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E BRIEF ACCOUNT OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS,: o
When Pat Nugent arrives at St: Kit's, an election is taking place for 'the o
captaincy of the schoo! between Arthur Talbotl anq Eidred Lacy. Talbog
gains the victory, but afterwards resigns his position on account of &
mean plot instigated by Eidred Lacy and his brother, who is Squire o_!' g
Lynwood. Soon after, the election for the position of captain, which Talbot.
has vacated, draws near, and Talbot's chums have their deubts as to thg -
= 'result, but they decide to get rid of some of Lacy’s supporters. “Somehow >
or other,’’ cried Pat,  we are going to get rid of twelve of Lacy’s backers
bafore seven ao’ciock to-morrow evening!_” Trimble, one of Lacy’s cronies, 5 ¥
énters Nugént's study, and tries to persuade him o vote for Lacy and not .
For Brooke, who is opposing the bully. FPat will hear nothing of it; and .
eventuatly drops Trimbie out of the study window. At last the great day e
arrives, and the hour for electioneering»draw,s near, (Now go on with the

story).

. Trimbl!e Overhears Pat's Conservation.

Since the affair of Seth Black, Arthur Talbot was no
longer a name to conjure with at St. Kit’s. N

It was bound to be so. Disgrace h;}d fallen upon him by
no fault of his own, and all the snobbish and mean clements
in_the school were sot against him. He already had enemies
—bitter enemies—and this blew had" delivered him into
their hands. Lacy was untiring in fanning into ﬁame”the
growing feeling at St. Kit’s against the ‘‘beggar’s son,” as
Talbot was frcquently called,

After school upon the important day, as the hour of clec-
* tion drew nigh, a little more cxcitement manifested .itself

at St. Kit’s. Boys went about speaking eagerly, and in

whispers, and groups of discontented fags discussed in bated

tones. their chances of voting against Lacy without being

i
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the Sixth.

Trimble kept a careful watch upon Pat Nugent. Lﬁcy
suspected, very naturally, that Pat would do his best against
bim, and the prefect never knew exactly’ whatto expect from
the Fourth-Formers in the end study. . R et

That Pat would probably bring off some coup just before

- the election which would turn the prefect’s éxpected majority
into a minority was quite within the bounds of possibility,
and Trimble and Cobb had been warned that they were

or both of the Upper Fourth boys seemed to bé haunting Pat
Nugent that day. : : )

Pat noted it, and grinned to himself, but. took no outward
notice of the circumstance. In the Irish lad’s active brain
ideas were working, and he fancied that Trimble’s alert
watchfulness might be of use to him. ¥

Trimble certainly did not mean to lose sight of him. After
school he posted himself to watch Pat like a Scotland Yard
shadower. Pat went into. the gym, and Trimble was there
the next minute. He took a turn round the cricket-field,
where many of the fellows were at practicé, regardless of tho
coming election, and Trimble straﬁcd rount too: He went
into the end study, and Trimble leaned against the wall
oppasite the door and remained there. = Nothing escaped
Trimble. 1, hoon o g ’

When Pat ‘came out of the «end study and hurried. down
the corridor with a preoccupied look on his face, Trimble’s
heart beat. Was something on at last? =

He followed Pat down the corridor with a careless air, and
looked down the stairs after him. .Pat, in the lower corridor,
was looking up and down, as if to ascertairi whether he was
being watched, and then glanced up the stairs.

Trimble popped back out of sight in a twinkling,

Pat, appaiently satisfied, walked away. Trimble was look-

just.in tim,e to see Pat disappear into an empty clasg-room.. -
Trimble’s eyes glittered. He felt that he was on the right
track. He hurried:down the stairs, and reached the door of
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_ detected and held to account afterwards by the bullies of ‘

expected to see that he did nothing of the kind. : And so one-

ing after him over {he banisters the next moment, and he was

the class-room, treading softly. It was ajar, and he ceu]d’.ﬁ
see into the room. oo ¥ 0 %

His lips tightened as he saw that Pat was not alone there,
Blagden and Greene were with him in the deserted classe
room, and they were talking in eager, low tones. Ly

“Are you sure nobody tumbles to the wheeze?’? Blagden
asked. - :

Pat nodded emphatically.

“ Quite sure. I’ve dodged Trimble and Cobb. They seem
to have been very watchful to-day. I haven’t seen Cobb fo
some time. He hasn’t been watching you?” :

L think not.” - : )

“The game would be up if they' knew that we had eight .’
of their lot shut up under the old chapel!” chuckled Pat.

- Not" that we’d let them get the fellows oat without a

tussle. How many of cur chaps have you left on guard?™:,

“Four 7

“Good! If Trimble smells a rat, and thinks of going to
the chapel, we’ll collar him and shove him in, too.” « ©

““Ha, ha! “That would be a Srsterate wheeze. Lacy weuld -
give him something warm afterwards if he didn’t turn up -
for the eleetion.” i

“Serve him right! Sure you-fastened the chaps up safe?”

“Rather! They’re in the crypt under the ruins, and ‘you
know it’s impossible for anybody to get out of that without -
the door being opened from above.”

“Good! "And we’ll take jolly good care it fsn’t opened I

“But, I say, if Trimble fumbled to the wheeze, he might
;ca.ke a strong party of the Upper Fourth there and let them
cose.

“He’s not likely to do that. If he gets sus icious, he’ll
go there to look round, and then you chaps will shove him'
in with the rest. - ; ¢ ‘

“Yes, we’ll do that; but if he brought a dozen of his - &
chaps,” he might shove us in instead, and then ail ‘the fat
would be in the fire!”” exclaimed Blagden. : ;

““I tell you he @on’t,” said Pat. * You two get back to.
the chapel now, and wait there till you hear my signal. The °
election is at seven, and I’ll give fthe signal at five minutes
to seven. Then you can cut into hall with.ihe others just
in time, and even if Trimble misses his veters, he won’t have
time to go for them.” : i %

“Right-ho!” What’s the time now?’ : v

* Five-and-twenty to seven.- Only twenty minutes before
signal.” ‘

“Then we’d better be off and keep watch. I'm anxious
about Trimble.”. : s

“Oh, 1ats! He’s too silly to tumble to this, anyway.”

‘“All right, if you think so, Come en, Greene! = Don’t
forget the signal, Nugent.”> ¥

“Trust me!” ; o

Blagden and Green came towards the door of the .class-

3

room. Trimble, who - was trembling with excitement, . -
%
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‘whipped away and fled down the corridor. He burst into the
study he shared with Cobb in a state of breathless hurry.

. “Hallo! What's the matter?”’ said Cobb. ¢ It’s not time

to go to hall yet!”

¢ Ii’s time to go to the chapel " gasped Trimble.

Cobb stared at him. )
“Off your rocker?’ be asked.
night I

+ “Pm talking of the old chapel—the ruined west chapel!”

% What the dickens do you want to go there for?”

. “Because the end study have shut up éight of qur voters
in the old crypt.”

“Eh? Is that Pat Nugent’s
find that out, Trimble?” -

. “TI’'ve just discovered it through watching Pat Nugent.
‘ There’s no time to be-lost. Greene and Blagden and four
other chaps are on the watch there, in case there is an
atteropt at a rescue. . There will be an attempt—rather !’
" gaid Trimble emphatically.  We've got to get our fellows
out, and while we’re about it we’ll shove Blagden and his
ot in, and bolt the door on them.”

Cobb grinned.

“That will be a good joke. But—"

“ No time for buts. We’ve got to act quickly. Come on,
and let’s get some of the fellows together!”

Cobb followed Trimble from the study. The two were not
long in gathering a force of Lacy’s backers among the juniors
for the purpose of effecting a rescue, and turning the tables
upon the Brookeites in the chapel. .

Trimble left nothing to chance. Besides himself and Cobb
. there were Hooper, Jones, and Cleeve, and nine other juniors

-in the party that set out for the old chapel.

Fourteen foes would be more than sufficient to overcome
the half-dozen Trimble expected to find in the chapel, to
release the prisoners, and to put Blagden and his comrades
in the crypt in their placg.

fl"hey hurried to the old chapel. The west chapel at St.

Kit’s had been a ruin for a couple of centuries, and only the
lower portion of the walls remained standing, with the wide
flagged floor.
narrow stair, upon which a low oak door,
- stone, opened.
. Old trees shadowed the ruin, which was very dusky now as
evening set in. Shadows were thick among the ruined masses
of masonry tumbled wildly about the remaining portions of
walls and windows. -~

Trimble & Co. approached the ruined chapel cautiously.
They heard a murmur of voices from the shadows within.

S It’s getting pretty ncar seven, ain’t it, Blagden?”

* ¥ can’t quite sec, Blane. Nugent won't forget, anyway.”

¢ I’m thinking of Trimbie — if he should smell a rat——
Hallo!”

There was a sudden rush of faet.
~ Trimble came in with a rush, his backers at his heels, and
¢he half dozen juniors in the dusky chapel were down on the
ground in & moment, each gripped in two or more pairs of
hands. I

““Ha, ha, ha!”’ shouted Trimble. ‘ Got you, you rotters!”

“ What’s the little game?”’ demanded Blagden, who was
underneath Trimble. ‘‘ What do you mean by rushing on a
chap like a lot of giddy wild Indians?”’

*“Ha, ha! We know what you were up to here!”

‘“We weren’t doing any harm.” .

“*No; of course not. You haven't eight of our voters shut
ap in that crypt, have you?” said Trimble jeeringly.

““No; we haven’t.” -

“That's a lie, Blaggy. Cleeve, open the door of the erypt

“There’s no chapel to-

little‘game? How did you

deep s? in the

T2

. “Right you are, Trimble )
" And Cleeve went to the little oakén door, fastoned in its
recess with strong bolts.

““Here, I say,” exclaimed Blagden, ‘‘ yqu're not going to
shove us in there, Trimble?”’ W . gring

“Youll soon find out that we are, Blaggy!”

¢ But we shall have to cut the election if you do.”

#¢That’s just what I intend, old son.”

“ Do you call that playing the game, Trimble?”

«7¥ call it winning an election, Blaggy,” said Trimble, with
a roar of laughter, in which the others joined.

The old chapel rang with it. Cleeve had opened the door
of the crypt, not very easily, for it was stiff and set. He
peered into the gloom.

4 Ctall to them, can’t you?” said Trimble- impatiently.

“Phere doesn’t seem to be anybody there, Trimble.”

“Call to them, ass!” :

 «Qh, all right!” said Cleeve. And he called: ‘“Hallo,
_there; hallo, hallo!” ‘
The crypt rang with echoing gound, but there was no

other answer. * : s @Y & B
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Underneath it was the crypt, reached by a -

and get our fellows out, and then we'll shove these rats in!”-

ong, Complete, School
s p!lﬂ‘em- i

“My hat,” ejaculated Cobb, *it’s a giddy hoax, that’s
what 1t is!” ¢

““Hoax or not,” said Trimble;

here, they re going into the crypt!

“Resoue!” yelled Blagden, ]
. %No ‘rescue for you!’ Trimble grinned.

you beast!”
- “Rescue!” 5 7 il gt

A voice came ringing back from the dusk.

“ At 'em, kids!” :

There was a shout and a wild scrambling of feet. Twenty
forms came bursting-into the ruins on all .sides, and Fat
Nugent was in the lead. S

“Collar 'em!” he shouted.

And Trimble realised that he had been.trapped. s

As Pat’s party rushed to the attack, the ca tain of the
Upper Fourth thoughi only of escape; but that was not
possible. For Blagden was clinging to him like a limpet to
a rock, and was not to be shaken off. And each.of Blag.
den’s party was clinging to his captor, so that the said captor
was in the position of the unfortunate gentleman who caught
a Tartar, and could not get away from him. g

And the attack was too sudden, and the suyrprise top com-
plete, for Trimble’s followers to ‘have much ‘ehance either
of resistance or escape. The enemy were two to one, and in
a few seconds not only Trimble, but all his companidns, ‘were
pinned down, simply overwhelmed by the odds against them.

Blagden and Greene held Trimble fast, while Pat Nugent
had Cobb by the collar, and Blane collared Cleeve. All the
rest were held fast by Pat’s followers.

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Pat. “What do you think of this
for a surprise, Trimble?” ; j

“Let me go!”

“Ves; I'll let you go—into the erypt

“Don’t you dare to——"

“Rats!  What were you going to do with Blagden

¢ You—you beast!”

“ You—you ass !’ said Pat cheerfully. “Why, I knew you
were listening at the class-room door all the time, and I was -
leading you by the nose when you thought you were so
clever. ~ You've ‘fallen into the trap like o giddy babe,
Trimble, old mant’ . .

¢ Confound you, let me go!”

“Bosh! Shove him into the crypt, kids

“Rather!” said Blagden and Greene together.
along, Trimble!”

T won't!”’ yelled Trimble, struggling desperately in their
grip, as they tried to drag him towards the open deoor of
the crypt. :

& i[‘rim‘ble, old man, you'll get hurt; better go quietly.”

(13 “,On’t !7’

<« All right; hold him, chaps, till I lend you a hand. You
can go in first, Cobb.” .

“T won't go in!”’

“ Your mistake; you've got to

And Pat twisted Cobb to the open door, and sent him in
with a kick. Cobb stumbled down the stair and disappearcd
into the darkness. :

“Now, your turn, Trimble, old dear!”

“J wor’t go—I won't——" ~ 5
Pat wasted no time in words. He grasped the captain of
the Upper Fourth, and added his strength to Blagden’s and
Greene’s, and between them, Trimble was dragged to the open-
ing and hurled in. There was 2 fearful yell from the dark-

ness; he had crashed against Cobb, and Cobb was hurt.

“Now chuck Cleeve in, Blane.”

«All right,” said Cleeve hastily;
needn’t do-any chucking.” i

“Hurry up, then!” grinned Blane.

8o Cleeve disappeared into the crypt. The rest of the
prisoners, after

“ we've got these chaps
Drag ’em along "

“Come along,

199

45

12

“Come

e

“T'll go quietly. You

some vain struggling and loud protesting,
agreed to go in quietly, and one by one they descended into
the gloomy recessey below the old chapel. Pat took hold
of the door when the last had descended. y

«Yon won’t have to stay there long,” he called out. * We’ll
let you loose as soon as it’s safe. When the election’s over,
you know.” "

A yell of rage from Trimble was the only response. Pat
laughed and slammed the door. The ‘bolts were soon_ fas-
tened, and the fourteen juniors were prisoners in the dark,

pewerless to escape till Pat chose to let them out. :

Boom! The clock from the school tower began to strike.

“ Hallo,” exclaimed Pat, *“ stven o’clock)” Those bounders
have wasted a lot of time. Come on, kids, and we'll be in
the hall by the time the clock has struck.” =

“Right-ho!” said Blagden. Get a move on you, chaps!’?

The chaps got a ‘“ move’’ on them, and ‘they dashed out of
the ruined west chapel, and the ground flew under their
foct as they sprinted towards the lectute-hall, where the
election was to be held as usual. F oy .

Boom! It was the last stroke of seven booming out from




P - . Lk
v

Buy “The

%

the clock tower
the great hall. ;
- The hall wag already. pretty full, and, mindful of the dis-
order that had taken place at the last election, a couple of
masters were_present to conduct proceedings with due
decorum.  As Pat Nugent and the crowd of juniors forced
their way in, North was just rising to propase his friend
Brooke as captain of St. Kit’s. ¥

Pat grinned at his comrades.

*“ Just in time,” he said cheerfully. *This is where we win
hands down, children! Now then, North’s finished talking—
three cheers for Brooke ! :

And the ball rang with the loud hurrah.

_a;’the breathless band reached the dvor of

.

The New Captain,

“Hurrah " .o
Loud rang the cheer through the old hall of St. Kit’s.

It was evident that Brooke had plenty of friends in the
crowded assemblage. . . T w

Pat, Blagden, and Greene shouted themselves hoarse, and
Pat, in his enthusiaam, kept on cheering after the rest of the
hall had subsided ‘into silence, and did not leave off till
Blagden kindly recalled him to himself by clapping a hand
over his mouth. . . : o

“ Groo—geroo !’ gasped Pat. * What are you up to?”’

“§hut up!” said Blagden. *Can’t you see Haywood’s

-

* Well, hiss him, anyway.”” .

And the juniors commenced a vigorous storm of hissing as
Haywood proposed his friend Eldred Lacy for the vacant
post of Captain of St. Kit's. 5 :

““ Silenee 1’2 .

‘“ Silence ! . : : 4 -

‘“Boo! Hiss-s-s-s! Boo!?

Mr. Slaney rose to his feet.

““ All who cannot keep siletice will be turned out of the
hall, and not allowed to vote in this election !”’ he exclaimed.

This dire threat had the effect of restoring silence.

- Haywood was left to propose his friend Eldred Lacy in
peace, and he did so, and was seconded by Dunn. . -

Lacy’s partisans gave a cheer, and then the question was
put to the vote.

‘“ Hands up for Eldred Lacy.” - .

Pat grinned gleefully at his chums. They were voting for
Lacy first, and the counting would not occupy many minutes.
Then if Trimble and his comrades eseaped from the crypt,
they would be too late to vote. They might come in if the
liked while the -voting was going on for Brooke—that would
be_too late for them to do any harm.

Up went the hands for Eldred Lacy.

The prefect had plenty of followers there, especially, as it
was noted, among the Upper Form fellows. :

And many fags voted for him too, in mortal fear of what
they would get afterwards from their mesters if they did
not.

Intimidation had been used to the fullest possible extent

" by the Lacy party, and that more than justified Pat Nugent’s
action in shutting up fourteen Lacy voters in the erypt
under the old chapel.

But many of the fags, who found themselves unobserved
by their masters, took the opportunity of keeping their
hands In their pockets.

They would not venture to voté for Brooke, but they
helped him on by refraining from voting for Laey, and
whenever. they could do this safely, they did so.

The result was that the show of hands for the prefect was
not nearly so large as he had confidently counted upon. -

The absence of Trimble made a tremendous difference.

Trimble, Cobb, and-Hooper would have been among the
juniors, seeing that they voted.as they were told, and noting
down for punishment all who refused to: do so.

But now Trimble, Cobb, and Hooper were off the scene.

There was no one to watch what the juniors did, and the
seniors, from the front of the hall, saw very ‘imperfectly
what was going on ameng the small fry at the back. :

Pat saw it all very well, and he was inclined to throw up
his eap and shout at the success of his stroke of business i
getting Lacy’s junior backers off the scene.

Besides the fact that many of the promised Lacy voters
did not vote, there were fourteen certain votes lost to the
prefect, fourteen being the number of the juniors shut up in
the crypt. . y

Mr. Slaney counted the votes, and then & second. master
went through them. . : ;

The counting finished, the twé masters compared notes;
and as the two totals agreed, the result was taken as the
correct number.

The announcement of the number was made at once,
it was eagerly listened to. g

“ Votes for Eldred Lacy, nidety-seven.” - -

A
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The prefect’s face was a study.

The number was at least thirty
counted upon as absolutely assured to him.

He sprang to his feet. =

‘“‘ Excuse me, sir,” he exclaimed, ** but-1 see that many
the fellows are absent.
me have not turned up.”

Mr. Slaney glanced at him in surprise. .

* That can make no difference now, Lacy. Proper: notice
of the election was given to all - the school, and the hour is
known to all.

two-thirds of the boys are here. That is their own affair.”

““ Under the: circamstances, sir, could there not be some

little delay while I—"

“That is impossible, Lacy. If your friends have not coma. .
i The election was fized for this -

in, that is their own fault.
hour, and they knew it.”

Lacy snapped hig teeth.

I can’t help thinking that some ¢
a a{l by some trickery !’ he exclaimed.

“ Have you any reason to suppose so?”’

“ Well, I cannot understand their not turning up.”

““That is a very slight reason for accusing your opponent’
of trickery,” said Mr. Slaney, in a tone of icy eoldness. .= -

Brooke was on his feet in a moment. Brooke was a slow,
good-natured fellow, but no one could safely accuse him of
any sort of trickery. His eyes blazed at Lacy. .

[ 1f Lacy accuses me of keeping his voters away, he is not
speaking the truth,”” he exclaimed. ‘“While I'm on»tlge
subject, I may as well say that I am aware that Lacy’s

backers have been using intimidation to force the juniors to

vote for him. Lacy naturally suspects me of his own tricks.”
Lacy turned pale with rage. : . .
The whole hall tittered at Brooke’s outspokenness.
Mr. Slaney looked worried, . " :
‘‘ These recriminations are entirely out of place,” he said.
““ Unless you have a definite accusation to make, Lacy, you
had better be silent.’ :
Lacy sat down. . %
It was impossible for him to say anything further, yet ke
felt that:all was not as it should have been.  He could
see Trimble in the hall, and he did not believe that his.fag

below that which he had

Some who had promised to vote for :

I myself have observed that not more than

ghem have been kept' -

not -

would have dared to remain away if he could help it.  Still;

in the face of Mr. Slaney’s decision, it was impossible fo
take the matter any further: ™

““The number of votes for Eldred Lacy stands at ninety-
seven,” said Mr. Slaney. * Voters for Brooke will now put
up their hands.”? = = : ;

Up went a forest of hands. . L E R

Pat and -his chums had listened to the discussion with
some anxiety.” Any postponement of the election would bave
been fatal to their scheme.

They heard Mr. 8
went their hands for Talbot’s chum, and up went scores of
others, and the counting proceeded through the hall.

When it was. finished, and Mr. Slaney and the other
master were seen comparing notes, the excitement was
breathless. A silence in which a pin might have been heard
to drop was broken by the voice of Mr. Slaney announcing
the result. - :

‘‘ Votes for Brooke, ninety-nine.”

Silence reigned—only for a moment

to end.

‘“Hurrah! Hurrah!?

“Good old Brooke 1”2

‘“Hurrah!” . i

Loud and long was the cheering. e .

Pat and his chums shouted, and stamped, and raved, till
they were red in the face, and as hoarse as crows. -

Mr. Slaney rapped for silenice in vain, till full five minutes
of deafening noise had elapsed. Then the boys of St. Kit’s
ceased. from sheer exhaustion.

1 ¢ : )
Then a tremendous shout rang through the hall from end -

laney’s decision with great relief. Up.

4

“ Brooke is captain of St. Kit’s,”” said Mr. Slaney. “I

congratulate you,<Brooke.” .

He shook hands with the successful candidate, and went
out of the hall. . ’

Then, as Brooke rose to his feet, looking very:red and
uncomfortable, the cheering burst forth anew.

It was not only Brooke’s voters who cheered, but many

also who had voted for Lacy frem compulsion, and were -

delighted to find that their candidate had been defeated.
The hall rang - with the loud hurrahs. ) 7
When silence fell again, Brooke tried to speak. -
There had been a howl of * Speech! Speech!’’ which was
not to be -denied. R . .
‘“Thank you all, kids!” said Brooke. “I seem to have
won the election—-" - :
There was a shout of laughter. .
“I didn’t exactly expect to, but m jolly glad.”” .-

Another shout.
“I'm much obliged to you all. I‘shall make you s

S
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a captain as I can, but, of course, ypu all know that I’m not
i~ & patch on Arthur Talbot.” ) '

The audience cheered and laughed. ‘

“Talbot was the chap you wanted,” went on Brooke,
growing enthusiastic. ‘“He’s the best cricketer, and the
- best sportsman generally at St. Kit’s, and he’s a captain any

school might be proud to have.
sorry. for. it.”

“ Bravo, old Brooke.”

“You're all right.” . )

““ That’s all Ive got to say,” said Brooke. “I’ll do my
best. If I don’t come quite up to Talbot’s mark, I can’t
help it. Perhaps he’ll be captain of St. Kit’s again some
day. I hope so. That’s all. Thanks.”

And Brooke, with a sigh of relief, stepped down.

“ Good old Brooke!”

““Hurrah!”

And the assembly dispersed in high good humour.

A few went away furious. They were Fddred Lacy and
_ his immediate chums. Talbot gave his chum a grip of the

and. "

““Good old Brooke! I'm so glad you've got in, for your
sake, and the sake of St. Kit’s.”

‘““Right,” said Brooke. ‘ But I'm only keeping the place
warm for you, you know, Talbot. As soon as you choose, I
.. wasign, and you're captain of St. Kit’s again.”
Talbot shook his head with a smile.

A Visitor at Lynwood,

“ A pusson to see you, sir.”

Squire Lacy, of Lynwood, ldoked up with an irritable start.
- He was seated in ‘one of the deep windows of the old library
at Lynwood, looking out absently over the wide stretch of
park, thick with elms, and beeches, and oaks, with a
silvery stream winding -among the trees. =

The view was a beautiful one, and all the land that the
squire’s eyes roamed over belonged to the master of Lyn-
wood. 4 :

But Rupert Lacy’s face was dark and discontented.

“¥ié did not see what he was idly locking on, and as he
gazed unseeingly he had fallen into a deep and troubled
rgverie. The voice of the butler of Lynwood startled him
from it. He looked angrily at the fat and pompous Man-
ners. 3 :

“I ¢an’t see anybody now, Manners.”

“8o I told him, sir,” said the butler, who was evidently
in a state of suppressed amazement and indignation. * But
hoa refuses to go, sir, and says that you'll see him as soon
as you know who he is, sir.” .

¢“Tell him T can’t, whoever he is.” .

“QCan’t you, old sport?” said a hoarse voice at the door.
““Can’t you see an old friend—eh?” ;

The squire sprang to his feet. The portly butler of Lyn-
wood was unceremoniously. elbowed out of the way by the
rough and ragged-tooking individual who had evidently
followed him from the hall, and who now pushed his way
into the library. :

‘“8eth Black!” ;

The squire muttered the words between his teeth. It had
come ab last. Ever since the ruffian had taken up his quar-
ters in the neighbourhood the Sc}uire of Lynwood had lived
in fear of this visit. Now the blow had fallen.

.Manners simply wriggled with horror and indignation at
the touch of the ruffian. Black was evidently under the in-
fluence of drink. . His coarse face was flushed, and his gait
far from steady. o

¢ Shall I call the footmen, sir, and have this.pusson thrown
out?” gasped Manners.

‘Gladly Rupert Lacy would have answered in the affirma-
tive; but he dared not. The hard, cold, iron-perved Squiroe
of Lynwood. quailed under the unsteady, swimming eyes of
the ruffian. .

“No!” he rapped out. ?

The butler gasped with surprise. Seth Black chuckled.

“ Get out!” he exclaimed, giving the butler a push. * Get
out! Do you ’ear?”’

Manners staggered against the door.
. ““You may go, Manners,” said Rupert Lacy, white to the
ips. Eg
The butler staggered away, and the door closed. Manners
went down to confide the amazing story to the servants’ hall,
and Squire Lacy.of Lynwood was left alone with his enemy.
The squire’s hands were tightly clenched, his eyes gleaming
with rage. He took a step towards the ruffian.

-““Seth Black! How dare you come here?”

The ruffian grinned. .
< “ Why shouldn’t I? You come to see me in my quarters,
dp!_l;;t? .you?’ Ain’t it only friendly to return an old pal’s
visi
“Riipert Lacy breathed hard.
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“I could—I could kill you!” he muttered. * Don’t you
understand, you fool—you brute? This will be the talk of
the servants, and of the whole neighbourhood soon. You
dog! How® dare you?—how dare you?” ,

He looked as if he would spring upon the ruffian. Seth
Black held up a warning finger. )
*“No tricks, skipper—no tricks, mind! T'm ready for

yer.”’ ; ;

His grimy hand went into his coat, and reappeared with
a revolver in it. «

‘“There you are, skipper, you see.” ~

‘“Put that thing out of sigit, you fool 1" .

Seth Black put the pistol ‘away, and sank into a chair.
As a matter of fact, he had found courage for bearding. the
squire in his own house by drinking deeply at the Dragon
before he started, and now he was very unsteady upon his
ogs. ¢

* And now,” said the squire, in a low, hard voice, * what
do you want?” ;

[ Mcne .!! " n'.

“I have told you that you can have nothing beyond the-
fixed allowance I make you.”

“ And T’ve told you that T will!' I'm stony—broke to the
wide. That’'s why T've come ’ere. Shell out, or Il come
again—yes, and again. I want a hundred pounds!” .

13 Fool ! n

‘“A hundred pounds!” said Seth Black emphatically.
“ And T’ll have it before I stir from this house, and so I teil
you straight!” ) 5 .

. *‘I haven’t half the sum in the house now, if I wanted it.”

“Then I'll stay with you, skipper.” i
) “Pon’f: call me that, fool! Suppose someone should hear

ou!” .

“ Well, you was my skipper, wasn’t you?’’ grinned the
ruffian. ““You was my skipper when we was in Africa—eh?
My word, some of the county-folk would stare if they knew
that the Squire of Lynwood had been a nigger-stealer in
Africa, and——" ; :

‘““Hold your tongue!”

“All right. If you don’t like me to talk of old times T
won't; but now you're rolling in wealth I'm going to have
some of it. Mind, I could shift you out of this house to-
morrow if I liked.” : 5

The squire gnawed his lip till the blood came. He was.
helplessly in this ruffian’s power. It was not only that Black
knew his past, that the ruffian had been his associate in the,
old wild days, when Rupert Lacy had been an adventurer,
and as great a scoundrel as any of the reckless adventurers
who sought their fortune in the heart of .the Dark Conti-
nent. It was not only that. But Seth Black knew a secret
thore important. His unlucky meeting with Arthur Talbot
of 8t. Kit’s had placed the Squire of Lynwood more than
ever in his power. Black watched him with a mocking ex-
pression.

“Yes,” he went on, “you know T could do it if I chose.
So long as the boy was lost—so long as no trace of him could
be fouhd—you were safe. But I’ve found hiim, and I know
who he is; and I know he’s got the papers to prove it,
though he doesn’t know .it-himself. Tve only got to open
my mouth—-"" i .

‘““You have only to go to the boy you have injured and
disgraced!” said the squire. “Do you think he would
listen to you, after what you have done?”

““Yes, he would, when I could tell him that I wasn’t his
father, and that I know who his father ‘was!’ said the
ruffian coolly.

The squire clenched his hands harder.

“I could tell him all that,” went on the ruffian, “‘and the
papers in the silver box would prove it.”

‘“ What do you know about the silver box?"’

““ More than you do, squire. T've seen what’s in it. T've.
seen the silver box in the hands of the man who is dead
now. Norroys was his name. I know more about it than
T've ever told you, squire,” said Black, with an evil grin.

The squire paced the room restlessly.

“I knew nothing,” he cried—* nothing till I saw the boy
at St. Kit's. 1 suspected nothing till'my father died in the
hunting-field, and ere he expired muttered a few words to
me with his dying breath—a few words about a murder—a
boy—a silver box. -1 did not wholly understand till T saw
Arthur Talbot.” )

“But you understand now. You know that Arthur
Talbot, as he is called, is the rightful—2

‘“ Hold your tongue!”

Black chuckled. .

“Right-ho! But you know that Talbot would pay well
for what I could tell him.”

‘“ You—you blackmailing thief!”

“I may be a thief; and what are you?”

h"‘ ZEI'old your tongue! You tempt me to do you a mis-
c le ! " i

“T'll hold my tongue if it's made worth my while,” said

?
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_Seth Black. *You've ridden the high horse a httxe too
long. You know you dare not quarrel with me.”

“Fooll T have told you I have not the money here. I
: eould not possibly get it until to-morrow.’
h Black grinned trmmphant}y. There was surrender
in the words.

“T dessay I could wait till to- morrovv, > he said. “If
give me a promxﬁe to bring it to the Dragon to me, me be
I'll go now.

“I cannot come to the Dtagon 1 have been there too
often already. It has been remarked upon,” said the Squire
of Lynwood savagely.

‘Do you want me to come here, then?”

£ Fool! No. I wil meet you somewhere thh the

mon 7,

“ All right. T don’t care, so long as I have it.”

The squire. reflected.

“T will send to the bank. They do not keep such sums
down here. It will be impossible to get it before to-morrow
afternoon: I-will meét youw in the evening. I cannot risk
being seen meetmg you, especially after your reckless visit
here to-day.”

“That’s- a long tinie to wait,” said the ruffian discon-
tentedly.

““There’s no choice in %he matter,” sa.xd the squire, with
something of his old sharpress of toné. :
to-morrow night, or not at-alli”

“ All right, 1 suppose it will. do.

ou? 9 22

 Anywhere where it is quiet. Suppose we say the bridge
over the river. That xs about an equal distance from here
and from the village.”

“Right you are, squire! You might as well have given
in at first, and then 1 shouldn’t have had to come ’ere at
all,” said Seth' Blzwk £ ’Ta.m t much catch for me, coming
to a place like this ’ere,”” hé went on, with a dlsparagmg
glance round ab- the lofty walls, lined with bookcaces
“Gimme a cesy room, with a pipe and a glass.”

“ Then at ten to- -MOrrow evening, on the brdee,
squire mdxfferently ‘““And now go!

Seth Black rose to his feet. Hg: .ngdfied and lurched out
of the room. The squire heard him staggering ‘away, and
ground his teeth with rage and shame.

A deadly light was gleaming in.the eyes of the Squire-of
Lynwood. He had fixed a sum as the price of Seth Black’s
silenee, and he had warned the ruffian to beware if he passed
the line laid' down for him.

Seth Black bad passed it 'recllessly. It was clear that he
was not to be kept-within bounds; ‘that he was.determined
to squeeze as ‘much as he could get from his victim. The
present demand once yielded -to—and the squire had no
choice but to yield—would be.followed by. othérs, and. yet
others, without limit. A stop mayst come S
as well first as last. = -

It was quite clear to the ha
Lacy of
what less

Whevre am T to meet

ctical brain of Squire
Lynwood; and Seth B}aek would 'h:

Lacy.

Like aﬁfhlef in the Night. ;
“You—you young cad!”

ion would be like; but Lacy
eized Trimble by the eolha,r

edy me: af the Jast moment

Eldred Lacy snarled out ths words as. he sprang towards
and he was looking very nervous and dubious.
did not know what his rece; f
and began to box his eans:fu
“You young cad! :
“T didn’t!” roared Trlmble : “Lemme alone 1’
“You were not at the election.”
4“1 looked all over the haH a,nd you were not there.?
“I couldn’t help it.?

Trimble. The latter had just entered the prefect’s. study,
soon set that doubt.at rest.
You ds
after all!
“I 11— Oh, don’t! Lemme. alone!”
“i," “Take that, then, and thaﬁ, :and that, for not helping: 1tl ”

said Lacy, boxmg his ears. tilli-he was tired, and then throw- -

ing him from him. “You li Brute !
there?”’

TFrimble gazed and blinked. He was- rather dazed by the
rough hanglmg he bad undergons, and he leaned against
the wall, starmg stupidly at Lacy.

o Why weren't you .therel.”’ roaxed the. enraged prefect,
taking a step towards him.

“Y -couldn™ help it!” gasped Trimble.
away!” ) .
. *Who kept yeu away?”™ : e

Bﬁﬂ T mss e %ﬁ?‘%r%%ﬁ”

“hy weren't you

“I was kept

Rupert Lacy panted. «
‘Am T to have the hundred pounds?”” demanded Black,
raxsmg his voice:  “I don’t stir from this house till I have
il

“You can have it

said the

Kwhere i and A

ave-been some- .
satisfied with his success if he ‘had known what -
- terrible thoughts he left working in the Bmm of 'Rupert»

" vYoices gn

He evidently -
* ‘have a belter opportunity of
" surprise . the seeret of Arthur Talbot. He went quietly
. along ‘the passage a.mi “opened Talbot’s door.
i fastened, and the gat

_betraying himself. by t

“baflled look on his face.

ote,. SO’}'AOBX

“Pat Nugent.*

Lacy started, and a gleam came into. his eyes, -

“ Pat Nugent' They there was some trickery about ity
just as I suspected.”

“Yes; Pat Nugent shut me up in the crypt under the old -
chapel, and there were thirteen of ‘our chaps:shut up there
with me,” said Trimble, rubbing his ears ruefully, .

“And what were fourteen of you doing, to let yoursehea
be bundled into a crypt and kept there?” de'nanded Lacy .
savagely.

“What could we do, when there were twenty or thirty of
them against us?”’ + :

‘“How did you get into the old chapel ‘at all just before
the electxon, you young fool? What on earth business had ’
you there?’

“We were tricked by Pat Nugent; we had thought
we might be able to shut up some of the other party’s voters
in the crypt P sald Trimble, “ but Pat l\ugent was too
deep for us.”” °

“Just like you to let yourself be taken in.?

“Well, I didn’t think—

“Oh, dry up! Was Pat Nugent alone in this—I mean, do
you think Talbot or Brooke had any hand in it7?*

Trimble shock his head demdedly. »

“No, they wouldn’t, of course.’ -
“Why of course;, fool? 1 think it’s very likely, myself.”
“ Well, they might,” 8aid Trimble, who knew very we,
that the. prefect did not think a,nythmg of the kind. «

““So I lost fourteen votes like that,” said Lacy, gritting -
his teeth. ‘‘ And Brooke beat.me¢ only by two. You can
see how the election would have gone if you had had sense

“Is it too late now?” asked Trimble.- I know Brooke
wouldn’t have said a.nythmg 1f ‘it had been he, but there’s
no reason why you shouldn’t,” B

“ What do you mean?” =

“ You could complain, and demand a frseh election.”

Eldred Lacy looked thcughtful.

“ Well, that might be done, he ‘said; “and next time
we would be a little more careful, and see that we got a
ma;onty into-the hall. How did you get out-of the crypt?’

Oh, Pat Nugept came and let us out after the election !

Lacy s'brow wrinkled in thought. He was not beaten yet3-
there was still a chancé to upset the election, and to become
eaptam of .8t. Kit's, after all. It was certain that, but for

t Nugent’s device, he would have. been captam of ‘the
vcl;ool at this very moment by 2 conslderable majority of
vote:

< Well, we'll seel "’ he‘exclainied. *T'll see Brooke and

ut it- to him, Do you Lnow where he is just now,

rimble?”

“T saw him gafout with Talbot..
the gwmnasium.’

A sparkle came into the prefect’s eye.

‘“ All right.” ¥ou can go.’ B
- "Trimble wen¥ out of the study. - Lacy stood for some
minutes in deep though :

“Pve got to do.it? he.exclaimed, aloud at last. “It’s
rigky; espéman “after that Irish kid seeing me there the
e ot 16 be done. If Arthur Talbot leaves

gk not take the silver box with him: ‘Rupert
ryiemphgtzc about that:” Now’s my chance fo try

Night had fallen :

4

-enough to keep clear of Pat Nugent.”

They went down towards

again.
.- 'The prefect stepped from hns stody.
upon -8t Kit’s;  gnd the corridors of the old school were

gloomy apd :shadowy. From below: came the sounds of:
singing. The boys of St. Kit’s were “keeping it
up ” afterthe election.

" The studies were ‘almost wholly desérted. From onl"y one
or two‘doors $ame a gleam of :light: The prefect could not
‘making a second attempt to

It was not
in the study was turned low. Lacy

entered and cli)§ed the;dom-

If Talbot had just gone down to the gym. With Brooke
he was not to'réturn in a hurry, and no one else was
at all likely ta:wome into the study. ¥Yet the prefect’s heart
was beating and ‘He went: a,bout hig task in the

furn the gas higher for fear -of
Iight from the window.

For a quarter of an hour the spy was bisy. The result
was—nothing, He paused, and stood with a savage ahd-
He did not like the task, bul he
was completely under “his brother’s influence. For everys, :
thing, includihg hxs fees at St. Kit’s, he was dependent-upon™ -
Rupert Lacy. He dared-not disobey - the orders of the
Squire of Lynwood.

His eyes rested upon Talbét’s desk. Once already he had
been through that; but now, as he looked at .it, it. occurred:

dim Ilght, no! darmg*

“to him that the desk, which was a large, olgi fashaoaed one‘
: mxght contain 4 secret drawer,
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. -He stepped towards it and made a seccrid examination.
Ho patiently examined every part of it, pressing with his
fingers wherever he thought there was a chance of a secret
spring existing. Suddenly there was a faint click! . The
“prefect’s heart gave a bound. «In the dimlight he stooped
-and looked closely at the spot. A little panel had shot
baock, and a small cavity was revealed. *Within the cavity
something white glimmered. -
’ He drew it out with trembling-fingers.
2 - box; dull in hue, but evidently of silver.
- *“The silver box!” 7

The prefect muttered the words aloud as his fingers closed
upon it. :

“The silver box!”’ :

He had found it at last! He drew it out of the cavity
and closed the little panel. There was another click as it
closed. Then he stepped towards the light, the silver box in
his hand. He examined it carefully. So far as he could see,
there was absolutely no kind of opening to the box; the
metal surface was chased with quaint designs, but no crack
or crevice was visible. ]

The prefect’s heart beat hard. It was not prudent to
stop_there and examine his prize, and he thrust it into his
inside breast-pocket and stepped to the door of the study.
- Then his heart gave a painful throb. _ Footsteps were

«coming along the passage without. Was it Talbot?
. The prefect’s

It was a metal
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All letters should be addressed, “The Eqiior, PLUCK
. 2, Carmelite House, Carmelite Street, London.”

“SPECS’S WHEEZE ”

is the title of next Saturday’s special school story, and H.
Clarke Hook, I think, excels himself in this, his latest. You
must not fail to read about Specs, the T'wins, & Co. H

The second, entitled: :

“THE GREAT TIGER LILY,”

is a tale dealing with the adventures of the messenger boys,
Joe, Jim, and Jeremy. Read “ The Great Tiger Lily,” and
introduce *Airpin to your friends. S -

NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. - e
-On Friday, July 5th, two more new numbers will be added
to ‘“ The Boys’ Friend” 3d. Complete Library. Yeu should
place an order with your newsagent to-day and ask him to
reserve you a copy of No. 21:
“PETE’S HOLIDAY,”
a splendid new and original long, complete tale, dealing
with the adventures

-..brain-. worked
.-, quickly. To be
" caught in Talbot’'s |

study with the door
closed would lead to.

%)—.

of Jack, Sam, and
Pete in Brighton
and other holiday
resorts, by 8. Clarke
Hook, and No 22:-

g %F*kwarﬁli q%gstions. . ““SPORTING
. e could not escape O FE,”
: from it without _ A SPLEWDID D . an entirely nIe‘\{v fﬁd
being secn. He - LoNG, COMPLETE SCHOOL “BEPM| eriginal ~talo “of .
silently opened the ) school, of cricket,
door wide, and- - TALE EVERY SATURDAY. and of adventure
stepped into the N i : : K at home and abroad
doorway.. The foot-- : by A. 8. Hardy.
steps came nearer. B 0
* It was Talbot! The ‘A BOCKET.
- corridor was <dim ; ¢
3 Tt but ke 3; -KNIFE ‘WINNER.

Lacy " in - the door-
way of his study as
.- he came up, and
" looked at him in sur-’

prise. : :
“What do you
want here, Lacy?’
“I was just look-
ing in to speak to .
you,” said the pre- :

féet coolly. - .
The .door being

wide ° open soine.’

what disarmed

Talbot’s suspicions,
but he did not quite
trust Eldred Lacy.. -
“Indeed ! Well,
heresI am.” N
‘Lacy cudgelled his
brains for something
to. -say — something

plausible, that
would look a little
genuine.

H“WeH 7 said
»gl‘aikgoﬁ. T'm wait-
i y

““It’s  about the
election,”  he said
quickly. = 2

“The election to-
night? What about
it?”’

““Are you aware
that your side used
foul play?’

“I em aware that
your side did so, so
far as intimidating
" the jyniors is con-

.- cerned,” said Talbot

There was a young
. man of Totton,
Who felt very jll—
in_fact, rotten.
He was given a
PLUCK,

his luck, .
For since then all
ills are forgotten.
Cyril Smith, 5, Mill- .
brook Road, South-
© ampton.

: NEXT
SATURDAY’S
* COVER.

% !

Are you a regular
subscriber to  The
Gem " Library now?
If not, you should
start by buying the
issue that is now on
- gale, for it contains
a really splendid
long, complete
school tale by .a
very popular
author. . o o
" In fact, if ‘you
have not yet been
introduced to Tom
Merry, you are de-
_cidedly - behind the
times, .

“The Gem?” - Li-

for

sternly.

brary i3 now on

(Another long in-
‘gtalment next
Saturday.)

| This picture depicts an amusing incident from “Specs’s Whe'eze,"‘ by H. Clarke Hook,
one of the two complete tales in next Saturday’s PLUCK.  Price 1d.

sale, and costs Onse
Halfpenny. Buy it.
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