subject.

“Youre taking Outram ¥’ he asked abruptly.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“You’d better not.”

"4 Wats |’

“Look here, Gussy,” said Blake earnestly.

come out about that fellow sooner or later !”
“Wubbish !”?

“Tt will come out that he’s an impostor, that he’s been in a
yeformatory, and that he’s done something with the chap
whose name he’s taken.”

- Fathead !”

“ And when it comes out, you oughtn’t to be mixed up in it,
you chump. What would Lord Conway think if he knew what
the fellow’s thought of here?”

“0ld Conway would wegard you as a set of asses.”

* “Suppose you stay in and play cricket instead ?” suggested

“It will all

ighy.

“Imposs, deah boy! I awwanged with old Conway to visit
him, neahly a week ago. He is expectin’ me this aftahnoon.”

“He isn’t expecting a reformatory hooligan along with
you !” growled Herries.

1 wefuse to heah that wemark, Hewwies!”
: “QOh, you're a champion ass!” said Blake. “I suppose
there’s no stopping you! Look here, if you like, I'll chuck
the cricket and come with you instead of Outram.”

“T shall be vewy pleased with your company, Blake, if you
will pwomise to be chummy with my fwiend Outwam. He
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“Oh, rats!”

And Jack Blake did not chuck the cricket.

After dinner, Tom Merry & Co. went down to Litile Side,
and Arthur Auvgustus domned his natty Etons, and then
iooked for Outram. He found the outcast of the Fourth in his
study. He was looking gloomy and grim.

“ Weady, deah boy 7’ asked D’Arcy.

“Ye-es. Yowre sure you wanb to-take me, D’Arcy ?”

“I have asked you, haven’t I, Outwam ?”

“Yes. But if youw'd rather not, on second thoughts, as
j.'ou”x;e going to meet your brother and some of his friends

“Wats!  Weally, Outwam, you are speakin’ as if there
were somethin’ in that wotten slandah against you!”

I don’t mean that, of course. But you know what all the
fellows think !

“Bothah the fellahs! Get into your clobbah, deah boy.
Ii's a wippin’ aftahnoon for a long spin.”

Outram nodded, and went to the dormitory to change into
Kitons. The two juniors wheeled out their bicycles, while
the cricketers were starting play on Little Side.

Levison of the Fourth was at the gates when they went out,
and he started at the sight of Outram in D’Arey’s company,

“Is Outram going to Abbotsford with you, D’Arey?” he
exclaimed.

Arthur Augustus passed on with his noble nose in the air,
disdaining to take the slightest notice of Levison’s existence.
The strangely-assorted chums mounted their machines and
pedalled away.

Levison stared after them. He had not counted on that.
Mr. Weekes and his precious friends wonld have two instead
of ‘one to encounter in the wood that evening, if Ouiram were
keeping with the swell of 8t. Jim’s all the afternoon. But,
afiér :fl‘l, they would be only two schoolbéys against five or
six grown men. The “mauling >’ of Arthur Augustus would
come off, all the same, and Outram would come in for his
share of it.

Careless of Levison and his reflections, and little dreaming
of the dastardly scheme laid by the cad of the Fourth, the two
cyclists pedalled away in the summer afternoon. Outram’s
clouded face cleared very soon, and he was cheerful enough
by the time they arrived at Abbotsford, where Captain Lord
Conway met them. _And that afiernoon was one of the
brightest Outram had known since he had come to St. Jim’s—
a bright spot in the midst of the shadows that had so strangely
fallen upon his life.

CHAPTER 10,
Caught in the Trap.

£ HAT a wippin’ aftahnoon !”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made that remark in
2 contented tone as the two juniors were cycling
home along the Wayland Road in the cool of the
evening. 'They had left themselves just time to
reach St. Jim’s by locking-up. :

“Ripping !” said Outram. ““Your brother’s a splendid
chap, D’Arcy. And he’s met my father out there, too. He
told me a lot of things about him. And he knew me by my
likeness to the dad.”

Arthur Augustus chuckled.

1 wish some of the chaps had becn there to heah old
Conway talkin® to you,” he remarked. *‘It would have shown
rhem what uttah asses they are. It is vewy wemarkable that
the chaps should let a wottah like Levison lead them by the
nose. But it will all blow ovah in time.”

“I'm afraid it won't,” said Outram quietly; “and I'm
afraid that if you stick to me, D’Arcy, you'll soon find your-
self in trouble with your own friends.” °

“QOh, they will come wound,” said Arthur Auvgustus con-
fidently; “and if they don’t, I shall always tell them vewy
plainly what I think of their bwains. They will have to admit
in the long wun that I am quite wight, you know. Fhey
always have o admit that in the long wun.”

Ountram fell silent.

“Heah we arc ! said Arthur Augustus, as they reached the
end of the footpath that led away through the wood. ‘' Lift
vour bike ovah this stile, Outwam. We shall be home in less
than half an hour now, and Taggles won’t have any excuse
for shuttin’ us out and weportin® us.”

The machines were lifted over, and the juniors remounted
and rode along the dusky path through the wood.

The footpath was a lonely place towards nightfall, and the
cyclists had it all to themselves, for some distance, at least.

But as they reached the heart of the wood, Arthur Augustus
jammed on his brake. Threc or four dusky figures appeared
on the path ahead, blocking the way. The two riders slowed
down, and as they did so, a coupls of figures emerged from
the wood behind them, cutting off their retreat. ,

“ Pway get aside !”” called out Arthur Augustus.
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the gym, and had knocked him about helplessly. Blake had. .

A savage laugh was the only answer. :

“Bai Jove! They mean to stop us!’ ejaculated D’Arcy.

" The two men behind were running on now, and the four
shead had closed up together. It was deep dusk uader the
trees, but the juniors could see that they were roughly-clad
men, and that cach of them had a handkerchief or neckerchicf
tied across his face to conceal the features.

Outram’s teeth came together with a snap.

“ Footpads !” he said.

“Gweat Scott!” -

The two juniors jumped off their machines. It was evidently
useless to charge the four burly men in the path, and they
noted, too, that several big branches had been dragged across
the footpath to prevent progress. They were trapped.

‘“Back up, deah boy !” said D’Arcy, quite coolly. “They're
not goin’ to wob us if I can help it.” :

Outram nodded. ; :

The two bicycles were slammed against a huge tree-trunk
beside the puath: The juniors stood warily, waiting for the
rlufﬁans, who had joined forces, and were now advancing on
them, :
“What do you want?” demanded Arthur Augustus, when
the party were within a few paces. “I warn you to keep
your distance !”

A fat man, with a squat figure, evidently the leader of
the party, chuckled in an evil way. ; :

“We want you,” he said, in a deep, husky voice, disguising
his natural tones. ¢ The other bloke can cut off I

“If you intend to wob us——"

“That ain’t all. You can clear off, young shaver

Outram did not move,

“Do you ‘ear me?” exclaimed the fat man angrily. “You
ain’t our game. You can clear off, and don’t waste time.”

QOutram shrugged his shoulders. Evidently he had no inten-
tion of deserting his chum,

“ Well, if you'll ’ave it too, you can ’ave it!” growled the
leader of the footpads. **Rush ’em!”

“Back up, deah boy!”

There was a rush of the footpads. Tt was cvident that their
intention was not merely robbery, and there was nothing to
do but resist. Not that Arthur Augustus would have been
tamely robbed, in any case. He put up his hands valiantly,
and hit out fiercely as the roughs rushed on.

Outram’s eyes glittered. 3 _ 3

Por a single instant hesitation was visible in his manner.
But the sight of Arthur Augustus reeling under the blows of
two of the footpads was moré than enough for him.

e fairly hurled himself into the combat.

The result was a surprise for the footpads. They looked on
Outram as a mere schoolboy of no more account than Arthur
Augustus. But they very quickly found out their mistake.

Crash, crash!

There was a wild yell from Mr. Weckes, as Outram’s fist
was planted fairly vpon the handkerchief that hid his face.

The becokmaker went down like a log—went down as if a
cannen-ball had struck him. And oune of his comrades fell
across him with a shriek.

The others backed away hastily.

Those two terrible blows, dealt as if by a prize-fighter, had
astounded them, and they backed off in alarm.

For the momant the two juniors stood unassailed.

Arthur Augustus panted. He was reeling against the big
tree, dazed by several heavy blows that had reached him.

“Bwavo, deah boy!” he gasped. “The wottahs! The
feahful wuffians! Gwooh!”

Mr. Weekes crawled to his feet. The handkerchief had been
knocked from his face, and he could be recognised now. His
nosc wae streaming red, and his lip was cut. He steod almest
dazedly, cavessing his damaged face. The other man who had
fallen was still sprawling in the grass, and evidently he was
unable to rise. The five ruffians drew together, scowling and
muttering.

““ Are you hurt ?” muttered Outram.

122

“Wathah thumped !’ said D’Arcy breathlessly. “Bai Jove! -

You were hittin’ out like a steam-hammah, deah boy !”

Tle looked curiously at Outram. Mr. Weekes & Co. were
-still holding off, in a state of fury mingled with doubt.

A sudden change came over D’Arcy’s face.

Outram saw it, and his teeth came together.-

“Qutwam |” D’Arcy’s voice was a little shaken. “Outwam,
deah boy, you—you——" ¥le broke off.

QOutram knew what was in his mind—what could not fail to
enter even the unsuspicicus mind of the swell of St. Jim's.

In that brief struggle, Outram had not even been touched—
not a single blow had reached him. And with a couple of
drives he had felled two men—one of whom was evidently
quite knocked out. That he was a wonderful boxer, and of
amazing strength, was not to be doubted longer. And D'Arocy
vemembered how he had had the gloves on with Outram in

Tae Gea Lisrary.—No, 437,

said that Outram was “spoofing ”” then. It was only too clear
now that he had been spoofing. Kildare of the Sixth could not
bave stood up against Outram in a fair contest. #lis muscular
development was rare—found once in a thopsand times—or in
ten thousand ! :

Arthur Augustus felt a chill at his heart.

“Qubwam, deah boy!” he said feebly.

Outram smiled bitterly. ,

He had had that choice—to abandon his friend to ruffianly
usage, or to betray himself—to betray the scoret he had so long
guarded. He had made the choice, kncwing what the result
must be—ihat to save his only friend, he had to forfeit that
friend’s faith and confidence, perhaps even his fricndship. The
bitterness of death was in his heart. .

“Look out!” he muttered. Mr. Weckes had made a step
forward, and-his- followers gathered behind him, growling,

“The attack was coming.

CHAPTER 11,
: : A Fight Against Odds. :
3 RTHUR AUGUSTUS braced himself to meet tho

attack. He had had several savage blows already.

and was very nearly knocked out. It was pretty

clear that most of the fighting would fall to Outram.
: But Mr. Weekes.was disposed. to parley.

“I give you a chance to clear off, you young prizefighter,”
he said hoarsely. ““Our business ain’t with you!”

“Both or neither !” said Qutram.

“1t’s that howwid wascal Weekes,” said D'Arcy, faintly.
“That wotten bockmaker I thwashed the othah day.”

Mr. Weekes ground his teeth.

“You're goin’ to 'ave that back with interest, my pippin!”
he said. ‘I won’t leave a ’ole bone in your carcase, 1 promise
vou that! When I done with yer, I shall be surprised if you
can crawl 'ome!”

“You uttah wascal!” *

“I hain’t no quarrel with this ’ere prizefightin’ young
‘ound,” said Mr Weekes. “1 give ’im a chance to clear.
You "ear me, you young 'ound? You take a 'and in this game
that don’t concern you, and youw'll get treated the same as
the other. We'll maul yer till you can’t crawl: Cut off while
wou've got the ehance ! S s
* “DI’m staying,” said Outram quietly, “and you won't maul
us s'o”eamly, my man. -I've knocked out tougher men than
you! .

“Bai Jove!” murmured D’Arey. .

“I'm not only not going,” said Outram, his eyes glittering,
“but I’'m going to thrash you, you scoundrel! You don’t
know what this means to me, but I'll make you suffer for the
harm you've done. Come on, D’Arcy !” .

And Outram, without waiting to be attacked, rushed forward
and renewed the fight. Arthur Augustus backed him up
valiantly.

In a second there was a fearful struggle, wild and whirling.

* in the shade of the trees on the lonely path.

Mr. Weekes went down under a drive that almost fractured
his jaw, and another of the ruffians dropped half-stunned. At
the same moment, Arthur Augustus was felled like a log, and
he sank groaning into the grass.

Ie made an effort to rise, but sank back again.

Three of the footpads were attacking Outram savagely. He
stood close beside his fallen chum, facing the odds gallantly.

Fierce blows had rained on him in those brief moments—
his nose was streaming with blood, one of his cyes was blink-
ing, his forehead was cut.

But he did not seem to feel his injuries.

His face was savage, his teeth were clenched, and he threw
himself into the unequal combat as if he enjoyed it. The
St. Jim's fellows would not have known the quiet, sedate
Fourth-Former if they had seen him now. They would have
taken him for some youthful champion of the ring.

Trample, trample! Crash!{ Bump!

With savage cries, the roughs assailed the junior as he
stood over Arthur Augustus, defending him.

Four of them were down now, groaning in the grass,
hurled there by drives that seemed to have come from a
sledge-hammer.

The other two had fastened on Outramlike cats, and were
seeking to drag him down. Once on the ground, piled on by
the ruffianly gang, even his amazing strength could not have
saved him.

But he stood like a rock.

His fist was dashed into a savage face, with a blow like
that of a mallet, and a groaning rascal dropped at his
feet.

Outram closed with the other, grasping him as in bands
of iron, and the ruffian fairly crumpled up in his grip.

>
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When the two juniors left the study after tea, Arthur Augustus walked with his arm linked in QOutram’s,
and a gleam of defiance in his eyes. (Sec Chapter 8.)

“Ow, ow! Let up!” he panted.

Outram dragged him fairly off his feet, whirled him round,
imd Ix}hrlcd him to the earth with a crash. He groaned, and
ay still,

The gang were beaten.

Mr. Weekes had alveady crawled away; he had had more
than enough. One of his gang had followed him into the
thickets.

Four of them sat or lay dazed in the grass, watching
Outram with terrified eyes, and showing no desire whatever
to renew the conflict.

“A bloomin’ young prize-fighter!” groaned Mr. Weekes,
as he crawled away in the thickets. ‘“Oh, my ler’! I ain’t
a tooth that ain’t loose! Ow! That young ’ound would
make a fortune in the ring! He could knock out the
Bermondsey Chicken, by gum! Ow, ow, ow!”

Outram bent over Arthur Augustus.

“You’re hurt?” he muttered.

“I—T—T1l twy to get up!” muttered Arthur Augustus
faintly. “I'm sowwy I couldn’t help you, Outwam! Where
are they?”

“Knocked out!” said Qutram coolly.

. Arthur Augustus sat up.

His bruised eyes wandered over the field of battle. There
were only four of the footpad gang to be seen, and they were
making off, muttering and groaning. The swell of St. Jim’s
could hardly believe his eyes.

Outram raised the junior to his feet without an effort.
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“It’s all over, D’Arcy. 1

“They’re going,” he said.
I did my

hope youre not very much hurt, old chap!
best !

“I am wathah hurt, but it does not mattal. Those
wottahs were goin’ to injah me, because I thwashed that
wottah Weekes. I—I might have been—-7" Arthur
Augustus shivered a little as he realised what would have
happened to him if Outram had not been there, * Outwam,
deah boy, I am vewy much obliged to you!”

Outram smiled bitterly.

The swell of St. Jim’s was full of gratitude, but his tone
had changed. He could not help that. Even into the simple
mind of Arthur Augustus the truth had been borne at last.
There was ouly one fellow who could have put vp that fight
against odds, and that fellow was George Purkiss of Hilstalll

Arthur Augustus knew it now, and Qutram knew that he
knew it.

He avoided meeting Outram’s eyes, afraid that hLis own
would tell what was in his mind. But Outram did not need
telling.

“Can you walk ?” he asked quietly.

“My—my head is wathah swimmin’!”’ muttered Arthur
Augustus, leaning heavily on his- companion, “I—I will
twy 1?

“You can’t walk,” said Outram, “and you can’t ride.
Get on my back !

“What !” :
Tue Gem LiBrary.—No. 437
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¢7 shall have to carry you into Rylcombe, and get a trap
or something. I'll come back for the bikes."”

“You—you can’t cawwy me a mile !”

* 7T could carry you ten miles! Come!”

Arthur Augustus made no further demur. Qutram caught
him up as if he had been an infant, and bore him along the
dusky footpath.

Not a word was spoken as they went, but their thoughts
were bitter. They reached the village at last, and the trap
fr?m 1t.he Railway Arms was engaged to take D’Arcy to the
school.

“You're comin’,” said D’Arcy, as Outram placed him in
the trap. -

“I'm going back for the bikes.” -

“VYou can't!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “Leave them
there. Those wottahs may set on you again—-

Qutram laughed grimly.

“They wouldn’t set on me for a thousaud pounds,” he
said. “Some of them will be laid up for a week or more.
as it is. But there’s no danger of a veformatory this time !”
he added bitterly.

Arthur Augustus groaned.

The trap drove away towards the school, and Outram
disappeared by the footpath through the wood.

<

CHAPTER 12,
A Startling Confeasion.
HAT ass has missed calling-over !’ growled Blake.
Jack Blake was referring to the Honourable
Arthur Augustus.
After the Iouse match the chums of Study
No. 6 had gone down 4o the gates to wait for

e

D'Arcy. But Taggles came out to lock the gates as the

dusk deepened, and the swell of St. Jim’s had not arrived.
Blake & Co. went in to tea. When tea was finished, still
Arthur Augustus and Outram had not put in an appearance.
They had been marked absent at calling-over, and Kildare
had inquired after them.  There was only one fellow in the
School Iouse who could have given information; and

Tevison of the Fourth had no intention of doing so.

Levison was not wholly easy in his mind.

e knew what must have taken place under the shadows
of the trees on the lonely footpath. As the time passed on,
and D’Arcy did not return, his uneasiness increased. Ile
had intended that the swell of St. Jim’s should be subjected
to 4 terrible beating, beside which a flogging would be &
vleasant experience. But he wondered now whether Mr.
Weekes, in his rage and revenge, had gone too far, and
inflicted some serious injury on the wunfortunate junior.
Levison was a rascal, but that thought alarmed him. When
nine o’clock rang out, and D’Arcy had not returned, the cad
of the Fourth was in a very unenviable frame of mind. He
wished fervently that he had never thought of that cunning
scheme for ““ getting even ” with the swell of St. Jim's.

He pictured D’Arcy lying under the dark trees, perhaps
crippled—perhaps in his blood; and he shuddered at the
picture. But he dared not speak. If D’Arcy was there,
ihere he had to remain. For his safety’s sake, the cad of the
Fourth must be silent.

Blake looked into Tom Merry’s study, with a worried face.
The Terrible Three were busy on ¢ Tom Merry’'s Weekly,”
but they turned from their editorial labours as Blake came
mn.

“Hasn’t Gussy turned up?”’ asked Tom.

“No. He’s missed calling-over.”

“Delayed at Abbotsford, perhaps?” suggested Manners.

Blake shook his head.

“Kildare’s reported it to Railton, and he’s telephoned to
the camp. Lord Conway says D'Arcy and Outram left
there at six.”

“Then he’s had lots of time to get in.

“He could have got in by calling-over, if he bucked up,”
said Blake. “Dash it all, what’s become of him? He seems
to want to miss bed-time as well as call-over {”

“Can’t have been any accident,” said Tom. *Outram’s
with him. Both of them can't have had acoidents.”

“Then why the dickens don't he come in?” growled Blake.
¢ 1 didn’t like that rotter going with him !

“My hat! You—you don’t think——" ejaculated Tom

M

erry.
“Well, no; only the chap’s a veformatory hooligan, and
you never know when that kind of specimen is going to break
out,” said Blake uneasily. ‘You see, what can be keeping
them? It’s past nine.”

“ Punctures, perhaps,” said Lowther,

_“But they could have walked the whole distance in this
time, or in less!”
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“Tt's jolly queer!”

The Terrible Three put the “ Weekly  aside. They were
as anxious as Blake. D’Arcy’s absence was inexplicable;
and somehow it added to their uneasiness to know that he
was in the company of the fellow whom they believed to be
George Purkiss, late of Hilstall Reformatory.

“Let's get down to the gates,” said Tom.

Herries and Dig joined them in the passage. They were
equally anxious about the missing junior. All the anxiety
of the chums was for Arthur Augustus—none for Qutram of
the Fourth. And impossible as it seemed that the
“reformatory hooligan ” could have harmed his companion,
a heavy disquietude weighed upon their minds.

There was a sound of a vehicle on the road, as they looked
out through the bars of the big gate. A trap stopped outside.

“(Gussy!” shouted Blake, in relief. “Is that you,
CGrussy ?”

“Yaas, deah boy!” came a faint voice through the dusk.

“ Anything the matter?”’

“Yaas.”

“Buck up, Taggles!”

The porter unlocked the gates, and they swung open. Tha
trap turned in, and was surrounded in a moment by the
juniors. Through the dusk they saw Arthur Augustus’s face,
pale, with dark bruises on it; and he was alone. :

“What's happened?” exclaimed Tom Merry. * Where's
vour bike—where’s Outram?”

“I've had a feahful adventure, deah boys! We were
attacked in the wood—a gang of wotten footpads, with that
wuffian Weekes—"

“ Are you hurt?”

“Vaas. Only some hard knocks, though—not what that
wuffian intended. Outwam defended me,” said Arthur
Augustus quietly. “I was knocked wight out, but he kept
them off, and licked them.”

“Qutram did!” ejaculated Blake, with a pang of remorse
for his half-formed suspicions.

“Yaas, and cawwied me on his back to Wylcombe. T
couldn’t walk. Ie put me in this twap and went back for
the bikes.”

“Back into the wood, after dark, among those footpads!”
said Lowther, “And that’s the fellow we used to cali a
funk 1”

“More like a lunatic, I should say!” remarked Manners.
“If Weekes and his gang are still there——""

“He is quite safe, deah boys!”

“How many were there of them?” asked Digby.

“ Six.l’

“ And—and Outram beat off a gang of half a dezen
roughs?” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus crimsoned.

“Yaas,” he said, in a low voice.

“Oh!” said Tom. =

“Dwive on, please,” said D’Arcy, and the trap rolled ou
to the School House.

The juniors followed it slowly, with sombre faces. During
the drive home to the school, Arthur Augustus had been
thinking hard. The scene in the wood had enlightened him
—he could not help that. He knew what would be the verdict
of St. Jim’s when it was known. It would be taken as the
final proof of Oufram’s imposture, and even D'Arcy would
hardly be able to deny it now.

Outram had been playing a part, and, as if by the irony
of fate, it was his pluck and devotion that caused the proofs
to pile up against him. Had he allowed the governor of
Hilstall to be crushed under the car? Had he deserted
D’Arcy in the wood? Nobody but Levison would have be-
lieved that he was George - Purkiss of Hilstall.  Iis own
brave action had condemned him, as Arthur Augustus realised
miserably.

D’Arcy had wondered whether silence could be kept. Bat
he knew that that was impossible. What had happened in
the wood must be told; he had to account for the state he
was in, and the police must be set-on the track of the foot-
pads. There was no concealing such an affray. Outram’s
gallant defence of his chum was fated to be the last nail in
the impostor’s coffin.

The impostor! Even D’Arcy could not help realising now
that Outram was an impostor. It was the bitferest blow of
all to the simple junior., His trust had been misplaced—yet,
though he realised it, he could not falter in his friendship
towards the lad who had stood between him and brutal injury.
But his heart was as heavy as lead.

Mr. Railton came to the door of the School House, and
stepped to the side of the trap as it stopped. His eyes felt
upon D’Arcy’s pale, bruised face with a startled look.

Arthur Augustus explained what had happened, and bka
entered the School House leaning hard on the Housemaster’s
arm. Blake and Herries and Dig hurried in, and they took
him to study No. 6, to render what aid they could. Mr,
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Railton went to the telephone and rang up the police-station
to“%]ive them news of the affray.

s Then he went down to the gates, in great anxiety for
Outram. He had heard D’Arcy’s story with the greatest
astonishment, and he had fears for the safety of the junmior
who had gone back into the wood. = But a little later there
game a whir of cycles on the road, and Outram pedalled up,
wheeling D’Arcy’s machine. He jumped off at the gate, and
raised his cap at the Housemaster.

. Thank Heaven you have returned, Outram!”’ exclaimed
Mz: Railton, in great relief. *How conld you be so foolhardy
as to venture back inta such a dangerous place?”

i1 did not think there was any danger, sir,” said Outram
guietly. ““Those ruffians were gone!”

.+¢They might have attacked you again; however, no matter.
You are not hurt?” : -
+*Only a bruise or two, sir.”

“D’Arcy has told me how gallantly you acted, Qutram.”
Mr. Railton looked curiously at the junior. “You have be-
haved very bravely and nobly, my boy. It is extraordinary
you should have been able to deal with such odds. You must
possess a very remarkably developed strength.”
+*“VYes, sir,” said Qutram; “I am very strong.”

“Qutram!” Mr. Railton paused a moment. “You have
shown great courage to-day. I am not unaware of the estima-
tion in which you were held by your schoolfellows, owing to
your disinclination to fighting. It appears clear now that
you could have nothing to fear in any encounter—even with
a senior. May I ask you, Outram, why you have exercised
such an extraordinary patience, even to the extent of allowing
your schoolfellows to Lelieve you wanting in courage?”
.Outram did not veply for a moment.

1 had a good reason, sir,” he said at last. “I wasn’t

always so careful. I gave way to my temper once, and used

my strength against a fellow, and—and it ruined my life,

1 had a lesson then, and——" He paused. “I can’t stay at

the school any longer, sir, after what has happened.”
““What do you mean?” exclaimed the Housemaster.
Outram smiled bitterly.

“Y mean that after this, sir, everybody at St. Jim’s will be

quite certain that ¥ am George Purkiss, the boy-convict of
Hilstall
“Nonsense! You have proved that your name is the
name you bear:”’
“That is true, sir.
“But what?” :
“But I am George Purkiss, too,” said the junior quietly.
“Tt can’t be kept dark any longer, and I must go.”
“ Are you out of your senses?” exclaimed Mr. Railton.
“Tt is the truth, sir. The whole House knows it!”
Mr. Railton gave him a startled look. He could read the
dumb suffering in the boy’s face.
. “Take your bicycle in, Outram, and then come to my
study,” he said quietly. :
- Veg, gir:"” :
“'The Housemaster, with a knitted brow, strode back to the
School House.

I am Valentine Outram, but——"

{ &

———
in

% CHAPTER 13.
Under Two Names.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY lay back in the arm-
chair in Study No. 6. His chums had been looking
after him. They found a dozen big bruises on the

hardly-used junior, and he was still somewhat dizzy,

*g but Ke was recovering. Fortunately, no serious

jnjury had been done. Tom Merry & Co. were silent now,

and Arthur Augustus was silent, too. They knew one
another’s thoughts, D’Arcy’s chum was George Purkiss, of

Hiistall—he had been “spoofing,” but there could no longer

be a doubt. That was not all, for the miserable thought ham-

mered in D’Arcy’s mind—if his chum was Purkiss, where was
the real Valentine Outram? Did the strange junior’s secret

include the secret of a terrible crime? 3
There was a tap at the door, and it opened. 5
Outram of the Fourth looked in. The juniors coloured as

they looked at him, all feeling awkward and embarrassed.

Qutram came in quietly, and closed the door.

! “T can come in?” he said.

i “Qf—of course,” said Blake.

- “Yaas, wathah, deah Boy!”’ said Arthur Augustus. “I
twust you are not feelin’ vewy knocked about?”

© “Not at all. And you—-">"

| “T'm gettin’ on all wight. I was knocked out. That awful
wottah Weekes meant to injah me vewy sewiously, I think.

Jollay luckay that you were with me, Outwam !”

< “TIt was lucky,” said Tom Merry. =

: “And lucky I was able to deal .with the brutes,” said

Outram. = “Lucky that I am the fellow I am!”

There was a dead silence.
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“Don’t go,” said OQutram, as the Terrible Three made a
move towards the doer. “There’s something I've got to say
before I leave St. Jim’s, and I’d like you to hear it.”

“Leave St. Jim’s!” repeated D’Arcy.

“Yes; it’s come to that!” Outram’s lips curved in a bitter
smile. “You know as well as the rest that I am Georgé
Purkiss of Hilstall now.” ;

Arthur Augustus gave a groan.

“Why—why didn’t you tell me?” he muttered. *I§—it’s
howwid. I—I didn’t want to believe it, and it’s a wotten
shame aftah what you’ve done for me, only—only I couldn’t
help seein’——" :

“Of course you couldn’t help it,” said Outram. “Bub
perhaps I’'m not quite so bad as you may have thought—all
of you, Levison has suggested that I have got Valentine
Outram out of the way somehow, and taken his place. It
seems clear enough to you, I suppese, as soon as you know
that T am the reformatory boy Levison took me for. Buf
you need not think me: worse than I am. "I am Valentine
Outram.”

“You can’t be two persons at onee,’

Outram smiled.

“I can—and T am,” he said. “I am both Valentine
Outram and George Purkiss. I am the son of Major Outram,
and I am the prisoner of Hilstall Reformatory who was
under the charge of Levison’s uncle. Now that you know,
I can tell you; but outside this study I shall still keep up
the pretence I have tried to keep up so long—for the sake
of my father’s name. It will not take me long to explain.
Last year, while my father was away at the Front, 1 was
staying with my. uncle, and at that time I went to Brighton
for a holiday There I got into a row with a rough. We
fought, and—and I hurt him.”

Outram’s voice quivered a little,

“You know—now—that I am strong for my age. You
would not guess it to look at me, but you know it ncw,
I am a good boxer, and as strong as many prize-fighters
years older than myself. I was proud of my strength o1.ce.
Nobody could stand against me 1n a fight, and I was ¢iten
in fights. But—but what happened that time at Brighton
cured me of any desire to fight. The man I fought with
was as much to blame as T wae, so far as that went. But
I lost my temper, I beat him, and he was hurt. He would
never be the same man again afterwards, and—and I was
taken in charge by the police. * My victim went to hospital,
and T was taken before the magistrates,”

He paused again.

There was silence in the study.

“I found myself in a cell,” resumed Outram, at last, his
face very pale. “I had the prospect of punishment. and
disgrace before me—disgrace to an honoured name, disgrace
to my people, disgrace to all who had anything to do with
me. I knew that I must go to prison. But while I was
thinking it out in the cell, a way out of that horiible dis-
grace came into my mind. I had nothing about me to prove
my identity. I was in a strange town, where no onc knew
me, and I had refused to give my name when charged. I
resolved that, when I was questioned, I would give a falee
name, and keep silent concerning my people.”

“Oh!” said Tom Merry. He understood at last,

“I carried out this plan. I gave the name of George
Purkiss—the first that came into my mind. I was tried, and
gent to a reformatory—as George Purkiss, I became a
prisoner at Hilstall.”

“T-—I undahstand now,” said Arthur Augustus,

I’ Arcy’s face had brightened.

It was bad enough, but not so bad as Levison believed—
as he had wanted to make others belicve. ‘George Purkiss ™
had not come to St. Jim’s under another’s name. He had
come in his own name. That much, at least, was true.

“But your people? ¥ said Tom Merry, in wonder,

“My people did not know what had become of me. But,
afterwards, I contrived to geb a note sent to my uncle, telling
him that I was gone to stay with friends in Scotland, and
would write later. Even my uncle was not told what had
happened to me. I was determined that no living being
should ever know that George Purkiss, the boy convict, was
Valentine Outram. My uncle was surprised, alarmed,
anxious, as he did not hear from me again, but it coiild nof
be belped. Anything was better than disgrace. But—but
you can imagine what my feelings were like, in the restraing
of the reformatory, and—and I broke out again. My temper,
always bad, got the upper hand, and I fought with a warder,
and—and hurt him, and my sentence was lengthened. But—
but that lesson was enough for me. When I was free at lasty -
I had made a resolve.”

Arthur Augustus nodded. . -

“You wesolved nevah to fight again?” he said. = “I
wemembah you told me somethin’ like that the day you
came heah.” ? =5

> muttered Lowther,
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~ QOutram nodded.

“Y resolved that, whatever happened, I would never get
into a fight again,” he said. “T could not trust my temper
or my strength. I went back to my uncle’s house. He was
angry at my long absence and silence. He questioned me,
but I answered nothing. ¥e supposed that I had been on
a long holiday, and had been guilty of disrespect and negli-
ence towards him, and he was angry, as you can believe.

at T could not explain—I would not explain! The truth
would have been a harder blow to him than his belief that
I had been insolent and ungrateful. Naturally, he did not
feel the same affection for me afterwards, and that is one
rcason why he sent me here. I came here, supposing that
¢ George Purkiss’ was done with for ever, and that I could
talce up my life again as if that horrible incident had never
happened. But I was mistaken,””

“Levison! ” said Blake. :

“It was rotten ill-luck that there was a fellow here who
fhad seen me at Hilstall. I never dreamed that the governor
of the prison had a nephew at St. Jim's—of course, I could
not guess anything of the kind. Levison had seen me there,
and he knew me at once. But kis accusation was not believed.
It was easy enough for me to prove that I was Valentine
Outram.” The junior smiled slightly, ‘““And—and my
reserve—that caused me trouble, too, as you know. What-
cever L am, I am not a coward, but only D’Arcy was able
to see that I was not.”

“Gussy was right,” said Blake. *But—but-—"

“1 don’t blame you,” said Outram quietly. ‘“You had no
idea what I had been through, and you could not understand
that a fellow might choose to be called a funk rather than
enter into a scrap. I had- had rather too much of scrapping.
I had made a vow that I would never again raise my hand
against anyone, and—and -it was not hard to keep it. Not
at first. But afterwards, when I was despised and -avoided,
I was tempted to break my word. But for D'Arcy I think
1 should have done so. But my luck was out all the time,
for what happened when the governor of Hilstall came here
gave me away, and you all guessed.”

“We—we couldn’t help it,” faltered Tom Merry. *“We
didn’t want to think badly of you, but %

“But you thought I had been pretending to be a funk
to make it clear that I was not George Purkiss. You were
wrong—I did net pretend. It was rotten enough for me. But
it helped me to keep the truth dark, and ‘that helped me to
keep to my resolve: But, after what had happened that
day, I knew that the game would be up sooner or later.
Still, I hoped that it might die away, that others would
follow DArcy’s example. So long as he believed in me I
fels that I could stick it out. And now——"

He pulled himself together, as his voice faltered.

“T had the choice to-night of keeping D’Arcy’s confidence
by allowing him to be brutally used, or—or of losing it by
defending him. You know what I chose. Then there was
nothing Teft but to explain—and go. I'm going!”

“You're jollay well mnot goin’!” cxclaimed Arthue
Augustus hotly. ‘‘The whole thing .isn’t half so bad as that
wottah Levison made out. You are not an impostah, only—
only you have a wathah wotten secwet to keep. Nobody will
wepeat what you've said outside this study——"" 1

“Not a word,” eaid Blake. :

‘“And the othah fellahs will come wound in time,” said
D’Arey. :

Outram shook his head.

“It can’t be! T can’t explain to others what I've explained
to you, I still have the secret to keep, for my name's sake.
The affair will be forgotten when I'm gone, and the sooner
the better. I must go—" 2

“ But, weally—"

- Arthur Augustus’ voice died away. He knew that Outran
was right, that St. Jim’s was no place for him now. 4

Outram gave him an affectionate look.

“You know now that I have been in a reformatory—a
prison ! ” he said. S

“‘That makes no diffewence to me,” said D’Arcy steadily.
“You are my fwiend, deah boy, and I don’t care fop
anythin’ else.” P

“I must go!” said Outram. “I have .already told Mr:
Railton the truth. There was nothing else for it.” I am
going to leave St. Jim’s in the morning, and—and I'd like
you to think the best you can of me!” :

““We shall always think of you as a splendid chap!” said
Tom Merry, holding out his hand. -“I wish you’d told us
all this sooner. It’s not nearly so bad as it looked. And
we're not likely to forget that it was for another chap’s sake
that you gave yourself away.”

“It’'s wotten for you to go.” said D’Arcy. ‘ Wotten! But.
we are always goin’ to be fwiends, all the same. and I shafl
see you again somewhah else.” >

The next morning, by the first train from Rylcombe,
Valentine Outram left. ks

The St. Jim’s fellows wondered a little. QOutram had
drawn so much attention upon himself of late that his sudden
departure could not fail to be commented upon.

Levison of the Fourth surmised that he had been
“bowled "’ out, but at the first snecring word in regard to
Outram the cad of the Fourth fourd himself collared by
Tom Merry and Co. and bumped with great heartiness., And
Levison held it wiser to keep his thoughts on the subject to
himself after that.

Outram’s secret remained a secret with Tom Merry & Co.
Whether Outram was really. Purkiss of Hilstall was still a
problem with the rest of the fellows, and the matter was
soon forgotten by most now that Outram had gone. Tom
Merry & Co. thought kindly of the strange and wayward
lad who had gone wrong, but had tricd to atone for it, and
who, by his own courage and devotion, had  betrayed his
own strange secret,

THE END.
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: The Previous Instalments Told How
My, Thomas Whittaker, accompanied by his son Reggie,

B

Jimmy Redford, Larry Burt, a Chinese servant named Sing
Loo, Dr. Phenning, and a party of natives, of whom Phwaa
Ben Hu, nicknamed Toothy Jim, is leader,” sets out to
explore Patagonia in search of a specimen of the giant sloth,
which is believed to be still existent there. :

The party reaches Patagonia, and eventually fall into the
bhands of a race of giants. After exciting experiences, they
are thrown into a cave, which is then sealed by means of a
huge rock.  They are left in pitch darkness, without food.

In a very.short time they discoveyr, to their horror, that
giant toads have been let loose among them through holes in
the walls, and a state of pandemonium prevails,

(Now read on.) *

A Startling Discovery,

“Boys,” went on Mr. Whittaker, “whatever you do, don's
let the toads cling on to you. Shake them off at all costs;
for if they once start sucking your ankles or legs the conse-
fjuences may be serious. All of you come up to my end
bf the cave.” :
& With expressions of horror and gurgles of suppressed dis-
ﬁtust, Reggie, Jimmy, Sing Loo and Toothy Jim neared their
leader, as they were guided by the sound of his voice.

v Then Toothy Jim broke out again into wild utterance. Mz,
Whittaker endeavoured to calm him, and at length ascertained
that this crafty native, who had understood the rough meaning
of part of the giants’ language, owing to a word here and
there being similar to his own tongue, had secretly wound
Found his ‘middle, beneath his loincloth, a large net.
i. This net, explained Toothy Jim, would have to be stretched
cross their end of the cave, and held up by them in turns
intil they were released from their prison. The meshes would
keep off the loathsome toads, and so once more would they
defeat the nefarious schemes of the giant priests,

This clever and wily ruse was at once adopted, and in a
very short time everyone in the cave was crowding to Dr.
Phenning’s end of the cave, where the toads had not yet
yentured.

& NSing Loo and Toothy Jim took the first turn at propping
#p the net with an arm on_each side of the rocky walls, while
Jimmy and Reggie, with legs wide apart, kept their feet on
the edge of the meshes on the ground.

5 Every now and again_a soft, heavy weight, as the horrid
foads leapt onward and upward, shook the net. But the
meshes held bravely.

2 “It reminds me of that beastly dish we had ab school last
term,”” said Reggie, ““ which we called toad-in-the-hole !

- “Which reminds me,” said Mr. Whittaker, “that I am—
and I'm sure everyone else is—very hungry.”

“Sing Loo plenty leady for chop-chop!” ecried out the
Chinaman.  “And mo thinkee velly goodee plan for Massa

weotesoar: A SCHOOLBOY’S SACRIFICE!”
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Reggie to feedee this Chinaman while Sing Loo nettee toads
in the holee.” :

It then dawned on everyone that in the excitement and
horror at having discovered the toads all the food and water
had been left at the entrance to the cave.

It was Sing Loo who at once volunteered to make a dash
for the food, and Mr. Whittaker declared that he would
accompany him. 3 :

Dr. Phenning relieved Sing Loo from hclding up his end
of the net, while Reggie, mounting on Jimmy's shoulders,
gave Toothy Jim a little respite.

Holding up anything with both arms outstretched for three
minutes taxes the strength of the strongest man. ¢

Before Sing Loo made his dash for the food, Mr. Whit-
taker made him exchange his Chinese shoes for the doctor’s
stout English leather ones, encased his hands with a couple
of handkerchiefs, and threw a eoat round his face.

Then Sing Loo made a dash for the food, climbing over
the net via Mr. Whittaker’s shoulders.

They heard the plucky Chinaman panting and gasping
and giving vent to exclamations of horror as he fought his
way over the floor and over the beastly toads; but somehow
he got back again with some food and water, which he passed
over the net to Jimmy and Reggie. :

It was an awful struggle to hoist him on to Mr. Whit-
taker’s shoulders from the toad side of the net, but it was
accomplished, though not without two horrid reptiles ecling-
ing tenaciously to his legs. These were beaten to pulp on
the safe side of the meshes. :

Sing Loo was heard to talk wildly and incoherently to
his ancestors, and was understood to say that not for all the
yen in China would he repeat the performance. :

What the expedition really thought of Sing Loo’s fine deed
may be left to the imagination. :

Everyone, groping about in the utter darkness, enjoyed
that meal as they had never before relished anything.  The
water was cold and delicious, the cakes, rather like slightly
sweetened bread, most acceptable,

Toothy Jim explained that, as far as he could gather with
his very slight knowledge of the giants’ language, the priests
had put them into this cave to test their ability to overcome
bites by poisonous toads. It was not an unknown torture
in bygone days among Patagonian natives. The giant
priests, so Toothy Jim supposed, resolved to give them all
another chance should they come out alive from the ordeal—
hence the food. They were not yet quite convinced of the
doctor’s powers as a firegod and as a magician.

While Dr. Phenning locked after his patient, who had
fallen into a troubled slumber, Mr. Whittaker and the rest
took turn and turn about in holding up the net to keep off
the toads, and while this was in progress he told the boys
atlbouflz how they had stood on the skin of a giant sloth in the
emple, :

‘1t strikes me very foreibly,” said Mr. Whittaker, “that
we are not so very far from the distriet in which we mighs
discover this gigantic brute alive.” ;
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# That'll be stunning !” cried Reggie.

‘“ What's the prize to be for the one who brings it down?”’
asked Jimmy, who was perched on Reggie's shoulders,
supporting the net. !

**Sing Loo, plaps he learnee to ride- on slothee's back,”
put in the Chinaman, who wanted to hear the boys laugh.

He got his reward.

Then Mr. Whittaker began to cross-question Toothy Jim,
who told him that his grandfather had seen and captured
a monster answering to the description of the giant sloth
twelve hundred moons ago, or roughly, about a century.

His tribe had considered the mighty antedeluvian monster
as something sacred, and it was kept in a huge cave. From
what he had heard, Toothy Jim thought that, beyond ques-
tion, the big skin in the temple with the coarse red hair on
it was the hide of one of the enormous brutes. =

So time, of which the prisoners could take no toll, passed
away, everyone except poor Larry taking his turn to hold
up the net or sleep.

When, according to Dr. Rhenning’s reckoning, they had
been in the cave for about ten hours, and the sun should
have been up for some time, and poor Larry was quite
unconscious, Mr. Wkittaker made a startling discovery.

‘He was idly digging in the fine gravel and sandy floor
?E fj}(} cave, when his hand came in contact with something
rard.

In a few moments he had dragged up the object and ran
his hand along a familiar-shaped weapon.

“Boys,”” he cried excitedly, “Phenning, I've found a
revolver under the gravel and sand. Its pattern, to the
touch, seems a bit out of date, but it means that either some
white men may have been here before and have perished,
or that there may be a rival expedition party up against us
on the same mission as ourselves.”

Before the King,

Just as Mr. Whittaker spoke, a very faint stream of light
filtered through the far end of the cave.

“They are opening the entrance stone,” whispered Mr.
Whittaker. ¢ If they are aggressive, boys, we'll fight to
tho last, and let-'em see we're British.” 3

Slowly, very slowly the great stone at the entrance was
sliding Lack. The sudden radiance of the brilliant sunlight
that streamed through the ever-widening aperture had the
effect of almost blinding the prisoners, who had been in total
darkness for hours.

The net was still held in its place. Presently, as the
watchers got more accustomed to the daylight, they saw
standing at the entrance to the cave four giant priests, while
behind them were grouped a number of giant soldiers.

The cave presented a horrid spectacle. There were over a
hundred of those huge, loathsome toads, squatting down and
biinking fitfully, with low, wicked-looking eyes, at the
dazzling sunlight as it poured info the cave. Many of them
were dead—battered to horrid shapeless pulp by the savage
attack of their intended victims.

At sight of the little party huddled up behind the net at
the far end of the cavern, the priests muttered something,
signalled to the soldiers, and prostrated themselves before
the whites.

Then the giant soldiers entered the cave, carrying soms
large bags fashioned of dried grass, and bundled up the
toads one by one into the sacks, then took them away.

Presently the priests advanced, and the leader, making an
obeisance to Mr. Whittaker, signalled to the doctor to
approach. Then his reverence broke out into a wild
harangue, pointing to the net and prostrating himself before
the doctor, which Mr. Whittaker rightly interpreted as
meaning that the great magician and god of fire had weaved
the net, apparently out of nothing, and so had proved
himself to be more than mortal.

The doctor bowed gravely to the priest, then pointed to
Larry, who was by this time in a very high state of fever.

The priest beckoned to two more soldiers, who enfered the
chamber and carefully raised Larry on to two shields, while
the doctor saw to wrapping the patient well up in his and
Mr. Whittaker’s coat.

A few moments later the whole party were being con-
ducted on foot along the edge of the lava river towards that
end of the Rock City at which they had made their entry
the previous afternoon.

1t was a wonderful sight that met the eyes of the explorers
as they passed along through the Rock City.

Men, women, and children were going about their daily
occupations, carrying water, fruit, eatables, but everyone
paused to look at them as they came along.

The golden-capped summit of the pagoda-shaped tower
of the temple glittered in the sun, and a continual stream
of priests passed to and from its entrance.

The houses in the interior of the town were all built of
stone, some of lava, and consisted of two storeys with flat
roofs. Holes cut in oblong shape in the walls served as
windows. Many of the women folk, none of whom were
under six feet in height, were ufilising the lava river for
cooking purposes, boiling their food in stone vessels in the
molten lava as it flowed sluggishly along till it vanished
from sight under the temple. S8 N

There was no vestige of any animal life as far as the
travellers could see. At last they came to a halt before one
of the big buildings which was cut into the solid rock that
formed the sides of the city.

Before them sat an old man, of giant stature but now some-
what bent, with a long white beard. He was seated on a
vaised dais, while round him were grouped what the
travellers rightly conjectured were his courtiers. The old
man was the king or chief of the giant city. :

He grécted them with dignity and not a little awe, while
Mr. Whittaker, Dr. Phenning, the boys, and Sing Loo and
Toothy Jim bowed low before the throne. 5

Presently the king spoke, and what he said was evidently
favourable, for he gave to one of his bodyguard standing
near him a great rope of uncut gems, which the soldier,
with a salute of his spear, handed to the doctor.

It was a magnificent gift, and worth a king's ransom.

The doctor then pointed to Larry, who was too ill to
notice the proceedings.

The king motioned to another of his attendants, and a
man, clad in a long, flowing robe of grass and weeds, came
over to Larry, looked at him, muttered something to the
doctor, and thenr spoke to the king. Shortly afterwards fhe
explorers, with the exception ‘of Toothy Jim, were con-
ducted to a large, roomy house in the middle of the city,
where they were allowed to remain unmolested, save for a
cordon of soldiers drawn up outside.

Some fruit, rather like a banana, was brought, also seme
milk, which the doctor thought was obtained from some
species of goat, With the fruit and milk Dr, Phenning had
to rest content with regard to his patient, who would have
to fight his battle with Nature.

¢ Think he’ll pull through ?? asked Mr, Whittaker gravely.

¢ Whiie there’s life there’s hope,”” réturned Dr. Phenning.
“Ile's got-a very bad attack of malaria. I'd give all I have
in the world for some quinine.” :

“ Wonder what they've dene with Toothy Jim and all our
mules and baggage?”’ remarked My. Whittaker.
¢ Goodness knows!” responded the doctor.

destroyed ’em.”

“We'll see if we can’t learn something of them,” replied
Mr. Whittaker, and he proceeded to scratch on the wall with
a small charred stick that was lying on the floor a very
passable sketch of the mules, llamas, baggage, and natives
which on the previous day they had found surrounded by
the giants. Then the leader beckoned to one of the soldiers
who stood outside, and showed him the drawing.

The great man at once understood, and broke out into a
smile. Then he disappeared.

“1 tell you what,“boys,” remarked the doctor to Jimmy
and Reggie. ‘‘ It's going to be a job to get out of this place.
As we passed along I noticed that every exit was barred
and guarded, and the place at which we made our entrance
yosterday was barred by a buge wooden gate, guarded by
four soldiers.”

“We'll have to escape, somehow,” faid Reggie.

“I'm not going to stay in this hole, for one,” put in
Jimmy. = :

¢ And Sing Loo, he no wantee to be thrown into the boilee
lakee,”” said the Chinaman. '

“Yes,” agreed Mr. Whittaker, “but just look at those
high, solid rock walls right round the city. How are we
going to scale them ?”

“This blave Chinaman he makee fliends with priestee and
soldier boy. Sing Loo, he velly clute.”” said Sing Loo.

“The more time we have to spend here,”” went on Mr.
Whittaker,  the greater chance have the rival party, if
they're alive and if there is one and they have stolen a
march on ug, the less chance there is of getting the giant
sloth. I did hear faint rumours beiore we left England that
we might be up against a rival party.”

¢ All the more sport,” put in Jimmy. ¢ Something to spuv
us on, and T bet we bag the giant sloth before they do, if 1's
to be got.” 5 -

“ Bravo, Jimmy !’ eried My, Whittaker. ¢ That. ¢
spirit. And we’ll win through yet; you can res
on that point. Why, after what we've gone throup™ :
foar nothing. But that toad business was a devi .- device,
and I wouldn’t trust any of ’em after that. We vo.uld never
have got through if it hadn’t been for Toothy J:'s net. I

* (Continued on page iii. of the cover |

¢ Perhaps
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suppose the cunning beggar had a day or two previously.
stolen it from among our things and had hidden it under
his loincloth by winding it round him. . However, we'll
fargive him the theft, as it saved our lives. I hope the
copper scoundrel is all rvight dnd that they haven't hurled
Lim into the boiling-pot.”

As he spoke, Mr. Whittaker was lookitig out from_the
door of the house, and he saw a party of soldiers and civilian
iants approaching their home. On reaching the doorway
one of them strode up to Mr. Whittaker and beckoned to
him, the boys, and Sing Loo. By pointing vaguely over
the rock city, he made them understand that he wished them
to follow him. But Mr. Whittaker forbade Sing Loo to come,
telling him to watch with the doctor lest anything might
happen to the invalid. -

Mr. Whittaker, Jimmy, and Reggzie then followed their
cuides across the city to the farther side—where they had
entered the previous day. They were then blindfolded, and
presently found themgselves walking on a rough path, while
their clothes constantly brushed against leaves and brambles.
So they knew they were out in the open country once more.

Presently they halted, and their eyes were unbandaged.

-What they saw made their hearts rejoice.

Right before them were their mules, baggage, llamas, rifles,
and four natives—four left out of the large number with
which they had begun their march into the unknown, Why
these four had been spared it was impossible to conjecture,
though the Ieader shuddered when he thought of the possible
end of the missing natives. !

"Nothing had been taken away, though it was very evident
that everything had been overhauled, as much of the baggage
was lying strewn about the ground,-and bales and boxes had
been opened and hastily repacked. -

Mr. Whittaker at once sought for the quinine, and found it
after a very long search, as it had been hopelessly mixed up
with other things, The leader then made a hasty selection

=0f things which might be needed—change of clothes for all;

medicine,” -scientific instruments, rifles, revolvers, and
ammunition. - 3

The giants apparently had not the slightest idea of what
déadly weapons the rifle and revolver were, and examined
them with an amused interest. They had evidently not seen
the revolver which the doctor had used in the temple.

‘As soon as the leader had made his selection of goods, his
opards made them up into bundles, exchanged greetings with
the soldiers who were guarding the mules and goods, and
then once more blindfolded the boys and Mr. Whittaker, and
they began their march back to the Rock City.:

They soon knew when the Rock City was reached, but they
had been walking in it some, time before their bandages were
removed, and they were almost up to the house before they
were allowed the use of their eyes. !

But when they reached their stone dywelling they saw a
most remarkable sight. -

“The doctor stood at the entrance, with Sing Loo, sur- -

rounded by a crowd of giants. Many of them, one af a time,
were laying gifts at the feet of ~tlre doctor, consisting of
various foods, drinks, uncut gems, gold vases, and orna-
ménts, according to the rank or wealth of the donor.

_Sing Loo seemed to be a great attraction, for many ‘of the

ofants were gazing curiously at him, some having the.

temerity even to téuch his pigtail, which seemed to cause
the onlookers wonder and amazement.
My golly I exclaimed Reggie. “The doctor’ll be the
richest man in England if they go on filling him up with
gold and gems like that.”

< Wait tiil Sing Loo does some of his tricks on the llama,
and then they’ll worship his pigtail,” commented Jimmy,
with a grin. ¢

My, Whittaker and the boys were greeted with many
salaams and murmurings when they arrived,

“It's all right, doctor,” said Mr. Whittaker. “T've got
the quinine ; and some ether and chloroform, t0o,”” he added
significantly. < ks

i Plans to Escape.

Ihe doctor, howing to the crowd, immediately disappeared
into the house, where he devoted his entire attention to the
patient, administering the life-saving quinine which meant
all the world to Larry. v iy

It was quite evident that the doctor was considered to be
a god and a great magician, and that, in order to show
their reverenge and respect for so mighty a nian,- some of
the populace twereé making him their votive offerings. (Their
whele attitude now seethed friendly. They. were not rude
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nor aggressive. They stayed outside the house, quict and
orderly, without any attempt to crowd inside.

There was no doubt that they liad a wholesome fear of the
giant guards who stood without.

Some hours passed, and the prisoners were allowed to
remain unmolested by the populace, the-curious ones of
whom lurked outside 1in little groups, vainly hoping to eatch
a sight of the strange white people.

Meanwhile, the doctor and Mr. Whittaker taking turn
and turn about to watch the patient, were gravely talking
over the turn events had taken, and a council was held to
determine the course of action to be followed. :

“ Therc’s one thing quite certain,” said Mr. Whittaker, in
low tones, ““that we can't allow this state of things to
countinue, or we shall never achieve-our object of capturing
the giant sloth.”

“But how are we to ¢scape?” inquired the doctor, fechng

Larry’s pulse.
“That’s what we've got to determine,” answered Mr.
Whittaker. ¢ Now then, Sing Loo,”” he went on, turning to
the Chinaman, “can’t you set what you please to call your
brains going, and devise some means of escape ? Though, of
course, we can’'t go until the sick boy is quite well again.”

Sing Loo had no answer IHe relapsed into stubborn
silence; but Mr. Whittaker, glancing at- the Chinaman’s
placid, expressionless face, knew that the resourceful Sing
Loo’s cute, subtle brain was at work devising some cunning
scheme for their release.

“Can’t Jimmy and I do a bit of scouting at nights to sce
how the land lies 7’ sugzested Reggie, with eyes aglow with
suppressed excitement. ** We haven’t been Boy Scouts for
nothing, father.”

“T'm afraid, Reggie,” replied their leader, “that these
giants would prove even too much for Boy Scouts, though I
admire the spirit which prompted the suggestion,”

“ Let’s have a shot,” persisted Jimmy. ;

Mr. Whittaker smiled at the boys’cagerness, but shook his

head. .
It would be suicidal, boys. I'm perfectly certain that a
cordon of giants will be drawn around this house night and
day, and that they may find that the doctor is only human
after -all, and then—--"" Their leader ended up with an
expressive gesture, ‘' It’s my ‘opinion,” he went on at last,
* that the cave where they found us exploring yesterday, and
where we found those prehistoric drawings of the giant sloth
on the walls, is sacred in the eyes of these giants, and that
they won’t forget in‘a hurry that we weve taking treasures
out of that hole into which Larry fell. I noticed in the
temple a number of things which bore a strong resemblance
in pattern and size to the treasures we saw in that cave.
Perhaps it’s some sacred burial-ground of former giant kings.
Anyway, they’ll keep a very sharp vigil over us, we. can
depend upon that.”

“It seems to me,” put in’the doctor, “that it’s up to me te
convince them that we are more than mortal by giving an
exhibition of real medicine, surgery, and a real good econ-
juring show. And if I haven’t lost my old powers, they may
be able to stand us in good stead.”

“Give the old beggars the priests a real good show,
doctor,” put in Reggie, “and let Sing Loo be your comic
man and super.”’

“We'll have to take care that they don’t take so much
fancy to us that they’ll never give us a chance of going
away !” put in Mr. Whittaker. * That’s simply unthinkable !
Faney the rival expedition party capturing the giant sloth,
and arriving in England first, I ask you!”

“Whatever happens, we must do our best to stop that,”
said Reggie. ¢

“Sing Loo—he makee soldiers and priestee devils go muchee
sleepy ! put in the Chinaman, with a cunning smile,

“What do you mean, Sing Loo?” asked Mr. Whittaker,
with great interest.

The Chinaman rose, and, bending over Reggie in a very
solemn and mysterious way, looked him steadfastly in his
face and made mysterious passes across the bay’s eyes with
Lis hands. y
"Then he vesumed his sitting posture, calm, placid once
more.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Dr. Phenuing, addressing the party
generally. Do you mean to say that Sing Loo can hypno-

tise. and we never knew it 7"

“I was quite unaware that Sing Loo was so gifted,” said
Mr. Whittaker. “ Now, then, Sing Loo, ean you really make
peoplego to sleep as you say?” he asked the Chinaman.

“This clever Chinaman he do muchee plenty things that
comee gleat su'plise,” answered Sing Loo, with sphinx-like
gravity. ¥

(Another splendid long instalment of this grand. serial
story neat Wednesday. Orvder your copy of the GEM
i s “EIBRARY carly.)
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LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE,

VERY STRANGE!

An old lawyer of the name of Strange, fearing he was
going to dic, said to his wife:

My dcm, when I (llO I shouald like these words engrav ed
upon my tombstone: ‘Hero Lies an Honest Lawyer.’

His good wife expressed surprise that he should lLiave
omitted te include his namso, and asked his reason.

“#That will not be ue(osc(uy, ” he 1ophed Gveryone who
passes will say at once, ‘ That’s Strange ?_—Sent in by Miss
M. Jackson, Raweliffe.

NEATLY CAUGHT.
Mr. Henpeck, after a good dinner, droppr‘d into an casy-
(lmn to enjoy a qulr't hour.
“John, my love,” said his wife sweetly,
ﬂmt lotter 1 gaye you this morning ?”
“Y.-yes, dear,” mphml John.
“Wherce is the answer?” asked his \\lfu :
“What answer? How could I bring an answer?”
cuLmuml her husband, in much bew xldc1mom
“The letter was ad(ho\-«od to vou,” rveplied Mrs. Henpeck.
“Oh, I didw’t notice!” said John, and immediately fell
into the tldp by diving into his pocket for the letter which,
of course, he had fowoth-n to post.
There was more trouble in the Henpeck family.
iw 1. Hyde, Smethwick.

“did you post

Sent in

A TIMELY RETORI
A man rushed breathlessly into the <tatmu and accoste d
ﬂm porter.

2 say, pmto,
“ Rive- thuty
“Well, the church do(l‘ says twenty-five past, the post-

office clock says twenty-seven past, and yvour clock says thirty-

two minutes past. Now, which am I to go by?”

“You can go by any clock you like, sir,” replied- the
porter, “but you can’'t go by the frain, because it has
gone V= %rnt in by Humld Hayday, Cirencester.

when dul‘ the half-past five train leave?”

II KNEW.

Visitor ((ulxw]uwlx to Tommy, who has n]mi a bottle of
ink-on the mew carpet): “Tuat, tut; my boy! It's no use
crying over \1)1lt milk !”

Tommy: “Of conrse not. All vou do is call the cat. and
he licks 1t up. But' this lnppm\ to be ink, so mother’ll do
the licking !"—Sent™ in by
Granville Hall, Cleckheaton,

A somewhat mnervous old
lady was gazing into a shop
window, when a Nthm savage-
lockir dog ran " excitedly up
to e She mhod to the
owner and said :

“Qir, ‘will “you kindly call
vour dog away from me?”’

“Oh,” veplied the owner,
“he is quite hdlmhw- and will
not bite you! Scéc how he
wags his tail !”

¥V ~." mxpondul the old

lady; “but it is not that end

1 am worried about—it’s the

other!"—Sent in by J. Camp-
bell, Glusgow.
S
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As the “GEM” Storyette Competition has
proved so popular, it has been decided to run

BEWARE OF THE DOG ! % this novel feature in conjunction with our
1

new Companion Paper,

"THE BOYS’ FRIEND, 1d,,

Published every Monday,

in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes,
If you know a really funny joke, or a short,
interesting paragraph, send italong (on a post-
card) before you forget it, and address it to:
The Editor, THE BOYS* FRIEND and GEM,
Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C.

Look cut for YOUR Prize Storyette in next hurry, for shé left here half
week’s GEM or BOYS’' FRIEND. an hour ago!"—=Sent in by
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A TERRIBLE TRAGEDY.

Ier hair was in wild disorder. Her face was flushed. and
her eyes flashed.  She elenched and unclenched her fingers
in agony and despair. © Her indignation and anger weie
aliied with keen (kspoudonv_\'.

“(ruel one—oh, cruel one!” she cried, in anguished tones.
“T have borne with you too long! You have injured me
you have tortured mc! And yet 1 cculd not bear to give
vou up! When first we met, hew your ease and polish
attracted me. When you became my very own, how my
friends envied me! But your understanding is too small for
my large scul.  You have ruined my standing in society. 1f
we had never mot Al might have walked in peace. Begone |
We part for ever

There came a mouu nt's convulsive bwutlung, a grating of
teeth, and a sharp sigh. Tt was all over; the tragedy w: as
cnded.” By an dlmost superhuman effort che had pulled off
her new shoe !—Sent in by D. Dixon, Dublin.

MUTUAIL AID.

Sandy strolled into a shop bearing the sign: '\lm\'ihg.
15‘14,’" and requested the removal of ‘his three days’ growth
of beard. A small boy proceeded to appl\ the soap to lis
d.un. whiist the proprictor removed the lather “feom anoth
man’s face.  The bov was not fecling very cnuwnc on thn
particular da\'. and Sandy was not at all satizfied with the
progriss < was waking,

‘Rub haxdc‘ lad!? he kept urging, when ihe %m would
put on a momentary spurt, speedily ulapwn g into his original
dreamy conditioi.

M last the Scot could stand it no mnou

¢ Laddie,” lm said,” in a weary tofie, “jist hold your wer
brush steady in wan place, aw’ I'll waggle ma hr"ul —Sent
in by T. Harris, Kingsland, Hercfordshire,

; A “S\I\Rl 7. LAD.

Master: “Did you deliver my message to Mr. Smitli?”

Boy: & \0, siv.  Ho was out, and the office was locked up. ™’

Master: “Why didn't you wait for him, as T instructed
you? ‘

Boy: *There was a notice on the door which said ‘ Returs
at Once,” so 1 came back as quick as T could.”—Sent in by
J. M. Cameron, Herne Bay. ?

HL GOT J1:

Jones: ¢ A burglar broke into my house about three o cloc k
this morning, when I was on my way home from the club.’

Smith: ¢ l)ul he get anything?

Jones: “1 should say he*did: The poor beggar is in the
110\[)11‘111 now. My wife
thought it- was me !"—S8eut in
by A. Green, West Hartlepool.

AN AUSTRALIAN- YARN.

‘An unusually tall man one
day hurriedly entered Sydney
Station, and, rushing up to a
bystande 'l

“Do you think T can cate h
the Brisbane express?’

The man addressed surveyed
the other’s long legs, and,
slowly removing a big cigar
from between his lips, replied :

“Well, it looks as if you
might; but you’ll have to

J. Hoewitt, Auburn, New South
Wales,
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