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Levieon's eyes becamoe glued upon the new boy's face, with so startling an expresslon that Blake and Oo.
¥ -
stared at him. “ You!" yalled Levison. “ You here! My hat!" (See Chapter 3.)

CHAPTER 1., the table, and 't].u-rar was & sheal of impot paper before the

A Rosgh Welcome. awr_oll of Sr‘.l Jm} s. J.'h'eru was ink on his fingers, and a dab

tul ik of ink on his aristocratic nose. Arthur Augunstus D’Arcy was
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Arcy e our as e ablative absolnte.

It was really too “Y‘“F Ifor the ablative absolute Arthur Augustus did not care two

The swell of St. Jim's was alone in Study No. 6,  pins personally. But his indifference to the ablative absolute

in the Fourth-Form passago in the School House. did not meet with the approval of his Form-master. Arthur

1o was grinding. Augustus would have preferred to join Tom Merry & Co. on
Tlicre.was a Latin grammar stuck against the inkstand on the cricket-field.  But he had to deal with the ablative
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absamte first, and show the results of his labours to Mv.
Yathom before teatime. i .

And while Arthur Augustus was geiting to grips with the
ablative abeolute, there was a terrific din proceeding in the
Fourth-Form pussage.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Ta, ha, ha}”

“Give him another 1"

“What a blessed funk ™

“Frog’s march !”

Bump, bumpl )

“Qw!?

It was evident that a vagging was proceeding in the pas-
sage ontside. Arthur Augustus had borne it patiently for
some time, He was trying to concentrate his noble brain on
the ablative absolute. "

That would have been hard enough in any case. But with
such a terrific din going on outside the study door 1t was
smpossible.

“It's weally too bad!” groaned Arthur Augustus, throw-
jng down his pen in despair. *“How can a chap gwapple with
this awful wot with that feahful wow goin’ ¢n? The fellahs
might shut up when I'm doin’ howwid Latin gwammah. D've
a jollay good mind to go out and give them a feahful
thwashin’ all wound!™

“Bump him !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bump, bump!

“Nil despewandum Teucwo duce of
mumbled Arthur Augustus,

auspice Teuewo,”

“THa, ha, ha{” .

Arthur Augustus jumped up. He was not geing to stand
it any Jonger. He rushed te the door and threw it cpen.

“You uttah asses!” he shouted. ““Not so much feahful
wow when a fellah's twyin® to work!”

Bump, bump!

Arthur Augustus put up his eyeglass, aud surveyed the
reenc oulside in-astonishment, Ialf a dozen fellows were
Ihcae, and it was evidently a ragging of an unusually rough
kind. v

(rookeé and Clampe of the Shell, Mellish of the Fourth, and
Piggott of the Third, were bumping another fellow along the
passage amid shouts of laughter.

The victim was a junior in dusty Etens, a fcllow whom
Arthur Augustus had never seen before,

He guessed that it was a new boy.

The new fellow was struggling in the grasp of the raggers,
and seemed to have been ﬁmn considerably, but he was not
hitting out. And his non.resistance encouraged the raggers
1o proceed to greater lengths. The new boy was rumpled and
dugty and disﬁevelled, and panting for breath.

Arthur Augustus’s brow darkencd at the sight. A little

entle ragging of a new boy was harmless encugh; but the
lour cads of the Bchool House, finding their vietim unresist-
ing, were growing rougher and more brutal.

1t was curious, too, for the new junior was a sturdy fellow,
with broad shoulders and strong limbs, and looked as if he
could casily have “Lknocked out” any two of the raggers in
a fair fight,

Arthur Augustus strode out of the study, his eye gleaming
behind his eyeglass.

“Stop that at once, you wottahs !I'' he rapped out.

Crooke of the 8hell turned on him.

*“Mind your own business!” he snapped.
chaps, give the funky cad the frog's march!”’

“Let me gol” gasped the new boy. * Let me go!
burt me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” --

“We'll hurt you some more ! grinned Mellish.

**What-ho I chuckled Piggott. ‘““Bump him!"

Excepting for Arthir Augustus, the raggers bhad the place
to themselves. Everybody was out of doors on that sunny
efternoon. Arthur Augustus himsel!f would have been out
but for the claims of Mr. Lathom and the ablative absolute.

But D'Arey had forgotten the ablative absolute now. His
eyes gleamed with wrath as he pushed back his cuffs.

“You uttah wuffians}” he exclaimed. *Iow dare you
tweat a new kid like that? Let him alone af once !

*“Rats 1"

“(Get out of the way, you tailor’s dammy !

“DBring that funk along! Frog’s march!”

And, unheeding the wrathful swell of St. Jim’s, the raggers
rushed the new boy along the passage again, struggling in
their grasp. -~

Arthur Augustus did not waste any more time on words.

In spite of his immaculate attire and his clegant ways,
Artbur Auguetus prided himself upon being a fighting-man,
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“Come on, You

You've

He sailed in. \ - = i

His left caught Crooke of the Shell, and his yight landed'on
Clampe’s chin, and the two Shell fellows roared, and rolled.
over their victim. y :

Then Mellish canght D'Arey’s left with his eye, and #at.
down yelling, and Piggott of the Third reeled away fromea’

terrific backhanded, and fell. i i
Arthur Augustus looked down upon fallen foes on all sides.§
Like Camsar of old, he came, he saw, he conguered. 5

He stooped and helped the victim of the raggers {o hisy
feet. 4
“Buck up, deah boy !’ he said kindly.

1 “They sha'n't wag
you any more. Why didn’t you hit out ™ |

The new junior panted: 1
Ul l—"

“You can cut off, you nuttah wottahs,® said Arthue
Augustue. “You ought to be ashamed of yourselves, bai!

Jove! What will the new kid think of the mannahs of St,
Jim's, at this wate?”

The raggers staggered up. D’Arcy’s charge had bowled
them over, but they were not at all satisfied. They were four
to two, even if the new boy stood up for himself, as he did*
not seem inclined to do.

“(ollar that silly idiot!" panted Crooke.
the same as that funk Outram!”

“Hands off, you wottahs !”

“Rush him !” yelled Clampe. :

“Back me up, deah boy!" exclaimed Arthur Augustne, as
he put up his hands and met the rush of the raggers.

The new boy stood hesitating. As he stood beside D’ Arey, it
could be seen that he was bigger and more powerful In every
way than the swell of St. Jim's. But he did not put up hig
hands. Arthur Augustus hit out valiantly, but he was borne-
over by the rush of the four, ahd jammed against the walk

“Berag him ! yelled Piggott. i

“Yawooh! Wescuel” 3

“Hallo, what’s the row " asked a cheery voice, 1

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, in ericketing flannels, |
came along from the stairs, on the way to their ahzdg. 3

“iour o one !’ exclaimed Menners, “Pile in !’

The Termble Thyee rushed to the rescue,

Thump! Crash! Bump! Yell!

In three seconds Crooke and Clampe aend Mellish
Piggott were fleeing down the passage for their lives, The
Terrible Three had come just in time. Arthur Augustus sat
gasping on the floor, The new boy, whom he had o gallantly
rescued, had not raiged a hand, i

“We'll rag him

i

and

i
CHAPTER 2. {
Under Gussy's Wing, i
1] WOoOoI ! H
Thus Arthur Augustus, {
The Terrible Three, grinning, helped the swell!
of the Fourth to his feet.  Arthur Augustus
Jeaned against the wall and panted, Crooke &
Co. had disappeared along the pagsage and round the nearest
corner. They were not looking for a “‘scap * with the
Terrible Three,

“ Now, what's the rew about?” demanded Tom Merty.,
“Getting quarrelsome in your old age, Gussy, and taking™”
on four at a time?” 1

“Gwooh ! The uttah wottahs! Wow ! They have
wumpled my collah fealifully ! Look at my hair! Qwl1"

“And look at your face!” said Monty Lowther,
horrified tone.

“1s it vewy bad, deah boy?”’ i '

“Tt looks frightful.”? i

“Bai Jove! Have they damaged my face?”

“0Oh, no,” eaid Lowther cheerfully; *it’se the same &8s
uenal !’ o

“Ha, ha, ha}? g :

“You uttah ass, T do not want any of your wotten jokes!”
gasped Arthur Augustus, “1 feel quite bweathless!
Gwooh 17 B Ce

“ But what were yon serapping with those cads for 1 asked
Manners. sl

“They were waggin’ this kid, and I came to pwotect
him,” said Arthur Augustus. Nk

“Looks as if he could protect himself,¥ said Tom Merry,
with a glance at the new junior, who stood with crimson )
cheeks. By Jove, you look dusty, kid! You've had a':
pleasant welcomo to St. Jim's, and no mistake 1" a1 ehd

“Why didn’t you back up, you boundah?” demanded
Arthur Augustus warmly, “We could easily have handled
those four. wattahs! Why didn’t you help me 7" 5 i

“J—I'm sorry! I—I was hurt—— I 7

“Vaas, T suppose you were,” eaid Arthur Augustus, more
amicably. * What did the wottahs pile on you for§”

in &
7
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f Me!tlah auacked hotly, and Outram guarded.

The new junior did not hit out in return, but he stopped overy

! blow Mellish aimed at him, with a skill and success which showed that he was a pastmaster of the boxer’s

! art.

Because I'm a new kid, I suppose. They
I'd soen Mr. Railton,”
and then started.”

I don’t know.
an i_rJ they'd l:nkv me to my study after
mm Outram. *“They brought me here,

Tom Merry laughed.

“iYou fell into jolly bad hands, kid,” he safd.
four are lm\\]m cads—the biggest rottere at St
\un mustn’t think we' re all ]iko that.”

“No; 1 can see you're not,” gaid Outram.
obliged to you for helping me" .

“Oh, don't mensh!”

The Terrible Three went on their way. Arthur Augustus
alone with the dusty new boy. He put up his
and surveyed him with some curiosity.

lhu ragging had been going on for ten minutes or more
baofore Arthur Augustus had come on the eceno. There was
no doubt that Outram was hurt. But what puzzled D’Arcy
was that he had not put up a fight. 1t looked as if the new
follow was a funk of the most pronounced variety. DBut
Arthur Augustus was willing to make every allowance for a
new fellow, alone and unfriended in a big school, and finding
himeelf suddenly attacked by a gang of raggers. Crooke &
Co. were the only follows at St. Jim's, excepting Levison of
the Fourth, who would have done so cruel and cowardly a
thing. Arthur Augustus was warm with indignation.

“1 didn't know tho wotlahs were waggin' a new kid, or
1'd ‘have come out befoah,” he said. “I didn't know a new
kid weas comin’. I am sowwy vou have had a weception
like this.” Arthur Augustus felt called upon to upnlugua
for the exceeding bad ‘manners of Crooke & Co. * Those

weonisbav; A STRANGE SECRET!”

“ Those
Jim’s !

“I'm much

Crooke and Clampo looked on in wonder.

(See Chapter 1.)

chaps who were waggin’ you are all fun!u, and if you'd stood
up to them they'd have left you alone. As you are a new
chap, I.l] give you a tip. When a chap hits you, hit him
hardah !’

“Thank you!” stammered the new boy.

“You look wathah an ul}ml.{ too,"” said
eyeing him. “You could make wings

“I—I never fight.,”

Arthur Augustus laughed.

“You'll mn’u to learn heah,
of twouble,” he said cheerily.

“ Fourth,”

“That's my Form.

“My name is Outram—
boy.

“Bai Jove! What a wippin’ name !”
“You look wathah in need of a bwush-up.
to the dorm?©”

“You're very kind.”

“Not at all, deah boy.

The ablative ite was 1 in Study No. &
Arthur Augustus was in the habit 0‘ ahowi g pni:tP courkesy
to new boys. He felt called upon to be more C ‘hesterfieldian
than ever in this case, to make up for the rowdy manner of
Crooke & Co. He led the new junior fo the Fourth-Form
dormitory, and helped him to put himself to rights.

* Know anybody heah, deah boy?"” he asked, as Outram
brushed his hair.

“No; I—I think not.”

D' Arcy,

deah boy, or you'

““What Form are

I'm D"Arcy." ;
Valenting Qutrain,” said the new
said Arthur Augusfus
Shall 1 take you

This way !
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“Haw® you been heab long 2
“* About an hour und a half,
Housemaster.”
= {:01:”11:1\'3111 had your tea, I presume
No.

I was some time with the
s

“ Pewwaps you would bonah us by comin’ to tea in Studay
No. 6. My fwiends would be vewy pleased.”

“You are very kind. I'd be gla.d!_"

“Not at all, deah boy! It’s a wolten shame that those
cads piled on you like that. They are a disgwace to the
Haouse, If the Head took my advice, he would twansfor
Cwooke and Mellish and Piggott to the New House. That's
the pwopah place for them I ssid Arthur Augustus. T am
eowwy you have weceived such s wotten impwession of St.
dim’s.  After tea we'll go and see Cwooke, and we'll sec
fair play while you thwash him, Outwam !" *

The new boy etarted.

*“No,"” he exclaimed—*“pno 1
- Bettah begin by thwashin’ him. You can take my tip as
an old haud, you know ! said Arthoe Awgustus, 1 his most
fatherly way.

“No. no! I-I don't bear any malice !”

“Well, that’s all wight, of couree? But I bheard those
wottahs callin’ you a funk. It would be bettah to give
Ew«}:uke a feahful thwashin’, to show thmt you are not a
unk.

“I'd ranilier not,”

“Qb, vewy well!” said Arthor Awgustus, in a somewhat
etately manver. *I was ouly givin' you a tip, as an old

T

hand. y ) o
“The—the fact is, I'd rather not fight anybody ! stam-
soered the new boy.  “T1-—-T don't like it! T not afraid,

but I den’t hke it! T'd rather not.”

“If you tell the fellows that, I'm afwaid von will have a
good many fights on your hands.” grinned Avthur Augustus,
“Cwooke will bully you no end if vou say vou ean't fight,
‘you know.”

The new boy was silent.

Arthur Aupgustus seanned lim curously,
kandeome tud, wnd ooe could not belp liking his {
he lotked so well-built and stordy that_ag
to suppose that be conld be afraid.
Crotke of the Shell. .

“Tt’s sl vewy well to be a forgi
Asthur Apgustus. D' a forgivin' chap mysell.
ean cawwy good tempah toe fah, you know.”

“I'm not good-tempered. 1—TI've got a beastly temper,”
mudered Outran,  “ 'm trying to learn to keep it in check,”

“Yewy good idealy,” said Arthur Augustus, puzzled a
little.  “T'm a vewy good-tempahed chap myself, though
I'm wathalh a demon when I'm weally woused. you're
finished, we'll go down to the studay.  Blake and Hewwies
and Dig will be comin’ in .soon; the matel must be ovah
as those Shell boundahs have come in.”

The two juniors returned to Study No. 6.

“T've got a wotten detention task,” said Arthur Augustns,
a8 he sat down at the table. “T've got to get it done befoah
tea.  Would you lka to west in the armchair till tea, or
take a twot wound "

“Perlaps T could help you?” snggested Dutram.

‘Bai Jove! Do you know anythin' about the wotten
ablative absolute?”

Outram emiled. %

“Lots,” he b
my twntor. - Let me lend you a band;
really.’

“Huwway! T'm gettin’ tied into a beastly knot with the
beastly thing !” said Arthur Augustus dalorously. * Lathom
ineists upon wammin® it into my head, you know; but there
doesn't gcern woom for it, Pewwaps you can esplain the
wttah wot if you undahstand it."’

Oatram dropped into a chair at the table, and ihe iwo
juniore were eoon buey.

To Arthur Augnstwe’ surprise, the new fellow secmed fo
have the ablative absolute at his finger-tips. Valeptine
Outram was as “well up ™ in Latin grammar ae ihe veriest
“swot 7 in the School Howse. Arthur Augustis® noble face
brightened up wonderfully.  The new boy had knowledge
and a clear way of explaining, and the difficulties that had
beset Arthur Augustus’ path seemed to melt away like snow
an the gunshine,

“Bai Jove, Lathom will be enrpwised when he seps myv

gpapah " smiled Gussy. *“¥You are a bwick, Outwam! T
am goin’ to srpwise Lathom with this!”
. And Arthur Augustus carried off his finished paper to Mr.
Lathom’s study, and did indsed succeed in surprising the
Fourth-Form master with his masterly exposition of. the
ablative absolute. llc returned to Study No. 6 in great
epiriis.

Toe Grx Laprsry.—No. 436.

Outram was a
oe. And
ggasurd
like

explained
But you

“T was grinding it only last week with
I'm well up in it,

CITAPTER 3. i

An Astdunding Recognition, ‘
ACK BLAKE of the Fourth ecame into his stady, and
pitched bis bat into a corner.  Ierries and Digby
P The three were looking ruddy and
warm, and ‘very satisfiad. School House had béaten
New House, and Figgins & Co. had to hide their
dimi .mdl hcf‘ ds; and Study No. 6 had crmtril)u:,mi nf]i.nm.
rome total of runs to the victory, in spite of the en W
absence of Arthur Augustus. e

“ Hallo, you ass! Why haven't you got tea veady 7' Haid
Blake, as he tossed away his bat. v

There was a junior in the stuyly, and Blake did not sca for
a moment that it was not Arthur Augustus.. The swell of
St Jim’s was 1 his Form-master’s study at that marment,

“Hallo! Who are you?* he added, as he becamo aware
of the fact that he was addressing a stranger. i

Outram smided

“I'm the new kid,” he sawl. Py

- you're u new kid, are you 7 said Blake, eveing bim.
“Well, T soppase new kids will come—there’s no stopping
‘em.  But——" Blake looked alarmed.  “They haven't
choved yom into this study, I suppose? We're four by,
and we're jolly well not going to stand five. Litile T
eno as 1t 3, with Gussy's toppers and Ierries® feet.”

“Silly ass!” growled Herries,

“T'm going into No, 7, said Qutram.

*Oh, good ! said Blake, in great relicf, * Nothing agaiust
you, you know; but a ehap don't like to be erowded out of
his own study. No. T's next door up the passage.”

Tt was a hint for the new boy’'s departure,

"llAl‘m waiting for D'Arey,” said Outram, colouring a
little.

“Oh, vou've made Gussy's acquaintance already, havo
your” said Blake, *Did he tell you to watt here for himi™*

“ He asked me to tea.”

*Oh, he did, did he? Just like Gussy,”

“If you don't want me, I'll clear off,” said Outram, his
colour deepening. o s

Blake laughed.

MMy dear clip, don’t Be an ass !

followed him in.

1i Guss

tea. you're welcome; bt all the manners in this et * 't
so yolished as Gussy's. You have to take us aw you find ue,
»
st
“1 sce,” said Qutram. 3 3
“If you're staying to tea, vou may as well lend & hand

getting it,” said Blake. * Know how to poach eggs?”

“ Yes, certainly.”

*Got the eggs, Dig 1™

**Here they are,” said Dighy.

“ What's your name, kid?”

* Valengine Outram.”

“Well, Valentine Outram. poach the epgs, and make your-
sell useful. There's a spirit-stove in the grate — too 10y
warm for a fire. Pile in!” :

“ Right-ho !

“By the way,” said Blake, strnck by a sudden thought,
“you'te the new kid—I've just bheen hearing about a new
kid: Mellish was telling Levison. He savs there's a new kid
wha's a howling funk. Is that you?”

hope not.” i
“1 suppose you're the only speeimen who's come along to-

daA 4
*1 suppose so.” !
“Then you're the chap Mellish was talking about. e says
vou said you comddn’t fight, and then some of themn collared
you and ragged you, and you never raiced a finger.” 3
“They were four to one,” said OQutrami, crimsoming. .-
“Oh, T sec—just like MeHish and his set,” said Blake,
“1'd adyise you to give Mellish a hiding. Can yon box 7"’
o on’t care for it.” .
“You look as if you conld box. I'll give you a round with
the gloves after tea, if vou hike, and see what you can do,”
said Blake. * Mellish is a worm and anybody could lick him,
Buck up with those eggs.™ :
Outram, with a troubled fuce. turned to the cooking. Blake
laid the cloth, and Herries sawed the loaf, and Dighy scraped
jam out of a jar into the soap-dish. They were thus-oecu-
pied when Arthur Augustus D' Arey returned, with a beaming
face. 48 i
““Oh, heah you are, deah boys! Did the New House beat
you ?”’
© “Beat your grandmother I said Blake.
“Bai Jove! You've beaten the New House, with me Toft
out?*" :
“ Becanse you were left out,” said Blake cheerfully.
“Wats " Arthur Augustus changed the subject. ““Phis
chap is Outwam, the mew kid in the Fourth. = He's been
helpin' me with that wotten ablative, and old Lathom was
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vowy pleased. He says that he will know what to expect of
rae in fature,” chuckled Arthur Augusts.  “ Faihly aston-
ished him, bat Jove!”

“0Oh, we've got a swot here. have we?" grunted Horrie,

“ Weally, Howwies, Outwam has helped me vewy wippingly.
Pway be a little more civil than Cwooke, Hlowwies! By the
way, I am goin’ to thwash Cwooke aftah tea. Ieo was
waggin' the new kid—- "

“Can't the new kid fight his own battles?” demanded
Digby.
L You're not going to fight them for him, anyway,

" Ln\'u;;:‘ said Blake. “Ilow are those eggs getting on,
am ¥
“Done,” said Outram.

“Well, you can poach eggs,” sail Blake, looking at the
results of Outram’s labours critically.  * That's better than
swottin' over the giddy ablative absolute, Stick that spirit-
stove on the window-sill—it sniffs. There's a chair for you—
mind how you sit in it—one leg’s rocky. That's a chair we
keep specially for visitors.”

Outram grioned, and sat down carefully in the. visitors’
chair.

The five juniors were all hungry, and they were soon pro-
gressing rapidly with tea. There was a sound of footsteps
and volees in tho passage outside.

“He's in there.” It was Mellish's voice.
funk Kou ever heard of "

Blake & Co. looked uncomfortable, and Qutram flushed.

“Well, I'm going to have a look at him,” said another
voice; that of Levison of the Fourth. “It will be interesting
{0 see a bigger funk than you, Mellish, "

4 Why, you rotter, Levizon——" :

The study door opened, and the thin, keen, hard face of
T.ovison of the Fourth looked in. Outram was seated with
hiz hacle to the door. and only the back of his head was
visible to the new-comer,

Blake jumped up angrily.

*Don't you ever knock et a door?"” he demanded.

“1 want to see the funk,” eaid Levison coolly.
feliows chumming up with a champion funk, what?”

Levison, you uttahly wude wascal—"

s Clome in " said Blake. “Clome in. and Outeam will chuck

up, Outram, and Iet's sec you chuck that

d into the passage.’
goe it ! said Levison, with a sneer.

Did not move.

“Dutwam, deah hoy—-" murmured Arthur Augustus,

Blake stared at the new fellow.

“Do you hear me, Outram?™

Yoo

“Then why don't you get up?"

Outram crimsoned, but he did not rise.

The juniors exchanged glances of disgust. Outram’s
tameness bore out only too fully Mellizsh's description of him.
Arthur  Aungnstus looked distressed.  He had  befriended
Outram, and it was distressing to discover that the fellow he
had taken under his aristocratic wing was a funk.

Blake sniffed contemptuonsly,

“Well, if you're a funk, Outram, the sooner you get out
gf this study the better!” he said. *“We don't like funks

ere.”

“1 twust, Blake, that you will not ferget your mannahs to
a visitah.”

“Ile's not my visitor,” growled Blake.

Qutram rose to his feet with evident reluctance, Levizon
burst into a mocking laugh. It was a great pleasure to
Levison's peculiar nature to torment and humiliate some
unfortunate victim who could not stand up for himself,

“Ts he going to chuck me out?” grinned Levison. b |
fancy<1'm going to do the chucking.”

He grasped tho new boy by the shoulder, and spun him
away from the table, amid a roar of laughter from his friends
n tho passage.

Qutram’s eyves blazed, and his fists clenched hard, and for
a moment he looked as if ho would spring on Levison, The
change in him was so startling that the cad of the Fourth
backed quickly away. Then Levison's eyes came gined
iipon the new boy's face, with so startling an expression that
Co. stered at him,
“You!" yelled Levison.
“Iallo!

“The rottenest

“You

“You here! My hat!”
Do you know him " exclaimed Crooke, from the

passage.
Levison backed out of the doorway hastily.

“Know him! Rather! I'm not taking on that blessed
prizefighter, But what’s he doing here?"” -

“ Prizefighter " repeated Mellish, - “ What the dickens do
vou mean?  That's the chap who can’t fight—thats the

funk !
“Ha could kill me

“Oh, don't be an ass!" said Levison.
WEONESDAY: “A STRANGE SECRET!”
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with one punch if he liked, as he very nearly did another
chap once.”

“ What "
“What tho dickens—'

“What are you dwivin' at, Levison?” exclaimed Arthue
Augustus, in utter astonishment. “ What do _you 'mean by his
neahly killing' a chap? You don't know Outwam.”

** Qutram !
“Ha, ha, ha

“ His name is Outwam.” G

“Ha, ha! So that’s hiz yarn!" sneered Levison, “Ie's
got the cheek to come here calling himself Outram—hece,
to St Jim’ Oh, my hat! The Head must have been dotty
to lot him in; but he must have taken the Head in, though.”

“What do you mean?” excluimed Blake. “Isn’t the chap'a
sameg what he says it is?”

PEN Wt

Ho e calls himself Outram 3" grinned Levison.

“Then what is it, if you know so jolly well?”

Levison grioned.

“His name's CGeorge Purkiss, and last year he
prisaner in Hilstall Reformatory,” he said.

wai &

CHAPTER 4,
Schoolboy or Convict?

(T Y HAT!"

“Crammon !

“You sillv ass, Levison!”

“Hilstall - Weformatowy ! repeated Arthor

Augustus dazedly, © You must be wavin' mad,

Levison!”

Al eyes wese glued on the new boy now. There were a
dozen juniors in the passage, craning their necks to see him.
The four chums of Study No. 6 regarded him blankly.

Levison's extraordinary statement had fallen like a bomb-
shell in the study.

A follow under an assumed name—a fellow who had been a
prisoner in a reformatory—at St Jim'sl It was quibe
wneredible.

The new boy did not speak.

He gazed at Levison with a stony gaze, his eyes fixed, his
facn deadly paie, and his breath coming in almost a sob.

Jack Blake_shook him by the shoulder.

“\Wake up. Outrgm, you ass! Tell him he's a L
purch his silly e " v

““ Yaus, wathalF-Punch his head, Outwam, deah boy!

Outram seemed to pull himself together.

“Look at his face!"” chuckled Levisen.
true?” :

“My hat! Tt looks like it,” sail C'rooke, with a whistie.
“ Tt sounds rather thick, but if it isn’t true, why can't he
sy 50?7

The Terrible Three came down the passage, aliracted by
the tumult. They shoved their way cheenily through the
crowd with their elbows, unheeding the wrathful expostula-
tions that rose on all sides.

“Mind my ribs!” roared Mellish.

“Mind ‘em voursslf, dear boy!"

“Keep your elbow out of my neck, Lowther!”
Piggott.

“* Keep vour silly neck off my elbow !" aaid Monty Lowther.

“Now, what’s the row?” asked ‘Tom Merry, when the three
]m‘»i shoved a way into the study. “Ragging this study—
what?"'

; “Catch anybody ragging this study!” said Blake disdain-
ully.

“It's Levison, talking out of his hat again,” snid Dighy.
“Ha says this new kid 1s a chap escaped from a reformatory.”

“0Oh, erumbs! That's thick, even for Levison.”

““Yaas, wathah!”

“It's true,” sneered Levison. * Look at his face!

IHead ouvrht to be told! He's taken in the Head.™

Torm Merry end Manners and Lowther, lika all the reat,
looked curionsly at the new junior. A faint flush of colour
was coming back into Outram’s face now,

“Speak up, kid,” said Tom Merry encouragingly. * No-
body here belioves Levison. We all know he's a Prussian
born in England by mistake.”

“Yon rotter——"" began Levison furiously.

“Shush! Let the new kid spealk up," said the captain of
{;}1a' Shell. “Don't be nervous, younz ‘un. Wa know it's a
ie.””

“1'l1 prove it,” said Levison,

“Shut up, and give the new kid a chance to spealk.”

Ontram found his voice at last.

“I—1 hardly know what to say,” he stammered.
rather taken aback,

“Can't you see it's

howled

Tha

I'r;{] a new chap I supposa I can take a joke, if it s a
joke.”
YO0 eourse,” said Arthur Aupustus, with a breath of
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=elief, “It's a wotten joke; just oue of Levison's wotten
joke=. Of course, it couldn’t be hme

“It's the truth!” eaid Levison. ‘' And all St. Jim’s cught

o know it. We don't want reformatory kids hﬂ:'e-,
suppose.”

Tom looked at the cad of the rourth

“We'd better- have this out,” he said.*
seriously, Levison?"”

“Yes, I de!”

“It isn't one of sour queer, rotten jokes on a new kid?”
“I\o, you ass”

“Are you willing to repeat it before the Housemaster?
“I'm going to the Housemaster about it, Anyway. 12
“You uttah ass, he will lick you for sayin’ such a wotten

sthing !

“1 faney he will thank me, when I prove. it.
Railton doesn’t waut to turn the Bchool He
for criminals?”

" “Qf course, it can’t be true,” said Blake,
that Levison never tells the truth if he can help it
hit l';i,::gor one than usual.”

“T'll prove it!"”
prove it, then,’
deny it, Outram?’

Qulram laughed. He seemed to have recovered from the
shack now.

“T hardly think it needs denying,” he said. “That fellow

smys my pame 15 George Pnr'kl“a Did you say Purkiss?”

"Ynu know yonr name’s Purkiss!” snarled Levison. .

“Very good! Well, my name is Valentine Outram," said

o now Fourth-Former, My father is Major Dulr.nu‘ now

st the Front. He wrote to the Head about my coming here.

Eo is personally known to Mr. Railton, thl‘ Housemaster
here, nEu met him when lu, was at the Front.™

“That wathah settles it,” grinned Arthur Augustus.

“ Ay uncle, Sir Robort Ontram, came down to the =
with me this afternoon, and saw the Head and Mr. Railtc
went on the new junior. dozen fellows must have scen
him come in with me, It was just after he left that those
ends mn“ﬁﬁ; me and began ragging me, and D'Avey chipped
in to help
: \errry Lmrf

“You say that

1 sunpose
into a home

“We all know
Thigis a

” gaid Tom Merry. “Of course, you

ol
1

7 5t wanted settly
xa1r] Kangaroo,
B oxeited erowd in- e pasen,
vtth the new kid, and saw him :pv.\l.mg to Mr. Railton. An
old johnny with white wiiskers.

“That's my uncle,” said Quiram, “He's an old St. Jim's
ﬁhap too; be was in the h ¥Form here thirty-five years

“Well, what do Fou say 1o svison?” asked Tom Merry,
fixing his eves on the cad of ﬁ *ourth.

Levison shrugged his narrow’shoulders.

“k say that that fellow’s name is (mm‘gp Purkiss, and [hai
last vear he was a prisoner in Hilstall Reformators,” he

replied.

“Bai Jove! Are gou still stickin’ to that?” ejaculated
D’Arcy.

“I’m sticking to the truth.”

“You couldn’t,’” said Monty Lowther, with a grave shuke
of the head. “ Don’t pile it on too thick, old man!”

Levison’s eyes gleamed.

Outram’s ecxplanation had settled the matter for everyone
but Levison,

Several fellows in the thickeninz erowd recalled having seen
she “old iohnny with white whiskers ™ who had brought the
new boy to St. Jim’s. Some of them had heard Mr. Railton
address him as Sir Robert Outram.

Even Crooke and Mellish and Piggott, ill-natured as they
were, were not inclined to back up the cad of the Fourth in
an accusation which seemed, on the face of it, groundless and
dictated only by a perverted malice.

“Better chuck it!” murmured Crooke, m Levison’s ear.
“ A rag’s a rag, but it's no good piling it on.’

Levison plhholl him baclk r‘uughi

“That fellow is George Purki ‘of Wilstall Reformatory,”
he said. “I don't say he’s escaped; his sentence has run out
all right. Ile was there for six months.”

“ And how do you know nnythum about it?
with a snort. “Have you been in a rcform‘ltur_v yourself?
You ought to be!”

“I have been there. My uncle is governor of Hilstall,” said
Leviscm. “Last year I visited him m a vae. I stayed with
2im a week, I saw a lot of the reformatory boys. I mightn’ t
aave noticed Pur[uw especially, but there was a row while I

" was there, and I saw it. Purkiss broke out into a fury, and
tnocked one of the warders about. T saw d all.”

“That chap knocked a warder about !’ inned Blake.
“And he let himseli be ragged by funks like Mellish™ and
Crooke !
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? asked Herries, ~

“I don’t quite cateh on to that,” admitted Levison. “Ho
could knock out Crooks and Mellish and me, too, with one
}g:ml. if he liked. He's as strong as a horse, and a aplondxd

Xer.

“You were calling him a funk ten minutes ago,” said
Digby.

“Te isn’t a funk, whatever he is,” said Levison. “T knew
all about him. He was sent to Hilstall under the First

Offenders’ Act. Ie had knocked out a fellow at Brighton—
a row on the sea-front. He has a vile temper, and he,
into a row, and nearly killed a rough fellow who tackled
That's why he was sent to Hilstall. There, as I said]
f;l(‘k]li(l a warder, and had to stay six months instead of
three.”

“Is that all wm! ve got to say?*

“That’s all,’ grawled Levison.

“Can’ vnu make up a little more?? asked '\Ioniv Lowthc'l
persua l\\ 1v “Yuu are awfully entertaining.

“Ia, . hal

‘Do ~.uu fellows mean to say that you don't believe me?”
cl‘m‘m! led Levison.

¥, of course we don't,” said Kanp:muq in sarprise.

LY I)onq .mvbodv ever believe you, Levison?”
There was a laugh.
“Well, I repeat it,”

"ell, said Levison savagely.
deny it 1f he darves!

*““He has denied 1t,” said Blake.

The new boy was ~mnlmr nOW.

“T can nnl‘, repeat that my name is Valentine Outram,™
he said. **Any fellow who doubts it can ask Mr. Railton.
He knows my relations.”

“Well I shall jolly well ask Mr. Railton!” said Levison.

“You can go and do it,” said Blake. * We're fed up with
you here! 1 should advise Qutram to give you.a jolly good
Jickmg for your lies.”

L oy 1son in(l\ml aw

“T'm not gcmw to t him

“Ha, ha, ha! Who’s the funk new?”

Levison. gritted his teeth.

“I'm not a funk! But I'm not going to-fight a ?ofr)lma-
tory rotter—a ymmg pnzo[‘: hter, who can knock a man_oug!
There isn’t a in couwld stand up to
chose {67hit & 'ﬁ‘ Hﬂ (-nuld knock out any f
Sixth - he liked.” ST

“1 dare say he might if he's George Purkiss of-
grinned Blake, * But, as the matter stands, I'd undertako
to. knock him out, vxlh you thrown in, Levison!”

“Ie’s fooling you!” howled Levison. “I rcan see now
why he’s pretending that he can’t fight. He doesn’t wunt
to get recognised as a bruiser!” y

“Oh, rats! Outram, why won’t you knock him down?”

“I~I'd rather not!”’ stammered Outram. *“1—I'm not a
funk, really, but—byt I'm not a fighting chap. I don’t want
any row |”

Blake snorted. =
“You'll get out of that soon enough in the Fourth,” he
said. **Why, you'll have s in the Second pum‘hmg your
nose if yon “take up that line,”
Qutram’s face set do;.;:rd!y.

“Let him

7 hastily.

“PTm not a fighting chap, and T vmut fight,” he said.
“'&ou can think me a flmk if you like.”
“ Weally, Outwam
g | ml]v want to be I.L‘L alone,” said Outram. "“I’'m a peace-

ful fellow. And whether you think me a funk or not, I won't
fight anybady.”

“well, either you're a rotten funk, or you're too good
for this world,” commented 'lnm Merry. “Levison, you ass,
vou'd better chuck that yarn! If Outram were the fellow
you say he is, he could knock you out.”

“1 know he conld. He won't do it because he's afraid
it would prove what I say!” sncered Levison.

“ Bow-wow !”

Levison gritted his teeth, and strode away. Crooke hurried
after him, and caught him by the arm.

“Vou'ra not going to Railton?” he asked.

“Yes, I am.”

“Rut, you ass, Railton will lick you for saving such ‘r

things! TIe'll call it a -.landﬂr-—and so it jolly well is!” g
“You don't believe it, then?”
“Of course T don’t!” said’Crooke. “Nobody does!”
“They will whon T've proved it.”

“Well, you're an ass lf jou go to Railton with a varm

Jike that!? said Crooke. ow’ll get ragged!”

ANSWERS
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“ Gome in!" said Mr. Railton.
when Ernest

A minute

on.

Levison jerked his arm away, and strode
later Crooke saw him anl\u)g at the Hou
However baseless Lovison’s extraordinary accusation might
be, there seomed to be little doubt that he Emnl\ believed
in it himself.

C

CHAPTER 5.
No Luck for Levison.
OME in!” said Mr. Railton.

The Housemaster was chatting
Lathom, the master of the Fourth,
Levison presented himself.

IHe glanced round.

“Well, what is it, Levison?”

“1f you please, sir, there is something that I feel bound
to tell” you,” said Levison very respectfully.

The 8chool Housemaster raised his hand.

“One moment, Levison! will listen to you, but I warn
you that I do not desire to hear any tales about your school-
fellows.”

“Jt isn’t that, sir. It's the new chap——"

“ Are you referring to Qutram of the Fourth?'

“Yes, sir. I have recognised him.”

Mr. Railton looked puzzled,

%A STRANGE SECRET!”

with Mr.
when Ernest

NEXT
WEDNEBDAY.

The Housemaster was chatting with Mr.
Levison pree;anf.cd himself.

Lathum, the master of the Faurth :
Chapter 5) t

(Se

“Do you mean that he i3 an old acquaintance of
yours?”
o \'114 sir.
“ fail to see why you shc yuld take tho trouble to acquaint
me with the fact,” said Mr. Railton drily.
Mr. Lathom blinked curiously over his glasses at the ced
of the Fourth. Both the masters could see that Levison
was labouring under suppressed excitement, and it puzzled
them.
“He is a criminal, s
“What "
Mr. Railton almest jumpe
‘Aro you out of your sen

to =ay

"

‘md Mr. Lathom staried.
oxclaimed Mr. Lathom.
”

“1 know what I'm fa 8 said Levison
firmly. “I recognised that fellow as a criminsl who was a
prwn:m- in a reformatory last year.”

You are dreaming, Levison, uuless you are out of your

senses. Unless, indeed, this is sheer insolencel” cxclaimed
Mr. Railton sternly.

“T felt it my duty to come to you, sir,” said Levison. oy
knew you could not know that a sentenced criminal had been

allowed to enter the school.”

“It would be your duty if it were true!” snapped Mr.
Railton. *“But it is not true. You will explain at omes
what grounds yoil have for this accusation.”

Levison w&p!muu\i

The two masters listened to him attentively.
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“You see a resemblance, then, between this boy and the
I’urklss you speak of 77 s.'.ud Mr. Railton.

“It is not a resemblance, sir. Ie is the same chap.

“You appear to be mu‘rc‘ly convinced n{ what )m: BaY,
Levison, so I will not ho angry with you,” said the I[m:w
master. “Tlave you tnld this wild idea to anyono elsc?

“ All the House, sir,’

“¥ou should not have done so, Levison.’

ay thnughl. he ought to be shown up, sir,”
“He ien’t wanted here.”

‘“He is not the person you take him for, Levison, 1 am
willing to believe that you have been deceived by a chance
resemblance. I should be sorry to think that” you were
wicked enongh to invent c.mn a story. i

“He is George Purkiss, sir! .

“He is Valentine Outram,” said Mr. Railten. “In order
to put an end to the story you }a'u(' z\lready spread, Levison,
1 will explain that I know the boy.’

*You—you know him, sirf”

said Levison.

stammered Levison, taken

aback.

““Y know him. T.was acquainted with Sir Rebert Outram,
hia uncle,- in whose charge he has been placed while his
father is abroad. Sir Robert brought him to this school
this afterncon. Moreover, 1 saw the boy about two years
ago at his father’s house. He was then thirteen years old.”

Levison staggered. '

“But—but—but——" he stammered. “He is George
Turkiss, sir! If you asked my uncle to come from Hilsvall,
sir, he would identify him at once.’

“1 repeat, Levison, that there is no shadow of founda-
tion for your absurd story. Do you suggest that a reforma-
tory boy named Purkiss has palmed himseli off on Major
Ouotram as hiz son and on Sir Robert Qutram as his nephew "

“J—1 suppose, so, =ir!”

* And what do you suggest has bec
Outram whose plice he is taking?
ironically.

#“1—1I don't know.”

“And how do you account for the fact that I saw him
two years ago in his father’s house, and know him to be the
same lad?”

"}‘-I—I—-"

T Bbevison’s torgue clove to his teecth. In the face of such
overwhehming ev idence he could not I\.nep to his story.

“T have ln*: s patient with you, Levison,” said Mr. Railton,
“because I think you really believed this nonsense _‘,nur:.FI‘
It is possible that there 13 a resemblance between COutram
and the boy Purkiss you speak of. But now that you see
you are mistaken, you will explain that fact to your Form-
fellows who have listened to your foolish accusation. You
ma;’ go.”

Levison simply limped from the study.

“What an extraordinarvy thing!” said Mr. Lathom, when
ke was gone.

The Housemaster kuitted his brows.

“1 have given Levison the benefit of the doubt,” he said.
“But I cannot overlook the possibility that he has invented
this story; he has a peculiar and revengeful nature, and
possibly has qunrn-]h-r{) with the new boy. Ii he should
repeat thia slander, T shall deal very -.mnrnly with him.’

“Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Lathom, in hearty agreement.

Lc\nnns face was white as he left the study, Crooke met
him in the p‘hmlgv with a grin.

“Well, what luck ™ he asked.

Levison ]‘)zulmd.

*]—1 can't understand it. Railton knows his pc:wplv He
rays be knew the kid himself two years ago, and 1t’s the same
kid.”

“Well, I suppose that settles it, even for you!”

ne of the real Valentine
#aid the Housemaster

said Crooke,

hing.

L‘I!. doesw’t,” said Levison, clenching his hands.  “He's
Purkies; he's a reformatory rmwr and he’s taken them zll in
somehow 1”7

“Oh, draw it mild !’

“TII prove it—I'll prove it yet!” snarled Tevison, *“The
reformatory cad is making me out to be a lar! Tl prove it
somehow !**

“What rot!” said Crooke. ‘' Better chuck it! T'm willing
to believe you've seen a chap like him at the reformatory,
but most of the fellows think you invented the whole yarn!™

“Hang them !

“But, look here, we can have lots of fun with the rotter
seid Crooke. “He'sa funk, & howling funk, and can’t fu:i t
for toffco. He’s afraid of his own shadow. We can have no
end of fun with him!”

“Not for me,” said Levison promptly,
antf?

“Pooh! He ean't hit!”

“He could kill you with one blow if he wanted to.”

Crookae lavghed.
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“Well, I'll give him a chance pretty soon,” he said.
you mean to say you're going to let him alone?”

“Yes, rather.”

o Wcll you must be a bigger blessed funk than he is!” said
Crooke.

And he sauntered away, whistling.

Levison went to his study, and slaimmed the door, and throw
himself into a chair, his brows knitted savagely. He
trying to think it out.
his mind that the new junior was the bay he had se eni
the reformatory at Hilstall;
was Valentine Qutram, son of a major in the Army, nephew of
a baronet, and personglly known to the Housemaster of the
School House, f

What was the meaning of :l." It was a problem which i
required all the cunning of the cad of the Fourth to solve.

CHAPTER 6.
The Funk!

UTRAM of the Fourth came in for a good deal of
attention during the next few days. Levison’s
accusation was known all over the school, and " it
directed general attention upon the new boy.

Qutram could not, therefore, drop into his place
unnoticed, as new boys usua.l}y did. Every fellow took an
interest in the junior who was accused of being a young
criminal released from a reformatory,

Figgins & Co. of the New House came over specially to
see him the first evening.,  All the New House fellows stared
at him the next day.

Even the seniors took special notice of him.

He was soan quite well known to everybody in the Fiith
and the Sixth—an honour that fell to few juniors, especially
new-comers,

Levison’s story was treated with derision on all sides.

In order to nip the matter in the bud, Mr. Lathom mada
a statement to his class in the Fourth Form-room the first
morning.

He explained that Outram’s people were well-known to the
Housemaster, who had also known the boy himself ag,an
carlior age.  This knocked on the head Levison’s accusation,
and some of the fellows advised him to -lpulogi&-c to Ombram
and have done with it.

T'o the gencral surprise, Levison persisted in his story.

In the face of the plainest evidence, he persisted that
Valentine Qutram was George Purkiss of Hilstall Reforma-
tory, and when he uddrr.-sscd him he never called him any-
thing but “ Purkiss.’

As the two were not, of course, on friendly terms, Levison
had no reason for .'lddre'-:mg him at all; but he found oppor-

“Na

tunities.

At the breakfast-table he would say, “Pass the salt,
Purkiss,” In the dormitory he would say, * Good-night,
Purkiss!"

He lost no opportunity of addressing that name to the
new junior, till the other fellows were as tired of it as
Outram himself.

Levison did not convince anybody of anything, except that
he was a persistent slande

He was known, in the fi
was pretty evident that he bhad taken a dis
Fourth-Former.  That accounted for his persistence,
satisfaction of the St. Jim’s fellows.

Had Qutram been of a quarrelsome nature, had he, indeed,
“stood up ¥ for himself, as any other fellow at St Jim's
would have done, there would have been serious trouble
between the two,

But the new junior took ‘everything quictly.

Sometimvs his good-looking face would flush under Levi.
son’s taunting words, but he did not retort, and he did not
hit out.

His patience had only one possible explanation,

place, to be untruthful, and. it
ike to the new
to the

so far as

the St. Jim’s fellows could see. He must be a hopeless
funk !

But that, in itself, made Levison’s accusation Ahsursle‘r than
ever. Levison's contention was that Qutram could have

knocked him out with a single blow if he had chosen, and
that he was a desperate character, who had been sent to a
juvenile prison for ruffianism and econtempt of law and order.
it was not likely that such a character would take Levison’s
taunts quietly.

Indeed, Blake declared that Levison would never have
dared to repeat his accusation if he believed it to be true.

But in that he did the cad of the Fourth an injustieo,
Levison flattered hmeEf that he was acting from a sense of
duty, and he_was in hopes that the young ruffian, as he called
him, would betray himself by some brutal outbreak. If that
cama to pass, Levison was certain to be the sufferer, but he
would have gained his point.
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The conviction was firmly fixed S

yet it was clearly proved that he



Every Wednesday.

And he was running the risk in order to prove sooner orf
later that he was in the right.

‘Meanwhile, Outram’s life was not a happy one.

Apart from Levison’s perscoution, he bhad found other
enemies, ‘The fact being fully established that he was a funk,
and conld not stand up for himself, he was at the mercy of
fellows like Crooke and Mellish.

He was ragged, and tricks were played upon his property,
his books torn or hidden, his bicycle damaged, his clothes

" sown up, his Sunday topper stamped upon. Tom Merry

& Co. frowned upon these proceedings, but they did not feel
called upon to interfere,

" If the new boy had been an invalid, or a fellow with
glasses, like Skimpole, they would soon have put an end
to the persecution. But Outram was a strong and well-set-
up fellow, and there seemed no reason at all why he could
not take his own part.

Toni Merry offered to teach him to box, in a good-natured
moment, but Outram declined.  He did not want to learn to
box.

He played cricket, and played it well, and before a week
was out his name was down as a reserve for the junior
House Eleven,

Most of the fellows let him alone, though they could not
bolp despising his pusillanimity.

But a few ill-natured “rotters ' like Crooke- and Mecllish
and Piggott found a censtant amusement in tormenting him,

. feeling safe from consequences. ’

Tom Morry took him to task on the subject one day.
Y.ovizon had ealled him “Purkiss” in the passage, and Out-
ram had gone out into the quad with flushed cheeks. The
captain of the Shell went after him.

“Look here, Outram!"" he said sharply.

“Well?” sald Outram.

“Why don't you knock Levison down, and shut lim up?”

“1 don’t want to fight.""

«Woell, it wouldn’t be much of a fight between you and
Lavison. Ho's a weedy waster,” said Tom. “You look
twice as strong as he is!”

“ A1l the more reason why T shouldn’t hit-him,” said Out-
ram_quietly.

“¥'m! Yes, in a way. But—but a fellow is expected
to stand up for himself,” urged Tom. “I suppose it isn't
pleasant to you to be called a coward?”

Ontram crimsoned.

“1'm not a coward,” he said.

“Well, then, don't make fellows think you are one. It's
pretty rotten for the House,” said Fom. —* Nobody belicyes
that lio of Levison’s. But the New House fellows chip us
about having a funk here!’

“I'm sorry.”

“Clampe’s & New House chap,” said Tom. “He was
raggihg vou the day you came. I saw him knock your hat
off this merning, and vou let him do it.”

“1 didn’t mind."

“0Oh. rats! Would you have let him punch your nose?”

#1—1 don't know. They haven't gone so far as that

“They jolly soon will, if you don't hit back. T you're
not a worm and a funk, what are you playing this game
for?”

“I'm a peaceful chap. 1'm determined not to get into a
“ But why? There’s no harm in a mill with the gloves

on.

“It's a principle.” v
Tom Merry rubbed his nese.

BWell, if it's a principle, and you believe in it, you'd
better stick to it, T suppose,” he said slowly. “But I'm
blessed if 1 catch on! ~ Most follows would think that prin-
ciple was another name for funk!”

“You think so, I suppose?"” said Outram quietly.

“ Blessed if 1 know what to think!” said Tom.
don’t look like a coward, but you act like one.”

QOutram was silent.

Tom Merry left him, feeling perplexed. That evening, in
the common-room, when Ouiram came in, Levison greeted
himn as usual:

“Hallo! Hero's Purkiss!”

“0Oh, shut up!”’ said Tom Merry irritably. “We'vo had
onough of thas, Levison.”

“Yaas, do wing off, Levison!" said Arthur Auvgustus.
“You are gwowin' to be a feahful bere, you know!"” -

“When Purkiss has had enough of it he may clear ont,"
gaid Levison. “We don’t want reformatory kids here!” !

“You know what you'd get if Railton heard you say that,”
said Manners. %

:‘I\{e‘ia tuﬁ;cn gailtorbin." i
. % And taken Major Qutram in, and Bir Robert Outra 1
es87" hooted Blake. oo
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“ fTo must have, as he's Purkiss of Hilstall.”

“For goodness’ sake, don't be such an ass, Lovison!” said
Talbot of the Shell, 1 suppose you don't deny that thero
is & real Valentine Qutram somewhere?”

“I suppose there is.” ]

‘; Well, if a chap named Purkiss has taken his place, whero
s he?”

1 shouldn't wender if this fellow’s ruffianly friends have
kidnapped him, and are keeping him out of the way,” said
Levison coolly.

“Well, you are an ass!"

“Rai Jove! Dwaw it mild, Levison!”

“The rotter would say anything rather than own up he
was lying,” said Tom Merry.

“You can eall me what you like!"” sneered Lovison. L §
&hul{ eo on callihg that fellow Purkiss, as his name i3
Porkiss.”

“Now, look here,” said Talbot, “be reasonable, Levison!
You are sucrgesiing that this kid has palmed himself off on
Volentine Outram’s people althe real Outram?” k

< Yag

“’l'h:'m he must be just like the real Outram, or he couldn’t

.
B s :

“That's the same as eaying that there's a strong likeness
betwreen the real Outram and the Purkiss you speak of 7"

4 “I'Vr--( Les,” said Levison more slowly, as he realised Talbot's

rift. s

“Vory well. The likeness cxists,” said Talbot, *“and that's
what made you take this kid for Purkisa.”

“Pai Jove! That is weasoned out wemarkably well!” said
D'Arey.

“QOnly it iso’t merely a case of a likeness.” said Levison
obstinately, “This fellow is the real Purkiss.'

“Then yon claim to know him better than his own father?”

“It looks like it-—yes.”

“Oh, it's no good talking to you!" said Talbot impatiently.
%1 think it’s time you chucked it, Levison.’

“1 aha'n’t chuck it till Purkiss owns up.”

“Outwam, deah boy, I wecommend you to take Lovison
by tho scwuff of the neck and wub his wotten nose in the
coallockah " said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“Ip hasn't tho pluck!” sneered Crooke. v

Clortainly Crooke’s remark scemed to be well-founded, for
Outram turned away without a word. Hgq.bad listened to
the discussion, with burning cheeks, but withont speaking.

Ohikram.sat down by the window, and as he «id so Mellish
of the Fourth hooked his chair away from behind, and the
new junior sprewled on the floor with a crash. Tt was a
daneerous trick. Outram’s head struck the fAoor hard, and
he lay dazed for some moments. IIn roso slowly, and Mellish
grinned at him. Outram rubbed the back of his head, his
eyes elinting,

“What did you do that for, Mellish?” he said between hia

tooth.

S“Why shouldn't I, funk?” said Mellish insolently.
Outram strode towards him, his fista.clenched. He caught
Levison's eves fixed on him expectantly. Tt was the antici-
pated outbreak at last, the cad of the Fourth told himself
gleafullv, But Outram paused.

Mellish had shrunk for a moment from the blaze in tho
new junior’s eves. But as Outram turned back he recovered
bis eourage. and, with a moeking chuckle, hie struck the new
junior in the face with his open hand.

“Naow come on, you funk!” said Mellish.

“ (o it, deah boy!” sang out Arthur Augustus,

There was a breathloss pause. Then Qutram turned quietly
and walked out of the Common-room,

CHAPTER 7.
Arthur Aurustus Thinks Tt Out!
13 ENNY for em!"” said Blake humorously.
1t was a half-holiday, and the chums of Siudy
No. 6 were sauntering along the towing-path beside
the shining Ryll
It was a sunny afternoon, and the chums of the
Fourth were looking very cheery, with the oxception of
Arthor Augustus D' Arcy.

The swell of St. Jim's had a wrinkle in his brow, and had
scomed in a brown study for some time. Ience Blake’s offer
of the small sum of one penny for his thoughts—probably
their full value, in Blake's opinion.

“T'yve been thinkin', deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus,
breaking his long silence at last,

“0Oh, good!” said Blake. “Have you found out how to
got tea in the study for threepence-ha’'penny? I you haven't,
we'd better get in in time for tea in Hall.”

7 have not HEen thinkin’ about tea, Blake.”

“I have,” said Herries feelingly. “I’m getting hungry
now.” et
Tus Gem Liszarr.—No. 436
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“I've been thinkin' about the new chap, Blake.”

*Oh, that funkl” said Blake carclessly, *I hope you
haven’t asked him tp tea Threepence-ha'penny won't go
far among five.”

‘' And we don't want any funks in No. 6,” growled Horries,
-1 told you that plain enough last time, Gussy.”

“Bo'did L"" agreed Dig.

“The fact is, deah boys, I don’t weally beliove that chap
is a funk at all,” said Arthur Augustus,

“Ratal”

“You are awah that I have wathah e gift of tact and judg-
}nmi:ta.”‘l havo come to the conclusion that Outwam is nowa
unK.

“ Bow-wow ™

“He told me the day he came that he had a vewy bad
tempah, and, was twyin’ to Jearn to keep it in check,” For
ihat weason he in determined mot to fight anybody. It is
& mattah ef high pwinciples with him.”

“High ra.tulf‘ raid Herries

“ Weoally, Hewwies-—" g

“About tea—-—" said Blake thoughtfully.

“Nevah mind tea, Blake! I twust yon can wely on my
judgment, and will agwee with me that poor old Outwam 39
not a funk. T admis that his pwinciples are wathah peculiah,
and that T wegerd them as mistaken. But a chap has a
wight to have his pwinciples wespectod—like those Pacifist
chaps, you knew, wg,o don’t believe in sheddin® bleod for any
woason whatevah. 1 wegard Ontwam as an aes, but I dén's
wegard him as & funk.”

“'There’s plenty of bread for toass,” said Blake, “and some
of ﬂ,r,e sardines are still fairly fit. But as for anything else

“Pway don’t intewwupt me with that wot, Blake! I am
suah that is hot a funk. TLook how he playe ewicket,
At pwactice the othah day Clampe was bowTinPtu him, and
wo all lmew ho meant to hit Qutwam for one of his wolten
jokes. Ountwam knew it, too, but he stood wp withont
flinckin’.  And you know that beast Champe caught him a
ewack onthe head with the ball.”

“T'd have busted a stump over Clampe for that)” raid -

Herrice. " Outram didn’t, because he’s a measly funl,”
“Watel ¥ am sunh it was his pwinciples(”
“'Well, - that’s euough about Outram,” said Blake. *“*Now

about teg—u™

“T have n :
that poor old Outwam is bein’ Jed a dog’s life.”

" Funks usually are,” said Digby. ' A school isn’t ihe plage
for a funk Tt made me sick to see him lot Mcllish punch
his face the other day. I was jolly inclined te glve him
another mysell for taking it quietly.”

“But if it was a mattah of pwineiple——-

“Oh; ring off 1™ L

“1 wegard that wemark as wude, Dig.
point—-—" g o :

“You're really coming to 2 point?” cxclaimed Blake, in
astonishmont.

““Yaas, you asg!
bein’ up to this studay to look aftah Outwam.

”

But to come to the

To como to the pomt, I wegard it’as

3

& chap wagged for his high pwinciples.

quite finished, Blake. Von will acknawledge :

““And jump on you!” added Herries.

“I sheuld uttahly wefuse to ba jumped on, Hewwiest ¥
wegard this as a dutay, and if you fellahs don’t back me
up 1 shall do the dutay en my own. 1 am not gain’ to seo
" Fathead ! ” howled Blake. Tt isn’t principles, it’s funk.”?

* Blue funk, you ass! ' growled Herries.

“Wats! T coneidah—bai jove!” Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy
broke off suddenly. “Therd is that waecal Weekes,”

A fat man, with-a bhowler hat-cocked on one side of his
head, wae sitting on a :tile, which gave access to a field
besida the towing-path. The juniors lmew him well enough,
It was Mr. Weekes, a bookmaker of a particularly disreputable
kind, who lived in Wayland.  Owing to certain aof Mr.
Weoekes” practices, he was unable to show himself on the race-
course:, and he turned a more or less honest penny making
bets in public-houses and such resorta And it ha.cfcome to
the knowledge of the Cf. that he inveigled into his ghady
practices a junior belobging to S.. Jimn's, and he had bee
solemnly threatened with 4 tremendous ragging if he showed '
himself anywhere noar the sohool R * .

The four juniors stopped at the sight of him. Arthur
Augustus’ noble eye glesmed behind his eyeglass, He forgot
all about Outram of the Fourth, There was other business in
hand now, :

““That wascal again! * he said,
Flwomismﬁ[ him, deah boys!

ecah for somebody.
<ame w;mmd Bt. Jim’e again
wmg_ﬁ ve got time before tea,” said Blake, consuliing his

,‘I“!Ya?s, wathah *

ie four juniors advanced upon Mr. Weckes.
man Hfted a Im:gn and kt)ubb)":qaick frto view, Tl st

:"Ande off I ™ he eaid trucalently.

, “You uttah wottah!” eaid Arthur Augustus, in megsured
ones,
:’;;rmLB:.R;li:gz”ﬁ chap, and you are cawwyin’ on your wascally

:‘i)h, ‘ugm! ”bsnirl Mr. Weikes.,

"’ wetuse 1o go bome. I am goin’ te thwash vor 1®

> Ands cﬁ!'F?oa.rcd Mr. Weekees, ﬂouri-.‘m'ngo iﬁe Btick
{3’:&; dodgo:l un}iir-;, thp stick, ;md the next moment My,

es was'yanked off ¢ ile AW in
back in the ggnas. ke Lo eprawliog on hie

“You wemembah what we

We told him we would wag him if he

»

——

CHAPTER 8.
A Licking for Two!
@ OOQ&PI &
v us Mr. Weéekes, as
hali’l;, unsympathetic eartl!}.e came ‘dovrn o e
©T0 Was & patter of f, ing-
i and Levieon of the Fnurt.l:'(c“far?l: :lhx.:nti%?’l:% PR,
_““Ixt the man alomg 17 he éxclaimed eavagely, “What the
dickens are you meddling with him for?" i

s w0 3 e ,
g g, 2610 trned ou o Frushed, panting cad of

“ Wha-a-at 1" . 4 s '

“He is bein’ led a dog’s life for his peculish pwinciples “Bo you are the wottah ha was waltin’ for, Levisonf
— D —— “Might have guessed that
“His peculiar funk, you mean.” - grunted Herries, £ B

“His pwinciplea, deah boy. 1
roggest that Studay No. 6 takes
him undah_its pwotection, and
puts down all that wotten waggin’.
Whenevah a chap goes for poor
old Outwam one of us can fight the
chap—we  will take it in turns.
Then the wottahs will leave the kid I

alone.”

Arthur Augustus propounded this
aurprining proposition with great
SCTIOUETIEES, f‘fia chums simply
blinked at him.

“ Wall, you ass!” gasped Herrics,

“Yes,” stuttered Blake, “1 ecan
sce myself turning into a day-
nuree for a funk—I don’t thirk!”

“Yve a jolly good mind to give
him some myself for being such a
worm,” said Dig. ““That’s how 1
look at it 1"

“¥ twust you will back me up?”
eaid Arthur Augustus, with dig-
mity,

“If you start chumming with
that funk we won’t back you up—
wo'll knock you down!” ‘. *" ]
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ONE PENNY.

OUT TO-DAY!
? e .

*“Mind your own business!” satd
Lovison ficrealv.  *“ft’s nothing to
do with you, 1 suppose *

' That's where you make 2 little
mistake,”  mid Blake cheerily,

" We're not poing to let you dis.

grace our scuool more than we can
help, Levison, Turn  that fat
rotter over, and we'll wallop fim 1'%

5

:' YAMSII, wathah ]]"

‘'Ands off 1" yelled Mr. Weekes.
“SEip, Master Lavison ?

Levison clenchad his fists, But

he hesitated. His hesitatiog was

cut short by Jack Blake, who put

and

hands advanced on

blackguard while I attend to Levie

son,
“ Hear, hear |”
Mr. Weekes was struggling in

the grasp of Herries and Dighy;
but he struggled in vain. He was
rolled over on his face in the grass,
and Arthur Augnstus picked up the

] big stick he had dropped. Arthur

It looks to me as if he is waitin® . 3

“I have vewy little ddubt that you are waitin’ heah -
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yoglasa and

D’Arcy put up hie

~—and It was evidently a ragging, for Orocke and Co.
shouts of laughter.

Augustus’ aristocratic face was very grim. He felt it a stern
duty to administer corporal mni:shmem. to :\In Weekes,
and he was not the fellow to falter in the execution of a duty.

"_'(Fl'old the wottah, deah boys! I will give him a dozen!”
“Gaitd™ .
Whaek | whack ! whack !

“Yoop! ’Elp! Perlicel” yelled Mr. Weekes. *“’Elp,

Master Levison !
But Lavison was in no condition to render aid. Jack Blake
was drlving him back into the rushes beside the river, under
a shower of heavy drives, Levison caught one with his nose,
and one with his eye, and one with his chin. Then he went
down with a erash into the muddy rushes, and stayed there.

“(et up again if you want some more!” eaid Blake
invitingly.

Levison did not get up. He equirmed in the rushes, nursing
his nose and eye, and muttering furious words,

Meanwhile, the drastic punishmens of Mr.,
proceeding.

Whack ! whack ! whack ! whack !

The fat bookmaker equirmed, and wriggled, and yelled
under the infliction. He howled, with anguish and howled
for mercy. But he reccived the dozen cuts right up to the
end of the dozen. . L

“There! " eaid Arthur Augustus breathlessly, throwing
down the stick. “‘I wathah think that will be enough.

*1a that enoygh, Weekesey §  asked Blake.

“ Yow-ow-ow ! ”

Weekes was

surveyed the scene cutaide In astonishment Helf-a-doxen Tellows were there
weore bumping apother tallow along the paesage, amlid

(See Lhapter 1.)

Mr. Werkes sat up, perspiring and crimson. He shook a
knuckly and exceedingly dirty fist at the juniors,

“Tl make you squirm for this "ere!” he gasped. “You
especially, Master Glass-eye D'Arcy. ¥ou young ’‘ound—-"

“Pway let us go, deah boys! That wotten wascal's lan-
guage 18 guite intolewable,”

“Ha, ha, hat?”?

“ pemme pet a chanee at yer on a dark night, and a few
pals with me! ” shrieked Mr. Weekes, "T'll lay yer up for
a lifetime.”

“Bai Jove! If you fellahs are weady, we will go.
feahful person has a most waucous, unpleasant
weally jahs on my perves.”

And ‘Arthur Augustus walked away gracefully down the
towing-path with his grinning chums.

Levison of the Fourth erawled out of the rushes. His nose
was crimson, but his cheeks were almost white with rfge,
The bookmaker sat up and glared at him.

“ Nice thing youa've jrot me into! ™ he anarled.

“What about me? " snarled Levison in turn.
my nose! Ldok ut my eye!
meet, so near the school, too.

“Ain’t it a free country? 7 demanded Mr. Weekes. “can’f
an honest man go where he blessed well likea? 7

‘““ An honest man, perhaps,” encerced Levison,
off gas, Weekes—that doesn’t do any good.
way of getting even with them.”

“T'Hl make ’em squirm for it, if I go to chokey over it
hissod Mr. Weekos, atruggling painfully to his feet. ““Wob
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business is it of theirs if a man 'as a bet on with s eporting
young gent—wot? *’ N
“None at all,” esaid Levison.

urge it ain’t! Let e come on Mister Stuck-up D'Arey
on a quiet night, in the lane, with two or t E us to
*andle 'im ! " said Mr. Weckes. “I'll make Ty he's

raised "is 'and to me! 3

Lovison’s eyes glittered. .

“Do you mean business, or are you only gassing? ' he
asked.

“T'll ehow you whether ¥ mean it, if T get a dog's chance,””
said Mr. Weekes, wriggling with pain. “I'll show ’im, too! ”

“Suppose I -could Hix it for yout "

“Eh? "

“If yon mean what you say it would be casy enough,”
said Levison, sinking his veice, and his eyes glittering greenly.
“I could easily find out some time when he's going out-—
elone—or only one other chap with him, and—and if I eent
you word——" i
e Oply gimmo a chance! ” said Mr, Weekes hoarsely, “1
toll yér fat if I get a chance he won't be able to craw! 'cme
artb?wards !

“Tt's & go,” said Levison,

“Gige me the chance, that's all. TI'll 'ave Dick 'Ogg with
d the Ferret, and Rill the Smasher,”” muttered M.
, ““and one or two other coves, and "tween us wo'll
make him *op—if we git hum nice and quict to ourselves.”

“Ponal =

When Levkson turned homeward Mr. Weekes went limping
away across_the fields towards Wayland, still wriggling with
pain and muttering vengeance. Levison's eye waa darkening,
ahd there were grinning looks turned upon him as he came
into the School Iouse.

He was rubbing his eye and nose alternately in Fis study
when his study-mates came in for their preparation. Lumicy-
Lumley and Mellish and Trimble grinned at the sight of him.

“Has Outram hit out at last, then? ” chuckled Lumiey-
Lumnley,

“It wasn’t Outram—it was Blake,” grinned Trimble, 1T
saw it all from the river. Levison met a bookmaker, and
thosc chaps licked the pair of them. Me, he, he ! "

“IHa, ha, ha! " roared Lumley-Lumley.

Levison did not speak, but his eyes burned. The noxt
morning Blake and Lovison received a hundred lines each
from their Form-master for fighling. For the moxt two or
three days Levison's eye changed to all colours of the rain-
Low before it scttled down to an art shade in purple. But
the cad of the Fourth liad one consolation. He felt that
avould be indemnified for his injuries when one, at lea
perhaps two—of the chums of Study No. 6 were betrayed

]

me,.
Vol

into the hands of Mr. Weekes and his rowdy friends. And
Levison waited and watched for his opportunity.

CHAPTER 9.
A Peculiar Fight, .
UTRAM of the Fourth stood at the window of his
study, loaking out towards the cricket-field:
It was Saturday afternoon, and the bright summer
sunshine strcamed down upon the playig-fields of
St Jim's.

A House match was procceding on Litile Side, between
Tom Merry & Co. and Tiggins & Co. of the New Ilouse.

QOutram could sce a parl of the cricket-field from his windew,
and he was watching the whiteclad figures moving on the
level green.

The scene was cheery and inspiriting, but the junior’s brow
was dark, his mouth drooping.

e alone in the study.
the cricket-field.

Outram’s heart was in his eyes as he watched the cricketers.
ITe was down on the list of reserves, and he had shown good
form at cricket, and could expect to have a chance in the
House matches ere long. But—there was a big “but.” The
reputation of funking that clung to him did not make any
difference to. his form as a cricketer; but it was likely to
make a good deal of difference to his prospects of playing for
his House. >

Tom Merry weuld certainly hesitate to include him in the
cleven, at least, unless he was very hard up for a player. It
was very likely that the other fellows would raise strong
objections to his inclusion, too,

Outram had become a “rank putsider ™ in his House.

Ilis active persecutors numbered only half a dozen, but
most of the fellows despised him, and did not take the trouble
to conceal their opinion. Nobody wanted to chum with a
funk. He had no friend.

Ihs study-mates tolerated him, that wae all. They were
good-natured fellows enough, which was fortunate for him.
But they did not yant to “pal” with a fellow who allowed
a ¢ad like Mellish to hit him at his own sweel will.

Since that scene in the Common-room, a week ago, hardly
a fellow had taken sny notico of Outrare. Tom Merry & Co,
sometimes gave him a greeting, from sheer good-nature; but
they did not wiant to have anything to do with him. Iis
etudy-mates were ashamed of him, though they kept civil.

Indeed, if Levison's strange accusation had proved true,
the School House fellows would probably have thought more
highly of "“George Purkiss* than they did of Valentine Out-
ram. Even a hooligan was botter than a funk.

Both his study-mates were on

"
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'F YOU WANT or Cameras, send postcard for Samples

und Catalogue FREE.—Works: JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

8/Geacn __ The ““LORD ROBERTS”
ey TARGET PISTOL.

Beautifully plated and finished. May be carried in the
ket Trains the eye and cultivates the judgmens,
nge 100 yards. Targets, 6d. per 100, Nolseless Ball

Oartridges,1/- per 100, Shot, 1/8 per 100, Send for list,

OROWH QUN WORKS, B, Whittall Stroet, BIRMINCHAM

/ARE YOU NERVOUS ?

If you are nervous or sensitive, suffer from
= involuntary blushing, nervous indigestion, con- w»
slipation, lack of self-confidence, will power,
or mind concentration, T can tell you how to
change your whols mental outlook. By my o]
Troatment you can quickly acquire n{rng
nerves and mind concentration which will
give you absolute seif-confidence.
Eppliances, or belts. Send at once 3 po
stampa for particulars of my guaranl
cure in 12 days.—GODFRY ELLIOT-SMITE, 47§,
BEFORE Imperial Bulldings, Lutdgate Cireus, London,

AFIER
£ 9% PROMOTES
WAV CURL CURLY HAIR-
Have you ever thought how much a head of CURLY
HAIR would improve your appearance? “WAVGURL'"
IMPARTS beautitul permanent curls. One bottle
sufficient, however listless your hairis, One Testimonial
says ** Mu hair acon became a nass afwary curle” For
cither LADIES OR QENTLEMEN, Price B,
Special reduction for a few Weeks Send 1/8 and %’d.

postage for a large 2/9 bot. —THE NEW WAVCURL
CO.(Dept. U), BARWICK 8T., SCARBOROUGH,

REAL GOLD SHELL RINGS

All 172 each, t fres, Bend pattern re

quired and hole oat incard for sizo.  Cata.
¥ loguo Free. Rlugs, 1/- to 70/-, Watches
Jewollery, elc. — PAIN'E FRES:NTS
HOUSE, Déps. 338, HABTINGS, ENG.

VENTRILOQUIST'S Double Throat; fits roof of mouth;
astonishes and mystifies; sing like a canary, whine like &
puppy, and imitate birds and beasts, Ventriloquism
Treatise free. Sixpence each, four for 1s.—T. W, HARRIS
(Dept. 6), 230, Pentonville Road, London, N. ;

B LU SH IN G. Famous Doctor's Rccipog for thismost distress-

L, ing complaint. 84, (P.0,). Never fails. Huns
@reds of Testimonials, Mr. GEORGE, 80, Old Church Road, OLEYEDOMN,
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Crocke & Co. did not trouble Outram in his own study.

Qutram stared from the window, his brow growing darker
and darker. ik

He wanted to be on the cricket-ficld himeelf, to watch, if he
could not play. But he was aware that the merry raggers
were lying i wait for him in the passage.

Crooke and Clampe and Mellish were not cricketers, and

“took no interest in House matehes, They preferred smoking

and playing nap. Ou this particular afternoon, having nothing
‘especial to de, the idle young rascals had planned to amuse
themselves by ragging the furk. Outram certainly had given
them no cause of offenice; bu: he did not defend himsclf, and
that was enough fo- the cads of the School ITouse.

They were waiting in the passage ready to collar Outram
as he came out. The House was almest deserted that bright
half-holiday, and the opportunity was excellent,

Several times Outram had heard whispering and soft foot-
steps in the passage. He did not leave the study. ITe won-
dered whether Crooke & Co, would lotse patience and come
there for him.

‘e door opened at last, and Outram turned wearily from
the window. George Gerald Crooke grinned into the study.
Mellish and Clampe grinned over his shouldars.

“Ain’t you coming out tbis lovely afternoon?” grinned
Crooke.

Outram shook his head. =

“‘Blessed if the funk isn’t afraid to come out of his study !”
said Clampe.

“We've come to see you, Cntram, as you won't come to
sce us ! chortled Mellish.

“1 wish you’d let me alone,” said Qutram quiotly,

The three juniors laughed iy chorus.

“No fear!” said Crooke. *We doa't like funfs in this
House. Why don’t you get out of 8t. Jim's? You know
you're a disgrace to the school I

“1°1l tell you what,” said Clampe. * Mellish punched your
bead the other day. Why don’t you fight Mellish 7?7

““Yes; come on!"” said Mellish valiantly,

Outram shook his head.

“T am net a funk,” he said quietly, “but I have made up
my mind to fight no ene. T think you might lct me alone.”

“Well, we're going to make you fight Mellish!” chuckled
Crooke. *Now, stand up to him!”

“1 will not!”

“Phen you stand up to him, Perey, and punch his nose till
he begins 17

“He, he, he ! cackled Melligh.

Percy Mellish was as brave «s a lion—when he had to deal
with a fellow who was quite at his merey. He cdvanced upon
Outram with his hands up.

. **Mind he doesn’t dodge out,” he =aid.
But Outram showed no inclination to dodge.
- Mellish calmly, though he did not put up his hands.

“Here goes for your nose ! said the cheerful Percy,

And he let out his right full at Outram’s handsome face,

Qutram’s arm came up like a flash, and the blow was

rded. Mellish gave a yelp of pain; the knock on his wrist
hurt him. Crooke and Clampe stared ; Outram could have
ocked the cad of the Fourth flying if he had liked. But he
id not strike.

“Go for him, Percy 1

“Mop him up!”

“By gad, I will!” snarled Mellish.
cad ¥

And Mellish attacked hotly. -

Qutram guarded.

. He did not hit out in return, but he stopped every blow
Mellish aimed at him, with a skill and success which showed
that he was a past-master of the boxer’s art.
“. Crooke and Clampe locked on in wonder.

That a fellow who could box like this should allow himsclf to
be bullied by Percy Mellish was simply astounding. It was clear
that Mellish was at his mercy if he chose to hit out. DBut he
did not.

“Blessed if I ever saw such a rotten coward !” said Crooke,
*Too funky to hit out, by gad ! IHe could make hay of Mellish
if he had tgc pluck to hit him !

. “He’s making hay of him now,” grinned Clampe.

Mellish was getting hurt, from the sharp raps that knocked
Lis clumsy drives eside.  He was getting furious, too. Not a
single blow had reached the new junior, and Mellish had
bellows to mend. His two companions were laughing loudly
at his failure.

Mellish backed away at last, gritting his teeth.
breathless and winded, and scowling with rage.

“I'm fed up with the cad !” he growled. ** He won’t fight !
He hasn’t pluck enough to fight a white rabbit. Collar .tim,
and we’ll ink him |”

“Good egg!”

Phe three raggers advanced upon Outram together.

‘w b “A STRANGE SEGRET!
=

e faced

“I'll smash the funky

Ile was
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- beastly neck without wowwyin’

- him savagely, hitting out with furious force.

Just
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then the study door opencd again, and an eyeglags glimmered
in. Behind the eyeglass was Arthur Augusius D'Arcy, the
swell of the Fourth,

“Bai Jove! I thought I should find you wottahs heah!”
satd D'.-hq, as he came into the study.

CHAPTER 10. -

Arthur Augustus Comes, and S2es, and Conguers.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS BD'ARCY pecled off his
x elegant jacket, and threw it upon a chair. Then he
removed his eyeglass, and pushed back his cuffs.
Crooke & Co. watched those proceedings in angry
astonishment ; Qutram with a very peculiar expres-
sion.

“Look here, you can clear ont, DArey ! snapped Crooke.
“It is you who are goin’ to cleah out, Cwooke ! I am goin’,
to give you thwee wottahs a feahful thwashin® all wound,” said
Arthur Augustus calmly. I wegard Outram as a fwiend,
and I am not goin’ to allow him to be wagged!”

“So you choose a blue funk for a pal?” encered Mellish.

“I do not wegard Qutwam as a funk. I wegard him as a
fellah with vewy queeah pwinciples.” =

“ Silly ase !” said Clampe.

“He's a rotten coward,” said Crooke, “and we're going to
rag him as much as we like. And you can mind your own
business.”

“Which of you is comin’ on first?” asked Arthur Augustus
calmly. “I am goin’ to thwash the Jot of you. As you are
all wotten funks and slackahs 1 am willin® to take two
togethah, if you like.”

You'll take three together if you don’t clear off, you
tailor’s dummy !” said Clampe.

I wefuse to be called a tailah’s dummy, Clampe!
the whole, T will thwash you first. }
wottah 17

The three raggers exchanged a quick glance, and closed
in on IYArcy together. They did not expect any inter-
ference from Outram, who had not spoken a word, but was
looking on with a pale and harassed face,

* Faih play, you wottahs ! said Arthur Augustus indig-
nantly. ‘" Thwee to one is like wotten Pwussians !

* Will you get out, then?” demand:d Crooke.

“Certainly not! Outwam, deash boy, I suppose it is no
use wequestin’ you to take one of these cowardly wottabs
off my hands 1"

1 am not going to fight,”” said Outram quietly, “I don's
ask you to interfere, D'Arcy. It's very kind of you, but 1
don’'t want you to.””

“Wata! Suppose you take Cwooke by the neck, and hold
him while I thwash the othah wottahs”"’ suggested D’Arcy.
* He is a weedy beast, and you could hold him quite easily.”

Outram hesitated.

“ Let him touch me, that's all!” sneered Crooke.

“Come on, Outwam! You can hold the wottah by his
i your weird pwineiples,

Upon
Put up your hands, you

youn know.”

1 will do that,”’ said Outram,

He advanced on Crooke. The cad of the Shell stared at
him, taken quite by surprise. Then he put up his hands and
hit out furiously, expecting Outram to cower away. But
he was disappointed. The new junior guarded his blows
with cool skill. brushed his clumsy hands aside, and gripped
him.

Crooke simply shrivelled up 1 that powerful grasp. His
wrists were seized and held together, and, struggle as heo
would, the cad of the Shell could not release them. Heo
glared at Outram in rage and dismay.

“ Let me go, you rotten funk!” he bawled.

Outram_did not_reply, but he dragged Crooke across the
study, still gripping his wrists with a grip like a vice,
Crooke howled with pain under that grip. DBut he resisted
no longer, for that grasp betrayed 2 iremendous physical
strength that scared him.

Arthur  Augustus  chirruped gleefully. Mellish  and
Clampe would have gone to Crooke's aid, but they had no
time. The swell of St. Jim's was attacking, and they had
to defend themselves. .

1f the two young rascals had equalled Arthur Augustus in
pluck, they would have had the best of the combat—two to
one. But they were weedy and flabby and out of condition,
and by no means of the stuff of which heroes are made.
And Arthur Augustus, clegant and nutty as-he was, had
simply unlimited pluck, )

He sailed in like a hurricane. Clampe and Mellish me$
i i But_ two or
three drives did not suffice to stop the swell of St. Jim’s. He
drove his right at Mellish’s chin, and sent the ead of tho
Fourth spinning like & top acvoss the study. Mellish erashed
Tue Geyx Liprarv.—No. 3

A M%gniﬂcum New, Lon% Completa School Tals of |
om Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD.




1+ THE BEST 30 LIBRARY §e&~

down in the fender,
had enough already.
Then Clampe was driven right round the study under
D'Arey’s whirlwind attack. Ile defended hunself I vain.
Blow aftor blow crashed upen him, and he dedged and
twisted and yelled. &
Lend me a hand, Mellish! Back up, you

and stayed there, groaning. He had

Yaroooh !

Elmku:shYmp ! Oh, my nose! Yow-ow-ow!’
At drive on the chest sent C lxll'ﬂlf(‘ crashing down on
Mellish in the fender. He sprawled there, groaning and

clasping his nose.

Arthur Augustus grinned down at them a little breathlessly.

“Get up, you “u:min and have some more ! he gasped.

“Ow! Ow! Ow?l

“IE you do not want any more yon can cleah out ! said
ur Augustus. * And if you :In not depart m.m(::imh"lk
all kick you fwem tho studay !

iﬂmh and Clampe picked themzelves up and -.hmh ouk

room. They had had more than enough. Arthur

.'\:I zustus threw the door shut sfter them and turned Lo the
scowling Crooke.

The Shell:
Ih- h!mk

w was still htlphv:w in Outram's ivon grasp.
‘wpprehensively at D'Arcy,

e, I'll-1'11 go!"" he panted.

g ! tun goin' to give you a feabful thwashin® first, Cwooke.
Pway welease him, Outwam deah boy.’

Qutram let the ,‘sh(-tf follow go. Crooke made a rush for
ﬂmhdour but he found Arthur Augustus like a lion in his
[mr

‘Pat up your hands, you wottah I’

Y Look hero—— Ow—yow-—yah!”

('rooke put up his hands :n'om;ﬂly to stop the rain of
blows. But he did not succeed in stopping many ef them.
He backed round the table under the hot uttack, panting, and
as he came near the door he made a sudden spring for it,
tore it open, and bolted.

Arthur Augustus rushed after him,
Crooke as he went through the doorwa
s;;rawlod in the vassage.

W Arcy t'lowd 'im daor, §

“ All sewene ! he remarked,

rluf*'a?t. lauy:hf‘il

i & (Io not think
here,”” he said.
‘Wathah not !

and his foot erashed on
¢, and the Shell fellow

1wy will come back so long as you are

And I do not think they will wag you any
, deah boy. T am g(:in' to thwash them evewy time.”
\ou re very u‘(md gaid Ontram gratefully. "I don't
wum know why you're chipping in like this for me.
‘1 wegard it as a dutay,’” said D'Arey loftily. “I do not
beliove you are a funk, deah boy, but only a howlin® ass
with vowy querah pwinciples, 1 am goin’ to look aftah you.
Besides, vou helped me with that wotten ablative absolute
the day you came, you know, .'m(l got me out of a wow. [
suppose you don’t want to -:(u k indoors on a half- holiday 7
Come and-watch the ewicket.”
“You'se given up this afternoon to Jook after
me 7" bmd f)un'\m eyeil t,lm ‘swell of St. Jim's curiously.
Yaas.
“But why?”’
“1 wegard it as a dutay. 1 am goin’ fo stand by \o.:
b l"\orv other fellow in the House is down on me.”
‘Yaas. You can wegard me as the champion of the
(\;u)wmsnd, vou know,”’ ss iid Arthur Augustus «'hecrfu]h,
“ And-—and you don’t despise mo like the rest?
Outram slowly.
“No; 1o
to the ewicket,’
 Right-ho I
The two Jumuls left the study together. Outram was silent
and thoughtful, but Arthur Augustus chatted away cheerily
as they walked ‘down to Little Side.

said

y wegard you as a howlin® ass. Let's go down
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CHAPTER 11.
A Lesson for Levison,
OM MERRY’S wicket had just fallen to Fatty Wynn's
bowling. Talbot and Jack Blake were at the wickels
now, and batting well. Most of the junigrs of both
Houses were gathered round the field, looking on.
Arthur Augustus and Outram came up to the
pavilion with a "tmd many eyes on them. The swell of St.
Jim's had linked arms with Outram. It was seldom that
D'Arcy linked arms with anybody. But the lofty Guss
desired all the world to sce that Outram was his friend.
That would be enough to convince ell St, Jim's that Outram
was the right sort, in the great Gussy’s opinion.

“What the thunder are vm\ doing with that chap, Gussy "
B msh d Herries

‘Are you w forrin’ 1o my fwiend Outram, Hewwies ?"?
‘I'm referring to that mslk " said Herries traculently.

e \\ eally, Hewwies -

‘ Are you playing tl:e giddy ox again?

4 “mlllv Diglh Oy

“ Flallo, Gussy!" said Tom Merry cheerily.
corae to see the dunL a opr \un vo saved us from ¥

s Weally, Tom Mewwy —

“ Hallo, Pyutlss ! chimed in Levison of the Four
of a change Rere after Hilstall Reformatory, isu't iv?

QOutram diF not speak, and some of the fellows laughed.
3ut Arthur Augustus frowned. He made a stop towards
Levison.

* Levison, deah boy, you h:nn addwessed an
W nmark to my fwiend Outwam,” he said qui

*Your friend Purkiss, you mean,” said Levison.
I should wecommend Outwam to knock vou down,
som, but his extwaordinaway pwinciples -uund in the wnv
* His extraordinary funk, you mean ! grinne Kangaroo,
‘Pway do not intewwupt me, Kangawoo. Levison, I wish
vou to undahstand that 1 shall not allow you to addwess my
fwiend Outwam in that offensive mannah.'

o dnnt know any chap here named Outram,” said Levi-

soi. ‘I know a chap named Purkiss -Georgo l’m'kmm
‘You have wepeated the offenee, Jxvizom-
CIf !’urum dossn’t like it, he ean say so,”
I.q-\ ison. ‘" What are you ¢ hij\pmrr in for?"”
“T am rhmpm in because Outwam is my fwiend —"*
‘He isn't I"" hooted Herries,

e sz are undah a misappwehension, Ilewwies. He is. T
am not goin’ to allow you to be impertinent to Outwarn,
meon

*Do vou mean Purkiss ¥’

“ May 1 wequ vou, Levison, to come into the gym with
me 7" asked Arthur Augustus, with elaborate politeness,

“You can request anything you like. you tailor’s dummy,
lmt I am going to call Purkiss Purkis

‘Den't begin a row now, Gussy,” said Tom Merry.
‘Watch the cricket t, old chap, and tell us about that contury
you wouldn’t have got.’
SWats ! I am goin’
I\\ iend!”
(.m t your precious friend stand up for himself I" baw!

' demanded Dighiy.

o 1 avdlilou

. Y Bit

offensive

Lr‘\'i—

suggested

to thwash Levison for insultin® my

y a mattah of pwineiple.”
‘A matter of m:uwking funl. you mean !”
‘I do not mean anythin” of the sort, Hewwies. 1 do not
pwnfr\u to (ump\ne‘lemi Uulv\a,nu weird pwinciples, but 1
wespect them.’

“Fathead !

“ Ass!” said Digby.

“Wats! Levison, will you,
gym?®"”

“(Go and eat coke!” said Levison,

Arthur Augustus pushed his enffs back.

s E‘hon 1 \hnl] thwash vou heah, Levison

“] s " began Outram, pulling at D' Arey’s eleeve,

"Pu.n (lnut mu\s\u\pt me, Outwam. 1 am going to put
an end to that wa s wotten insinuations. Levison, I
wequest You to apologise to Ontwam at once!”

s \M Tm Tikely to npn!uglm to a reformatory criminal. I
don’t think !"" sneered Levison.

“Then come on, you cad!”

And Arthur Aug stus rushed at Levison, hitting out.

Levison backed away; but he had to put up his hands. The
other fellows gariwrlﬂ(l round in a ring.

(3o it, Gussy !” chirruped Digby.

Dig was “down ” on his noble chum making friends with
the funk.  But he was quite in favour of licking Levison,
anyway. Dig's opinion was that the more lickings Levison
had, the better it would be for him.

“You silly-fool, let me alono!” howled Levison.

“Wats! T am goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin® ¥

“ (Give bim beans, Levison!” howled Piggott.

It is

or will you not, come into the

. TUCK HAMPERS ARE CGIVEN AWAY TO REMIEHS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1"
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But Levison did not look like givt'niothe noble Gussy beans.
Ho began to fight, as he bad no choice about the matter.
But he had little chance against the swell of tho Fanrth.

He was knocked right and left.

Panting for breath, he receded before Gussy's hot attack,
and went down ab last in a heap, spluttering,

“Too cigarettes, dear boy,” grinned Monty Lowther,
fYou nevet have your wind when you want it.”

Arthur Augustus waited for Levison to rise. The cad of
the Fourth sat up, ecowling, in a circle of grinning faces.

“Do you wish to go any furthah, Levison?” asked Arthur
Augustus politely,

“Hang you!™

“Will you have the extweme
question 7’

<« ““No, hang you!” :

“Vewy well. I do not desiah to ewow ovah you in any way,
Tevison: but I must insist that you do not addwess my fwiend
Outwam as Purkiss any more, and do not uttah any of your
wotten insinuatione. If you do so, T must warn you that I
shall give you a feahful thwashin’ evewy time.” )

I®Wison ‘staggered to his feet. His face was black with
Ta °

“Hang you! The fellow’s namo is Purkiss— -

Biff | Levizon measured his length on the ground again,
with a yell.

He blinked up furiously at the gleaming eyes of Arthur
Augustus. g

“Wepeat that wemark, Tevison, and I will wepeat that
thump,” said the swell of St. Jim’s, “Brewy time, you
know.”

“Hang you!™ groaned Levison,

“Y am vewy sowwy to have to wesort to such wuff methods,
Levison, but you have lefi.me no othah wesource.”

Levison scrambled up, but ho did not renew the conflict.
He was not looking for a fight to a finish, and there were
eafer metheds of vengeance—if all went well, He gave
ID’Arey a black look. and strode away from the pavilion.
Tom Merry clapped the swell of 8t. Jim’s on the back,

“Well done, Guss; What a ripping chap you are for
minding other people’s business ! he remarked.

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—-

“And now leave that worm

Herries. *

Arthur Augusius loocked distressed,
g :;l'}’nn](l be awfly sowwy, Hewwies, to thwash an old
pa}' Eh!™
“But I cannot permit you to addwess oppwobwious we-
marks to my fwiend Outwam,” said Arthur Augustue firmly.
“You sitlly chumnp!” roared Herries, “T've a jolly goed
mind to mop up the ground with you, and knock a little sense
into your silly head!™
“Man in!” rapped out Tom Merry. Talbot's wicket was
dewn. And Ierries had 1o take his bat and go to the wickets,
sehich was perhaps fortunate just then.
= Many curious glances were cast upon Outram as he stood
ching the cricket with Arthur Angustus. Gussy’s guixotic
nee of the “funk ” evoked tolerant smiles, The juniors
ced it was just like Gussy. But that a strong, healthy, fit
fellow should setand idly by while another fellow fought his
battles for him, caused nothing but disgust, and it added, if
possible, to the contempt with which the unlucky Outram was
already regarded.

But the despized onteast had a friend now, at all evente.
Arthur Aungustus was loyal to the core, and he intended to
stand by his new pal through thick and thin. But it was
probable that Study No. 6 would bave something to say about

that !
“I
Manners and Lowther, who had been called in to give
their valuable opinion had to concur. E
Arthur Augustus 1Y’ Arcy sniffed.  Evidently he .did not

gooduess to answah my

e

Outram alone!™ growled

——— 5

CHAPTER 12,
uble in Study Nc. 8,
T'S a disgrace to this study!”
Thus said Herries emphatically.
Blake and Dighy nodded assent. Tom Merry and
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It was several days since the “row " on the cricket-figld.
Blake & Co. had hoped that Gussy’'s new idea would * fiZzle
out ” of its own accord. But the¥swell of the School House
was a sticker. .

He had chummed up with Valentine Outram, and wild
horses would not have dragged hima aside from the path ho
had marked out for himself.

It had been a good thing for Outram. The curious new
boy, who either could not or would not stand up for, '_ﬂse]f,
certainly needed a pal to stand up for him. Arthur, stus
had taken up the cudgels in his cause in the moseylilike
manner, i

Crooke and Clampe and Mellish had ceased to rag. As they
were booked for a row with D'Arcy whenever they meddied
with Outram, they soon tired of that amusement. They were
still showing signs of the “acrap » in the study.

Neither did Levison continue to address him as “I’l%
or make references to the reformatory. Only once
tried it on since the fight at the pavilion. It Was in tho
Common-room one evening, and Arthur Augustus had imme-
diately got his head into chancery, and hammered till Levison
howled for merey. After that, the cad of the Fourth let the
matter drop, so far as open taunts went. Ile was po match
for I’ Arcy, either in fitness or courage, and he Mad to give
way. i >
So the persecution had dropped. But the new jinies was
despised for allowing ancther fellow to fight his batthes, and
no one but Arthur Augustus attributed his curious tondtict to

his * weird principles.” As Blake remarked, the | and the
short of it was that be was a rotten funk; and Beady Ne:—6-
didn’t want to have anything to say to a funk. If the pgor

beast couldn’t help it,” they were sorry for him, but they
wanted him to keep clear of their study.

Henee the meeting in . 6, at which the Terrible Three
had been called in to assist in reasoning with the swell of St.
Jim’s. Blake & Co.’s view was that Gussy shoukd drop the
funk like a hot potato. Gussy’s obstinate opinion was that he
wasn’t going to drop a chap berause of his high principles.

“Leave it to your Uncle Tom,” suggested the captain of
the H’}'mll. *Now, Gussy, are vou willing to put it to the
vote ?

“* Wats %"

“Well. I agree to thai.”" said Blake, feeling secure of a
rajority. * Pug it to the vote, Gussy. That's fair.”™

“Wubbish! You are pwejudiced against my fwiend
Outwam. I am goin’ to stand up for him and look aftah him.
It's no gooed arguin’, deah boys. It is urtah wot to say that.
the chap is a funk. His patah is fightin’ the Germans at this
vewy moment.”

* What difference does that make, ass?”

“1 wefuse to be called an ass. And his uncle was dis-
tinguished in the South African Wab.”

* Never mind his pater and his uncle. The fellow himself
is a worm,” said Digby. I don’t want to rag him, as far as
that goes. But let him keep to himseif.”

“{buck up chumming with him, that’s all,” said Blake.

* Imposs, deah boy ! 2

“ Look here, you'll have to chuck #im up, or chuck us up P>

exchimed Herries excitedly. *We're not geipg to pal with
a funk., The New Ilouse rotrers were qﬁg us about him
only this afterncon.” ’

**Blow the New ITouse wottahs ™
“But they're right this time,” said Blake. * Outram’s a dis-
grace to the House, and a disgrace to anybody who knows
him. *Now, look here, Gussy, we ask you in a friendly way to
chuck him. These Shell chaps agree.”

The Terrible Three nodded. They sympathised with Blake.

“1 don’t mind being civil to the chap,” said Blake, greatly
aggrieved. ‘“‘I'm not the fellow to be down on a funk, even.
Bur we can't pal with him. And if he’s with you, he’s with

ue

That's all wight, if you come wound and back me up
Then we can pal with him,” suggested Arthur Augustus.

“Fathead !"* howled Blake.

“Ass!™ hooted Dighy.

Y Duffer !” said Herries.

“1 wefuse to weply to those oppwebwions wemarks,” said
Arthur Augustus, with dignity. *‘I twust you will agwee
with me when you are coolah,” You weally might wely on a
fellah’s tact and judgment.”

“Rats and pifife!” said Blake. *Look here, we mean
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business, D’Arey! T you go on palling with that outsider,
vou needn’t speak to us, and that's flat."”

“ Agreed 1" said Herries and Digby together.

Arthur Augustus rose to his feel, and turned his eyeglass
on his old chums, more in sorrow than in anger.

“Vewy well,” he said quietly. I must do what I wegard
as a dutay, of course, If you chaps do not appwove, you arc
at liberty to dwop my acquaintance. I have the honah to
wish you a vewy good evenin’.” .

An({ Egthur Augustus walked out of the study, with his

 nobleTnoss considerably elevated, Blake & Co.,. and the
Terrible Three looked at one another, and Jack Blake gave u
dismal groan.

“Now the silly ass is on the high horse,” he eaid. “What
the merry dickens are we to do with the wdiot 7"

“Suppose you swallow Outram whole?” suggested Tom
Q{:ﬂy. .

Z%No fear !
" B¥e iswt really a bad chap, il only he wasn't such a
funk,” remarked Manners.

Blake snorted.

“This study don't pal with funks.
off, he can go; I'm fed-up with his rot,
back to tea, anyway.”

But D'Arcy did not come back to tea. The six juniors
had if tea. And when they strolled out into the guad-
ranghg pfterwards, they found Arthur Augustus there, chat-
ting with Ountram.

o you're still keeping it up. you ass?"” growled Blake.

o Arthur Augustus looked at him coldly..

=4 At yon addwessin’ me?” he asked.

*#¥ou know I am, you fathead !

“Am I to take that as a wespectiul wequest to wenew my
acquaintance 1" .

“*Not unless you drop thai funk.”

“Then pway do not take the twouble to addwess me at all,
Master Blake,” And Arthur Augusius walked away with his
new friend. -

“Master Blake !” stuttered Jack.
tho frabjous ass!”

“0Dh, f(‘b ‘em both go and eat coke, and let’s go down to the
cricket,” said Herrigg. I dare say Gussy will get tired of
plaging the giddy goat in the long run.”

Outram was looking troubled and distressed as he walked
aul'a:.' with the swell of 8t. Jim's. D'Arcy was calm—loftily
calm.

. “1 can’t have this," said Outram abruptlv. —“You're
_tguarrelling with your friends on my account, D'Arcy.”
< * “0Oh, that’s nothin'."” y &

“you'd better do as Blake asks vou, and leave me alone,”

urgo,d Outram. *“1 don't want to be the cause of trouble for

If Ciussy chooses to go
I expect he'll come

“1'11 Master Blake him,

T

“Wubbish! I shall nevah speak to those chaps again
unless they wequest me to wenew the acquaintance, And 1
ghall not dwep your acquaintance, QOutwam, unless you
assuah me that you do not wish to speak to me.”

“T'm not likely to do that,” said Outram, laughing o little.
“It makes a lot of rliﬂ'e.rm@ to me. But on your ac-
count—"" o3 -

“That's all wight; theyll come wound.”

“Will they? Qutram doubtfully.

“Yaas, I think = But if they do not, it is ail the same.
T shall wefuse to wecognise them,"” said Arthur Augustus,
loftily. *“Let’s go and watch the ewicket.”

Outrar still looked troubled; but his champion was deter-
mined to be cheery. The dispute in Study No. 6 was soon
known all over the School IHouse, and many curious eyes
were turned on D'Arey and Outram when they came into the
Coommon-room that evening together.  Blake and IHerries
and Dig were there, but they did not speak to their old
chum, and D'Arcy did not seem to be aware of their exist-
ence. The two strangely-assorted friends played chéss till
bedtime.

The other fellows did not all follow Blake's line. Iam-
mond of the Fourth was dex oted to the noble Gussy, and he
was prepared to “swallow " the funk rather than euwt his
chum. And Julian and Kerruish spoke to them both. But
most of the fellows let Outram severely alone; and as D"Arcy
wv:as with him, they let D"Arcy alone, too. The swell of St,
Jim's did not seem to mind. The noble Gussy was sufficient
unto himself.

Lovison of the Fourth stopped to speak to D'Arcy in the

passage when they were leaving the Common-room, D'Arcy
eyed him coldly.

“Pway do not detain me, Levison!" he said.

“Just & word,” said Levison, with an_ evil grin. “It's

somethifg that concerns your dear friend—ahem {—Outram.
I mustn’t say Purkiss now.”
“Not unless you want to be knocked ovah, you wottah LA
“I'm going to get my uncle from Hilstall to visit me
Tue Gem Lisrany.—No, 436,

here,” grinned Levison. ‘e will sce Outram. I think tha%
will be the finish, what?"

“ Kindly allow me to pass, Levison."

£ ?Inld if my uncle recognises him as Purkiss—'

Bi ’ e

Arthur Augustus followed Outram down the passage, leaw-
ing Levison of the Fourth sitting on the floor. Qutram bad
heard Levison’s words, and his face had gone white. D’Arcy
glanced at him in surprise. fix

“It makes no diffewence to you if that wottah's wotten
unele comes heah, of course?” he remarked.

“(Of —of course not.”

“Tn fact, it may turn out a good thing,” said Arthur.
Aungustus thoughtfully, “The governah of Hilstall will bo
able to say quite positively that you are not the fellah Levi-
son took you for, and even Levison will be satisfied then.”

Outram did not reply,

’

CHAPTER 13,
Back Up!

OM MERRY tapped Arthur Augustus on the shoslder
as the juniors came out after dinner on the folloging
Wednesday. Tom Merry was samewhat concerned
about tho troublo in Study No. 6, which showed no
sign so far of healin

“You'ro playing this afternven, Gussy?” asked Tom.

D’ Arcy shook his head.

“'m afwaid 1 shall have to stand out, Tom Mewwy."

“ But you're not going to cut a Form mateh?” urged Tom,
What will the Fourth do without you?”

“They’ll be simply lost sheep, you know,” said Dlonty
Lowther solemniy.

“Yaas, I feah so,” said Arthur Augustus unsuspiciously.
“But I weslly have no choice in the matlah. Blake s cap-
tainin’ the Fourth, and Hewwies and Dighby are playin’. €
cannot vewy well play when I am not on speakin’ terms with
them.”

“It isn't really necessary to speak during cricket,” re-
marked Manners. “You could give your lower jaw a rest
during the match.” L

“Weally, Mannahs ==

“Yetter play,” urged Tom. “Why not make it up with
Blake? Haven't you often said that an apology sets any-
thing right?”

“Yaas, but Blake won't apologise. -

“Well, you epologise to him mstead! So long as there's
an apology, it doesn’t matter about trifling detatls.”

“1 wegard you as an ass, Tom Mewwy 1"

Arthur Augustus joined Outram and walked awa with
him., The Terrible Three looked for Blake. The Shell were
playing the Fourth that afterncon, and as a rule D'Arcy
played for his Form in these matches. Bul the awell of St.
Jim's was willing even to give up cricket rather than
surrender.

“(Gussy won't be playing for you, Blake,” Tom remark

Blake grunted. 3

*“No, I suppose not.
reckon. The silly ass is still sticking it out.
his prep in No. 6 now."”

“Yps jolly decent of him to stick to that fellow Outr:
like this.”

“Jolly fatheaded, you mean!” growled Blake, “I've had
a hint that the New House kids are going to chivy the funk
this afterncon. That. means another row for Gussy, and wa
can't look after him while we're playing ericket. Why can’t
he let the rotter alone ™

“ o you want to look after a fellow you don't knowI'
grinned Lowther.

“Oh, rats! We can't, anyway."”

But Blake was looking worried as he went down to the
cricket-field with his team. 1f the New Ilouse juniors
“chivied * the funk, Arthur Augustus was certain to stand
up in his defence, and it meant a ragging for Gussy. The
noble Gussy never counted his foes; and®Blake expected to
see him looking a wreck after the match. As the Honour.
ubla Arthur Augustus was no longer an acquaintance of his,
it really did not concern Jack Blake—but he felt concerned
all the same.

From a distance, D'Arcy watched the beginning of the
Form mateh, and he could hardly suppress a sigh. It was the
sccond match he had “cut” on Outram’s account, and i%
looked as if there might be many moro to follow, ;

“T.et's have a twot along the wivah, deah boy,” he said,
with resolute cheerfulness. * We'll have tea at the Featbahs, 3
and walk back by the towin'-path.””

They walked out of the gates; and a number of New IHouse
juniors, who were looking for thoe “funk " shortly afterwards,
wore disappointed. The merry youths of the Now House
regarded 1t as a great lark to “chivy "™ the School ITouse

"

Tt won't hurt the team match;
He doesn’t
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fupk. But the funk was not to be found, and they went to

tch the Form match instead. But as the summer v
osing in, Diggs and Pratt, and the rest waited at
gates for I’Arey and his chum to ceme in. The two
Juniors, when they came back from their walk in the cool of
the eveni found seven or eight fellows waiting for them.

“Here they come !” chortled Diggs.

¥ Never mind D’Arcy,” said Owen. * Let D'Arey clear off !
At’s the funk we want? I've got the white feathers ready to
decorate him!”

The New House party chuckled, They lined up in the
gateway as D' Arey and Outram arrived.

- “Pway allow us to entah, deah boys!”
Angustus mildly.

“Pass in, and all's well I said Owen, with a wink at his
comrades.

Three or four paira of hands suddenly grasped IV Arey, and
he was “passed in® headlong. The rest closed round
Outram.

The latter backed away, but he was quickly surronmdid.

“What do you want?” he exclaimed.

“Only a Ittle joke!™ s2id Owen cheerily. “We onir
want to show the School House what we think of its funl!
We've got some nice white feathers for you !”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Keep that howling ase off 1" added Owen, looking vound.

Arthur Avgustus_was endeavouring to join his protege.
But Clampe and Prftt and Thowpson barrod the way. Great
fighting-man as Guesy was, Gussy conld not deal with the
throe of thom, and bo was barred off,

said  Arthar

wottahs 1”7 shouted  Arthur

“Let me pass, you uttah
Augustus wrathfully, and he charged at the three Lke a
bull.
; ']I‘hrco paire of hands closed on him at once, and he was
reld.

“All serene !” grinued Thoropson. “ We've got him! Get
on with the decorations, Owen!”

Diges and another fellow held Outran’s arn

o his sides.

For a moment the new junior looked like resisting, but he
did not. Owen proceeded to atick white feathers into !

& cap and his hair and collar, till he was thickly covered with
* them, amid howls of laughter fram the Now louse raggers.

" We'll march him round: the quad like that!” chortled
Digga., # «

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“You uttah wuffians I yelled Avthur Augustus, etruggling
desperately with the three who were holding him. T will
thwash you all wound—— I'H—1'll—— Yawooh ! Gwoogh !
Oh, cwumbs!”

Bump !

“Yow! Ow, ow, ow!™

It was just then that Blake sighted the sceue in the
gateway,

“Rescue !” yelled Blake,

The chums from Study No. 6 had come from the cricket-
field a little tired. But they showed plenty of energy now.
Blake and Herries and Digby rushed to the rescue, and
hur Augustus’ assailants were knocked right and left.
he ﬁwo]il: of 8t. Jim’s sat gasping on the ground. Blake
ve him a hand up.

“ All serene now, Gussy 7" ho grinned.

* ¥aas, wathah! I am goin’ to thwash those wottahe !’
And Arthur Augustus made a rush towards the group in
the road.

Herries caught him by the arm and yanked him back.

“Let them alome!” he growled. *7They're only sticking
‘white feathers on a funk!”

“Welease mie, you ass! Besides, T weluse to allow you to
speak to me, Hewwies, and 1 decline to uttah a word 1o

ou !
< *Look here, you ass——

Arthur Augustus jerked bis arm away, and rushed into
the fray, In a fnoment he was engaged in a wild and
whirling combat with the raggers.

Blake hesitated for a moment. But the claims of old
driendship were too strong. He rushed after D'Arey, and
Herries and Dig followed.

“Back up, New House !” roared Owen.

. “Pile in, School House ! yelled Blake.

“Give the wottahs beans! Huwway !

Tom Merry & Co. came racing out of the gates, and threw
themselves into the combat. Then the New IHouse fellows,
eutnumbered, had to retreat. They were fairly driven off
. the ground, leaving Outram in the midst of his rescuers,
© with the white feathers still sticking to him. With a burning

dace, the unfortunate junior plucked them away, and threw

then into the road. Blake's lip curled.

io " Bai Jove!

Augustus. ** Huwwa,

hurt you, Outwam,
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Wa've beaten the wottahs!” gasped Arthur

One Penay.

a low voice.

athers den’t hurt--eome peeple ! said Herries,

with a enort. “They'd rathur hurt me, [ think. Bat

Outram don’t mind.”
“Weally, Hewwies
Outram moved away throngh the crowd of School House

fellows to the gate. Arthuy Augustus quictly joined him.
“Hold on a minute!” said Blake gruffty. * Look here,

D' Arey, jon howling ass, liow long are you going to keep up

this rot?

I fail to undahstand you, Blake.”

“You'll be in a fresh row every day so long as you stiek
to that fellow !” hmrEmgI Blake.

* Yaae, vewy likely
“Well, chuck ir, then! 1f the fellow wasn't a
would ask you to chuck it himeelf !
“I—-I have asked him ! faltered Outram,
wathah! But I'm  stickin’ it out,””
s calmly.  “1 wegard it as a dutay!
desert a chap because of his high pwinciples ™
* Fatliead ! Do you think we're going to see
every day?” ,
* Weally, Blake, as you have dwopped my acquainfance
does net cencern you vewy much ” said Arthur A
“lofuily. 5
" Oh, don’t be a goat ! eaid Blake irritably, *“Lool re,
u:il! you chuck up that chap, and come back to Stedy

No. b6

* Imposs ! o
“You won't eome back fo the study -unless we &

him—what ¢

“1'm sowwy, Blake; but it

Blake sniffed.

“Then we'll swallow him!” he growled. “There! Now
come in to tea, and don’t play the giddy goat any longer 17

“1 weluse to have my conduct chawactewised as playin®
the giddy goat! Howeval, I shall be vewy pleased to come
to the studay to tea, if I may dwing a Fwiend witn ma !~

Blake and Herries and Dig locked at one another. TFhen
ihey all three nedded together, =

“All right I said Blake resignedly,
we can of the blessed funk @™ .

“I-T say——" began Ouiram.

Blake interrupted him.

“ " Don’t you say anything! Tf that champion ass stic
to you we shall have to make the best of you, that's all ™" :

“Pway be a little more civil about it, Blake!”

Snort !}

“I am willin® to admit,” said Arthur Augustus, turning his
cyeglass on his old chume, “that T have found the sepawation
fwom my okl fwiends vewy painful. But if I come baek to
the studay, it must be uwndahstood that no oppwobwious
epithets are to be applied to my fwiend OQutwam,.”

Snort !

“Unless that is agweed To, Blake, I feah that T shall be
imable to wenew your a:.-quaiﬁtanc#ﬁ

“Any old thing!" groaned Blake. “Lets go and have
ea ! 4 %
good 17

- i

And the re-united chums went in to tea, Arthur Augustus
marching Outram _in by the arm, and giving him no chance
of escape. Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther came in
to tea, and it was quite a merry party.

Having *swallowed ™ the funk, as they cxpressed it, Blake
and Herries and Dig excrted themselves to be civil, and
Outram was put at his case at last,  When the Perrible
Three took their leave, peace was fully established i that
famous study.

worm he

is imposs !’

CAWe'll make the best

. . - - " w . -

Jack Blake did not deo things by halvees, and having made
friends with Outram, he backed up Arthur Augustus heartily
in “looking after ” the wnfortunate ountsider., and Merries
and Dig followed his lead. Funk or not, there were no
more raggings for the new junior to fear. Study No. 6, so
happily re-united, saw to that. Levison of the Fourth was
perforce silent, but. he had not forgotten. A dark and
threatening cloud still hung over the new boy iu the Fourth,
and ere long the starm was to burst,

THE END.

(Da not miss next Wednesday's Grand, Long
Complete Yarn of Outram and the Chums of St,
Jim's, entitled “ A STRANGE SECRET!” by Martin
Clifford. Order your copy of the “GEM” now.)

Tae Gey Lismary.—No. 436,

A Magnificent Now, Long, Complete Schoot Tale of
) _n:%nm Morry & Co. %v MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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INTO THE
UNKNOWN

This Week's Long Instalment
of a Magnificent New Serial
Story of Thrilling Adventure.

A )
the priests,

to the big, mq

Immedia on thei

By DAGNEY MAJOR.
The Prlqvious Instalments Told How
Mr. THOMAS WHITTAKER, accompanied by his son Foma: sin

REGGIE, JIMMY REDFORD, LARRY BURT, a Chi
servant named SING LOO, Dr. PHENNING, and a party of
natives, of whom Phwaa Ben Hu-—nicknamed TOOTHY JIM
—i3 leader, sets ouk to explore Patagonia in search of a
specimon of the giant sloth, which 1s believed to be still
cxistent there.
The party reaches Patagonia, and eventually fall into the
hands of a race of giants.
=z Dr. Phenning, by performing certain scientific feats and
szu.‘rm;: tricks, mspnvw their captors with the belief that
the captives are [ire gods, and the gimntﬂ then proceed to
fete them by carrying them through the populace, supported
by shields,
Sing Loo, overjoyed at the turn of events, then commences
to dance on the tops of the shields on which he is riding.

(Now read on.)

Toothy Yin's Narrow Escape.

Sing Too cutssidiculous figure; his puddmg basin-shaped
Chinese hat was held*in one hand whilst his pigtatl, streaming
out as the Chinaman whirled mur\ri loocked like a long coil
of black rope. Every now and again he leapt in the air and
landed on the shields in a sitting posture,

“Me no likee boilee lakee!” he kept erying out.  * This
velly blave Chinaman he no die. Mo flighten off devils in
lakee.” And off he went again into the most extravagant
contortions.

“Stop that nonsense mum‘llnh ¥
taker, 1n an angry voice, “‘or you’
in the boiling-pot 1™

But Sing Loo apparently did not hear, and continued his
wild gyrations.

The copper-coloured giants looked on amazed. Most of
that vast crowd seemed to be amused. Faint smiles and
grunts of approval every now and again wero noticcable, and
My, Whittaker gilﬂir‘r('d that they supposed the Chinaman
had taken leave of his senses—which supposition Mr. Whit-
taker afterwards learnt was correct.

At a word of command from one of the native leaders the
whites and their guards, with a mighty shout of approval
from the people, moved on.

They were making for the big building with the pagoda-
like tower that stood in the centre of the City of Giants.

Accompanied by the deep-theobbing sounds of hands beat-
ing against hido shields, the expedition party in due time
arrived at the temple—for such it was, as was evident by the
great assembly of copper-coloured priests \\ho were gathered
outside. "
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eried ont Mr. Whit
iuul the whole lot of us

entranc

ithin the sacred
Iy Mr. \\}u.‘“! whispered to Sing Lo,

sar to him, to behave himseli; and for once Sing Loo
looked awed and subdued, as well ho might!

wha

was a building of stone. At ihe fae
end, whither the pas o ucted, still b loit ou
shields, appeared to be a huge wr, on which burned a big,
blazing fir About fif from the altar steps, hown out
of stone, the p.nl" ha cere bowered from their shields,
and every native bowed himsell to the ground, facing the
altar, throwing his shield on the Roor.

Mr. Whittaker and his party also made their obeisancea.
It was then Mr. Whittaker and the doctor made a startling
discovery. They were standing on’ an enormous rug mado
from the hide of some mighty animal. Tt measured some

u.'uj the limbs of the monster
taxidermist fashions u skin for

forty feet from snout to tas
Wwere al)n-.ul out A5 e miodern
h'\ m

Iere «rl:l there

on the patches of

reddish-brown lai ver of the
substance was fi mall nodules of bene, which
cexposed where the hide was worn and dec C
They were standing the skin of & supposed extincf
monster, the giant
tho Whittaker were wild v

Oor CVHICO Jl! ¥ sur,
I to draw Rey ,_;,415! s, Lar
skin by pointing their

“the dn‘\w
attention to tlu

Surreptitiots
and Jimmy's
downwards,
‘:n]u-n!y one of the
'inm) there was a te
of deep growls of
back.  Stifled e)
someone, then a

ests at tha altar began to speak.
nee, shortly broken by a cherns
Presently there was a at the,
of terror dizmay broke from

- ed figure was roughly

hustled past the Lrlnup of whites the doctor saw, to his
dismay, that it was Woothy Jini, with a coil of rope round
his neck, and the cut end of a lasso ailing  to the

ground.
So it was Toothy Jim who had lassced the
bfulmg I
‘T'he native's face, under his co
green,  The man was p
As he was (hmm o
cruel grip «
anger broke
About four {ur from the
prisoner was held fivmly.

pricst by the

as a sort of dull

pper hue,
lysed with te A
ling and writhing in tho

a low growl of savage

nbly.
hu ad of the glant sloth skin tho

figh

Then what the whites saw made their bloed run chill,
Suddenly thefe appeared in front of the mer and his
guard a great gaping aperture in the floor of the temple.
From the pit arosc a great clond of steam, and then—oh,

horror I—there asap: ared the sealding, muddy slime of lava,
* bubbling up to the very edge of the hole.
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Toothy Jim was going to be thrown into the lava river,
. which apparently fAlowed under the temple. He was going
to ho a living sacrifice, to appease their false and dreadful
gods, :

At that instant the doctor’s revelver spoke sharp and gmck.
Two of the giant Eunrdu toppled over into the terrible death-
trap. Then Mr. Whittaker sprang forward and dragged back
Toothy Jim from the very jaws of death.

Danger! .

There followed wild seenes of tumult and pandemoniom.

Panie spread quickly. In less than five minutes the temple
was clear of giant soldiers, and the whites were left standing,
alone with four priests at the altar, almost on the very edge
of the boiling inferno.

By this time the acrid smoke and sulphurous fumes from
the “subterranean lava river were filling tho temple with
noisome smell. Then slawly, very slowly, Mr. Whittaker and
tha doctor saw, with infinite relief, the big stone sliding back
over that pit of hell. :

One of the priests then broke out into a lon and loud
harangue, continually pointing to the whites and the place
where the sliding stone had revealed the awful gehenna.

Presently the priests all prostrated themselves towards the
whites, When they rose, Mr. Whittaker signalled to the
wholo of his party to follow his example, and then, all
together, the whites made obeisanco to the priests.

ight was almost on them. 'There was scarce a moment of
twilight in those latitodes. In a moment, as it were, the
temple geemed to be plunged into almost stygian darkness,
savh for the fitful gleams from the altar fire, :

From without there came not a sound. All was silent as
thae grave. 5

Then, quite undxpectedly, there filtered through one of the
kigh windows in the temple walls a radiant beam of silver
light. 1t slanted right down on the priests and altar. At
sight of it their reverences again bowed to the ground, and
remained there motionless, <ol

Noiselessly the doctor crept towards My. Whittaker.

“What's the date?” he asked hoarsely.

Mr. Whittaker gavo him the date.

“Thank Heaven!” replied Dr. Phenning ferventlv. For a
moment ho appeared to be making rapid caleulations.
*“Man,” he muttered to the leader, “if I’'m not very much
mistaken, there’s a full eclipse of the moon in these latitudes
to-night, and if I'm not in error, it'll do us a good turn.”

“Ignw s07” inquired Mr. Whittaker. ’

“Well,” replied the doctor, ‘‘as thesp giants evidently
think I'm a god of fire, or something, I'm going to take
advantage of if, and tell them 1 will extinguish the moen.”

Mr. Whittaker’s face lit up with enthusiasm.

“My dear Phenning,” he said, ““you are a genins. If you
sucoeed, wo shall be able to do anything we like with both
priests and people.”

“What e lark!” whispered Reggie, who had overheard this
startling plan.

“Good old doctor!” echoed Jimmy. “Douse the glim for
'em, and the dusky bishop 'Il give you all the treasnres of
tho teniple.” e

* And there’s some valuables heve,” put in Larry, who had
yecovered from his fainting attack.

1 should think there are!” agreed Mr, Whittaker. * Just
think of all those gold ornaments and shields and uncut
stones that adorn the walls and decorate the altar! Why,
they’re worth, T should roughly estimate, at lcast half a
million of money I

“Velly plenty much ven for Sing Loo to go backee to the
velly nicee placee of his anecstors,” grinned the Chinaman,
who was busy with strong, supple fingers trying to extract
from the moeaic flooring some wonderful uncut gems.

““Sing Loo,” whispered Mr. Whittaker angrily, “leave off
doing that instantly 1

‘With a bland smile, the Chinaman thrust his hands behind
him, saying:

“This Chinaman he knowee mucheo plenty good stonee
when he seo one. Hully upee, old Father Chlistmas > (this
to tho bearded priest, who still knelt prostrate) “or Sing
Loo'll make you into velly fine chop-chap!”

Tho boys, after the reaction of the recent strain, began to
laugh immoderately. . But theiv leader quickly pulled them
up.-

“Do you know,” he said very seriously, “that if we do
" anything to offend those old beggars over thers "—he pointed

to the priests—* they'll finish us off by throwing us into their
infﬁrns v;‘it,chfi:s' rcmildronl” ; ;

This sobered the boys. As for Toothy Jim, he was lyin
et the doctor’s feet, prostrate with tvfrm-; but his h;‘fn({’;
were ﬁl[a\g}rou;)l(} the rloct}m"a feet, as if he were trying to
express in dumb language his gratitude for the medical man'
fine shot which had saved his ﬁfc_ e
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Suddenly the priests arese, and one of them took hold of a
large metal shield or gong, and struck it with a stone-headed
spear three times,

Instantly there appearcd from an inner chamber twenty-
four giant guards with shiclds. Having received their instrue.
tions, these soldiers approached the party of whites, mli
including Toothy Jim, raised them on their shiclds, and,
followed by their Reverences, bore them out of the temple.

When the whites appeared outside, it was the sign for that
mighty concourse which awaited -their coming to burst oub
into wild erics of welcome and delight.

“It is evident that onr appearance conveys to them thad
our lives have been spared,” whispered the doctor to My,
Whittaker.

It was a strango of the
cxplorers,

A vast concord of ecopper-colonred giants, women, and
children were asscmbled in that big open space which lay
on either side of the melten river. Every spear and every
shicld was raised high above every man’s head as the whites
appeared,

The moon, full and big, shed jts effulgent glory on to the
City of Rock, the strange-shaped houses, turrets, and popu-
lace making a weird scene of barbarie splendour,

As the procession made its way towards the rostrum on the
far side of tho river, from which the priests had firet addressed
the crowd, Dr. Phenning and Mr. Whittaker, from their
platform of shields, Jooked back.

An involuntary gasp of admivation escaped both men,

The brass or_golden-topped pagoda-like tower of the templa
scintillated and gleawed in the rays of the moonlight, bke a
gln:at blazing jewel #et in the cternal infinity of tho night
sKY¥.

spectacle that met the eyes

they meared the rostrum, Mr. Whittaker, who was

:d quite near Dy, Phenning, whispered to his friend:

I wouldn't trust any of them for & moment. A csudden

caprice of those vindictive old priests might land us in the

boiling river at any instant. If Sing Loo starts any of his

fool antics wo may all ba lost.”
*“1 have still to put out the moon,” caid the doctor,
“Then.” answered his chief, “the sooner you set about

‘oxtinguishing that luminary the boetter,”

“Acoording to my calculations,” zaid the doctor, “the
first dark rim at the edge of the moon ought to appear at
a minute and two-fifths to nine o’clock.”

He glanced at his watch,

“It 13 now nearly balf-past eight,” he remarked.

And then their bearers began to slowly ascend the rostram.
What was about to happen ? i

Dr. Phenning Saves the Party,

Gently the bearers lowered the shields when the platform
was reached, and, at a signal from one of the priests, Mr,
Whittaker, Dy, Phenning, Reggie, Larry, Jimmy, Sing Loo,
and Toothy Jim--the Jatter still terrified beyond deseription
- Jeft their guards and stood in a little group near iwo
priests, it fell to the lot of Sing Loo to make a fatal blunder.

Mr, Whittaker then discovered that all on the rostrum had
removed their sandals and stood in bare feet. Out of respect
for their enlt, Mr. Whittaker motioned his party to remove
their boots. As they proceeded to do this, a general grunt
of approval was heard, and Mr. Whittaker gathered that this
little act of courtesy was greatly appreciated. For some
reason or other, the rosttum on which they were now
gathered was sacred ground. But unfortunately, just at tho
crucial moment, when all were rising bare-footed to face the
priests, it fell to the lot of Sing Loo to make a fatal blunder.

Unobserved, he had refrained from removing his bi
Chinese shoes, turned up at the end, as if the points wnntng
to become on touching terms with the owner’s nose, and
stood in this Eastern footgear, emiling blandly at the
priests,

Sing Loo refused to remove his shoes to foreign devil
priests, and acknowledged no sovereigniy to any religious
representatives save to followers of Confucius.

One of the priests scowled fiercely, and advanced to Sing
Loo with a threatening gesture

“Talte off your shoes, you Chinese fool!” muttered Mr.
Whittaker, in anpgered alarm. .

But the warning came too late.

The priest was on Sing Loo before the Chinaman had time
to obey his master’s order, for obey it he certzinly would
have done had there been timo. But the priest, with threaten-

__ingl gesture, was on the Chinaman before he could eay * pig-
tail. "

“Me velly good Chinaman,” muttered 8ing Loo. "'Sing
Loo no takee shoesee off for foreigr. devil priestee, but for
Massa Whittaker they come offes mucheo velly quick.”
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At that inoment the priest caught hold of Sihg Loo's pig-
tail. That was ap indignity that no Chinaman could stand
without protest. 1\\'11.11 all his strength Sing Loo brought his
great shoed foot -whack, crash !—on to the bare feet of his
reverence,

It was the most awful
ignorance, could bave done.

In an imstant tho platform was the centre of a storm of
angry protest and indignation. Nor could the priest refrain
from emitting & howl of pain as the Chinaman's thick shoa
came smashing with painful force on to the toes of his
reverence.

“Sing Loo,” muttered the doctor, who stood next him,
“you'll have the whole lot of nus murdered —-boiled alive—if
you tesist any more. For pity’'s sake, you yellow fool, resist
no further.”

_ Sing Loo’s tempeér was up. His pigtail liad been assaulted
and insulted, and he meant to get his own back.

- Fho Chinaman leapt in the air and came down wallop
again on to both of the priest’s bare toes.

But the next moment ho was seized by three giants, and
quickly bound hand and foot. ¢ :

At a signal from one of the priests, a huge giant, over
nine feet high, with a bideous mask of a frightful-looking
devil-god concealing his face, approached Sing Loo and his
guard. Ip his hrmg this enormoys man held a long, terribly
sharp, gleaming bronze knife.

1t was the executioner.

Sing Loo's yellow face went green when he saw the weapon
glinting in the moonlight.

Tho doctor and Mr. Whittaker turned pale. The boys,
foaring for the life of their good friend and faithful servant,
went white. No one could, apparenily, do anything to save
the situation, The doctor had discharged his last cartridge
in the Temple. There was only one thing to be done, and
it was up to the doctor to do it. He must make one
desperate effart to save the life of the loyal Chinaman.

Slowly Dr. Phenning stepped towards the group of priests,
held up his hand, and prostrated himself to the earth.

The priests stayed the executioner, and one of them said
very solemnly ; e
“Baku phatuna Obedi kum lakhkto, Opuni thar shadah.”

Which, afterwards, when a little acquainted with their
fanguage, Dr. Phenning learnt meant ““Let us hear what
the great magician and fire god has to say.”

At the priest's words, the executiéner stayed his hand,
while Sing Loo, as well as his bonds allowed, bowed himself
to the ecarth, saying *“This fool Chinaman, Sing Loo, am
velly, velly solly. Sing Loo no wantee join ancestors justee
now."

The priest who had spoken muttered somecthing, and
assisted the doctor to rise.

Then Dr. Phenning, regardless of whether the assemnbled
priests and people could not understand, burst out into a
perfect torrent of words. 5

*Oh, mighty giants, great people of the carth, with your
thrice accursed schemes of boiling lakes, in which you want
to give us our evening bath, supply us first with soap and
towels wherewith to dry our eacred bodies after our immer-
sion in your hellish bath of boiling mud. Did I not make
fire come from my iron tube with the noise of thander, and
did not Toothy Jim ”--he pointed to the native—*“savo the
great high stinking priest from falling into your scething
cauldron by lassooing his sacred reverence-—-confound the
old meddling beggar—" i

The doctor paused to imitate the throwing of the lassoo
and point fo the priest, who was on the rostrum, who had
been dragged back by Toothy Jim's wonderful throw.

The priests’ and natives understood, and loudly grunted
approval.

The dootor then broke out into horrid screams, frantically
waving his arms and hands and emitting a perfect tornado
of utterly nonsensical words, which sounded to the natives
like sacred utterances of commands falling from the lips of
a mighty god,

The doctor continually pointed to the Chinaman and
imitated the eutting of his bonds, but at that there was
dissent and much shaking of heads,

The doctor grew desperate.

“Did he "---|wimin{]: to Sing Loo—“not dance for you on
his platform of shields?"” he eried wildly, indicating the
native ghields that lay near him; and off went the doctor
into a wild fandange suck as had been danced by Sing Loo
scarce swo hours ago. But thg natives received it all.in stony
silenco, though Reggie, Larry, Jimmy, and Mr. Whittaker
endeavoured to conceal their Tanghter by bowing themselves
faca to the earth. .

_Then fhe doctor became serious.  Tn a flash he brought out
his electric torch and played it into the face of the pricst

thing the Chinaman, in his

.the thing got bhold of everyone, and every priest and

who had-had his-toes trodden .en by the Chinaman. Tt
startled his reverence, and a great shout of fear broke from
the throats of that vast concord 6f people. Am s

Dr. Phenning then made some mysterious passes with his
hands over the eleetric torchy stretched his arm towards the
sky, and by a clever quick movement, whilst all were watch-
ing his skyward actions, extinguished the electric torch.

A grunt of amazement escaped the priests.

The doctor did this several times, then pointed to the
moon, indicating that he would treat thal luminary in the
samn way as he had the torch. .

A loud murmur of féar and incredulity escaped the prrests,
and people at this announcement. Indeed, everyono drew
away from the doctor as if afraid of him. At last one of the
priests held up his hand. Bilence reigned, and he spoke.

The doctor learnt afterwards that his reverence had said
that if the god of fire could really put out the moon, the
Chinaman should live. If he failed, the whole party should
die.

The priests made his meaning quite clear by signs, going
to each prisoner of the expedition party and indicating the
entting off of each head and throwing the bodigs into tho -
boiling lake afterwards. T :

Suppose tho dector had failed in his caloulations, and the
eolipse did not take place! That was, the thought that
dominated Mr. Whittaker, and for once his stout heart failed

nmn.

" Presently, after much exchanging of signs and mighty
wroans of assent from the assembled people, Dr. Phenning
began his strange mission of life or death. e

He threw up his hands towards the moon. shining in its
full glory, and burst out with the most frightful impreca-
tions and nonsensioal words that ever, surely, left the lips of
a white man.

Fearfully Mr, *Whittaker and the boys looked for that
little dark rim round the edge of the moon, the appearance
of which wounld mean thoe saving of their lives. i

What was the time? That was the question which Mr,
Whittaker asked himself with feverish impatience and dread.
1t surely could not be far off that one sinute and two-fifths
to nine p.m. which would be the signal for the eckipse to com-
mence, G o

Would that faint shadow never begin to show itself on the
edge of the moon?

hose were minutes of dreadful suspense. .

The doctor continued to declaim in load and strident tones
at the moon, and continually stretched out his hands and
arms towards it, as if in supplication. .

Slowly the seconds and nr:?nutcs passed.  Mr. Whittaker
felt his heart pounding against his ribs.  But he noted that
the face of overy priest—and, indeed, of everyone assembled
—was raised towards the night luminary. X » i

Then, just as the doctor’s voice secmed to be failing him.
and he showed signs of exhaustion, a tiny, faint rim appeared
on the very edge. of the moon, A

“Thank Heaven!” murmured the leader of the expediiion.
“You're right, doctor. Keep it up—curse, swear, do any-
thing t". ¥
Slowly, very slowly, the rim began to darken the: outer

f

circle .of the mopn. Suddenly, as the Gianl race beheld

what was happening, there broke from their throats a long,

shuddering sound, as of fear.

As the light gradually faded from the mooh, and the
shadow decpened, and slowly but surely erept o’er its whole
surface, something of the awe end majesty which the
spectacle inepired got hold of the boys, Sing Loo, and Mr.
Whittaker, Toothy Jim was prostrate with terror.

So, little by little, all lig!::. faded from the sky, save for
just one bright corner of the night luminary, which had not
yet been quite covered.

A deep silence of utter amazement and fear had fallen on
that awe-struck city of Giants. Tho sublime solemnity of
iant
in the "eity, including women and children, looked at the
disappearing moon with feelings of ineredulous wonder and
paralysing fright.

The doctor continued to shout and gesticulato.  When
there was not a vestige of light from the lumipary, everyone
in that vast crowd bowed themselves to the earth, and
remained so for & long time.

Iixhausted, but relicved and excited, the doctor Bung him-
self down .boesido Mr. Whittaker. - =

“Bravo!” whispered his chief, groping for the dootor's:
hand in the dark, and warmly wringing it. “ Your caleula-
tions and briliant idea have saved the lot of ual I'm suro
they daren't touch us now!”

“1 was three minutes and four-fifths of a second out, 1
fancy,” said the doctor, in an apologetic way, “and I sha'n’é
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