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CHAPTER 1.
Introducing the Boys of Bt Kit'a,

OUND the foofball gronnd at St. Kit's a great crowd thronged, and
it wis growing greater every moment. A buzz of talk filled, the
air, and ebbed and flowed, but never ceased for moment,

At St, Uhristophier’s College, movedfamilingly known as St. Kit's,
they took football as it siiould be taken—seriousl¥t They fancied themselyes
at the game, and they played it ‘well. “I'o win recognition in the footer
field, and to shine in the collupe eleven, was the ambition of every aports-
man in the upper Term. A sate custodinm, o velinhle back, or a sure kick
at goal wak assuved of vespecliul wttention at BB Kit's, whatever might be
hig failings in other vespeets, 53

The mateh aboit to Tie vlayed was not one of the nsual fixtures, but a
teinl matelh hetween two elevens picked from the Sixth and Fifth Formns,
Bt the eides wers captained by Avthur Talbot and Eldred Laey, and therein
Ly the eauseof the keen intevest displayed hy the whole school.

For ab St Kit's the post of sehool captain had fallen vacant, and there
were fwo candidates for election—Talhot and Lney, Tu considering (he
nterits of a candidate, eveory follow aslked himself the important guestion— .
how were the sehool sporfs likels to flanvial wnder liis rule® I this respecty
Triowever, there sesmed to be little to choose between the two aapirants.
Palbst was the more populay personally, for he was a {rank, cordial fallow,
whom everyone liked, while Lacy was somewhat given to putting on side.
But Lacy lhad the influence which inevitably attends wealth and high con- -
nections. His elder brother, Squire Laey, of Lynwood, was one of the
governora of Bt. Kit's, and a county magnate. Both fellows were keen

fonl ballers, and played well for the selool in the firet eleven. Their chiances

of tlection seemed, therefore, about even, and the contest was certain to be a
close one, < -
In the eyes of the Bt. Kit's fellows, it was quite in nccordance with the
fitness of thines fov the cugta-incy to be won or lost 'on the foothall field,
aid some of the follows had openly declared their intention of voting for
the winning captain in the trial mateh when the election of the new
captain of St. Kil's came about. Otller thinge being equal, that secmed a

fair and s]ﬁ:artamunliku way of deciding Letween the two candidites,
It was Wednesday afternoon, a half-holiday at 8t. Kit’s. The kick-off was
timed for half-past two, but long before that the ground was crowded. A
The boys wore the calpuvs of the side they fdvoured--red for Arthur
Talbot, and blue fa;‘ Iis: vival, It was hard to tell which colour pre-

-
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2 THE RIVALS OF ST. KIT'S, ;

dominated. Some, whose minds were still open on the subject, wore no
colours at all.

Everybody was anxionsly awaiting the kick-off, and watches were fre-
quently consnlted. There was a cheer as the doctor was seen to descend
the steps of his house and make his way to tha ground, an imposing fgure 14
cap and gown. S

& hour was at hend!
hAti .sigi_‘:]t off t-'i;e doctrar,d B(lﬂlggm& an% Graene, two junéors wlho wcr({,- Tacing
the len of the ground, ducked under the gepes, and disappeare among
the legs of the crogwg - - ;

The chesr was renewed as the rival captains entered the pavilion together.
The crowd was now deep all round the ropes, very nearly all $t. Kit's being
on the gpot. Mr. Slaney, the master of the Fourth, who was refereeing the
wateh, in Norfolk jacket and whistle, looked ab his watch.

“Hallo, here they come !’ exclaimed Blagden, of the Fourth, as the teams
came streaming into the field. * Hurrah! Good old Talbot !

¢ Good old Arthur !’ roared Greene, waving his cap.

And the group of Fourth-Formers round the ‘pair. joined heartily in the
cheering for Arthur Talbot. It could easily be seen that, in the lower Forma
at least, Tolbot was more popular than his rival.

The two captains tossed for choice of goal, and there was o fresh cheer as.

Avthur Talbot was seen pointing to the end from which ‘the wind was
hlawing., - »

' Wg vo gob the wind,”' chuckled Blagden, digging Greene viclently in the
ribs—** we've got the wind, old son !”
Greene gasped: X
* You've knocked all mine out of me, you ass!”
s¢ Never mind! How fit Talbot looks, doesn’t he?”

Frandsome and very fit, Arthur Talbot Jooked in the secavlef shirt and

white lmickers of his side, 'Sturdy and stalwart, straight as o pine, &

splendid specimen of young British manhoad.

‘Bldred Lacy, facing him, did not cut so good o figure. He was about
Palbot’s age and height, but slimmer and less compset in build, His faca
wag handsome, but the chin was weak and the month obstinate. His brow
was olouded now, the result of losing the toss. With so much at stake on
tlie game, he grudoed the slightest advantage to his adversary, and the
ﬂn:-glh of aunoyance i his face showed low little of a real sportsman he was
at heart. as

e whistle went, and Lacy kicked off. There was a hush round the fisld,
every eye being fixed eagerly upon the play. The silence was broken by &
sheer os the red shirts were seen swuning over the enemy’s teyritory.

“@Go ib, Red!” shouted Talbot’s partisans, to be answered by, counter-
shiots from the backers of Lacy, © Buck up, Blue!”

The Blues did buck up, and the rnsh of the Reds was stopped short of goal.

The ball was brought back into the Reds’ hall, and tliere was a desperate
inasle in midficld, from which the leather came out to the foot of Talbot, who
was away with it like a shot.

A buzz round the field gradually grew to a voar as the Red captain was
ooy streaking like lightning for the goal. .

 Fick—lick "

# Yook out in goall™

“*Stop him 1"

f 14 Go it '[!l

< Oh, well Eicked, sir—well kicked !

-
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The ball was in the net!

Loud and ringing were the cheers that greeted Talbot's feat. Blagden
and Greene ronred till they were black in the face. The Blue goalkeeper
}ncl:;ad up the ball, and sling it out ruefully. Eldred Lacy sef his teeth
10rd.

* For goodness” aske buck up!* ho said, as he walked back to the centre
of the field, ** They will simply walk over us at this rate!”

The Irritable remiark was received in eilence. The backs had done their
best, but Talbot had done better, and that was all there was to be said
about it. Lacy’s reproach was quite umcalled for. The teams lined up
again, and again the Blue captain kicked off.

A prolonged ‘tussle for the ball followed. The Reds did most of the
attacking, bui the defence of the Blues was sound, and the goal long
remained intact. Af the Reds’ end of the ground the Red goalkeeper was
waving his arma and stamping to keep himself warm, but the Blue goalie
was given plenty of excrcise by his opponents, Still the goal did not fall,
and the minutes wore away with incessant, lively, but unproductive play.

At last came a chance to Lacy, and he improved it at once. With a fine
exhibition of machinelike passing, the Blues brought the leather up the
field, beating the Ted backs hollow, and Lacy sent the ball whizzing in. The
shot.Gbeat the Red goalie all the way, and ot once there was a roar:

v Oa'l !”

A few minutes later the whistle went, and the first half ended with the
gcores level. The Reds had certainly had most of the game; but, on the
other hand, the Blues had taken their goal against the wind. Which was
the better toam, and which the better eaptain, it would have been hard to
decide zo far.

In the interval, the bovs eagerly discussed the performances and the
prospects of the xivals. During the buzz of excited talk, a new spectator
arrived upon the sceme. He was a tall, darkly-handsome man, of about
thivty, in riding-clothes, He made his way direotly towards the doctor, and
joined the Head of St. Kit’s, who greeted him cordially.

“Hallo!” said Blagden. * Wonder who that is? = The Head's awiully
chummy with him, ain’t he?” )

The juniors stared towards fhe man who hud joined the doetor. The
stranser, evidently, was on the best of terme with Dr. Kent, He sat down
beside the Head, and entered into conversation with him,

Greene gave a whistle.

T think I know who it is,” he remarked. * You know somebody said
T.acy's brother was coming to sea the match. This must be Lacy major 34

“’My hat ! exclaimed Blagden. * Of course it must. Now I look at him,
T can see that he is like lacy in the dial.”

The juniors looked at the stranger with renewed interest. FEldred Lacy
devived o certain importance from being younger brother of the Squire of
Lynwood, who was a governor of the echool.

But the squire was quite a stranger at 8t. Kit's. He had been abroad
for a good many years, but had recently returned and taken up his resi-
dence at Lynwood. As his name passed through the crowd mauy curiova
glances were turned upon the young squire.

He did not appear to be aware of it, as he sat and chatted easily with the
doctor. :

T am sorry to be late.” he remarked. It spems that T have missed the
first half, How dees the score stand, doctor?”




4 THE RIVALS OF ST. KIT'S.

 Level, go far—one goal each,”” replied the doctor.

““ Ah, yes! Well, I hope I shall see Eldved the victor. He twisled me
to come very much, and I am very glad to see the old school again.
\inderstand that there is something’ of nnusual importance depending wupon
this mateh.””

$Yes; there is to be an election of o new ¢aptain of St. Kit's, and it is
extremely probable that the winning captain in this trial mateh will secure
the pest, You see, there is little to choose between the two candidates
personally, and many of the boys seem to have made up their minds to allow
this mateh to decide how they shall vote.” -

 And a good way, teo!” exclaimed the squire heartily. “ The post to the

best sportsman—that is & good idea. Who is my brother’s opponent?™
. % Aythup Talbot: a fine fellow—a very fine fellow indeed !" said the doctor,
with an unnsnal warmth in his manner.

The squire smiled.

“ Ah, yes; I remember now that Eldred mentioned him to me. A sorb of
protege of yours, is he not—a foundling, or something?”

“ A protege of mine, cerfainiy,” said the doctor briefly. 1 am his
guardian. But there he is, Mr. Lacy.”

The teams were taking up their positioncagain. The doctor pointed oub
Talbot, and Squire Lacy glanced carelessly at him.

The next moment, however, his glance became ﬁxe{ané earnest, and &
strange look came over his face. =

¢ That 15 Arvthur Talbot?”

The doctor looked at him in surprise. e could not imagine why the
sight of Talbot should awaken such a sudden and evidently deep interest
in the Squire of Lynwood. 3

 Yeag, that is he.”

«His name is Talbot? I meon *—the sauire stammered a little—=1T
%:Iﬁ 1 have seen him somewlere. His face seems familiar. MHis name is

t.?ll

“Tt does nol seem possible that you have met Tim,” said the doctor,
smiling. ** He has always lived at 8t, Kit's since I have heen here as Head,
while you have been abroad. But, see, they are Iocking off 1"

He furned his attention to the game. The squire’s glance was npon the
field also, and it followed ArShur Talbot wherever he moved, but he was
giving little attention to the game.

1f the doctor had looked at Rupert Lacy then, e would have seen that the
colour was wavering in the squire’s sunburnt check.

“ By Jove,” said the doctor to himself, “ the Reds have it!"

That certainly seemed to be the case. The change of ends had brought
the wind in favonr of the Blues, but they did not seem to be able to make
much of this advantage.

They were penned up in their own half from the start, and Eldred Lacy'a
desperate efforts to get his forwards going were bafiled by the Reds; and erc
long there were chesrs, as the scarlef shirts bore down upon the Blues™ goal,
and shotswere rained in thick and fast upon the custodian.

And Haywood, the Blue goalie, after manfnlly holding his own for a long
time, missed a keen daisy-cutter from the foot of Arthur Talbot, whisli -
found l]{c: net, and a rear of cheering made the air rock.

e Goa‘ -”

« Talbot—Talbot I e

Desperate were the efforts ol the Bluez to cqualise after that; but grim
and determined was ihe opposition of the red shirts, and the latter more
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than held their own. Try as they would, Lacy and lis men could not get
to the Reds’ goal, while again and again the tussle was brought right up to
the citadel of the Blues. 2.

And at last the ball again found the net, and the Reds were two up.
Right up to the finish Lacy and his men fought out the fight, but their
fate was fixed. Muv. Slaney hlew his whistle, and the score was still three to
one. .

Pretty well fagged out by a gruelling game, the rival teams quitted the
field, followed by ringing cheers. Dr. Kent turned to the squire.

“This boy Talbot scems to be a splendid foothaller,” Rupert Lacy re-
marked., ‘“I'm afraid there’s mo doubt that le's streets ahead of my
Lrother.””

Dr. Eent nodded. ’

“Yes: the best side won, snd that is as it should be. T faney this will
settle the guestion of the election.”

But' that remained to be seen. Rldred Lacy well knew that he had lost

ound in losing the trial match, but he was still determined to make a

esperate Hight for the captaincy of St. Kit’s, And he lad at least one
advantage over his opponent; for, while Arthur Talbot * played the game ™
upon all occasions; and never thought of doing anythin Jse, there were
few things that would come amiss to Eldred Laey if only they helped him on
to the goal of his ambition.

CHAPTER 2.
Pat Nugent Comes to 8t Kit's.

AT NUGENT stepped from the station hack at the gates of St. Kit's,
and walked calmly in. Tt was the first time he had set foot within
th;ﬁrm_incts of St. Christopher’s Collegiate School; but no ome
swould have thought so, judging by his perfectly unconcerned manner

as he strolled across the close.

Trimble, of the Upper Fourth, was the first fospot the new boy. Trimble
was o big and somewhat ungainly fellow, with red hair that grew in tufts
upon a large head, and his best chum lhad never called him handsome; but
lio was nearly a head taller than any other boy in the Form, and so he was
cock-of-the-walle there. .

Trimble waa accustomed to inspiring terror in the bosoms of small boys,
and the cool way the new boy surveyed him as lie bore down upon him was
more than sufficient to rouse his ire.

“Hallo!” he said majestically, stopping directly in the path of the new
arrival, “Hallo !

Pat Nugent smiled agreeahly.

“ Same to you,” hesaid, “and many of them.”

Trimble glared.

“Don’t you give me any of your cheek, young 'un! T'm Trimble, captain
of the Upper Fourth.” : '

“Aré you reall;r? Yeaeplaased to meet you, Trimble, captain of the
TUpper Fourth. Ta-ta! See you again, Trimble, captain of the—"

he jocular new boy was interrupted. A large hand descended upon him,
and gripped his ear. 3

*Now, you cu 3 *

“Let go my ear, Trimble, captain of the Upper Fourth!?

“Rafs! Tll—" i

Piff! A fist, which seemed to Trimble ns hard as a lump of iron, smote
Jiim full upon his:prominent nose, and he sat down with a suddenness that
jarred every bome in kis body.
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Pat Nugent waited a moment, looking at him, and then walked away un-

concernedly with his hands in his pockets, leaving Trimble sitting on the

ound holding his injured nose 1n is hand, and staring dazedly after him,

he new boy grinned to himself.

«Faith, I think T have surprised that merchant!” he murmured. “Hallo!
T suppose this is where T go in. I wonder what kind of chaps I shall meet
herells‘1 It they're all like that long-legged specimen, I don't think much of
St. Kit's.” -

He mounted two wide granite steps, and entered the schoolhouge. The
next moment, with a loud whoop, Lialf a dozen juniors swooped down wpon

m.

« A naw kid 1 exclaimed Blagden.  Collar him!”

< Bring him into the commaon-room!” cried Greene.

“ Here, I say,” protested Pat, * sure and I—~

«“Sure and you'd better shut up!” said Blagden, grinning. “ We're not
going to hurt gmi, young Ireland. Just you come along, that's all.” A

They hustled him into the juniors’ common-room. There were a good many
youngsters there, and they gathered round Biagden and his prize. FPat,
“fter the first moment of surprise, was taking it calmly. Calmuess seemed
to be the new hoy's strong point,‘and he saw that the intention of the
juniors was not yet, at all évents, hostile. :

“Well, here I am !’ e remarked, * Faith, and is this the way you always
welceme new-comers to St. Kit's, kids? *

“My hat, here’s a cool merchant I said Blagden. * Look here, Tipperary,
or whatever your name is, there's a giddy election on to-night, and we want
to explain to you, so that you shan’t go and vote 'on the wrong side. See?
There’s two candidates—Talbot, the finest fellow that ever breathed, and
/Fldred Lacy. Lacy is a prefect, and a pig, and a rotfer. and & howling
cad. You can’t vote for him. The election’s at eight. You'll come into
the hall with us and vote for Talbot.”

“ Perhaps.”

“Took here, we're not going to fool with you! Are yon going to wvote
with us?”

“Faith, and that deEe_nds. T can promise you one:thing. T shall vote
sxactly as T please, without taking advice from anybody but myself.”

“0h, you will, will you?" :

“ And the more you worry me, the less likely I shall.be to:vote with you,*
continned Pat cheerfully, ““So there’s the case in a nutshell.”

&0 that’s the sort of giddy monerel you are, is it? You think too much

of yourself, young Tipperary. We'll teach you a lesson, and I hope it will
do you good! Got the rope there, you kippers?” : .
“Here it is,” replied Greene.

“ That’s right! Fasten the youni“bm_te up. Don’t mind if you hurk
ow.”

him. It’s all for his own geod, you

%1 say—" began Pat, m expostulation.

e got no further. Blagden squeezed a handkerchief into Iis mouth, and
he choked into silence. The juniors, chuckling with glee, fastened the cords
about his legs and arms, binding him hand and foof. .

“#/There, that looks like a workmanlike job,”. said Blagden, as he stood
back and surveyed the new boy with extreme satisfaction. Pat was feaning
against a desk, absolutely helpless; but, in spite of his bonds and his gag,
he was as cool as ever. *

# Of course, it's rot for a new kid 16 be allowed to vote at all,” continued
Blagden, rather ?ﬁ%ly. - *“Tt's our duty to keep him off the grass.
election’s at eight. ere can we shoye till it's overf"

e
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Pat began to struggle as he heard this. But the rope held him fast, and
a Judicious pinch or twa in tender places soon quieted bim.

*In the hox-room,” suggested one junior.

Blagden shook his head.

“T know!"” exclaimed Greene suddenly.

““Well, what place have you thought of#”

* Lacy’s study.”

 What!*

“T mean it. Lacy is busy electioneering, and he won't; be in his study
again till after eight, sure as n gun. The Sixth studies will all be empty,
and nebody will hear the beast i:lgli‘:e wriggles.”

“ But if ac{ should come and find him#™

“He'll give him a hiding for being there, without stbﬁging to ask ques-
tions. That's hissweet way. And it’s just what the cheexy kid requires.”

“ (freene, you've got some sense,” said Blagden emphatically. “T've never
noticed it before; but you have, really. Bring him along, chappies!”

The grinning juniors lifted Pat and carried him in their midst out info
the dark passage. It was easy to convey him undiscovered to Lacy’s study;

‘and Blagden, stouting ahend, found that the study was dark and empty,

as he expected. .

“Stick him here,” said Blagden, opening a cuphboard door, “Hallo!
What have you shoved him on? My aunt, that's Lacrs Sunday topper in,
that box, and you've smashed it as flat as a pancake! Tipperary, don’t
envy you if Lacy comes in and finds you siiting on the wreck of his Sunday
topper! But cheer up! Welll come and have you out after the election.
T’ll take that gag off. Good-bye, young Ireland [”

And the juniers decamped.

Pat, as we have said, remained perfoctly cool in his plight, but his feel-
ings were not to be envied. He could not get loose. If the juniors did nof
choose to return and release him, he was a prisoner till after the election
of the new captain of St. Kit’s. And if Laey came in and found him gnd the
damage his presence had done in the cupboard, it was certain that some-
thing awfnl would happen.

Suddenly there was the sonnd of an opening door. Pat drew a quick
breath. Someone had come into Lacy’s study. He wondered whether he
should wriggle, and make his presence known. He was gtill undecided,
when a gleam of light, penetrating under the cuboard door, showed that the
gas was lighted in the study.
~“Sig down, Rupert.” :

Tt was Lacy’s voice. A deeper voice replied:

s ! Eu_pfase you are busy now, Eldred, with the election at hand. But
it's that 1 want to spealk to you about. You must leave no stone unturned
to get in as captain of Bf. Kits!” ;

““Yon're very good to take such an interest in =

“ Mut-tut ! You must become captain of the school, hecanse it will give
you power to do what you must do, what I shall help you to do by every
means, fair and foul.”

“ And what is that?” :

“Ts rnin and disgrace Arthur Talbot and drive him from the school! Te
}'cm understand? He must be ruined—utterly crnshed—and driven away !
isten! I am Somire Taey, of Lynwood, to-day, the richest landowner in the

_county. Arthur Talbot could make me a beggar to-morrow if he knew—if Le

only knew !”
Rupert, you must be mad! How—" :
“T am not mad. I am speaking in sober earnest.” Arthur Tafbot is a
(] 1‘-4) L
-~

——
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menace to me—ta both of us, Put ruined, disgraced, driven forth into
poverty and obseurity, I shall no longer fear him I 1 b

And every word came distinetly to the ears of the hidden boy, filling kim
with horror and amazement. 3 3

Pat Nugent remained silent. What would happen if the brothers dis-
covered his presence in the study he did not know, but he knew that it would
be something extremely unpleasant to himself.

It was by no wish of his own that he had been placed in the position of
an eavesdropper, and he did not feel called upon to risk a severe unishment
, by betraying his presence. He devoutly wished that the s;l:e ers would

leave the room, or turn to less dangerous topics. A long silence followed
the squire’s Iast words, and Pat hoped that they were going; but he was

di%iﬁgointed.

ed Lacy’s voice broke the silence; if was very strange and shaky.
“I don’t nunderstand you, Rupert. I can’t imagine what you can possibly
have to fear from Talbot. He is a nobody. The fellows say that the Head
picked him out of the gutter, and brought lim up out of charity. It’s quite
certain that his parents are unkmown, and he has no money but what the
Head allows him. He's awfully keen on getting the Dunraven Scholarship,
and I believe i¥’s for that reason. How can s beggar's brat like Arthur
Talbot be dangerous to us?”

‘Tt is not necessary for you to know,” replied the squire coldly, ** and I
have no intention of laining. But you may take my word for it that
what I say is correct. e question is, are you willing to help me in this?”

1 don’t kmow. I can’t say that I like Talbot. But—"

“You hate him.”

““Well, perhaps I do. But—"

 But you are chicken-hearted,” snesred his elder brother, “Well, we will
talk over this again. Meanwhile, strain every nevve to get in as capbain.
That will give you & power in theschool that will be useful for our purpose.”

<1 shall certainly do that,” said Lacy. “I mean to get in as captain if
I can do it by hook or by erook.” :

“What means have yon used—beside the ordinary omes, I mean? If
money wounld be of any use, you can have as much as you want."”

“1’don’t think that would help much. It would be sure to come out; and
g feﬁo‘w employing bribery in an election would be sent to Coventry by all
NE. it’s." -

“Then you are depending upon fair voting? 1T know little of the state
of affairs here, hut, after that foothall mateh, I imagine Talbot is more
popular than you are.”

““Possibly; but I haye a card “IP my sleeve. My fag, Trimble, is a cunning
raseal, and le is doing his best for me. He has invited hall & dozen of the
Lower Fourth to a feed in his studz, and just before eight he’s poing to nip
out and turn the key on them, so they'll be kept there till after the eleption.
The voting will be very close, and half a dozen of Talbot's backers being
away will be almost certain fo turn the scale in my favour.”

“ By Jove, that is a good idea!” The squire looked at his wateh. “I
won't keep you longer, Eldred; you'll be wanted. Tle time’s close now.
Remember what I've told you.”

“1 am not likely to forget.”

Pat, in the cupboard, drew a deep breath of relief. e heard the
brothers quibt the room, and the study door closed. HMe writhed in his
bonds. Lacy had gone to the hall, and very scon the election would be
Lield there. And here he was, tied up, helpless,

It was exasperating. For what he I.uuf hieard had quite decided Pat



BY CHARLES HAMILTON. 9

Nugent. ITe knew little of Arthur Talbot, but it was certain thab Eldred
Lacy was not it to be captain of the school. Talbot—the fellow against
whom the treacherous pair plotted—he was tlie man who should have Pat
Nugent's vote.

If Pat could help it, Lacy would neversfe captain of St. Kit’s. He
wriggled in his bonds, but they had been tied too well. Suddenly he heard
a sound in his study. The door of the cuphoard jyas opened. !

< Hallo, you new kid ! It was the voice of Blagden. * Have you decided
to vote for Talbot? It is just on eight. There's time yct. If you mean.
ves, grunt.”

Paf grunted. Blagden bent over him, grinning, and removed the gag.

“You are going to vote for our man?” :

“ Yes!” gasped Pat. “ Not because I'm afraid of you, you bounder, bub
because of—'' He paused. Perhaps it would not be wise to reveal what

" le had accidentally overheard. *“ Because I've changed my mind.”

“Right yon are!” grinned Blagden. “I don’t care a rap what your

| repson is, so long as you vote for Talbot. There yon are.”

He was strongly inclined to start on Blagden, but he restrained himse
““Come on!” said the junior. ‘*There’s no time to waste. They're
beginning.”
Pat followed him from the study. There he caught Blagden’s arm and

'stoth:)d him, _
“ Do you know Trimble, Lacy's fag?"
“Rather, the beast! What about him?"
“Ylo's got some of our voters locked up in his study.”
“How do you know?"” demanded Blagden, in amazement,
¢ Never mind how I know,” said Pat. “ Sure. it's releasing them thab

His fingers worked rapidly. Paf rose, free, but feeling decidedly cramped.’
1f.

wants doing, Ave you going te do it? We've got to get Talbot m#”

“You seom to have changed your tine a lot in that cupbeard,” said

. Blagden.

“Never mind that. Tet's get a move on. T tell you it’s a fact.”

Blagden asked no more questions, but led the way to Trimble's study.
The captain of the Upper Fourth was just coming away from it. {:
started as he saw Blagden’ , '

* Hallo!” he exclaimed. °° Ain’t you going fo vote? Thers's no time to
lose; they're just starting in the halll"

““\We're looking for voters,” replied Blagden. ©Thought there might

. be some in your study.”’

|

|

i
i1

“Ha, ha! You're joking, I supposs. Come along, and——" .

Trimble was interrupted by a thumping on the door from the interior
of his study. There was a din of voices within.
_ “ He’s locked us inl”

““Let us out, you beast!”

<Trimble, you cad, open this giddy door, or we'll kick it down!"

Trimble scowled darkly. There wasn’t much chance of the youngsters
within kicking the door down, hecause it was a solid one of thick oak,
but they seemed to be trying their best, and the noise was dealening. The
key was in Trimble’s pocket, and but for the presence of Blagden and
Pat his trick would have heen a porfect suecess. The hall, where all tha
school had assembled, was too far away for the noise in the study 1o bs
heard there. But Blagden's looks showed that he meant business, - .

5o that's your game, you cad!” he exclaimed. “ You were right,
Tipperary. Give me the key, Trimble, you howling rotter 25

tSha’n't! Youw'll get hurt if you try to stop mel”

And the hig Upper Fourth fellow tried to shove himself past the two.
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But they fastened umhim like cats and tlraﬁged him to the floor, Had
Blagden been alone; Trimble would have made short work of him, and indeed
he succeeded in sending Blagden to the floor; but with Pat Nugent it was
a different matter. Trimble was already aware of the quality of the new

Y.

“Let me go, you new cad!”

£ Rats !J,

Pat _jammed him against the wall, and kept him there. There was a
loud shout from the direction of the hall. Blagden struggled up, mopping
his mose with his handkerchief.

“Hold him—hold him!” he gasped. * He's squashed my nose, the
beast! Hold him!”’

“I've got him safe.” _

“ Gimme that key, Trimble, you pig! M
in the hall! They must be nearly tiu:ouf with the election, while we've
been wasting time over that cad! Knock his head against the wall, Tip-

erary, if he won't give up the key! We shall be done, after all, if we

on't buck up!” :

Pat abe_vedl., Trimble’s head was knocked against the wall till he gaw
st.]:irs& He dragged the key from his pocket and flung it savagely at

en.

**There it is, hang youl”

Blagden picked up the key. )

“*Let the brute go, Nugent. I've got it. ‘Come on!”

The crashing on the study door showed that the imprisoned juniors were |
wielding Trimble’s chair against the solid oak. The din was incessant,
Crash, crash, clatter! and a o Bl .

The door had not given wai,;, but; the chair had, and apparently somebody
was hurt. Blagden thrust the key into the lock and opened the door.

The rescued juniors rushed away. At their head went Blagden aad Pat,
running their hardest. As they drew near the hall they heard a lond
;sho&ting and stamping of feet. Was the election over? Were they "too
ater

1{ hat; hark how they’re shouting
1

3 L 3 . . L L § L = -] L

The great hall of 8t. Kit's was crammed.

The election of the new captain was a question which stirred the school
to its depths, and few were-the boys who would willingly have absented
themselves upon the great oceasion. .

The seniors, of course, had all the good seats at the front. The rival
candidates were both on the spot, each surrounded by a group of friends
and supporters. The body of the hall was packed with juniors, who kept
up a ceaseless buzz of conversation. A

That the election would be a very close one, and might be decided either
way by two or three votes, was well known, and this made the general
inferest in the proceedings all the keener. Glances were continually thrown
upon the clock, the hand of which was g)ointing very near to eight. .

There was a louder biizz as Brooke of the Sixth was seen upon his feet,
Brooke was Arthur Talbot’s closest chum, and Talbot's partisans cheered
him. Brooke had the honour and the pleasure to propose his friend Arthur
Talbot for the vacant post of captain of St. Kit's, :

The cheering burst forth again, louder than before, and the great hall
;;an fron; end fo end. It was evident that Arthur Talbot had plenty of

ackers there.

Then Haywood proposed Dldred Lacy, and it was the turn of Lacy’s
backers to cheer. They did so with a Learty goodwill, It was not easy :
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to tell which side made the most noise—in fact, the honours appeared to
be about equall;,' divided. :

“Hallo, they're going to take the vote!’ said Greene, of the Lower
Fourth. He jumyef up on a form and looked towards the door. “ V¥re's
that ass Blaggy?”’ -

“Sit down, there! came a shout from the rear, from those whose view
of the procesdings was obstructed by Greene. 4

Greene took no notice. -

“Blagey ought fo be here now, whether he brings the new chap or not!”
he exclaimed. ““ Hallo, that must be him!” The door opened. “ No; it's
Trimble I

Trimble, captain of the Upper Fourth, entered the hall.

_He was looking decidedly the worse for wear and tear. His collar was
rumpled, his face dirty, and there was a red smear on his nose. His
clathes were covered with dust. £

*‘ Hallo!”” said Greene. ““Trimble’s been in the wars. Can he haye been
fighting with old Blaggy?”

““8it down there!”

‘““Sha'n’t! I say, Trimble—"" shouted Greene across the hall.

“ EKnock that young cad down!” . -

“Oh!” yelled Greene, as someone obeyed that order, and gave him a
dig in the ribs that sent him to the floor, ‘“ Oh, oh, oh!”?

“Shuf up!™

Spma&hingjhke silence was restored. Eldred Lacy looked towards Trimble,
but failed to cateh the eye of his Iaﬁ. Had Trimble succeeded in locking
up in his study the six voters for Talbot, whom he had taken there for a
“feed ™ with that intention? Lacy could not tell; but the fact that Trimble
avoided his glance made him feel dubiocus. i

“Vote! Vote!” was shouted now; and a show of hands was demanded
for Eldred Lacy.

Up went a forest of hands, and the counting slowly proceeded.

Two tellers had been appointed, and as their results did nob agree, the
counting was again proceeded with. Meanwhile Greene, whose eye was
on Trimble, noticed a rather peculiar aption on the szrt of that young
gentleman. He had' been whispering among his friends, and now nearly
@ dozen of the Lacyites had withdrawn themselves with exaggerated care-
lessness from the crowd, and were leaning against the door.

“Look at those cads!” whispered Greene to his companions, ““They’re
trying to keep Blagden out—that's their little game!”

“ Silence !

*Votes for Eldred Laey, one hundred and four.”

Tacy's backers cheered loudly, Trimble and his friends shouted them-
selves hoarse, ab the same time stamping on the floor, and the din was
tremendous. The row they made was not without its object. It served to
gtmm the sound of shouting and kicking on the other side of the oaken

00r. ;

Blagden and Pat Nugent, with the rescued voters from Trimble’s study,
had arrived. They found the door shut and held against them, and they
wera kicking and hammering at it with all theiv sfrength. . ;

Gyecne jumped upon the form again.

The seniors were trying to restore silence to take the vote for Talbet,
but Trimble and his friends were sfill going it for all they were worth.

“ Fair play !'" yelled Greene. “ Open the door!” _

There was a shade of anxiety on y's face. He guessed how matters
stood, and he was wery anxious for the voting to be got over hefore the
door should be -opened.
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““They're trying to break up the meeting!" he exclaimed, loud enouglt
for Talbot to hear. ““They know I've got the majority, and they want Lol
break 1up the meeting. They don't want fair play!” ;

Talbot flushed angrily. Ie knew that the words were meant for his.
ears and forshimself, and, as a matter of fact, the disturbance was mainly
caused by his partisans. He rose quickly to his feet. !

s“Silence! Order, there!” he cried. °f Greene, sit down, or get oub of
the hall! Behave yourselves, you youngsters!” |

“ They're keeping our voters out!” yelled Greene. |

Talbol canght the junior’s words throngh the din. and his face changed.

“What's that?” He exclaimed. ““What's that about keeping voters
outz”
~ ¢ Nonsense ! exclaimed Lacv. ‘F Let’s get on to the voting, for goodness' |
sake! We sha'n’t get away to-night!”

Talbot’s eyes flashed. -

“ What are those juniors leaning up against the door for? he asked.
Tt looks as if what Greene says is truc. Silence there! Open that door!™

Trimble pretended not to lLear. !

 Open the door!™ !

Still Trimble was deaf. ;

Talbot spoke a few words in a low tone to Brooke, who immediately pushedi
lis way down the hall—the juniors making way for him—und reached the
door.

“ What are you doing, Trimble?’’ he demanded.

 T{'s—it’s draughty,” stammered Trimble, * and—and we—"

* Stand aside!”

s But__-‘f

Brooke toolt him unceremonionsly by the collar and swung him away..
His companions surged Dback as the Sixth-Former began to box their ears:

vight and left.

The door, thus suddenly released, gave way with equal suddenness to the
attack from withont. It fHew open, and a crowd of juniors tumbled in
headlong. :

 Didn't. T tell you so?’ exclaimed Greene triumphantly. ;

Blagden had been shoving his hardest against the door, when it gava
way. He came in like a shot, and volled over. Pat Nugent fell over im,
a.m-{ sprawled on the floor, and the hali-dozen juniors behind came tumbling
over the two leaders: Greene dragged Blagden to his feet. -

“Buck up, Blagey! I made the rotten bounders let you in!™

“ Are we in time?” gasped Blagden.

 Yes, they haven’t counted for Talbobt yet.*

¢ Hurrah ! i !

¢ Sort yourselves out!” exclaimed Brooke. ‘“And look lere, nmo more®
of this kind of thing, Trimble. This is carrying zeal a little too far.”

Trimble made no reply. IHe shook his fist at Greene and Blagden.
Brooke went back to his friends, and a semblance of order having been |
yestored, the counting started. Blagden was chuckling gleefully.

He had been a %onod deal hurt in effecting the rescue of the imprisoned |
voters, but he didn’t mind that, since they had got into the hall in
time. He cheerfully mopped the red stream flowing from his mose,

“We've done ‘em!” he said. It was all due to the new chap, too.
Young Tipperary warned me that Trimble had a lob of voters locked up .
in his stuc? -, and we mado the cad give up the key and let them out.” -

“The horrid bounder!” exclaimed Greeue. °‘ That's just the kind of
trick he wounld get up to. What a pily you dido't lIock Trimble up in
their place!™ {

~ i
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‘¢ Silence I -

The counting was proceeding carefully. Pat Nugent had his hand up
with the rest. The tellers finished theiv task, and compared notes. The
results were the same, and the anunouncemenl was made, the whole hall
listening with breathless attention.

“ Avthur Talbot, one hundred and eight votes! Eldred Lacy, one
liundred and four votes!"

‘““Hurrah!"” yelled Blagden,

And Talbot's partisans burst into deafening cheering. The long, hLigh
hall echoed with the sound, and the very air seemed to rock.

# Hurrah !’

s Arthur Talbot is captain of St. Kit's!” '

The election was over. Eldred Lacy, with a somewhat pale face and
eves burning, made his way from the hall, too enraged by the result to
{rust himself to speak to anyone, Many of his frien followed him, and
the rest were silent and dismayed.

. But the Talbot faction were by no means silent. They had triumphed :
their candidate was alected, and they let themselves go in their exuberant
satisfaction. The hall rang again and agein with cheering.

CHAPTER 3.
A Study Row and an Eviction.
2 OT’LL have to keep your weather-eye open, young Dublin,” said
Blagden, with a shake of the head. ;
1t was the day after the election. St. Kit's had settled down
into its usual calm again, and, after the excitement of election
night, swas pursning the customary evenness of its way.
“ Hallo! What's the trouble now?”’ asked Pat. ;
- He did not seem very much alarmed. Pat Nugent had a very cool way of
taking things as they came. :
i is going to claim you for his fag,”” said Blagden solemnly. “I
'was_.'c,oig by a cha}: who heard Trimble say so.”
*“That’s a bad look-oul.™
¢ Ratlier—for you. Lacy knows that he owes his defeat to you now, aud
he means to make you sit up for it. There’s nothing of the sportsman about
Eldred Lacy. He's going to make you smart, and if you're his fag you'll
be at his mercy.”’
& Qan’t I get out of it any way?”
* Not unless some other senior appropriated you first. I say, I've gob a
jolly good idea. Cut along to Talbot's study and ask him.”
“Good wheeze!’® said Pat, jumping up at omce. “It's a chance, any-

way."

.:{nd Te 19s no timein earrying out the idea. As he made his way towards
the new captain’s study he heard his name called down the corridor. He
recognised Racy‘s voice, and took no motice. A few moments later he was
tapping at Arthur Talbot's door, and the voice of the new captain of St
Kit's bade him enter.

“JIallo!” said Talbot, in his geuial way, with u kindly glince at the
junipr. " You're the new kid, aren’t yout"

“Yes. M?’ name’s Pat Nugent.” )

* Ah, yes! I hear that it 'was you who let oub some volers wlo were
Jovked up in a study last evening.”

£ helped,” said Pat modestly. “*I wanted to see fair play, you know.”

“ Quite right. Now, what can I do for you, Nugeut:”

T game Lo ask yow a favour, Talbot."
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“T'm always willing to help a new boy in any way. What can I do?”

 Will you let me be your fag?” .

“ Are you anxzious for the post?”’ asked Talbot, looking at him, with a
smile.

* Faith, and T am!”

It isn’t an easy one, you kmow. Yowll have to share the duties of '

Blagden, my present fag. You may have the lion’s share of the work.””
“% don’t mind a bit.”
“Very well; I’ll take you on, if yor like.”
“Thank you very much, Talbot! Is there anything T can do now?”

“No,” lauii;cﬂ Talbot. * Blagden will show you the ropes, and he’ll S

tell you at what times I'm free to help you with your lessons.””
“Thanks awiully!”

And Pat, in a very satisfied frame of mind, xiuitted the captain’s study.
a

He had gained his object; and, once being installed as the captain’s fag, he

thought he would be pretty safe from the reprisals of Eldred Laey. Af all -
events, Laey could mow claim him as a fag, and so he would not find it

impossible to avoid his enemf.

“Talbot’s a brick,” said Blagden. when Pat rejoined him—* a jolly brick!
But, my hat, yow'Il have to look ont for Lacy after this!™

“T say, Nugent, T wish they had put you in our study,” said Greene
ggretfu}ly. “You'll have a horrid time of it in No. 9 with Jones and

ooper.””

GoI:;esidaring the reception Blagden and Greene had given Pat on his arrival
at St. Kit's, they had come to agree with one another remarkably well. The

three were, in fact, kindred spirits, and their friendship dated from the.

evening of the election. .

It was a disappointment to Pat that he could not become study-mate with
his new friands. He pulled so well with Blagden and Greene that hie would
have been glad to share fheir  quarters. But the powers that were had

decided otherwise. The juniors generally went three fo a study, and the |
third in Blagden’s room was a youth named Cleeve, with whom the two |
chums did not agree very well. But he was a fixture there, and Pat was |

put in No. 9, where there happened to be room for him.
“Paith, it’s rotten!” agreed Pat. S_uﬁnpese we could get Cleeve to
ehaonge with me, and ‘go inte No. 9 with Hooper and Jones instead of
e‘ 3
“T've already asked him, the pig!” replied Blagden, with a shake of the
head. “He won't. You see, our study is larger and lighter, and looks oub
upon the close, and he likes it better. He actually had the cheek to suggest

that, if T wanted a change, Greene and I should change into No. 9 ourselves, |

and let Hooper and Jones join him in our room.”

“ Awful bounder, Clecve!” said Greenc solemnly. ““He's got gheek

enongh for anﬁhing. He's a toady of Trimbie's, so we can't make things
too warm for-him.’

Pat grinned. :

“ Now. look here,” he said, “we three want fo be together, and so we
onght to persuade Cleeve to shift, somehow. You can’t be expected to turn
out of the quarters you're used to. Cleeye is o new-comer there, isn't he?”

“Yes: he hasn’t been with ms a month. And all the study furmiture is |

ours, We bought it and paid for it; and Cleeve hasn't contributed a red

cent. He gets the use of it for mothing, and never even stands a study |

feed, the blessed Sh;rlock!”

““Then ¢learly heis the on who ought to go. He's the ﬁdy intruder |

who ought to be eiected. Hocper and Jones are welcome fo him.
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“Yes; but they wouldu’t like to have him. He's a mean beast, you
know; and, besides, those two are pigs, and don’t want to oblize us. T ey
think we arc cocky,” said Blagden, with the air of one suffering under an
undeserved aspersion.

“Sure, and it will be casy for me to make them want to change me for
anybody under the sun:” grinned Pat. ““If you start on Cleeve, and I
i' egh!:art on Hooper and Jones, I dare say things will work out as we wanb

em.’}

, ““But then we shall have Trimble down on us, you know.”’

! ““ Who cares for Trimble?"

-5 ““ Well, he's the biggest chap in the Upper Fourth, and, of course, he
could lick any of us.”

: “I don’t think so. I'd be willing to back- myself against Trimble any
' day in the week,” said Pat confidently. “I've had some rubs with him

already, and he hasn't come off best. If he interferes I'll take him on,
anyway, and see if I can’t shut him up.*

s right!” said Blagden gleefully. *““If you conld lick Trimble thaf
> will settie it. He’s a beast, and has the cheek to fag some of the Lower
' Fou:i;.h, just as if he were a senior. He wants taking down a peg or

twa.’ u
| When Pat entered Study No. 9 t commence operations there heé found
: Hooper and Joues in possession, and their reception of him was far frown
agreeable. Both of them were big bufs—~m'uch big really to be in the
Lower Fourth, but kept there principally by idleness and want of ambition,
In a Form with boys mostly much smaller than themselves, they put onm
, airs, and developed bullying tendencies, and were pretty thoroughly detested
by their fellow-Formers. ~ But they were dreaded more than they werce
£ detested, and they usually succeeded in getting half their work done by
smaller and cleverer boys.
: They looked at Pat far more amiably as he entered. Nobody was anxious
to share No. 9 with them, and for a long time they had had it to themselves.
At St. Kit's the studies were far from roomy, and three was a squeezs ab
the best of times. Consequently, they were far from regarding with favour
the advent of a new-comer.
" ““Hallo! What do you want?”’ growled Hooper, as Pat came in with his
books under his arm. “ What are you shoving yourself into this study
for???

“ Not from choice ! said Pat cheerfully.. “I'd just as soon go into the
monkey-house at the Zoo, which, faith, wouldn’t be unlike this, as far as
the inhabitants are concerned I

“None of your cheek! We don’t want you in here. Do you mean to
say that Slaney has shoved you in here without asking us?”

““Sure, and he has!” :

 Well, don’t make yourself a nuisance, or yowll get it !"

* Get what?”

“A thick ear, my son!” said Hooper darkly. “‘I’ve heard about you,
You're the cheeky new kid that biffed Trimble. If you give me any of
your cheek you'll get some biffing here that will make you fook sick, I can

tell you!”
“ What-ho!” chimed in Jones. ““Suppose we give him a hiding to start
with, Hooper?”

* Spare ny tender youth!"” said Pat, in mock terror. *‘ As you are strong,
be merciful; and don’t be bigzger cads than you can help,” 3

Hooper and Jones .looked ab one another.

Pat was only fourteen, and of medium siza for his age. He was certainly

— ;'___
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strongly built, and had a quick, keen eye and a firm mouth. But thero
was nothing particulazly dangerous in his look—in fact, he didn’t look
half as tough as he really was. But his coolness made the two bigger boys
feel a little uncertain. ’

Pat came to the table, and tried fo find room for his books. There was
none, and neither of the two occupants of the study showed the least desiro
to make room for him. ¥

“Come, give us a little room!" gaid Pat. “*Don’t be hogs, you know!
I velgot to do my work here, and I must have a little space.”

H“ on can sit on the floor, and shove your books on a chair!”? said
oopet. :
““ Faith, and I won’t!” said Pat Nugent. i
“Well, you won't have any of this table!” answered Hooper.
‘];t":;on’t you, please, kindly give me the finiest bit of room?”’ asked Pat
¥
P No, we won’t! So buzz off!” k £

““Ah, then I shall have to take it!"

With perfect coolness Pat reached out and swept Hooper’s books and
papers from the table o the floor. - Another sweep of ‘the hand, and he had
cleared off Jones's property.

““There, you see,” he said, with a sweeb smile, “T thought I could make
room. Please don't get excited, my dear schoolfellows.”

But his dear schoolfellows were ‘frantically excited. They jum up,
raging, and went for Pat with a rush. They intended to give him, between
them, the biggest licking of his eagerience, and make him properly sorry
for having provoked their anger. But, somehow, it didn't work out that

way.

izhef had to deal with a lad who possessed strength, science, snd bound-
less pluck. So far from quailing from the unequal contest, Pat met his
assailants with a smile, his hands up for defence 1n a twinkling. His right
flashed out, and what seemed to Hooper like a lump of iron caught him
on the nose, and he staggered backwards and fell over his chair. e next
moment Pat’s left was on Jones’s mouth, and Jomes crashed against the
table and rolled over on the study floor. ,

Hooper sat up, wondering whether there had been an earthquake, atd
Jones rose on his elbow and stared stupidly at his comrade.

Then they looked at Pat. He was standing smiling at them, and rubbing
the knuckles of his hands: . |

“Come on!” he said. “That’s a start. Give me some of that biffing

ott_t\mere talking about. I want to know exactly how you are going to
o it!

Hooper and Jones exchanged a sickly look.

“Youn’re not tired already, surely!” continued Pat. “Here I am,
awaiting instructions. Aren’f you going to g1ive me a lesson?”’

““ N-n-not just now,” said Hooper, picking himself np, “ We don’t want
to hurt you. I—I only spoke in fun, you know."

Pat grinned.

¢ And you—did you speak in fun, Jones?” he demanded.

““Yes!” gasped Jones.

“0Oh, very well; then T only slogged you in fun. But T'm an awiully
funny hasl, Fou know, and whenever you speak in fun like that again, T
expect I shaill slog you in fun in just the same way. We shall have a
regular funny time, sha’n't we?”

“N-no—ye-es !> mumbled Hooper. *Of course, we're glud to have you
in the study.” ' '
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=T thought you would be, when you came to know me batter.””

Pat sat down at the table. He took a goodly share of it, and set to work.
Hooper and Jones followed his example, but more slowly. They were still
dazed, and did not quite know what to make of this tough oustomer.

They had learned, however, that it was not safe to attempt to jump on
the new boy. Pat Nugent knew hiow to take care of I!m::usalfP

Pat Nugent had just finished his preg:.ration for the morrow, when
Blagden put his head into the study. Blagden looked in surprise at the
unusually q:‘tiet. Hooper and Jones, and noted the swollen state of Hoo r's
nqga, and elfl ¢ thin, red smear on Jones’s mouth. Then he looked at Pat,
an -

“Hallo! How are you getfing on, young Ireland?>

“ Finished,” said Pig, ﬂg:mg.g i

=“Then come along with me.”

Pat joined hiny in the corridor. Blagden was Iooking curious.

““Have you been having a row with those two?”

o Well, we had a little argument: but we're awfully friendly noy."

"dThen I wanb you to come and have a little argument in the eond
stu y.li

““ You were going to show me over the gym. after p:?.

*“ Yes, T know; but we haven’t done our preg.,” said Blagden ruefully.
*“ Cleeve has invited Trimble into our room, and we can’t work while he's
there. He often comes in there and jaws to Cleeve, and now he’s fixed him-
self there to Worry us because we dished him over the election. They won’t
leti us work, and there will bo a row with Slaney in the moraing if our
preparation isn’t done.”

*“ And you can’t shift him?* ;

** They're both bigger than we are,” said Blagden, with a shrug.  “ We've
tried it before. But I think it would be fair for three chaps our gize to
tackle them, don’t you? Qrimble has no right to stick himself in onr study
-and snoil our work.” ;

““Right-ho!” said Pat. ““TLet's interview Trimble.”?

Blagden's study was at the end of the corvidor. Its number was 16, but
it was usually called the end study. The sound of voices proceeded from it,
and Pat recoguised Trimble’s far from dulcet tones. ]

Trimble had dragged the table near the fire, and was sitting on it, with
hiis feet on the fender: Cleeve, a lanky youth, with a sour face, occupied
the only easy-chair. They were falking loudly, and ecating voasted chest-
nuts—" our chestnuts,” as Blagden wrathfully muttered in Pat’s car.

Greene was trying to get his work done with his book on his knees. Ho
looked up hopefully, as Blagden came in with Pat. Trimble glanced vound,
He gave Pat a scowl. 5

“So you've come back!” he sneered. “ What have you brought the bog-
trotter into this study for? Get out of it, Nugent I’ ]

“Rats!” said Pab cheerfully. ““It’s you that’s got to get out!™

“Perhaps you'll put me out?” 7

“ Yes, perhaps I will, if you don't go g:m_kly 12

“ Give me another chestnut, Cleove, 1'% take any notice of the cheeky
dittle beast!” _

** Ave you goings” asked Pat.

** No, I'm not, and there’s an end of i1

“Not af all; that’s only a beginning,” =aid Pat calmly. * Cleove, my
man, if that animal’s a friend of yours, tell him to get ouf,!” e

“ I'll give you 2 thick ear if I have any of your cheek !” growled Cleeve.

23

Lo



18 . THE RIVALS OF ST. KIT'S.

“ YVery well.”

Pat t.gok hold of the end of the table upon which Trimble was eitting, and
tilted it. Trimble gave a yell, as he slid off, and was deposited in the fender.
He scrambled up, considerably hurt and wild with rage.

“ Go for him !"* cried Cleeve. ;

Trimble did go for Pat, with a rush like a wild bull. ;

In a flash the two were locked together in a close embrace, and reeling
about the study in a wild and whirling struggle. Trimble was considerably

“the bigger of the two, but he seemed to have met his match in Pat Nu rent,

To and fro they went reeling, crashing into the table, and sending it
flying, and then into Cleeve, and fooring him as if he had been shot.
Blagden and Greene, shouting encouragement to Pat, jumped aud skipped
actively out of the way. : .

The struggling 5&11 were slowly but surely nearing‘the deor. Finally,
with 2 hermﬁea.n ort, Pat whirled Trimble out into the passage, and they
were brought up with a thump against the opposite wall. Trimble; with all
the breath knocked out of his body, relaxed his grasp, and Pat, exerfing
himself, sent him spinning along the passage. ;

Cleeve had rush:g to his friend’s aid, as he saw that Pat was getting the
best of it, but Blagden and Greene had promptly fastened upon him.

Pat came breaih?leasly back into the study. :

““ Let him follow Trimble " he exclaimed.

** Here, I say,” cried Cleeve, “I—I, you know—I——"*

 Out with him " said Pat, panting. * Put your beef into it!"

]'Bla-gdcn and Greene put their *“ beef ” into it, and Cleeve went flying into
. the age. 3

 Now let him have his helongings; he's not coming back here!”

Pat gave his directions like one bora to command.  Willingly enongh the
chums of the end study obeyed. A shower of books and papers followed
Cleeve, and pelted him down the passage.

‘ Here, I say——"" he yelled,

. But he got no further, for a Greek lexicon caught him on the chin and
bowled him over.

. The two defeated bullies glared furiously at the three juniors standing
in the doonway of the end study. Dearly they would have liked to charge
the trio, but they felt that ib was too biz a task for them. Blagden and
Greene they had been able to bully, but the new boy was a tough customer.
They looked at the chums, and they lsoked at each other, and they did not
*come on.” They had had enough.

““This is where you clear out, you two rotters!’ said Pat; with a wave of
the hand. ““Cleeye, if you want a home, apply at No. 9 Study, and Hooper
and Jones will take yon in. You're not coming back here again. These
are my quarters, Shut the door, ¢haps, and let's get the room to rights!"

The door of the end study slammed., Trimble, scowling darkly, walked
away, and Cleeve ruefully collected up his books and followed.

CHAPTER 4.
. The Bilver Box
T CONFESS I am intercsted in the lad,” said Squire Lacy, locking at the
dootor through the blue haze from his cigar. *I should like to
know more of him.”
The Squire of Lynwood had dined with the Head of St. Kit's, and
now they were chaffing over their cigurs. The squire had skilfully
brought the conversation round to the subicet of the captain of tle school,
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It was a topic not at all distasteful to the doctor. He was proud of his
protege, and gratified by his success in winning the ca cy. :

“You will remember,” continued the squire, ** that I thought I knew him
the other day at the football match, but that was hardly possible. * I think
I must have known his father, for certainly his features are very familiar
to me."

 ““It is quite possible,” assented the doctor, looking interested. ** There
can be no harm in telling you the facts, if you care to hear them. If yonr
Suppesition is correct, it may even be of use to Arthur Talbot.”

*“I should be very glad to hear the story.”

“There is very little of it,” smiled the doctor. “I am greatly in the
dark myself. Talbot was placed in my charge by a friend, mow dead.
‘When I say a friend, I mean a man who had oncé been my friend, as o
matter of fact. He belonged to my college, but I had lost sight of him for
vears, and he had gone to the bad, to tell the truth. I still had a kindly
remembrance of him, though, for he was rather weak than wicked, and L
pitied Him. X did not hesitate for o moment to accede to his request.”

“And you took the boy, knowing nothing of the facts?’ asked the
squire, in'wonder,

Dr. Kent nodded.

*Yes, as Norroys refused to exnlain, or else did not kunow them himself,
Heo was very mysterious about it, and although he gave me n name for the
boy, he as good as admitted that it was not his true one.”

““That was v'er%strange.”

“ Decidedly ! He said—eso earnestly that I could not fail to believe him—
that the boy's life was in peril if he were found by certain parties, and that
he would fall a vietim to their hatred unless his existence was kept a dead
secret, That seemed to me like romancing; but he was in such deadly
earnest, as T have said, that I believed him. I took charge of the boy, and
hie has grown up in my care as Arthur Talbot, and—well, he has repaid me

for the trouble I have taken.”’

And the expression of the good old doctor’s face grew very soft.

“*That must be a cause of great satisfaction to you,” the squire remarked.
“Then I fake it that Talbot's real name and parventage will mever be
known?”’

Dr. Eent smiled.

““ No, that is not correct.”

““Yon possess a clue to them, then?”

“Talbot does. Norroys gave me at the same time a silver box, which,
zecording to his account, contained the papers mecessary to establish the
Im{v’s_ identity when he should be old enough to take care of bis own
safely.™

The squire’s eves gleamed sirangely,
ge you not examined the contenis of the box, my dear sir?”’
impossible, as ho exacted 2 pledge from me that it should not

he opene the boy was {wenty-one. Then he wenld he able to elaim his
own, anddield 3.2

¢« And it lias never been opened?”

£ Keve;.'l ;" %

““Then ?(;gﬁfﬁavc only the word of this Norroys that it contains the papers

desemibed ™ |
*“Yes; bub L have not the slightest doubt that he told me the truth.
¥ 1 twenty-one the secret will be revealed. Until then he is my

e PO
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* Naturally, lie is ansious to learn what tlie mysterious box coutainz®’

“Yes; but he is quite conteut to wait.””

*“It is possible thut some property is involved in tlie matter s suggested
the squire. * The opening of this box may prove your protege to bs a rith
man,” .

‘D, Kent laughed.

T hiaye little expectation of that. OF course, it is possible: but I don’t
think Tulbot allows such visionary possibilities to distiyb him. He is
warking hard to prepare fo make his own wayv in the world, aud he thinks a
good deal more of his chances of winning the Dunvaven Scholarship than
of the possibilities of the silver box.”

“ Yea, I suppose so. That is a sensible view to take of tlie matter,” tlia
squive assented. 1 suppose that the box is lodged oy seenrity in o bauks"

““0h, no! No one is likely to attempt to steal it,” smiled the doctor,
“ T gave it into Talbot’s posseasion when he wag sisteen, and lie hios {aken
care of it ever sincd’’

** But the enemies of whom Norroys spoke—""

“ They have made no sign all these years, o, if they still live, it iz clear
that they have not the faintest knowledge of the boy's whereabouts.”

**Yes, that iz clear. Talbot and the box will be quite safe until the tima
comes {or the secyet to be vevealed.”

“ Undoubtedly !’

The squire lighted o freeh cigar. His face was careless enough, but his
eyes were gleaming.

“* But does anythiug T have told you give you a clue?” asked the doctor.

Rupert Lacy shook his head.

**No. 1 suppose it is, after all, only a chance resemblance that struck
me,’’ he renlied.

The doctor looked at him with a sndden intentness,

I think T can explain if," he said, smiling.

“ How so?"’

"1t is strange that it did not oceur to me hefore,” went on the doctor.
*“ Arthur Talbot beavs 1 resemblance to yourself, Mr, Lacy."

Rupert Lacy gave a violent start.

“To me?” v

“Cettainly! Now that T remark it, it is quite plain. He is more like
you in feature than your brother Eldred.”

* Thab is very curious,” said the squire, with a peculiar note in his voice.
“I ghould certainly never have hit on that myself.”

11." A curious coincidence, that is all. Of conrse, there can be no relation-
&l II}.“

‘"No,” seid the squire, laughing. **That is not likely."”

After that the conversation turned from Arthur Talbot; but while (he
Squire of Lynwood chatted easily and freely, the thought of Talbot was still
in his mind. And when he left the doctor, to take his liomeward way lo
Lynwood, his brow was dark with gloomy thought. :

" So I was not mistaken?” he said to himself. *“ My first susnicion was
correct, and matters are even worse than T supposed. Thik, then, is the
meaning of that half-uttered confession—that confidence unfinished when
death sealed my father's lips. This makes all clear. I knew it—1I felt it
when first T saw the boy!™ /

e set his lips hard. A pieture had risen up in his mind—a vision from
the past, A picture of a man fallen in the hunting-field, of a face ghastly
with the imprint of swift-coming death, of a broken, muttering voice, a half-

1

)
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spoken confession of wrong and treachery. And that dying man was his
iather, the last Squire of Lynwood !

What the stumbling, unfinished mutterings of rémorse had implied
Rupert Lacy had not fully understood at the time: bit he understood now—
Jow that lie had heard the story of Arthur Talbot. It vested with him to
ﬂg‘;ml:i 'thf Wwrong of the past. His lip curled bitterly at the thought, It was
not likely.

T must have the silver box!" he muttered. . ““That is where Eldred can
help me—and shall kelp me! When that is in my hands, Talbot will never
know the {rutl, nud I shall be secure ™’

CHAFPTER B&5.
Pat is Persuasive.

i OMIY, isn’t i67” said Pat Nugent, glancing round the study with an
eye of pride. >

Pat had quite settled down in his new quarters, Hehad brought

his books and other belongings there, and had just ﬁnisged

arra;ngi.:g them. He had laid out a considerable portion of Pocket-money

in adding to the embellishment of the study. A new square of carpet, con-

taining all the colours of the rainbow, a looking-glass, and a clock guve
quite a homelike finish to the room. It was, as Pat said, comt ¥-

Jolly comfy,” said Blagden, ““only—"

“Only what?”

“Suppose you ain’t allowed to dig here with us? It's much nicer for
Greene and me to have you here instead of that bounder Cleeve, but—>
__* Well, having kicked out ‘Cleeve, sure I'm entitled to his place by right
of conquest,” said Pat, langhing.

% Only if he brings the- Form-master info it, yowll have to shift. And
Trimble will very likely put him up to it, out of spite now you've licked him.”

“ Faith, we shall have to sec about that,” exclaimed Pat. “T'm here, and
I've come to stay. Cleeve can go into No. 9 along with Hooper and Jones,
and they'd rather have him than me, after our litfle skirmish. We must
persuade the hounders not to—— Hallo, Greene!”

Greene came hastily into the study.

“Hallo! You've made this look nice,” he said, looking round. “It’s
comfy, and no mistake. But I'm afraid it’s no go, Nugent.”

“Why not?”

“Trimble’s got Cleeve in his stndy, and he and Cohb are persuading hLim
to to: the Form-master and complain about getting turned out of his
study.”

Blagden nodded IE'Iumiy.

“1 ftold you so, Paddy,” he remarked.

“Then there’s no time to lose,” said Pat. I dare say we can do some-
thing in the persuading line ourselves. Come along

** Where are you going?”

“Tg call on Trimble.” '

And Pat hurried out of the study. Blagden and Greene exchanged glances,
and followed him. They did not know what his intentions were, but they
were already getting accustomed to following Pat Nugent's lead,

Trimble's door was half open, and as Pat approached it he could hear
gle"eve’s voice imside, and the threatening tones of the bully of the Upper

ourth. !

“ But I don’t want to stay in the end study, Trimble. I shall be all right

with Hooper and Jones,”
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“¥o, you won't. I'm not going to have you turned oul of your quariers,
Cleeye.”

“But I don’t mind! T really don’t mind in the least.” :

“Well, if you don't, X do. You're going to Mr. Slaney to complain. Do
you liears”

“But I—T don’t want to.” e

«That's oot nothing to do with it. It's thaf, or take a licking.™

“ But Nugent may go for me if I do, and—" !

“Well, I shall go for you if you don’t, and so will Cobb. Here, Cobh,
we'd better give him a lesson. Hold him while I touch him up.”

“QOh, don’t, Trithhle! TI—'

Pat kicked open the door and strode into the study.

Trimble and Cobb glared at him.

“What do you want here?” snarled the former. “What do you mean by
shoving yourself into my quarters? Get out!”

“ All in good time,” smilefl Pat. “Come in, chaps!”

Blagden and Grezne entered the room, and Pat closed the door.

Trimble and Cobb looked rather alarmed. Y,

“What are you np to?” growled Trimble. You'd better clear out.”

«7 hear that you're doing some persuading here,” exclaimed Pat. ™ We've
come to lend a hand. We're great at persuading.” ~

“Get out ! roared Trimble.

= You're trying to persuade that besutiful specimen fo complain o Mr.
Slaney because I've changed studies with him,” answered Pat.

“None of your business!” snapped Trimble uneasily.

«Your mistake: it is my business. ‘This is where I come out strong.
Cleeve, I want you to go to Mr. Slaney and ask lig permission to change into
No. 9. He's sure to agree if' you ask him nicely.”

Cleeve looked dubionsly at Trimble. )

- “You'd better not.” said the latter.

“ Oh, yes, he had better!” said Pat. *And you're going to ask him to do
it, Trimble. T'm going to E_arsuade you to persuade him !’

And Pat seized Trimble by the collar.

Tn a moment he had twisted him vound and finng him face downward
across the fable, sending ink and pens and papers fiying in all directions.

“Trimble struggled furiously, but Pat’s grip was like iron.

% You're not wanted here, Cohb!” he exclaimed. “ Get out! You're dead
in this act. Chuck him out, cha];;lf’.’ <

Blagden and Greene promptly rled themselves upon Cobb.

He dodged round the table and escaped from the study, slamming the
door affer him. :

“Now, Trimhle,” exclaimed Pab, pinning the bally down in spite of his
frantic efforts to tear himself loose, “you're going to persuade Cleeve to
do as I asked him." ’

“TT see you lmnﬁ;;eﬂ first 1

“To you declines™ : :

“Yos, hang you! Tl pulverise you for this !

«« There’s a stick in that corner, Blagey, Hand it over!”

Blagden, grinning, handed the stick to Pat:, . -

““Now hold his lege—one each, Qleeve, stay here! If you leave the room
T'll scalp you! Hold the brute tight, kids; he's xyr_iggliag like a beastly eel.
Now, Trimble, are you going to do that persuading?* :

“ Noi” yelled Trimble. %

He made a desperate effort to get logse ag the stick whisked in the air,

But it was in vain.
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Blagden and Greene held a leg each, and Pat had a grip of iron on tle
. back of his collar, and he was sprawled he_‘]_‘ﬁle_ssly- upon the table.

Down came the stick with a soundin wack, and the dust arose from
Trimble’s garments, and from Trimble Eunseu‘ elf arose a terrific whoop.

Thwack , and n!

“Teave ﬁ!” roared.Trimble. “Legzo! Lemme alone!”
“ Are you in a more sweet and reasonable frame of nund
“Leggo!”

Thwack ! "

“Will you do what T want?"” ‘

“No! Yes! Leggo! What do yon want?®”

“You've got to persuade Cleeve to yisit our kind teacher, and ask him
for armis&irnn to change into No. 8, and let me have the cnd study.”

“1 won't ! g

Thwack !

- “'IYIRS” I will|” yelled Trimbhle. “Oh, won't I pay you out for this! Yes,
L wall !
. “Yery good! Sure, I thought T should be able fo bring you fo reason
in tinie, Trimble dear. Now, ask Cleove very nicely, and I dare say he'll
oblige you.”

\Cleave was grinning now.

*T'11 do whatever you waut, Trimble,” he said,

“You little beast! Tll—"

Thwack !
~ And the bully yelled again.

“T'm waiting for yon, 'rimble,” said Pat, with the stick in the air.
. h'“ Cleeve, will you go'to Mr, Slaney,” gasped Trimble, “ and ask him—ask
e hi: ‘___))

“(ortainly !” said Cleeve. *“ Ask him what?”

< Ask him—— Oh, won't I make you sit up for fhis, yon beast!” -

Thwaek '

“Leave off! I'm asking him, ain't 17 Ask Mr, Slaney if he'll let you—
4 “If helll kindly let youn,” vorrected Pat.

" STf Le'll kindly let you change info No. 9. because——"
~ “Because yon’ll be more comfy there, and Blaggy and Greene would rather
Tiave me,” said Pat.

* Because you'll be more comfortable there,” gasped Trimble, * and Blaggy
‘and Greene would rather have me—] mean Nugent.” :

. “Certainly 1" grinned Cleeve.

““Mind you ask him nicely,” said Pat. “If he refuses, I shall take it for
granted that you didn’t ask him nicely, and I shall have to give you sono
anstruction.”

“1'll do my best,” said Cleeve, very sincercly.

Ile guessed what the instruction would be like, and Le didn't want any.

HWell, buzz along !”

Cleeve left the study.

_“Now let me go,” growled Trimble.

Pat jerked him off the table.

. “Sure, and I hope this lesson will do yen good, Trimble,” he remarked.
SOLE it doesu't, I'll give you another any time yon like. You'll find me 2
wery obliging chap when you know me better.” 2
“You—you beast!" liissed Trimble, tenderly rubbing the injured porfions
of himselt where the stick had fallen heaviest.

Now, that's imgrateful. T shonldn’s wonder. Trimble, il you Jiaive sowe
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nI 3 in your péad of thumping Clegve, although he's ouly doing what you
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persuaded him to do. Just remember that if you touch him, T skall be on
Kgu.r track. I take him under my wing over this affair, you see, and I'm

und to protect him.”

Trimble only snarled.

In a few minutes Cleeve came back into the study.

“Well, what says the oracle?” asked Pat.
C]ﬂ Mr. Slaney says we can change if we like, and don’t bother him,” replied

eeve.

Pat grinned. =

““Well, that's satisfactory, if mnot exactly polite. Trimble, T'm much
abliged to you for persuading Cleeve to do me this little favour. It was
kind of youn.”

‘“ You beast!’

“I'm afraid you're in a bad temper, Trimble. Never mind, I sha’n’t forget
your kindness. Come on, chaps!

The three qhuitbeﬂ the study. Cleeve scuttied away first to get out of
Trimble’s reach. Pat, Blaggy, and Greene returned to the end study.

“YWell, that worked all right,” said BIang, with much satisfaction, *It's
settled mow. After asking Mr. Slaney, Cleeve can’t back out of it, whatever
Trimble says or does. It's settled, and T'm jolly glad!™

“ Tt all shows what can.be done by persuasion,” said Pat. “You should
never go in for violence when persuasion will serve your purpose. It ought
to be & great satisfaction to Trimble to reflect that he's done a kind action.™

CHAPTER €,
In Ambush,

= ALLO ! said Pat. ““Snow!”
It was morning, and Pat was first ont of bed in the Fourth

- Form dormitory. The gleam of white through the window bad
caught his eye, and he went to it and looked out. The close and
the school buildings were glimmering with spotless white.

 Snow,” yaw Bla.ﬁé.an: and he sat up in bed. “That’s a bit of all
right, as it's a haif-holiday this afternoon! We shall be able to have snow-
balling in the close.”

“ Good idea!” said Greene. “We'll go for Trimble and his set, and give
‘em a warm time. I wish I could ietr a chance of giving Lacy ono in the
back of the neck without being caught.” 3

“We'll keep our eyes open,” said Blagden thoughtfully.

Kfﬂhe snowfall came as a boon. and a blessing to the youngsters of Sb.
1t’s. :

Tt happened to be a Wednesday, which was always a half-holiday at St.
}{.it’s,c,l and when morning school was over the boys turned out joyously into
the close.

The paths had been cleared, but the ground was still mostly thick with
snow, as well as roofs and walls. There was ammunition in plenty for a
general engagement, and a battle was not long in starting.

The juniors pelted each other with high good-humour, amid rallying
cries. and shouts of laughter, and the fnn was waxing fast and furiousy
when Eldred Lacy came out.

Lacy had on his hat and overcoat, and he strode dircctly towards tle
big gates, frowning at the youngsters, who, however, were too escited
with the game to take much note of the senior just then. f

A band of the Upper Fourth, headed by Trimblo and Cobb, wore charging
the three chums, who, backed up by a dozen others, ofiered a desperalef

resistauce. ; -

L3
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The ficht was furious, and as Lacy came along, a rush of the juniors
surrounded him, and the air round him was thi‘ci with flying snowballs.
He gave a yell as one smashed into his face, and another broks in the
back of his neck, and a third knocked his hat off. ;

Who had thrown the balls it was impossible to discover. They might
have come from any of the combatants. But it was upon Pat Nugent that
the prefect’s vengeiul eye fixed. He made a rush for the junior, his face
inflamed with rage.

Pat, who was husy repelling an attack by superior odds, did not see him
gonzing. But, fortunately, %lagden did, and he hurled a snowball just
i time. ]

The missile caught the prefect on the side of the head, and he staggered,
and lost his footing in the slippery snow, and sat down suddenly,

Pat turned his head then and saw him. .
th" H&’lla, Lacy ! he cxclaimed. “Don’t you find it cold taking a rest
here?’

It was, perhaps, an injudicions question. -

La'.cg jumped up, and went for Pat with a howl of rage. Pat prom&ﬂy
dodged, aund Lacy blundered into Trimble, whom he sent spinning with a
tremendous hox on the ear.

“What's that for?’” roared Trimble.

“ Get out of my way!? °

And Lacy confinued his: pursuit of the elusive junior. Biff, biff! came
snowhalls from Bla and Greene, one on either side of his head.

But Lacy ground his teeth, and kept on.

« He ran Pat to earth in an angle'of the schoolhouse wall and seized him.

““Now, you little beast!”” -

And he to punch the junior with all his force.

Pat landed out, and Lacy got some stingers; but the junior certainiy

. suffered most, and his punishment would have been extremely severe if the
others had not come to the rescue.

“We can’t stand thig, prefect or not!” exclaimed Blagden. “* Come on—
all fogether!”

And a dozen juniors closed in on Lacy, pelting him with snowballs,

Lacy at last released Pat, as the missiles smashed and broke all over

- iim, and the juniors fell back as he charged at them,

. With a savage scowl, Dacy passed on to the gates, and went out. Blagden

- and Greene joined Pat. Hsa was white and gasping.

** My hat!” he panted. “* How that beast can thump! I believe I've got
bruises all over me. He's kubcked all the breath out of my body

Blagden was bursting with indignation.

“T wish old Talbot had seen him pitching into a kid like that!” he
exclaimed. ** You must be black and blue. Let’s tell him. Come on!
That brute ought to be exposed !”

*“ No, no, we won't!"”

““He’s no right to knock a kid about like tlut. Te wouldu’t ho a
pretect long it the doctor knew it." .

“ Well, he won't know it.”

Y But—

“ Faith,” said Pat, Lis eyes sFarkling, “we can fight our own battles,
kids. Tacy’s gone out. Let’s follow his giddy trail, and——"*

“* Right-ho! Come on!** -

Leaving the crowd still snowhalling one another, the three hurtied ouf
after Lacy, All threo were in a mood for vengeance, uud they wanted it
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hot and strong. It was easy enough to follow Lacy's track in the deep,
solf snow.

*“He's not gone to the village,” said Blagden. *“The way he's gone
leads to Lynwood.""

“Lynwood? asked Pat.

““Yes. That's his brother’s place, you knmow. His brother Rupert is
Squire of Lynwood."

*“Oh, yes, I know. - I remember.’”

Back %o Pat's memory came that strange adventure in Lacy's study,
when, fastened up in the cupboard by the mischievous juniors, he had
been compelied to hear the tali between the two brothers.

Not a word of it had passed his lips since that day, though more than
once he had thought of taking Blagden info his confidence.

Blagden looked at him curiously.

"“You remember?” he said. ‘ Have you seen the squiret”’

“He was here on the day of the election,” said Pat.

“ Oh, yes, so he was! He was rotten about Eldred Lacy losing, too, 1
hear. He wanted Bacy to get in as captain of St. Kit's. He must be
awftilly strong on brotherly love to have any for that waster who thumped

ou.’”

“There’s Lacy,” said Greene, pointing along fhe lane. v

The figure of the prefect could be seen ahead, tramping along in the
direction of Lynwood. [

Blagden grinned as a thought came into his mind. -

““Tet’s cut across the fields, and I know a lovely spot where we can
ambush him,” he said. “ We can make the bounder hop, and he won’t be
able to get at us.” -

““Lead on, Macduff ! :

Blagden led on. They crossed a couple of fields, skirted another, and
sprinted along a snowy path under leafless trees. They came out upon a
high bank sloping steeply down to a lane. ¥n summer the bank was easg
of access, but now it was thick with snow, and anyone attempting to clim
it would have risked Ening. down again in the midst of an avalanche.

There was & ragged fence along the top of the bank, coated with snow,
with here and there rusty, leafless bushes. Pat looked down into the lane.

f“Sure he'll pass this way, Blaggy?” .

<0Of course. This is the lane to Lynwood.”

“Good emough. Let's make some snowballs.”

They set to work, and soon had a heap of missiles ready. A footstep
was heard crunching the snow'in the lane below. Iat looked through
the low fence. . "

““T¢ isn’t Lacy,” he said.

A man in a dmg ragged ¢oat, with a fur cap on his head, was slouching
along the lane. He had his hands in his pockets, and a short black pipe
in his mouth. His face was almost the hue of copper from continued use
of strong drink. The chums looked at him with considerable disgust.

“ Nice-looking sorter bounder,” remarked Blagden. ** A wash would do
him good. Shall we liven him up with a ball or two?” p

£€ Iitu’uu:-! There comes Lacy, and we don’t want to put him on his

uard.” :
= Lacy, who was :a‘i:riﬂingk rapidly along, soon overtook the tramp. The
latter stopped him to speak to him.

*“T’ve got nothing to give away,” said Lacy shortly.

““Who's asking yer?” said the man, with an unpleasant leer.

" Well, what do you wani#” )

N, |
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“T want to ask yer a eivil question,” said the yuffian, “ and if yer can't
be civil, too, I might knock yer head off as like ag wot."”

*“Well, well, what is it?”

“Is this 'ere the way to Lynwood?”

Lacy stared at his questioner.

““What do you want to know that for? What business can yon possibly
have at Lynwood? If you take a word of advice, you won’t go.”

The man leered again, in an indeseribably cunning and unpleasant way.

““Why shouldn’t T go if T want to%”

““Because your sort are not wanted there,” said Lacy. “I happen to
be the squire’s brother, you see, and so I know what I'm talking about.
The squire sets his dogs on tramps. That's all. So you'd better keep
off the grass.” :

And he swung round and strode on again. The man quickened lis pace
and overtook Lim.

“All right, young mister, T'll coma with you, if you're the squire’s
brother. He'll e glad to see me, I'm certain.” :

Lacy stopped, staring at him in blank amazement,

“Are you mad,” he asked, ““or drunk?”’

*Do I look either? I'm an old {riend of tlic squire’s, though he hasn’t
seen me for o long time. Hain't he ever mentioned to you the name of
Black—Soth Black?"”

“ Of course not. You must be drumk !

Black grinned.

“He'll know me—you see,” hie veplied. “ The squire's just come back
from abroad, ain't he®"

L \.’es-” .

“ Well, that's where I knew him—albrond., Nover mind where. Mebbe
he'd rather you didn’t know. But, you'll sce, he knows me—you'll see,
my pippin! I'm coming to Lynwood slong of you.”

2 ?ou‘re goiug to do nothing of the lind."

“Ain’t I#" Who's going to stop me?”’ ;

Laey did not auswer that gquestion. He started off again at a qguicker
pace; but the ruffian, grinning evilly, kept pace with him. And 50 they
came abreast of the waiting chums, who had heard the foregoing colloquy
with astonishment.

= Let ler flicker!” exclaimed Pat. -

Three suowhalls flew with unerring aim. Fach of them bified Lacy in the
countenance, and he sat down in the snow.

*Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Pat. ** Lot him have some more !

As fast as they could hurl them, the chums pelted Lacy with the SUOW~
balls us he tried to rise. Seth Black stood with his.hands in his pockets,
locking on with loud guffaws. Bub his amusement ceased suddenly when
a ball, missing its target, plumped upon his coppery nose and broke in
his face. .

He broke into a stream of savage imprecations.

“Crumbs!” ejaculated Blagden, in disgust. ““ Hark at the beast 1"

“We shall have to stop that, or he’ll shock us if he goes on long enough,”
said Pat; and he gent tl?e next ball full into the tramp’s face.

Seth- Black staggered, Lac serambled to his feet, and shook his fist ab
the boys on the top of the high bank. He was wild with rsge, but it
looked too risky to climb. >

* Pll—TIl—— “Oh, ooch!”?

His threats were cuf ‘short by a smashing snowhball.

5 .
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He spat the snow out of his month, aud, forgetting all prudence in his
rage, essayed to clamber up the bank to get at fhe juniors.

_“Hold hard I"* whispered Pat. ** Let him get half-way np, and then give
him 2 volley."

Lacy scrambled up fiercely, and Black, equally enraged, followed him.
Had either of fhem got hiold of the boys, the latter wounld certainly have
been hurt. ‘But long eve they were within reach Pat gave the word, and
the spowballs volleyed down.

Lacy gave a yell, and lost his footing as the missiles crashed upen him,
and throwing his arms out wildly, caught hold of the tramp.

Legf:!" elled Black.
But Lacy, who felt himself going, was not likely to let go. TFor a
moment they swayed, and then down they went togefher. A huge mass of
snow,! displaced from the steep bank by the struggle, went with them. .
They rolled into the lame in the midst of a veritable avalanche.

The chums yelled with laughter.

“Oh, dear!” said Pat, wiping his eyes. ¥ I shouldn’t have taken Lacy
for such a giddy acrobat! Bub come on, kids; this is where we do a guy l”

And the trio were soon far from the scene.

CHAPTER 7.
| A Strange Meeting.
i A LDRED! What on-earth have you been doing with yourself?"

Squire Lacy stared at his brother in astonishment as he asked
T the gquestion. i
; He came striding alonF the lane from Lynwood as Eldred Lacy
dragged himself from the mass of snow which had rolled down the steep
bank with him. '

Eldred rubbed the snow out of his eves, and locked at his brother. !

“I've had a tumble,’”” he said sulkily.

““Been trying to climb the bank? What on earth fors”

¢ Some kids up there were snowballing me.”

““Ha, ha! You wounld have been wiser to let them alome.””

‘“There’s nothing to laugh at that I can see.”

““ You can’t see yourself, my dear boy. You look comical—extremely so.
You seem to have had a companion in misfortune. Who's your friendz"
asked the squire, with a grin, as he glanced at the disreputable tramp.

““ No friend of mine, but according to his own acecount,” said dred
maliciously, ““ he’s one of yours.™ .

“Eh? at do you mean?” e

““ Ask him.” .

Seth Black was on his feet mow. He was rubbing the snow from his
coplperg face. He caught Eldred’s words, and lodked at the squire with an
evil grin.

* Don’t you know an old pal, Lacyz" he said coolly.

The squire started violently. : -

He came a pace or two nearver the wan in the far cap, staring at him as
if' he could hardly believe his eyes. : :

Eldred Lacy looked from one to the other in amazement.

He had regarded the tramp's statement as an impudent invention, but it
was pretty clear now thot the squire did know Seth Black; and, to judge
by the wavering colour in his bronzed face, he stood in some kind of fear
of him. He stared ai Black as a man might stare at a ghost.

“You!” he ejaculated at last. = ]

““ Surprised to see me—liey#” said Black, leering, I thought you would
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‘be. T was coming to call on you, when I met this young gentleman. Nies
young gentleman he is, too. Said you'd set the dogs om me if 1 came to
Lynwoed.”

Squire Loey was silent.

He was evidently sulfering {rom a strange shock, and hardly heard whab
the man said.

“If T ain’t welcome, continued Black, “I won’t come. T’ll go {o the
police instead.”

A look ol tervor leaved into the squire’s face.

** What do you mean?”

“1T dare say they would be glad to sce me.”

“ You are mad!” .

““Oh, no, Tain’t! Tcould tell ’em something that would open their eves—
i::mct-hiug about Rupert Lacy of Lynwcod when lie wasn't called Rupert

rey——->""

“Bilence !

“ What's the matter? We're all [riends heve,” grinned the ruffian.
o Master Bldred won't split—ch? He's got nearly as much at stuke as you,
have, I{—

““ Hold. your t-ongma 5t

“ Certainly. It'll keep. But, vyou know, they say silemce is golden,

ire. I'm afeared you'll find it expensive. I veckon it will be worth a big
price to you, Mr. Lacy.”

The squire, with a face as white as chalk, turned to his hrother.

“ You'd better defer your visit a bit, Eldred. Come to-morrow, or the next
day. I shall be occupied just now.”

“ With me,” said Black,

T “But you said you had an important matter to speak about ! exclaimed
acy.

““Yes, yes; but T will see you again.”

*“I came over from the school on purpose to see you,” said Lacy sulkily.
*<T've cut the half-holiday to waste just to come.” .

The squire made an irritable gesture. _

“TIt can’t be helped. T can’t attend fo you now. Good-hye!”

But BEldved lingered. He was inftensely curious to know the meaning of
1his strange enconnter.

He had expected 'his brother to reply to the tramp’s familiarity with a
blow, and the evident fear Black inspired in the squire's breast amazed him,
‘Phat there was some secret here was plain, and Eldred Lacy would have
given a good deal to knmow what it was.

He had been asked hy the squire to come over that afternoon for a special
purpose, which he guessed was something in conneetion with Arthur Tallot.
Phis meeting with the tramyp, unlooked-for on the sguire's part, had changed
Rupert Lacy's plans. He was now only anxious to get rid of Eldved.

“ But, Rupert e i

Rupert Lacy looked at Tim savagelv.

“T've fold you,"” he said, " that I'll see yvou anothey time. Can’t you
understand plain English? Then clear!”

** Ol all vightI'" said Lacy sulkily.

The Squire of Lynwood stood with darkly wrinkled brows.

*“Te's enrious!” griuned Black, = The young gentleman wants to lknow
all about it,*”

Mind, not aword fo Jiim !

L don't gee veliy not, He—"

T

e —— -
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“ You'll do as I tell you!” eaid the squire savagely.  You've come here
to make money out of me. You want the price of your silence. I will pay
it, but you will have to keep silent. Not a word to 2 soul I”

““I'm agreeable to that, so long as it's made worth my while!" 1

“How did you come here?” said the squire restlessly, gnawing his
moustache. *° What [reak of Fate guided you on my track, when I thonght
you were—were——"

“ Dead !” grinned the ruffian. * Come to think of it, you had rcason to
beliave so. gn T am alive, eguire, and turned up like the bad penny. 1It's
taken me some time to hunt you out, but here I am, you ses, come Lo pal
on to you for the rest of your life!”

Rupert Lacy shuddered.

“Tiook here, Black, you must not stay in this neighbourhood.” he enid
quickly, “You must go away ab once, and I will come fo you and
arrange—""

. _““You won’t do nothing of the kind!’ said the man in the fur cap
obstinately. ““I know a good thing when I see it, and now I've found you
I'm not going to let yon out of my sight!”

““Fool! Do you think I could run away and leave everything?®

““I don’t know what you might do, but I know what I'm going to do,
and that’s keep an eye on you,” said Black. I know you of old, squire.
You are too slippery a customer. I'm going to put up at the Dragon in
Northley—unless {ou’d rather I came to Lyniood for a stay.”

“TImpossible! 1t would start everybedy talking.”

““ Well, that wouldn’t hurt me."” .

““You cannot come there. It would be better for you to leave the neigh-
bourhood. I am willing to come to any reasonable terms—" '

Black shook his head.

“ ['m not going—tlat's settied. If you like to come to the Dragon to make
torms, I'll leave you alonz at Lynwood. 1 shall expect you {his evening.”

“ 1 will come."

“ Mind you don’t forget.”

** I shall not forget.”

The squire, with his teeth set hard, turned and sfrode back the way he
hiad come, and disappeared down the snowy lane fo Lynwood.

Black looked after him with an evil grin. When the squire was out of
sight, he, too, turned to leave the spot. K He caught sight of Eldred Lacy
in the distance, watching him. The prefect had stopped to watch the two
men, but now he turned and strode away towards the school.

Eldred was in a state of utter amazement. What was the connection
between the squire and the disreputable ruffian hie could not imagine, except
that Rupert Lacy was somehow in the man's power. y

The squire was little given to speaking of his experiences during his long
absence {rom his native land. Lacy wondered whether there were dark
episodes in that untold history. It looked like it now.

The sight of Pat Nugent, however, at the gates of St. Kit's banished the
thought of Seth Black from his mind.

Patb was standing there, with his hands in his pockels, looking away
Lowards the village of Northley. and he did not see the prefect coming
from the opposite direction.

Lacy’s eyes gleamed, and he quickened his pace. Pab was nob aware of
his approach till he was close at hand ; then, turning his head af a crunching
footstep, he saw the prefect bearing down upon him.

He promptly bolted through the gateway. ILacy looked as if he meant

X2 " ~ i \
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Eﬁtsi:lcss, and Pat kmew by painful experience how hard the prefect conld
ump.

Pat went throngh the gateway like a shot, and the next moment there
was a yell. Arthur Tallot was just coming out, and Pat had dashed into
Lin with the force of a battering-ram.

The captain of St, Kit's staggered hack, gasping, and Pat, dazed by the
co]lmﬂ?. sat down ahruptly, As ke scrambled to his leet, Tidred Luacy waa
upon him.

Talbot came forward quickly. -

“ Hallo—hallo! What's the matter?’” he exclaimed. “What are you
pitching into my fag for, Lacy?*’

Lacy, heedless of the captain’s presence, had stazted  pitehing into ™ Pag
with a vengeance, and Pat was struggling in his grasp.

The prefect made no reply. His sonnding thumps still fell npon the
wriggling junior.

Talbot's brow darkened. He made a quick step towards the prefect and
grasped his wrist, thus effectually stopping the raim of blows.

Lacy glared at him savagely..

* Let me alone!”

T shall do nothing of the kind! Ilow dare you strike a boy in that
brmtal manner?’ exelaimed Tulbot, his eyes flashing.,  You ought to® be
ashamed of yourself !"

*“Talbot, if you interfere with me——"

*“T wonld interfere with anybody T saw behaving like a brute and a
cowardt"”

““Yon call me thosa names:” -

“MThat’s how youn are acting! Let that kid go!"”

1 won't!”

. Talbot’s tecth came hard together. With a twist of his powerful arms, he |
forced the prefect to release Pat, who tore himself away, and rocled, gasping,
againsgt the gate. :

Lacy jerked himself free, and stood facing the captain, his eyes hlazing,
his chest heaving, his fiets clenched. 14 looked as if he were abhout to hurl
himself upon Talbot, but some last vestige of prudence restrained hiwm, in
spite of his rage. ?

*“ Do yon know what he has done?’’ he said thickly. * He has snowballed
me—his prefect—and tumbled me down a bank !™

“0%Well, if you choss to punish him in u proper way, I shonldn’t interfere
hetween 2 prefect and a junior,” replied Talbot; * but when you start scting
like a hooligan——""

** You have no right to interfere!”

“ Don’t talk rot! I think you'll be sorry vourself when you're cooler.
1¢ the doctor saw you ftreating a junior like that yowd get sacked, and yon
know it !

Lacy ground his teetli.

* Yon have picked on Nugent since he first came to Bt. Kit's.” continued
the captain, ‘°T was told you were ill-ysing him in the close to-day, an
I've no doubt that that’s why he snowballed you."

Tt was, Talbiot!” exclaimed Pat. 1 don't aee why the piz should have
it all his own wag!""

“ You must not speak like that, Nugent. Cut offI”

< But, I say—""
“ Seocot '
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Pat grinned, and scooted. Laey made a movement as if to follow. Talbot
steppegr into his path; his face very grim.

““This is to.go no further, Lacy,’’ le said. * You understand me? If
you touch my fag, you'll have to reckon with me!”

< If you choose to take the cheeky brat under your wing—"'

““ Yon can put it like that if you like. There's going to be no beaslly
bullying so long as I'm captain of St. Kit's.”

“ You may not be captain longI”’ hissed Lacy. © You—what are you?
A nameless begear’s brat, picked out of the gutter!”

Tulbot turned erimson.

LS 1.51.(:y ‘r.')

“ And you dictate to me, you nobody, vou charity whelp—""

Smack ! - :

Talbot’s hand came across the speaker’s face with a sound almost like a
pistol-shot, and Lacy staggered across the road.

“Hallo! Where yer coming to?” exclaimed a rough voice.

And Lacy received a push which sent him back towards Talbot.

It was Seth Black again. His way to the village lay past the gates of
St. Kit's, and he had been but g little distance behind the prefect. _

Lacy took no notice of the ruffian. Talbot’s blow had roused him to fury.

He saw nothing but the flushed, scornful face of the captain of the school

before him. He flung himself at Talbot like a figer.

But the captain was angry, too. Lacy’s insnlt had stung him fo the

uick. He met the attack willingly, his eyes flashing, and his right fist
g]eﬁched, and seemingly as hard as iron, came crashing into the prefect’s
face. -

Lacy gave a gasp, and went down as if he had been shot. Tt had licen a
terrible blow, and the prefect lay dizzily on the ground, staring stupidly at
the captain of St. Kit's.

Talbot, breathing hard. waited for a few moments to see whether he would
rvize and remew the comflict; but Lacy showed no intention of doing so.
Talbot, with a scornful look, turned away.

Seth Black had stopped to wateh the encounter. - His eyes were fixed upon

Talbot now with a strange expression.

The captain of St. Kit's hardly looked at him. He strode away down the
road to Northley, leaving the ruffian staring after him, with ufter amaze-
ment depicted upon his coppery face.

= Well, I'm jiggered,” muttered Seth Black—I'm blessed well jiggered I

I.awe;r staggered to his feet.

11'“ ho's that chap. guv'nor?” asked Black, furning to him.  What's
is name?’’

“ What's that to do with you?” growled Lacy, who was in no mood for
answering questions. “*Mind your own business!"

““I reckon it is my business, if he’s the chap I take him for,” griuncd

Black. “ What is hie called here?”

“* His name is Arthur Talbot.”

“H'm! More or less, T suppose. T ‘eard you call him o Leggar’s hrat,
:;\i.:ad a charity whelp, and some more fancy names. What did yon mean by
thate"

;What I said!" snarled Lacy. ““But Idon’t see what it matters to you.
Mind your own business, confound you!’”’ {

And he went into the gateway. Black cast a dark look alter Lim. and
then hurried on the track of ‘the captain of St. Kit's. He overtook Talbot
in a few minutes.
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“Can I a}aenk to you a minute, sir?”" he oxclaimed. :

‘ Certainly !’ said Talbot, stopping. “ What is it?”

Talbot was courteous to everybody, for it was his nature; but there was
a good deal of disfavour in his look as he glanced at the ruffian.

Seth Black’s gaze was fastened npon his face again.

* By thunder!’’ he muttered. “It's the same! I can’t be mistaken!
That's why he wanted me to get out of the neighbourhood, is it? I see his
ame.

*“ What do yon want with me, my man?” asked Talbot impatiently.

_“Omly a few words, sir. I think I’ve seen you afore somewhere, and I'd
like to know what your name is, if you don’t mind telling me.”

“My name is Talbot,” said the captain of 8t. Kit’s coldly, “and I have
certainly never met you before.”

And he turned away.

“Wait a minute,” persisted Black. “I mean, is that your real name,
ir——‘"' He caught at Talbot’s sleeve eagerly as he spoke. *“I want to
know.

Talbot’s eyes flashed. He jerked his arm free and strode on. But Black,
who seemed to ‘be strange]{ excited, persisted, and the captain of St. Kit's
swung round on him sharply.

“Look here,” he exclaimed, I don’t know who {:n are, or why you
should be eurious about my affairs, but if yon don’t take yourself off at once
sou'll be sorry for it!" .

The ruffian fell back, scowling darkly. Talbot strode on, and soon forgot
the existence of Seth Black. But Black did not forget. . And ere long Talbot
was destined to have cause to bitterly regret that chance meeting.

CHAPTER 8.
Tho Squire's Secret.

QUIRE LACY passed quickly into the Dragon Inn. Tt was late
evening, and very cold. The squire was muffied up, with a cap
pulled down over his forehead. He went quickly np the stairs and
knocked at a door on the first floor.

It was opened as soon as he knocked. A coppery visage with reddened
eyes &eem ont at him in the gloom. :

“Thought it was you,” said Seth Black. *T saw yon coming, squire, but
you was so muffled np that I—"

h“Liat me come in, fool, and don’t stand chattering!” said Rupert Lacy
sharply.

'I'Ex%'man sullenly stepped back, and the Stglire of Lynwood stepped into
the room, and closed the door behind him. He looked ronnd him with an
expression of ill-concealed disgust.

A big fire was blazing in the grate, There were the remains of a meal
on the table, and several bottles. A half-filled tumbler stood close by the
chair near the window, where Seth Black had evidently been watching for
his visitor. The atmosphere of the room was heavy with the fames of
tobaceo and whisky.

Black caught the look on the sq‘uire's face, and sneered savagely.

*“You don’t like my guarters!™ he said. ‘I dessay I should be better
fixed i T came up to the hall. P’r’aps T'd better come.”

“* Nonsense, Black!™ exclaimed the squire, his expression changing. “ You
spem to me to be very well fixed here, and guite comfortable.”

Black drew down the blind, and pulled his chair to the fire.

““Yon can sit down, if you like,”" he said. * We've got to taik bnsiness.™

€I'll stand,”” said the squire. He stood with ome hand resting on the .
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table. Black sipped the tumbler 'of whisky-and-water, and waited for him
to speak. ** There's little to say,” resumed the squire, after o short pause.
** * ve come to settle the matter. In a nutshell, you kmow some thi 2
. ““Some little matters that happened when you was abroad, and when you
wasn’t called Rupert Lacy,” grinned Black over his tumbler. * Of course,
you never dreamed I’d turn up here. But I kuew, even in them days, that
you didn’t sail under your veal mame. I knew more than you guessed,
squire, about you, and your father, too. I knew that—"

“ Never mind all that. You needn’t go into details.”

“Why not? There's nobody here to listen, I s’pose? I hunted yon ouf,
thongh you thouglt yon had covered your tracks. Though I never expected
to find you such a swell. Things have changed with you.”

““You knew me before I came into my property. I had displeased my
father, and he kept me on a short allowance.” .

“T see. You had to get money, then, and you got it the easiest way,
which wasn’t by working lionestly. It would surprise the folks round lere
to learn that Squire Lacy of Lynwoed had once——"" 3

““ Hold your tongue, confound /you! That's all over, long ago, and I
haven’t come here to rake up old stories out of the past!’’ said the squire
angrily.

iy NE?; I dessay they ain’t agreeable to you,” grinned Black. * Well, to
come to business. What have you got to proposer™

““Tn the first place, you must leave the neighbourhood. Select any place
vou choosa ifor a residence, excepting this locality, and I will pay you two
liundred pounda a year.”

“ And why mustn’t I stay here?”

* Because people will talk. They may find out there is some connection
between us. ~You may babble in your cups. You are certain to do s0."

“ And that’s the only reason why I shonld go?”

“ Of conrse,” said the squire uneasily. “ What are you driving at?”

“T'm driving at this—that you He, Mr. Lacy!”

The squire’s eyes blazed, and he took a step towards the rufian. Black
met hi:}uﬁum gaze withont quailing. .

“Yeu don't like that,” he sneered. * But it’s the trnth, and you know
jt. I dessay you'd like to get rid of the sight of me; but that ain’t your
clief reason.’”

“Fool! What could my reason be, then?”

 You want to get me away from the neighbonrhood, not of your home in

arfickler, but of St. Kit's College.” ;

The ruffian fastened his eves upon the squire’s face as he spoke,’and he
chuckled as he saw the wave of pallor that passed over it.

“ What do you miean?’ demanded Lacy hoarsely. * What have you fo
do with St. Kit's? You are raving!”

““I've seen the chap who is called Arthur Talbot there.”

The squire’s hand gn's:ped the table hard.

“Talhot! I think I have heard the name.”

“Yes, T think you have!"” sneered Black. “ When I saw him, do you
think I didn't know at once why you wanted to get me out of the place:”

““What can you know about Talbot? What is he to me, or te you?"

“You don't know?"”’ sneered Black.

“ Certainly not! You are talking in middles.”

*“Bah! Do you think I am blind? You gave yourself away the moment
T mentioned the nanfe. You know who Arthur {'alhot is as well as I do,
and how he could if ke knew—""
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“Enough!” said the squire savagely. “ Supposing there is anything in
wh'a'wml say—which I do not admit—it makes no difference to ms.””
“Whather you admit it or not makes no difference. I know what I know.
But this ‘ere is the point. I'm not going away—at least, not ill I think I

“*What object haye yon to serve by staying?”

“Well, T shall be able to keep my eye on you and on the boy.”

“If you were to speak to him once on this topic, you could say good-bye
to the hope of ever getting a penny out of me.”

“I might be able to make better terms with him.”

Rupert Lacy ground his teeth.

“You had better take care!” he hissed. ““You are dealing with a
desperate man. You, better than anyone else, should know that I am not
to be frifled with, Black.”

Black shrugged his shoulders.

“We're not in Africa now,” he said, ““and you dare nob put a bullet
through me, much as you'd like to do it. I'm not afraid of yon!”

“Well, let us finish this discussion,” said the squire, changing his tone.
“Do you mean that you refuse to accept my terms?”

“¥es, so far as going away from here is concerned. I'm going to suit
myself about that. As for the figure you have named, that will suit me.”

The squire took out his'pocket-book.
 “There are ten fivers. In three months' time you shall have the same
again.”

Black grinned as he gathered np the crisp notes with a grimy hand.

“Good enough, guv'nor! But if I ran short of money, you wouldn’t he
mean enoungh to refuse a loan to an old pal, would you?”

“I may consider about that. If we were on the veldt now I would shoot
you l_ika!s dog, and you know it! You may drive me too far. Take
warning I’

And Squire Lacy strode from the rogm.

His last words had made a considerable impression upon Seth Black. The
ruffian’s coppery face was thoughtful and serioms as he sipped his whisky.
Better than anyone else, probably, Seth Black knew of what the sguire was
capable when his evil nature was roused. He held the whip-hand, but it
might be dangerous to push his advantage too far.

quire Lacy strode from the inn, with his teeth set hard, his gyes gleaming
under his contracted brows.

“Another danger,”” he muftered. “ What wretched ill-luck that Black
should have met Talbot! He was certain to recognise him. But if t-hHey
had not met he wonld never havé dreamed that he was at St. Kit’s.”” He
ground his teeth savagely. ““All the more reason for getting rid of him,
I must have the silver box. When that is in my hands, and Arthur Talhot
is driven from St. Kit’s, I shall be safe!”

CHAPTER 9.
; A Precious Palr, L
T was a fine day. Trees and hedges were putting forth their early green
as Arthur Talbol, captain of St. Kit's, 1}:& the school gates and strode
down the lane. Handsome and cheerful Talbot looked; the brightness
of the spring weather reflected in his face.

He .stlmppt:iP at s stile some little distance from the school, which gave
admittance to a footpath—a short cut to the village. As he turned towards
the stile his face darkened somewhat. i

A man was lounging against the stile—a man with an unshaven, coppery
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face and a dirty fur cap. Talbot knew him well enough by sight. It was
the disreputable ruffian who hed spoken to him once by the gates of St.
Kit’s, _aug ventured to question him. Several times since then Arthur had
seen the fellow, and once or twice Seth Black had tried to speak to him,

The man looked up as the captain of St. Kit's came by. He fixed his eyes
upon Talbot with an evil look. The deep flush, showing through his coppered
skin, indicated that he had been drinking. He was in a quarreisome mood,
having drunk sufficient to make him take offence at the slightest fbing or at
nothing at all. ;

““ Good-day to yer!” he said thickly, as Talbot came up to the stile.

He was lounging against the steps, and did not offer to move.

Talbot made no reply. He did not desire to enter into an altercation
with a semi-intoxicated vagrant, so he put his hand on the top bar to vault
over without troubling Black to move. :

The ruffian scowled as no reply was made to him.

“I spoke to you, young gentleman,’ he said. ‘“ Ain't you got a word fo
say to a civil feller?”

Talbot looked at him sharply.

““I don’t see what you want to speak to me for,”” he said. I don’t know
ou, and don't want to. You're not the kind of man I want to speak to.
Fon've several times tried to force your presence on me. You had better

keﬁyom- distance. Bear that in mind!”
e ruffian’s eyes glinted, and he shoved himself in front of the captain
of St. Kit’s to prevent him from crossing the stile.

““ Can’t speak a civil word—eh?"”’ he sneered. " And why shounldn’t T speak
to you if I want to, me lord duke? Ain’t T good enongh?”

* Pleasge let me pass.?” ’

“ Jest you answer me fust!”’ said Black, leering. * Ain’t I good enongh
to s%eak to yer—eh?”

““I tell you I don’t want any words with you!" cried Talbot. **Get out
of my way !’

““Suppose T don’t?”

“If you don’t move, I shall move you!”!

““Will you?” The ruffian gave a snarl. “I'd like to see yon do it. Mr.
Gutter-brat! Ah, yon didn’t think I knew that, did you?" le added, with
a smeer, as Talbot started. '

Talbot’s eyes blazed with anger.

*“Are you going to move="’

“No, 1ain’t! I—" : :

Talbet’s patience was exhausted. Black had no time to finish, The
stalwart younﬁ captain of St. Kit's laid his hands upon him, and with a
Siliﬁlne weriul twist sent him spinning across the lane.

stuggered and reeled right across: the lane, and pitched helplessly
into the ditch on the other side. There was mo water in it, but there was

-

plenty of mud and rotten vegetation. Black was not in an enviable condition.

as he serambled out.

His cop face was red with fury. Talbot stood facing him, his fists
clenched, his glance contemptuously disdainful.

“Now, if you want a lesson, come on!"” he exclaimed. “I will willingly
spare five minutes to give you the hiding you've wanted for a long time!”

Black made a couple of steps towards , and then stopped.

The aspect of the young athlete was not inviting, an]ri Black’s courapge
oozed oiit as he met the flashing eyes.

He began to mutter curses, and Talbot, with a scornful smile, torned and
stepped over the stile, and strode away across the field.

I
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Seth Black shook his fist after the young captain of St. Kit's.

“Wait till my chance comes!’ he muttered savagely. ‘I could make you
sit up if I liked, I could—"

He broke' off. A new-comer had appeared on the scene. He seowled
savagely at Eldred Lacy, who was looking at him with his hands in his

ockets, and a smile of amusement ggon Tus face.

T saw it all,” said Lacy, with a nod. “ He handled you easily encugh.” |
Bl“l;Ttot ‘so egsily as he handled you the other day, Master Lacy 1 snarled

ack. ; 2

Lacy turned red. He did not like the reminder.

“SEill, T didn’t stop to speak about thab,” he said hastily. “Look here,
my man, you know something about Arthur Talbot.”

*To 177 said Black, eyeing Lacy dubiously.

“Yes, you do. I've been thinking over what ﬁm let drop the other day,
tog. IYon know something about bot—something we don’t know at tle
school.”

Black’s look was very curious as Eldred Lacy made this statement.

“Maybe I do,” he assented. “* And what about it?”

“I want you to tell me what it is.” AFm'.n that curious look on the
ruffian’s face. ' We only know at the school,” rontinuned Lacy, “that be's.
a nameless nobody, whom the doctor tock in out of charity. Some of the
fellows say he's a beggar's brat, picked up out of the gutter. I shouldn’t
he surprised if his father came along to claim him some day. Do you know
who his fatlher i5?”

“Maybe I might make a guess,” said Black, with a prin.

“«Then tell me,” said Lacy eagerly. “Look here, 1 don’t suppose you have
any love for that fellow who just pitched you across the road, Eave you?"

“T hate him " said Black, between his testh.

“@Good! And you're nob Pm:ticularly flush with money?”
r “J don’t know that I am.” :

« P11 make it worth your while to tell me anything you know about Talkot,
Mind, T want proof with it. I want to settle him at the school. It stands

%o reason that his origin was disreputable. Tell me what you know.”

r The ruffian was silent, looking at Lacy out of the corners of his eyes, as
if weighing something in his mind.

Lacy watched him impatiently. :

“Qut with it!” he ‘exelaimed. “I tell you I'll make it worth your while.
T'd give a good deal to show him up before the school. Do you know who
his father is?7” L

“Yes.”

Laey gave a sudden start:

“You—yon don't mean to say that—that you—" he hroke out. His look
' Lecame eager, his face pale with excitement. “Look here, Black, tell me

the truth. Is Talbot-any relation of yours?”

Black looked at the prefect hard before replying,

“What if he was?” he said at length slowly.

Laecy burst into a chuckle.

“Then he is?”

“T haven't said so.”

“Look here, I must know the trnth.” The prefect took a couple of
| sovereigns from his pocket. ““Ave these any good to your Now te&l me.
‘Is Talbot any relation of yours? Are you his {ather:"

Black gave a peculiar chuckle.

“ Stranger things than that might be true.” he said. :
“There's your tin. Have you got any proof? Would you hiave the nerve
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to claim him, and give him a showing up hefore the school?” demanded Lacy
eagerly.

gﬂay, ha! That would be a fine revenge!” grinned Black. “ Yes, if yonu
pay me for my trouble, I'll claim liim before the whole school, and prove
my claim up to the hilt, tool!” /

““T'm mnot rich,” said Lacy, ™ but my brother would lef me have a couple
of fivers if I asked him specially. What price that?” :

“T1 do it! It's a go!” said Black. “I don’t know that I would it T
didn’t owe him one myself. I'Il make him sorry he slung me ‘about, the
puppy! Il teach him to be disrespectful to his daddy !’ And he finished |
with a ghoulish chuckle. |

Lacy’s eyes were gleaming with excitement. Never before had such a
chance come to him of dealing so terrible & blow at the rival he hated.

In his hatred of Talbot he was wilh'.nf to believe anything against him,
and certainly the rufian did know something aboub Arthur. His tale might
be true: at all events, true or false, it wonld eause Talbot keen suifering,
ia;ai:ld degrade him in the eyes of the schoolfellows who now liked and admired

m.

“You mean it, honest Injun?” Lacy asked. *Mind, it's worth ten pounds §
to vou if yon can make out a good case.”

T mean it. Il claim him, and see if I don’t prove it! Tl do it before
you if you like, and as scon as you like.”

“T don’t want to anear to have a hand in it said the prefect guickly.
T+ would look bad if they knew I had raked this up against Talbot; but
before 1 part with the money, I want a bit of proof, of course. Talbot's
just gome to the vil to see ahout s new cricket-bat he’s ordered. He
won’t be long before hes back this way. Would you have the nerve to
tackle him on the subject, then? I'll get on the other side of that fence,
so that I can hear without showing up. I want to keep ont of it.”

“T don’t mind. T’ll do as you say.”

The rufian’s manner was earnest. He evidently meant to leep his word.
And Eldred Lacy, feeling that his vengeaunce was in sight at last, laughed
aloud in his glee.

CHAPTER 10.
Fathor and Somn.

UITE unconseions of what was in store for him, Arthur Talbot eame
along the footpath to the stile with his swift, springy stride. His
eyes gleamed as he saw that the ruffian was still lounging there.

Se{-,i Black was smoking a short, dirty Eip'e. ‘He made a move-
ment as the captain of St. Kit’s stepped over info the lane.

“Stop a minute!” he said, with an evil look, “TI've got something to say
to . You wouldn't listen afore; and, mebbe, if you hadn’t been so cocky,
I wonldn’t have eilpoke out. Now, I'll let you have it plain. Stop, I fell
you!” He planted himself directly in Talbot’s path. “I'm going to speak
to you !’

" Get ont of my path!”

Malbot clenched his hand. Seth Black did not stir.

% You'll raise yer ’and agin your own father, will you?”

Talbot stared at him, doubting if he had heard aright. His clenched hand
fell to his side again.

* What did you say?”

“Yon heard what L said. Ton don't know me, my fine bird, but I know
you. Yes: I'm your father, and Eou can make the most of it!"”

Talbot’s face was white as death.
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“You lie!” he said, between his teeth—" yom Lie!” -

“Do I7 I can give proofs, if that's necessary!” sneered the ruffian. “If
I ain’t your father, who is? Answer me that? .

Talbot stared at him dumbly. He could certainly not answer that question,
for he did not know who his father was—did not even know whether the
name he bore was his true one.

Seth Black grinned evilly.

“You can’t answer? Conrse you can’t! Ashagmed of your old father,
ain't you, among all your blessed gwell friends?”

“Yon liec! Yon are not—yon cannot be my father!™

“Do you want me to gmve itz

Talbot's teeth set hard. :

*“Yos, Prove it, or T'll give yon the thrashing of your life!  Quick!
Prove your words—prove that you have not lied, or you shall repent it I

?lnc dsllmnk for a moment; from his blazing eyes; but his bravado guickly
returned,

“T'll prove it fast enongh. T parted with you when you was a youngster,
but I haven’t forgotten nothing. You've got a mark—a birthmark—on you,
and T can describe it'to a T.”

Talbot reeled back against the stile, staxing wildly at this scoundrel who
spoke with mocking certainty. How could Seth Black know that if his
claim was a false one? -

Often had Talbot wondered to himself who was his father. He had
thought sometimes that his father might- have been o poor man; but any-
thing like this had never crossed his mind.

He had hoped some day to find his father—to find him living; though all
the time he knew that the chances were that he was long since daad, But
to find him living, and to find him in the person of this brutal, disreputable
rifian! It was not—it could not be true! It was teo terrible! Yet how,
otherwize, did Seth Black know so much? L
: The ruffian grinned as he saw the agony of doubt and distress in the boy's

ace.

“Do you believe me now?” he sneered. “Shall T describe the mark to
you? A red mark in the form of a cross, on the right arm between the elbow
and the shoulder.”

Talbot groaned. '

It was mmpossible that the rufian shonld ever lLave seen that mark, unlesa
he had, as he declared, seen it when the boy was an infant, too young to
remember him. }

Some of Talbot's intimate friends, doubtiess, knew that the mark was
there, but it was impossible that Black could have received information from
any of them.

ow did he know?

“Shall I tell yon more?" sneered Black. *8hall I tell you the name of the
man who brought yon to Dr. Kent?”

“You cannot !”

* His name was Norroys.”

Talbot's face grew whiter. How could the rmffian know that unless his
tale was true? The doubts were fading away in Talbot's mind. He had
found his father at last—found him in this drunken, disvepntable ruffian,

‘the mere sight of whom filled him with leathing.

“It cannot be—it cannot be!” he almost moaned.

It is true, and you know it,” said Black coolly. “T was *ard up in them
days. Mr. Norroys, he took pity on you, and he gave me a tefi-pound nota
for you. That's the frozen truthi. Now I'm going to claim you, You're my
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son, and T've got my rights as a parent. We'll sce whether an affectionate
parent is to be parted 1rom his “undsome son!”

Talbot started. It was not only that this scoundrel was his father, but
there was worse to come. The wreteh meant to claim him | -

“ You—you cannot mean that ™ panted Talbot. © You wiil not dare!

“Can’t a father claim his own son?” grinned Black. “T'll show you, my
boy. I'm coming up to the school with you-now. Where my hoy 1= I can
e, can’t T2 1If tlie doctor don’t like my company, he can ":mg over my son, 4
and we'll go together. You can be the prop of my declinin’ years,”

* You—you hound—"

*“ Nice langnage to your fatber, T must say !

“T do not—T cannot belieye it 1"

*“You do believe it, and you know you do,” said Black coally.  Anyway.
-Ii_m: _cr'iming up to the school. We'll see if the doctor dares io dispute my
clnim I*

** You must not come up to the school!” gasped Talhot,

 Who says I mustn’t?"* sneered Black,

“Man,” eried Talbot, in an agony, **if this horrible tale is true—if you
are indeed my fatlier, you cannot want to shame me hefore all the school "

*“ Yes; I gaid yon'd be ashamed of your ole father! 1 ain't good emouglh
to show to them swells, of course!”

“ Yon—you don’t understand. You must not go to 8t. Kit's. Man, he
regsonable, T—I beg you not to go to the schiool,  Give me time to think !’

** Changed your tune, ain’t vou?'' sneered Black., ¢ Still, I don’t want -
fo be ‘ard on you. Maybe, I won’t show vou up at the school, il you
behave decent.  1'm hard up. fUhere’s no law agin @ boy heélpin’ Lis dle
barher that T know o,

Falbol drew a breath of velief. »

¢*¥oun ave welcome toall I ave!" hie onsped.

And Ire felt in his pockets, and turred out every coin therve, without coupt-
ing them, into the hinds of the tuffian. g

¥ Gmui.1 enonglt! Tl leb yon off, (or all you've been so cocky—for u Iyt, at
WY rate 1

05, Heaven lielp me ! % .

Talbot leaned heavily upon the stile. 117s [ace ywas calowless, and thisc
Bends of perspiration weve on his clammy brow. T that ten minntes lia
seemed to have aged as many years. .

. That's all right, so-far,” said Black.. “T'll let you off for a hit. Bug

# got to see you again. I'm an affectionate bloke, I am, and I hain's _
55 my dear boy for 50 long, you know. When ahall T see you again—hey "

“I—T don't know—I——" |

“Ihis heve tin won't last me long. I shall want some more. Of conrse,
I'm always willing to come and share with you up at St. Kit's!"”

** For merey’s sake—"

Talbolt: seemed untterly crished. The horrible vevelation had come co
suddenly, he had had no time to prepare for it. Iis whole life seemed to
bo shattered by this discovery. He longed to get away, to be quiet, to have
time to think it onf. X

“ I'll gee you when yonu like,” he said wearily,  “I—TI must think! I—
will write to yon if vou like.”*

“0.K. “Name of Seth Black, at the Dragon Tnn.” |

“ 1 will vemember.”" |

Talbot turned. and went blindly np the lane, Al the spring was gone |
ont ol his step, and lie walled with drooping head. |
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Suth Black wilidied him swith eves twinkling with spitefnl satisfaction
till he disappeared feon <ight.  Then his glance turned Lowaerds the board
cict on Lhe otlier side of The lane, behind wlhich Laey had concealed him-
el ¢
*“ Yon can conte ot ! : Y /

‘The prefect of St. Kit's drew Jimself over the fence, and jumpéd across the
diteh. — He joined Black, his face agleam with excitement. e liad heard
every word, and had watched the scene through a crack iu the boards.

** Are you satisfied now?" said Black, with:a loer. :

T Yés, yes; more thanp satisfed! 1t's true, them—you are really Lia
father="" .

*Don't yon believe iL?*”

** It does not seem possible.”

*“ Hain't T proved it?"" demanded Black. * He's satisfied, anyway.”

“ Well, yes, it looks like it. By Jove, this is a stroke of luck I never
dreamed of! He's caplain of St. Kit's! My hat, I'll have him down—
right down in the dust—before long!” Lacy laughed aloud in his satis-
faction. ““So far, he has won all along the line, Tl change all that!”

“ You're a pleasant young gentleman, you are!” said Black admiringly.
“Your friends must be proud of you, I'don’t think”

“Mind your own business! - I must go now. We mustn’t be seen
together.  Where can I see you to fix matters up, about showing him up,
and to bring vou the Lin?”’

* You can come to the Dragon.”

“ Right! Tt may be some days before I can gat the money; but as soon
a3 [ have it T'll come. My hat, it’s my turn now, and no mistake!”

With a nod to the rulBan, Lacy strode away towards the school. Nearly
ab the gates he overtook Talbot. The captain of St. XKit's was walking
slowly, and, with his liead bent down, seemed to be buried in gloomy
reflection. 4

“Aallo, Talbot ' said the prefect. “ Anvthing the matters™

Taibol looked un with o start,

* No, nothing,”” he said.

“ Yo look all.” .

“T am all vight."”

k‘“ Sure?” said Laey. “ Yon look as white as a sheet. Had a shock of any
ik 2 '

I am all right,” =aid Talbot.

Lacy walked on. Never had he seen that lock in Talbot's face before.
The vival be hated seemed to be utterly crushed beneath the weight of thie
mistfortune that had fallen upon him. = But in Eldrved Lacy’s heaxrt there was
no wercy and no relenting.

o

CHAPTER 11,
g - A True Chum, ¥

L AN it be true—can it?” Talbot muttered the words feverishly

) between dry, burning lips.  “ Can. it be true?®” :
He had reached his study—how, he hardly knew, for he was like
one in & dream, scarcely conscious of his movements. Now he
paced the room, to and fro, to and fro, with tireless steps, his face colour-

lzss, his eyes burning, his hands clenched.

Could it be true? Was that man, that brutal, disreputable rufian, in-
deed his father? ;i 218
Was the secretrof his birth revealed at last, and in such a manner?

—_ _____'\T-
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Seth Black his fathier! He the son of thal unmelean, unscrupulons brute!
Could it be? ; ey .

There was a knock at the study door, but in his absorption Tulbot did nos
notic®it. It was repeated, and then the door opened.

- Brooke, of the Sixth, stood in the doorway, looking in amazement ot the
captain of the school. Brooke was Talbot’s closest chum, and his look
immediately became concerned at the sicht of the captain’s worn, white
Tace.

** Talbot, in goodness’ name, what is the matter?” /

e cume quickly into the study, and closed the door. Talbol turued
towards his ghum, with o ved flush in his cheeks.

“ It's—it's nothing, Brooke!"” le atammered.

Brooke shook Lis head. »

“It's no pood telling me that, Talbot,” he replied. < You're in tronble.
Can’t you teil me what it is? If you don’t want to, T’Il elear: but perhaps
I could help you out. You know I'd do anything T vould.”

The yearning was strong in Talbot's heart to confide in someone—to ask
and obhtain counsel in this terrible hour of trial. 3

There was the doctor; bnt Talbot shrank from speaking to him, end
bringing upon him the trouble that overwhelmed himsalf, .

He looked at Brooke hesitatingly, The Sixth-Former looked him straight
in the eyes.

o Youyzah rely on me, can’t you, Talbot?” he asked quietly,

“ Yes,™ gaid Talbot slowly. **But this—this—

“ 1 know it's something out of the common, to eut you up like that,” said
Brooke. “ But, whatever it is, you know I'm your friend.”

** You might not be after you knew.”

Brooke stared at him in amazement,

* What do yon mean, Talbot?  You don’t think this, whatever it is—and
L haj_r_en'ﬁ the faintest idea—would make any difference to our friendship, do
VN

(33 't mjght.l’

“ Nonsense! You haven’t done anything to be ashamed of, old man: I'm
jelly sure of that! And T don't sée what else conld—"

" Suppoze a horrible disgrace were torfall npon me?"* said Talbot, with a
siudder. “Not my own disgrace, you understand, but a disgrace nll tho
same—""

* Then von conld depend wpon me to stand by you.”

‘' I believe you, Brooke. But—but i
T Fou'drather not tell me, don’t,” said Brooke., < I don’t want fo foree
your confidence. But it I could s vou in any way, I want von to be enre

thet you could rely on me.” 4. i

*1'd like to tell you, Brook. ._?—but- it's o terviblo thing. Anyway,
yowlll say mothing it I'tell you? 1 - all come out soon enogh,™ replied
‘Lalbot to his chum,

= QOF course,”

““It's about my—my birth,” said Talbot, in a low voice. * You know
more ahout me than any other fellow ab St. Iit's, Brooke, Yon know T iwes
£:ven into Dr. Kent’s charge, long agh, by a man T can’t remember, and!
that L ,(.lou  know who my father wae, nor even whether Talbot is really my
name: .

' I_hﬁoke nodded without speaking. .
~ Have vou seen a dirty, disveputable loaler lianging about the neigl-|
bourlicod Iately7* Talbot went on, * o goes by the name of Seth ]}laui%."i
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¢ Yes, T have seen him.”

<o plaims to be my father.”

Brooke gave a start.

* Impossible :

< He says so,” said Talbot, with a groan. ;

“ Then he lies!”” said Brooke decidedly. < Ti's utterly impossible! Doed
Yie offer to bring any proof of his claim?”

“ He gave me proof—what seemed proof, at any rate.!

“ Leb's hear what it was. It can't be true, Talbot. It's some scheme to
blackmail you. < He knows thero’s a mystery about vour birth, and—"

< But how could he know it, if Ids claim is unfounded®”’

Brooke looked nonplussed tor a moment,
. O Well, he might have found that out.’”’ he esaid. * It’s more likely that
he wormed that out somehow than that he’s your father. But what ave
his proofs?”’

“ He knows that there is a birthmark on my arm, and he deseribed it to

t]

G

Brooke whistled.

*“ That's peculiar.”

- ¢ How could he know?" groaned Talbot.

“ Well, it’s peculiar, as I said, but it isn’t proof. He may have fonnd
that out,”

““ How could he find it out?”

< (4, there are ways!  Suppose he saw you bathing in the river? He'sa
tramp, and might have been this way last summer; and—and, in fact, any-
thing’s more likely than that he’s your father.”

Malbot brightened a little. The possibility was far fetched, doubtlesa,
but it was o loophole of escape from the terrible conclusion that he was the
son of Seth Black.

But in a moment his face clonded again.

< He knows the name of the man who brought me to Dr. Kent, Brooke.”

“ Did he tell you itr™

*“ Yes."”

Brooke began to look more gerious.

Was it possible, he began to wonder, that there was anything in the
ruffian’s claim? b

Talbot was watching his face, and he read lis thoughts easily enough,
He began to pace the room again restlessly.

s You think there’s something in it, Brooke?’

“No, I don’t,” said Brookeé stoutly. “Y's sirange, very strange, that
the sooundrel should know so muck. T can’s account for that. Duf that
hie's your father, 11 never believe for o moment, and I know the docter
wonld say the same.”

< The doctor !’ muttered Talbot. ** He knows no more of my origin than
I do, and I will never allow this shame to be Brought publicly mpan him.
What if Seth Black should come up to the school, as he has threatensd to
"ti::h .;Dir; Kent has done too much for me already. I will never expose him

a L A 1

= Wiat do you mean to do, Talhot?"

T don’t know. I haven’t liad time to think. But if Seth Black is truly
my fatlier, T shall leave St. HKit's"™
th:tlfﬁnve &, Kit’s!" exclaimed Brooke, in dismay. * You can't mean
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* What else is there for me fo do?” said Talbot hopelessly. * The scoundrel
threatens to claim me before all the school. Suppose he forces his way here
some time, and carries out his threat? I think it would kill me!”

““If he did, we'd give him a warm reception !” exclaimed Brooke, * You
can dismiss from your mind the idea that he’s your father. It isn’t pos-
sible !’ ;

Talbot shook his head. He was keen enough to ses that Brooke spoke
from the warmth of his heart, to comfort him, and that doubts were creeping
into his mind.

“ He wouldn’t dare,”” continued Brooke, I euppose he has extorted
money from you under threat of coming up to the school?”

* Yes, he asked me for money, and I gave him all T had.”

 That shows what his game is, then. It's blackmail, pure and simple.
I don’t say that you can defy him at onee. It may be necessary to temporise
with him. Keep him quiet if you can, till we can find out for certain—I
mean, till we can prove that he les I’

Talbot smiled sadly.

It can’t be true, ' Talbot. Keep that in mind.”

““T wish I could think so.”

There was a short silence. Talbot paced the room with & white, troubled
face.  Brooke stood still, his sombre brow showing how deeply he felt for
his chum, Suddenly he gave a start.

* There’s one thing you've forgotten, Talbot.”

The captain stopped in liis restiess walk, and looked at him.

““What do you mean?”

““ The silver box.”

Talbot gave a slight start, Truly he had forgotten that. He had been
foo stunned, too confused by this terrible mistortune that had suddenly
fallen upon him to think of ang-thing clearly,

* The silver box?" he repeated.

Brooke’s face became eager and hopeful.

““ Yes!” he exclaimed. *“ You remember what you fold me about that?
It is suf ed to contain something concerning thé secret of your birth,”

“So ave always believed; but, of course, I cammot be sure.’”

““Yet, if it does, it would clear :E this matfer, and prove Seth Black’s
claim to be false,’” said Brooke quickly.  Surely, in such a case—"

‘Talbot shook his head.

 But the silver hox cannot be opened.”

“Yes; but under the circumstances—-"

“Dr. Eent gave a solemn pledge to Norroys on the subject, and when
the doctor handed the box to me I promised him,” said Talbot slowly. “0Of
course, nothing of this kind could be foreseen. But the pledge could not

Brooke nodded gloomily.

“Then we must think of other means of circumventing that wretoh,”
he said. *“And we will do it, Talbot. The more I think about it, the
:?on;e_ggﬂmn' I feel that his claim is an impundent lie. And we will prove
that it 1s.”

Brooke gpoke-hopefully; but the shadow did not lift from Talbot's faca,
But he had one comfort in his misery and distress. In spite of the lowering
shadow of shame and disgrace, his chum did not dream of deserting him.
Hed had at least one true friend who would stand by him through thick
and thin,
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" CHAPTER 12.
3 A Strange Mystery,
55 HAVE ou seen Liddell and Scott?'’ asked Blagden.

Blaggy, of course, was not alluding to the two learned gentle-
men to whom those names belonged, but to the Greek lexicon
which was the result of their labours.

‘“No,” said Pat thoughtfully. “ Do you want it for your work?"

Blagden made a grimace.

¢ Well, I certainly don't want to read it for giddy recreation!” he said.

Haven’t you seen the beastly t-hing"uanywhere?“

*“Yes; I remember chucking it at Hooper when he looked into the study

i?st night,"” said Pat. “1I don't remember picking it up again. Did you,
reene:"’

* No; I wasn't here,”” snid Greene.

*“ Oh, hang ! said Blagden. ° Some fellow has picked it up, then; and
will use it till we hunt it up and reelaim it. But what am T going to
do about this beastly word?"’

““ Oh, it’s all right!" said Pat. ““Get on with the rest, and I'll go and
find you one. I can borrow one somewhere.'

““All right! Buck up, then! You're a good sort!'

And Pat Ngsent sallied out of the end study on a bhorrowing expedition,
But he met with no luck. He looked into two or three astudies to
ask for a Liddell and Scott, but he was sent empty away. Then a thought
struck him. i

“T'll horrow old Talbot’s!"" he murmured. ‘Snre, and he's gone out,
and he won't miss it. And I can shove it back when Blaggy’s done, before
Talbot comes in."

The junior had seen the captain of St. Kit's set out for the village, and
so he knew that he was booked for some time.

Pat quickly made his way to Talbot's study, gnd went in, closing the
door behind him. He looked about for the lexicon, but could not see it.
Talbot, as a matter of fact, had lent it to Brooke, and it was not in the
stndy. But Pat did not want to return empty-handed to Blagden, so he
hunted for it high and low.

But it was not to be found. The junior was abouf to give up the quest
when there' was a sound of footsteps coming along the corridor. Pat gave
4 start. A.l!;huth his errand to the captain’s study was a harmless one,
he did not exactly like to be caught rummaging about in Talbot’s quarters,
and for the first time it struck him fhat it showed considerable * nerve ™
on his part to come there fo borrow a book withont the formality of asking
permission. : :

He ‘stopped, standing thoughtfully with a wrinkled brow, and the foot-
steps came to the door of the study; hut that they were not Talbot’s he
| was certain, .

Probably it was ouly a chance visitor, who had come to see Talbot, and
would go again when he looked into the room and found it empty. Pat
whi peﬁo into the cupboard. and drew the door shut.

The study door opened. Thers was no sound of anyone entering, " Pat
guessed that the visitor was holding the door open and looking into the
Toom. There was a sound of a door closing.

&o the visitor, whoever he was, was gone! Pab was about to move, when

s he heard footsteps in the study. The visitor had not gone! He had closed
the study door, himself in the room.

Was it Talbot, after all?

A strange feeling came over Pat, as he listened to the sounds of sfezlthy

13
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movement in the room. It counld not be Talbot moving about in that
creeping manner. The intruder was wearing slippers; and if it had been
Talbot he would have come in in his boots, after being out of ‘doors. Whom
could it be?

Pat remained quite silent. That a burglar should be in the room before
nightfall was, of course, impossible. It was one of the hoys of St. Kit's
who was:exploring the captain’s quarters. Who was he, and what was he
looking for? It was not likely to be somehody else in search of a lexicon;
begides, there was a stealthiness in the light tread of the intruder which
seemed to show that his errand was not an innocent one. :

Pat wondered what he ought to do. Nobody had a right to be prowlin;
round in Talbot’s room like that. Pat was inclined to show himself an
cateh the intruder in the act. Only if it should happen to be a senior. it
would be awkward to explain his presence in the cupboard.

But the matter was settled withont any action on Pat’s part. The door

* of the cupboard suddenly opened, and the daylight streamed in.

Pat, en by surprise, blinked at the individual who stood before him.
The latter gave a sharp cry. He was infinitely more startled than Pat.
It was the prefect, Eldred Lacy! He stared at Pat as if he could hardly
believe his eves.

“Nugent!” he gasped at length—*° Nugent what are yon doing here?”

Pat stepped from the cupboard. He kept' a wary eve upon Laey.

*“ Nothing,” he replied. He had quickly recoverdd his usual calmness.
He cast a glance quickly round the room. Lacy did not seem inclined to
touch him. The captain’s desk was open, and the drawer of his table also.
Lacy had evidently rummaging before he opened the cupboard. Lacy’s
glance followed Nugent’s, and he flushed secarlet.

““T insist npon knowing what you are doing here, Nugent!” he exclaimed,
with a dangerous gleam in his eyes.

““ Well, if 1t comes to that,” said Pat, “ what are yon doing here yourself?”

*“I—I came here to speak to Talbot.”

Lacy was so surprised and confused that it did nob oceur to him at the
time that he was giving himself entire}iv away by condescending to make
any explanation to a junior at all. Had his errand to the captain’s study
been an innocent one, he would never have dreamed of ma ing any ex-
Elauaﬁon to Pat Nugent. Pat knew that perfectly well, and it proved to

im—if it needed proving—that Lacy had come to the study in the captain’s
absence for some reason that would not bear investigation.

“0h, you came to speak to Talbof, did you?” said Pat, with a sweet
smile, “ And, finding that he wasn’t here, you looked in his desk, thinking
he might have got in there, I suppose?”

Lacy ground his teeth. Pat’s sarcasm showed him that it would not be
an easy task to pull the wool over the junior’s eyes. He glanced at the
open desk and drawer, and 8 hunted look came into his eyes.

*“1 did not open them!” ke said thickly.

““Then they must lhiave opened themselves, for they were closed when T
stepped into the cupboard ™

" You little rat, what do you mean to insinuate?"

““Nothing. 'I don’t know what your little game is, and I don’t want
to know; but my object in coming to this room was an innocent one, and
I fancy that’s more than you can say.’’

Pat’s eyes fearlessly met the prefect’s as he' said this.

The eolour wavered in the prefect’s face. He was inclined £o spring npon
Pat and give him a record thrashing, but he realised that this would make -
mattard no hetter, and might make them worse, He had been caught in




BY CHARLES HAMILTON. 47

the act of prowling in the captain’s study; for what reason it was best
known to himself, but it was certainly not one he conld state if called upon
to do so. The unlucky chance of Pat Nugent's presence placed him at
the mercy of the junior, and he knew it. ;

Eldred Lacy was keen and cunning, and he was seldom placed in a fis
he could not contrive to wriggle out of, but now he seemed fairly cornered.
He could not hope that Pat would keep silent as to what he had seen. Pat
was Talbot’s fag, and he would naturally warn the captain that his study
was not safe from being rummaged in his absence. Any attempt to bribe
the junior to silence would be fatal, for that might be repeated to Talbot
along with the rest. -

Pat turned to the door. TLacy stepped forward, and laid a hand on his
shoulder.

*‘ You have not yet told me what you were here for, Nugent.”

“T came to borrow Talbot’s Greek lexicon.”

““And you were looking for it in the cupboard where I found you?”
sneered 'Lméy.

“1 nipped in there when I heard your tootsies.”

“A likely story!”

Pat pul his huod on the handle of the door.

““Stop a minnte!” said Tacy thickly. <1 suppose you have got a yarn
all ready to tell Talbot—is that so?

Pat pursed his lips thoughtfully.

I don’t know it T ought to tell im,” he ¢aid. I shall think it over.
He onght to kunow that his valuables ain’t safe when he leaves his door
unlocked !*

“Do yon think I came here to steal something, vou little fool?”

“I don’t know what you cama for; you can explain that to Talbet. If
you meant no harm, there could be no harm in my mentioning the matter
to lim."’

“You little hound, get out!”

Pat got out. Lacy looked after him like a demon. Pat made his way
back to the end study, in a thoughtful and rather worried mood. He did
not quite know what he ought to do, under the very peculiar circum-
stances, B]:@den locked up as he entered.

“Hallo! You’ve been a thundering long time!” he exclaimed. * Where's
the lexicon?"

*“The lexicon?’ repeated Pat. He had forgotten all about it.

“Yes, you silly fathead ! What was it you went for?”

*“Bure, and I had forgotten it !"

“ Well, of all the asses I ever saw or heard of—"' hegan Blagden.

““Shut up!”" said Greene. “Can’t you see aomet.hinﬁ's happened? He
wears a worried look. What is it, Tipperary? Get it off your chest!”

* Well, something peculiar has happened,” admitted Pat. “T don’t know
whether I ought to tell you fellows.”

“Oh, rats!” said Blogden, interested. * Out with it!”

““ Waell, I should like some advice, for a fact.” :

“We’ve got lots of that to gve away—haven’t we, Greene?™

“Tons !’ 'said Greene solemnly. ** Go ahead, Nugrent !

Pat explained what had happened in the captain's study. The two juniors
whistled in expression of their amazement,

1 say, youre not joking?"’ said Greene. |
. __“Honour bright!” said Pat seriously. “ It happened just as I said.

What do you make of it?”

“ Blessed if I can make anything of it,"' said Blagden. “ TWhat on earth’
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could Eldred Lacy wanb nosing around in Talbot's study for? You're sure
he was nosing around?” : :

“ Yes; he moved all over the room, creeping like a giddy burglar, and
opened the anbonrd door where I was. en I came out I saw the table
drawer and the desk open. Hs had gone through them, and was going
through the cupboard.”

*“I can’t understand it. Talbot hasn’f nnithing that I know of worth
stealing; and besides it’s absurd to suppose that Lacy would steal.”

““Well, I know that seems rather steep,” admitted Pat; “ but, then, what
was he searching for? It’s plain enough that he chese a time when Talbot
was away. Most likely he had been watching him go. What was he
hunting for?™

“ He's rich,” said Greene—'‘ af least, his hrother is—and Eldred Lacy
always has plenty of money; and Talbot only has his allowance from the
doctor., It’s absurd to suppose that Lacy went there to steal anything, even
if he was cad enough."

* Seems s0,”” said Pat. © But yon haven't answered my question. What
wis he hunting forz" ]

[t was a knotty question, and the chums gave it up.

**Talbot may have something or other that Lacy wants to get liold of,”
said Pat.mushilg!}'. “Maybe a letter or something. Anyway, it's quite
certain that Eldred Laey wasn’t rummaging through his study for the fnn
of the thing.”

Blaggy and Greene had to admit as much.

“* 8o the question arises, what's to be done?” said Pat. *“Lacy’s stopped
this time, but he may be at it again. Next time he may not be mug%ft,
and he may find whatever it is he was hunting for. That wonld be hard
cheese for Talbot.”

 Talbot oufht to be warned,” said Blagden decidedly. “T don’t like
giving anybody away, as a general rule, but this is a different case. He
ftas @ right to be put on his guard, espeeially as he has been so jolly
good to you, Pat.” 2 F

“That's what I was thinking.” .

““You ought to tell him,” said Greene. *“ Besides, you're his fag, voum
know, and 1t’s your duty to see that his things are safe.” ;

““ You both think I ought to speak to Talbot about it?”

“We do,” said the chnums together.

“Then I'll do it. I think so, too.”

But the chums, while they discussed the knotty point, reckoned withount
Eldred Lacy. The prefect guessed the decision Pat Nugent would come
to, and he had taken his measures beforehand. While Pat was talking,
Eldred Lacy was acting.

CHAPTER 13,
Lacy Steals a March on Pat Nugent.

ALBOT came in, after his welk to the village, in a moody frame of
mind, and crossed the old close with a sombre shade on his brow.
At the door he was met by Eldred Lacy.
*¢1 want to speak o you a minute, Talbot.” :
Lacy’s voice was unusually friendly, and Talbot stopped. His relations
with the prefeet, his old rival, had been extremely strained of late, especially
since Laecy had felt the weight of his strong right arm; but Eldred seemed
to have forgotien all about that now.
“Yes,” said Talbot, always willing fo accept the olive-branch. Bad blood
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a0 the school was aliways irksome to him, thongh Eldred Lacy seemed to
thrive on it.  “ What is it. Lacy®” g 4

“Tt’s not a very pleasant matter, but I think I ought to give you a word
‘of warning.”

Talbot looked af him in gmazement. 4

“T went to your study to speak to you about half an hour ago,” explained
the prefect, with an appearance of great frankmess. ““ You weren't there,
but f saw that the room had been turned out. Somebody had been rummag-
ing through your drawer and desk.” :

‘albot gave a start.

* Surely not?”

“Tt's a fact,” said Lacy. ©I heard a noise in the cupboard, and opened
the door, and found a junior hiding there. He admitted that he had hidden
¥ limself there wlen he heard me coming to the study.”

The captain’s brow darkened.

“Who was it, Lacy?”

“The new boy—Nugent.”

“Nugent!” exclaimed Talbot, in astonishment—* Nugent!”

It was clear that the opinion he had formed of Pat made him unwilling
4o believe in this aceusation brought against the Irish lad.

“Yes, Nugent,” repeated Lacy carelessly. “Of course, it’s no business
‘of mine, but I thought I'd just mention it to you.”

“Thanks very much!” said Talbot, looking very puzzled. “I'm afraid
‘there must be a mistake somewhere. I can't imagine Nugent doing a mean
“thing like that.”

#T know that you think well of him,” said Lacy, with a sour smile; “and
yoi've often taken his part against me. For that reason 1 did not punish’
‘him at all, but simply turned him out of your study. I thought I'd leave
you to deal with the matter exactly as you thonght fit. It's no business of
'mine, but, in your place, I shouldn't care to have my papers rummaged
_over by a junior while I was away.”

*Searcely!” exclaimed Talbot. “IF this is really as you say, I shall
make him sorry for it; but I hope he'll be able to make some explanation.”

“"He told me a yarn about coming there to get a Greek lexicon, but I
P thought that a bit too steep. He couldn’t have imagined you kept a Greek

lexicon in your desk, but there was your desk wide open.” g

‘Talbot looked very worried.

“T'm much obliged to you for telling me this, Lacy," he said. “The
junior had no business in my room at all during my absence. 1 shall see
what he has to say.”

And, with a nod, he passed on. He went straight to his study, and sent a
fog to fetch Pat Nugent there.

Pat was in the common-room when the summons reached him. Ile wenb
at once to Talbot's study, thinking this a good opporfunity of telling Talbot
what hie had to tell him. He was rather surprised by the captain’s stern look
as lie came in.

“Nugent,” said Talbot, *“ Lacy has told me about finding you in my study
during my absence. What have you to say?”

“TLacy has told you!” exclaimed Pat, in astonishment.

 “Yes, He found you hiding in the cupboard. I don’t want to punish you
- withont hearing what you have to say.”

“Has he told yon the whole story?” demanded Pat.

“1 suppose s0."

~ “\Well, then, I hiave nothing to say, if he hag told you the truth, escept
‘that I meant o tell you myself.” & !
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*What did yon come here for?” !

I was going to borrow your Greek lexicon. Blagey wanted it. T nipped § ko
into the cupboard when I heard somehody coming. You see;” explained P
Pat, it only occurred to me then that you might not like me to borrow your 6]
Liddell and Scott without asking you. I knew you were away, and thought § kno,
1 was some chap who wanted to speak to you, and would go as soon as he § 14
saw you weren't here.” wis]i

‘;lHe saw the drawers turned out, and heard you moving in the eupboard, = ;
an ; : =

“ Did Lacy tell you that®” asked Pat curiously. diffe

“ Certainly.” out

“Well, I never thought much of him, but I didn’t think he eonld roll I'I:"
ont lies like that,” said the junior. *He's a regular scorcher, and no f *¢
mistake! Why, I never touched the drawer, or the desk either! I&:&t 5“?;";
hunted round for the book in the places it was likely to be in. I dido't § :
think yowd be likely to shove a big dictionary in your desk.” “‘E’&

*“ Do you mean to say that you did not open the desk?” La

““Of course I didn't[” : ‘:Y

*You can see that it is open now,” said Talbot, pointing to it. T:

“Yes, 1 see it. Lacy did that while I was lying low. Of course, he didn’t follo
guess that T was there until he came to rummage in the cupboard too, and £ e
then lie found me. He didn’t hear me move. That's all moonshine. e A
looked flabbergasted when le saw me. I'm telling you tle truth, Talbot,"” Rit's
said Pat earnestly. * You can ask Blaggy dnd Greene. I came to Lorrow a o
lexicon for Blaggy, and when I went back I told them all that had happened. T
I you like to ask them, theyll tell you.” | e

Talbot looked hard at the junior. Sl

*You liad no business to come lere to take a hook without asking per- § Y
mission,” he said, “but if that were all, T could easily overlook it. But§the o
somehody has been turning out my study, and Lacy says that it was you.” LT

“That's just like him. I suppose he guessed I should warn yon, andff “Y
thought he'd have first whack. Why, I was coming to tell you all about | vezsic
it, Talbot. You can ask Blaggy.” X

Talbot stood with his brows wrinkled in thought. L3

Somebody evidently had been prowling in his quarters, and, had he heen § Form
able to assign a reason for it, he would rather have believed it of Lacy than §f B
of Pat. Lacy he knew to be mean and underhand; Pat had impressed him § “1I
fayourably. But what possible motive could the prefect have for committing f I
such an action? It was impossible to think of ome. Talbot, of course, ]:.a.ﬁ; the
not the remotest idea of cann'ectin.% Eldred’ Lacy in his mind with the silver § trut
box. He did not even know that Eldred knew of its existente. § want

Yet, on the other hand, what possible motive could Nngent have had? f  Ane
He was not the kind of boy to rummage and spy for the pleasure of the f & ;“'“
thing. I :

The captain of St. Kit's had to confess himself utterl zzled.

“If you want te lick me,” snid Pat, as he noticeg hat Talbot’s hand
rested on a cane, “I don't mind. Lick away! But I shonldn’t like you to.
helieve I was such a howling cad as Lacy wants to make out. Of course, I
don't know what he was rummaging here for. But he was hunting for some-§| :
thing, and I meant to tell you, so that if you had any giddy secrets you could
look after ‘emx when Lacy was around.” :

“1 haven't any secrets,” said Talbot, with an inveluntary smile. T
cannot vonceive why Lacy should want to look through my study. For
that matter, I can'l imtagineswhy you should want to either, if what Lacy
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Ceaye is true. [t's the word of one against the word of another, and T don’t
| know what to think abont it. You may go!”
Pat went to the door: but there lie lingered for a moment.
“] say, Talbot,” he said timidly, 17 3t isn’t the licking T mind. you
tnow. But—but it would make me feel rotten if I thought yon believed
'1'd do a thing like that, especially after you've been so decout to me. I—I
wisl you'd believe mel” ;
T don’t know what to believe,” said Talbot.
§ “No; but—bu » Pat stammered. 1 say, Talbob, will this make auny
| dificrence? If you think I could do a thing like that, you won't want me for
' your fag any more, will you:"
Talbot looked him steadily in the eyes.
Pab met his glance fearlessly, and in lis blue Trigh cyes houesty and faith
secmed to shine. :

41 believe you, Nugent.,” said Talbot suddenly. * There's a—a mistake
comewhere, But I helieve you, and there’s an end of that.”
“Phanks, Talbot " said Pat, with a falter in his volee. I don’t eare wlat
Lacy thinks of me, but—but with you it's different.”
And he left the study and closed the door.
Talbot remained in deep thought. He helieved Pat, and it necessarily
| followed that he did not believe Eldred Lacy. He saw at once how probable
| it was that Lacy had only spoken about the matter at all fox the sake of
laving first shot, for fear of what the junior might say. The captain of St.
Kit's knew that there must be more than o * mistake” about that matter
thongh ke had used that word to Pat Nugeat.
But what conld Laey's object have been? That was a myslery. Wlen
the captain went down a little later Lacy spoke to him. Talbot’s manuer
was cold as ice.
_“You've spoken to that young rascal?” said Lacy, affecting not to notice
‘the ch in the captain’s manner towords him.
“T have spoken to Nugent, if that's'who you mean ™
| “Yes; vou know that’s what I mean. I suppose Le gave you a different
‘version of the affair?” said Lacy, with a sneer.
“Yes; he gave me a very different version.”
_?"I el_xpec’ced it. He is the most untruthful little hound in the Lower
Forms!” :

4 He is nothing of the kind!” =
“Tndeed! Does that mean you believe Nugent, and not me?”
T don’t know exactly what to believe,” said Talbot slowly, and locking
‘the prefect in the eyes: “but, I certainly believe that Nugent buas told the
truth so far as he himself is concerned. For the rest, I am puzzied. I don't
awant to talk about it.”

And he abruptly left the prefect. Lacy gritted his teeth. He liad stolen
__;;fmarc!;] npon Pat Nugent, but it did not scem to have done him much good,
Vafter all,

CHAPTER 14,

Pat's Ward.

T HE end study was very quiet. It was the evening hour, devoted—or

supposed to be devoted—to preparation by th;n]guniors of Bt. Kit'’s.

Pat Nugent had finished his work, and was sitting on the side of the

\ table. his hands in his pockets, staring into the fire, with an

enusunlly theaghtful expression zﬁofn his sunny face. Blagden's pen was
j_yell;)n% at a slow and painful rate over the paper. Greene was oiling

cket-bat. ok
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Blagden laid down his pen with a sigh of relief.

“That's done,” he said. * What are you so quiet about, Pat? You
haven’t interrupted me once. What’s the matter®*

Pat Nugent grinned.

* I'm worried, Blaggy.” e b .

“Got something on your mind? Out with it! Thinking about your
chance of getting into the second eleven, T suppose? T don’t think you need
worry.”

““No; that isn’t it.”

“ Well, what is it?” said Blagden, in surprise. “ You're not much given !
to worrying, Pat. ¥You layen't fallen in love, T suppose?”

“Don’t be an ass!”

“I fancy that’s what it is, though,” said Greene, shaking his head |
solemnly. “I've seen him making sheep’s eyes at the ﬁm in the confec-
tioner’s shop in the vil]a%e. Yow've hit it, Blaggy. He's in love. He's
wondering whether he could ask her to set up housekeeping on a weekly |
allowance of four shillings, and—"

“Oh, dry up!” said Pat, turning red.
. “My dear chap,” said Blagden, “dow’t be bashful about it. Ain’t we
your chums, entitled to share your confidence? Four shillings a week ain't
so bad for a start, if your governor will keep it np atter yon are—>

“ Don’t be a silly ass, Blaggy!”

** Besides, you could take in lodgers,” said Greene, * and—"

Pat got off the table.

* I shouldn't like to give either of you a thick ear,” he said considerately ;'
*““but, sure, you're going the right way to get one apiece!”

“Eeep your wool on.” chuckled Blagden. “If yow're not in love, what
is the matter? Not thinking of going in for the Dunraven Scholarship and
cutbing out the seniors?”

“I'm thinking about Talbot.””

His chums stared at him in amazement.

*” What's Talbot got to do with it?"” asked Blagden, “ Not ill, is hep*

**There's something wrong with him,” |

“*T've never noticed it.” i

*“Well, T have,” said Pat seriously. “ Now, if you think it over, you'll |
see’ that lie hasn’t been the same for some time. He’s heen looking off hia
feed badly, and it’s as plain as a pikestaff that there’s something wrong.”

**Come to think of it, T believe you’re right,” said B agden thoughtfully,
*“But T don’t see what it’s got to do with us, Paddy.”

- *“If you don’t, I do. Didn't we make Talbot captain of St, Kit’s?"

*“ Well, we had a lot to do with it."” |

I'l‘ Isln't he the finest fellow and the hest footballer aud cricketer in {ho
school?™

“Rather—he’s all that!?

“*And didn’t he take me as his fag, and kecp me out of the clutches of
that beastly bully, Eldred Lacy? He's been so decent to mo thab I can't
help taking an interest im him: and as it was really us who made him
captain, he’s a sort of ward of ours.”*

lagden giggled.

. He'd feel flattered to hiear you say so, Pat, T’ve no doubt.” .

* Flattered or not, it's the fact,” said Pat, < and we’re bound to look after
Lim. Besides, this touches me in a poculiar way. I've got a suspicion.”

** Get it off your chest, then!”

I believe therc’s some plot going on against the captain,"
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< Draw it mild, old chap!” advised Blagden. Who are the giddy
plotters, and what's the plot? What do you know about it, anyway?”

“That’s what I'm going to tell you. I've never mentioned 1t before, but
I think I can trust you to keep a secret.” ;

““Rather!” said Blaggy and Greene together.

Pat's face was very serious, and the chums wondered what was coming.
They kuew that the merry Irish lad was nob given to taking things too
serionsly, and lie was the last boy in the world to make a mountain out of
a molehill.

“Tt's something that happened on the day T came to 8t, Kit's,” said Pat.

* And you never mentioned it before?"’

“ Tve $hought of doing so a good many times. ¥You remember the time
you shut me up in fhe cupboard in Lacy's sbudy, because you were afraid L
might vote for him?"”

lagden and Greene grinned ab the recollection.

“YWell, that's ancient history,” said Blagden. “YWhat about it#"’

 You remember that when you let me oub I was ps keen to vote for Talbob
ab the election as you were, and you were surprised?”

“Yes, I remember that.”

<Well, 'l tell you the reason. While T was in the cupboard Lacy and
his brother, the Squire of Lynwood, came in, and I couldn’t help hearing
what they said.”

Blagden whistled.

¢ Was ib anything about Talbot?”

““¥ps; and it mearly made my hair stand on end. I can’t remember
exactly what their words were, but the squire said he hated end feared
Malhot, and told Eldred Lacy that hie expected his help to disgrace him and
drive him from the school.” :

** Great Scott!”

““Lacy was to strain every merve fo get in as captain, so that he would
hiave more chance of bringing about Talbot’s ruin. Now you know why 1
Wwas so keen to vote for Talbof, and to get him in as captain of St. Kit's,”

““T4 seems impossible. Why should Squire Lacy, of Lyawood, be afraid
of Talbot?"*

< can’t pretend to explain that, of conrse.”

“But, I say,” said Greene suddenly, “ we know there's something fishy
about the squire, anyway. Don’t you remember that fime we snowballed
Lacy, and that dirty tramp fellow spoke to him, and claimed to be a friend
of the squire. Seth Biack, he called himself. T thought at the time that
it was mighty queer; and it looked as if the blackgnard was a rotten black-
mailer, or something.”

Pat Nugent nodded.

“Yes: I had that in my mind, too. But I'm quite sure of what I've told
you. The squive and Lacy are $lotting against Talbot. They want to
disgrace Lim for some reason, and drive him away from S, Kit's. That's
solid fact.”

* You ouglit Lo tell liini, and put hiu on his guard.”

Pat shook his head,

It wonldn't do. Ie'd think T'd dreamed it. He wouldu't he likely to
listen to such a tule from & junior about a prefect of St. Kit's, Besides, the
yurn does sound impossible, for the squire’s motive is a mystery.”

T suppose you're right there.

“You see, you two chaps are half inclined to believe that I dreamed it
all,” said Pat practically. !

“Well, not exactly; but—bul—"" stammered Blagden.
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“Oh, I don’t mind. I know it sounds too steep for anything. But, if
that’s the way yon look at it, it stands to reason Talbot wouldn't believe a
word of it.”’

“* N-n-oo, probably not.” :

**And if he did, he’s just the: chap to go to Lacy and tax him with it.
Lacy, of course, would dery everything, and he’d be more careful in future,
knoﬁzgg that his game was snspoctei We don’t want to put him on his

“That’s true. Look here, Nugent, I believe you,” said Blagden. *I
remember how you came round, and gobt as keen about getting Talbot in as
captain as we were, and I couldn’t understand it at the time. That's proof,
I think. Of course, I wouldn't dream of doubting your word; but except
for that ;Jroof I mi’ght think you had had a nightmare.”

““ That’s just if,”” agreed Pat. “Now, you see, I have a jolly good reason
for suspecting that a plot is going on against Talbot, haven't 1?7

“My hat! Rather! But I don’t see what the game is yet. How can
the‘y hurt Talbot?*

“* Lacy’s cunning enough for anything. Some of the chaps are saying that
Talbot has been seen going in and out of the Dragon—that low pub 1n the
vi.llafe. Now, we know that Talbot isn't that sort, don't we?*’

“T heard that yarn, and neyver attached any importance to it,”’ said
Greene. ““ But I know some of the fellows say they are certain of it. Dunn,
:{ thﬁ,Sixth, said in my hearing that he saw him there; but Dunn’s no

ass!

“He’s a chum of Lacy’s,” said Pat. “° As likely as not, this is the first
step, But it isn’t that, or only that, that is worrying Talbot. He's got
something on his mind. I went into his study to-day to fag, as usual, and
he was sitting staring into the fire; with a face as white as chalk.”

‘““What the dickens can be the mafter, then? said Blagden, puzzled.
““Talbot isn't the fellow to let a thing knock him over easily. It looks as
if there was something wrong; but I can’t see how Lacy could do anything
to worry him. He's always setting himself against Talbot in the school,
know; but that wouldn't bother the skipper much.”

““ Well, I’ve thought it out,” said Pat, ** and I've come to a decision.”

“What's that?”

““We're going to take up the matter and look into it,” said Pat calmly,
“If there’s any underhand game going on, we're going to show the
:sco,l.,tndrals up. We're going to get Talbot out of the mess he seems to be
1in.

“I say, mind your eye!’ said Greene warningly, * We'd all like to see
Talbot right, buti he might think it a cheek of us to interfere. And, between
ourselves, it does look a bif that way, Pat.”

“We sha'n’t trumpet forth our intentions te all the school, fathedd!”
replied Pat. ““Of course, we're going to keep it dark, even from Talbof.
Talbot’s such an easy-going, uususpicions chap that he'll never see anything
himzelf. He's got no chance against a fellow of Lacy’s calibre.”

. “That’s true enough; but it's easy to decide to look into the thing, but
. 1t’s not so beastly easy to know how to do it,’" said Blagden sagcly,
© “Iknow. But we mu'st}Fo into the thing scientifieally. I've been reading
up a lot about Sherlock Holmes and Sexton Blake lately,” explained Pat.
‘ve got the whole bag of tricks at my finger-tips. This is how you work
it out: First of all, there’s a crime committed. In thiz case the crime
seems to have been left dut; buf we know there's something wrong.”

“Yes, that’s the first point, There's something wrong—somehow, some=

where,” agreed Blaggy.
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Pat looked at him quickly, suspecting chaff; but Blagden's face was as @
solemn as a judge’s. ;

L"Ne‘xt point: Find out the party fo be suspected,” said Pat. “ That's
acy.’

““Yos; Lacy is the giddy suspected party.”

“Now wa‘ve_iot to g;mve him guilty."

* Guilty of what?®

““Well, not exactly guilty,” said Pat hastily. Y don’t mean that.
We'ye got to prove that he’s at the bottom of the—the something wrong.”

€ Mhat's the idea! You put it awfunlly clearly!” _ _

““Took here, Blaggy, if you start being funny—

T wasn’t being funny. There’s something wrong—somehow, somewhere,
That'’s admitted. It follows that somebody, somewhere, somehow, has been
ap to something. Now, if somebody has sbmehow done something some-
where—" ]

- Blagden was interruﬁted by a cushion that flew through the air and smote
him upon the chest. He sat down on the floor of the study with surprising
suddenness. ;

‘1 say, what are you up to?” he exclaimed. ** Gone off your rocker?”
He scrambled to his feet. 1 was only pubting the case clearly and con-
cisely.”

““ Well, don’t do it any more,” said Pat. “* I've another cushion here.
Now we come to the third point: The suspected party has to be shadowed
next.”

“ Shadowed !” ejaculated Blagden. *Well, that's a good word, any-
way."

The second cushion flew, but Blagden dodged it this time, and it crashed
against the wall. .

“« Hold on, Pat. I'll be as sober as a judge.”

“Well, we've got to shadow Lacy,” said Pat. ‘“That’s the proper caper,
and it is the only way to discover what the little game is.”

« But where are we to shadow him? We might follow him from his stud
to the Sixth Form room, and from the Sixth Form room fo the gym., a-ns
from the gym. to the prefects’ room, and from the prefects’ room back fo
his study, and keep that up for a month of Sundays without discovering
anything very important.” )

ené giggled. But Pat was perfectly serious.

“ He sometimes leaves the school, doesn't he?’ he exclaimed. ““Anyway,
if he’s plotting a plot, he can't do it all on his lonesome; that stands to
reason. And so if we keep an eyc on him we must discover something in
fime."

Blagden shifted uneasily.

I say, Pat, that’s a rotton game, watching a fellow about, isn’t ibz"

 Tnder ordinary circumstaces, yes,” said Pat. “If we had nothing
definite to go upon. But that isn't the case now. We have it oub of their
own mouths that they are plotting against Talbot. Are we to stand by
quietly while they do it?"

“No. That wounldn’t be cricket.”

“1f you've gat any other suggestion to make—"

“7 haven’t.’ :

“Then don't start criticising my methods,” said Pat. “I don’t like the
jdea any more than you do; ut I'm not going to see old Talbot done in
without raising & finger to hel him."

“T'm with you!” said B heartily. “Talbot’s a jolly good sort,

»

]

I
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-and we ought to stand by him. The only thing is, that T don’t see how

we're going to do him any good.

* We don’t know what we can do till we try. Hallo! Talk of the Prince
of Darkness——* ;

Patrnodded towards the window. The evenings were lengthening out now,
and it was still light in the close. The figure of Eldred Ifacy could be seen
cmasing towards the gates. : :

““He's going out,” said Blagden.

it Eow’s your chance, Pat,’”” said Greenme.  This is where you shadow

m.
Pat hesitated. ;
“Ain't you going?’ demanded Blagden. * Why, you were a rcguler

Sexton Blake two minutes ago, and now you'rs too lazy to move. You can

risk breaking bounds for once, I suppose, for the sake of yonr—ahem !—

detective work?"’
“Tt isn’t that,” said Pat slowly. * But—but—but——"
*“He's all “buts’ P’ said Greene. *“Afraid Lacy will spot you?™
““No, I wouldn’t eare. He could only lick me. But now it's come fo the

Poinb I feel—well, it seems so beastly mean fo follow a chap,” confessed Pat.

“It’s all very well in theory, but to do it is a different matter.”

““Oh, buck up!” said Greene encouragingly. ‘*I understand all that, but
the motive’s the thing.”

“ Of course!”” chimed in Blagden. “Think of poor old Talbot being done
in, and us sitting comfy here and not lifting a giddy finger!”

Pat jumped fo his feek.

““ Bedad, and sure I'll do it, kids!™ i

““Right-ho!” grinned Blagden. “He's in deadly earnest, Greenc. He
always 'begins to talk in Irish when he's on the war-path. Go it,

Ti? erary !

I've no time to punch your head, Bloggy!” said Pat, snatching up his
caiu “T’ll do it when I come back.™”
d he hurried out of the study.
Blagden and Greene, looking with great interest from the window, saw

Pat stalking the prefect across the close. The shadower and the shadowed

disappeared. Pat was on the track!

CHAPTER 15.
The Only Way.
e ALLO, guv'nor!”
Eldred Lacy halted at the stile in the Northley lane. There, in
the same spot where he had encountered Arthur Talbot on a
: memorable occasion, Setl? Black was lounging, his hands in his
pockets, the black pipe in his mouth, the filthy fur cap upon his head. He
grinned at Lacy as the latter stopped. _ !

Lacy looked about him hervously. He hiad come to that spot especially to
meet the man, for he was very chary about going to the Dragon, Tun il he
could help it. But he was far from wishing to be seen in conversation wiilh
such an ufter ruffian as Seth Black.

The dusk was elosing in over the fields, and the lane scemed deserted.
Black saw what was passing in the prefect’s mind, and grinned.

“Tt's all right,” Le said, removing the pipe [vom his mouth. * It's all
gerene, mister. There ain't nobody to see you."”

“ One has to be careful,” said Lacy apologetically. “ Lam a pretect up at

the sshool. you kpow, and people arc alwags lecking for an excuse to talk
about achap.”
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“Yes, they'd open their eyes a bit if they knew the game you was 1P]ayi.ng
at the school,” Black remarked. ‘*Mum's the word, of course. ou can
trust me.”

Lacy made an uneasy movement. Tt occurred to him that he was playing
& dangerous game by dealing with this scoundrel at all, and that he woul
haye to be very careful. But the opportunify to bring about his rival's
ruin was too good to be lost; and, besides, there was the squire to be con-
sidered. The game had to be played out. ; : ik

“Yes, of course, I can trust yon,” he said. ** Besides, what you said is
quite true, isn’t it? You are Arthur Talbot’s father?”

““OF course T am. Haven’t I proved it?”

“ Yes, yes,” assented the prefect hastily: ** of course! But—— Hallo!*
KHis eyes had fallen upon a figure in the lane some distance towards Si.

ib's,

It was that of Pat Nugent. The junior was strolling slong in the mosk
careless manner imaginable, his hands in his pockets, and humming a tune.

No one, looking at him, would have dreamed that he was shadowing any-
body, and, as a matfer of fact, nothing of ‘the kind occurred to Lacy; but
he was naturally of a suspicious turn of mind, and he was caught at & very
awkward moment.

He glared savagely at the junior, who was coming round 8 bend in the
Jane. Pal lgoked at him, and met his glance, He had not known that
Lacy had stopped, and now lic realised that he had not done his shadowing
in a very workmanlike manner; for he had walked right on into the view
of the shadowed party, which was certainly mot what Sexton Blake would
have done. However, there was no help for it now, and Pat could only
carry ib off as boldly as pessible.

At the same time, his heart beat as he saw whom Lacy's companion was.
He had sneceeded in one part of his object, at least—Ie had surprised Eldred
Lacy in what was evidently a seceret rendezvous with a man mo St Eit's
fellow ought ever to have speken to.

It was mscless to enil and 1nn now that Lacy had seen him, so Pat strolled
on, pretending not to notice the glance of the prefect, Lacr stopped lim as
ke came near.

** Where are you going, Nugent?”?

“ Northley,” said Pat carelessly.

“ Don’t you know it is near locking-up time at the school?™

““I haven't a watch on,”” said Pat.

** You must have known you ought not to be out now, waich or no watch.
Go back instantly to St. Kit's,” said Lacy, frowning.

“* But, I say—"'

“Return to the school ab once, do you hear, and report yourself to Mr.
Slaney as having been out of bounds !’ exclaimed the prefect angrily.

““Sure, and what should I do that for?”

“Because I tell you. Now, he off, or I'll give yon a licking into the
bargain I :

Pat looked at the prefect with a wicked gleam in his eve.

'_‘-Amyth%_? else for me to report to Mr. Slaney #’ he usked.

“Nol 1at do you mean®’’

“ Sure, I thought you might like me to report what gentlemanly {ricuds
you comie oufi to meet, Lacy,” said Pat innocently. '

Lacy’s brow turned black as night. He made’a movement as if o strike

Pab, but checked himsell. He realised that it would do him no good-if the

junior Ita.lked aboul what be had seen at St.-Kif's,

s,
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““Look here, Nugent,” said the prefect thickly, “ you’ll go too far with
your impudence one of these days! Go back to the school at once !

** Must I make that report to Mr. Slaney, Lacy darling®”

““N-no; you need not bother about that. But you must not stay out, and
you know it. I will let you off. Now dgo!" > !

““ But I want to go to Northley,” said Pat, fecling that he hiad the victory
on his side. “I want to %) particularly, Lacy.”

Lacy breathed hard. He would have given a good deal %o take Pab by
the collar and thrash him within an inch of his life, but he felt that it would
not do.

“¥You cannot go, Nugent. What do you want there?”

“I'm having a bat mended at Simpson’s,” said Pat, truthfully enough.

“On, very well; you can go if you like!”

“ Thanks, Lacy,” said Pat demurely; and he strolled on.

Lacy looked after him with a black scowl.

“I'd have the little brate’s neck I growled Seth Black.

““You don’t understand,” said the prefect uneasily. ““It was a beastly
bit of ill-luck his coming on us like this. I don’t want this meeting to
become the talk of 8t. Kit’s.”” -

“1 g’pose not,’” grinned Black. ““The fellows might suspect something
when I come in on the scene and claim Tallbot.”

* That's it. Let’s get somewhere ont of sight to talk.”

“There’s a shed in the field,’”” said Black. “ We can talk there without
being ssen, and it's not a minute’'s walk.”

“ Right 1"

They crossed the stile. The shed was an old, ruinous building, sometimes
serving as a shelter for catfle. It answered the purpose of screening tha
plotters from observation very well.

Pat had walked on towards the village, and passed out of sight. But as
soon as the hedge hid him the junior stopped, his heart beating hard.

He felt that he was upon the track of something, he did not know exactly
what. But, as a shadower, it was wisest to be thorough, Through an
opening in the hedge he saw the prefect and his strange companion cross
part of the field, and enter the shed. Whab could be the objeck of their
meeting, when they found it necessary to keep it so secret? Could it he any-
thing to do with Talbot? 2

The sguire and Lacy were plotting against Talbot—Pat knew that. This
ruflian Black had some connection with the squire. Lacy was keeping what
was_evidently an appointment with him for some Secret purpose. 1t
decidedly looked as if Black was in the plof, too.

Pat thought it over, and then ran along the lane for some distance, and

assed through the hedge at the end of the field, and cub across the field
ind the shed. It was growing dusk over the felds, and he had
little fear of being discovered. He had no definite plan in mind, but he
was on the alert. IHe rcached the shed. which, as we have said, was in a
tumble-down condition. The sound of voices came to him irom within the
little building, with the wafted scent of tobacco.

And then Pat paused. His motive was gaood, and the fortunes of an un-
suspecting lad might hang upon what tlese rascals were plotting.  Yet to
listen—that was répugnant! Could he—shonld ke do it?

As he hesitated, Lacy’s voice came to his ears with distingtness:

“ It will be his ruin, alisoluteiy, for he will not liave the nerve to remain
at St. Kit's afferwards. Carry out vour instruetions without a bungle, and
I shall e rid of Arthur Talbot for good 1"
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Pat set his teeth hard. There could be no further doubt mow. Seth
Black was in the plot, and the Flot was nearing its eulmination, and the ruin
of the unsuspecting captain of St. Kit’s was what was at stake. The boy
remained quite still, his face white and determined. He would know what
their cowardly scheme was, and baffle it if he could. The ruffian’s hoarse
chuckle followed Lacy’s words. . :

** You hain’t werry pactickler about a father’s feelings, Mr. Lacy "

“* Oh, don't talk rot!” said Lacy. “ You know you don’f care a rap for
Talbot, except for what you can screw out of him! Don't try to put cn
any rot with me! Whether he’s your son or not, you love him about ss
much as T do 1™

Pat's hoart almost stopped beating. For a moment he wondered whether
he had heard aright. Talbot's father! This brutal ruffian the father of the
captain of St. Kit's! ‘

Seth Black chuckled again.

““Oh, all right !’ he said. “I'm your man, as I said; and if you make it

" worth my while, I'll work it as yon choose. If you pay the piper, you can

call the tune. Mind, I want my price. Lf I break with Talbot, T give up all

. I can gét from him.”

~“ What can yon get from him?” said Lacy contemptuously. * He's us_
poor as 4 church motse!” -

“* There’s that scholarship, you know.™

Lacy started.

** What the dickens do you know about that*"

“ He told me. He expects to win it, and there will be fifty pounds down
on the nail for me when it comes off.”

“ Bah " gaid Lacy scoffingly. * That’s all talk! T'm going in for that
scholurship, and so is Haywood, and Talbot hasn’t a ghost of o chance against
either of us!™ :

*‘ He spoke as if he was almost sure of it.”

““Well, T'm quite sure hie won't get it. You can bet anything on that.”

*Then he was taking me in !’ saud Black, with a growl.  ** Maybe that's
what you are deing, though, Anyway, my price is Gfty.” !

* You said %5

¢ Nevor mind what I said, Master Lacy. If yon don't choose to make if
filty, L'll wait and see how the scholarship furns out for the other party.
I'm getting something from him pretty frequent to go on with.”

Lacy muttered something under his breath.

“* Take it or leave it,” said Black; ““I don't care much which. Your
brother is @ rich man, and he'll stand the fifty.”

“T dare say lie will: but Well, if that's the price, I'll pay it. T've
Lrought vou twenty. You'll have to wait for the rest nutil afterwards.'

“Cush in advance. Mr. Looy."”

““Not u shilling but the twenty now. Do you think U'm going to pay
voll, mlld thon have you put up the fignre agwin, confound you?? said Lacy
Sivagely. .

““T'm protty sure you wouldn't pay me if I did the job first.™

“ Tl give vou a note of hand; then I shall have to pay up, for if you sent:
it on to the dector I should %et into a fearful row,” said Lacy. * You'll
have a hold on me then, and T°ll redeem the paper with the thirty.™

Black reflected for a few moments.

**1 suppose that’s all vight*” he said at lash.

“0f course it is] I shouldn’t dave to play you false if I wanted to; and
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I shouldn’t want to. It's worth the money o me {o Dring Talbot's head
down to the.dnst ! ;

“ Gimme the paper, then!” ;

“Strike a match, and I'll write it out on a leaf of my pocket-book.”

There was a scratch in the gloom. A mafch flickered, and then another.
Pat, through a crack in the crumbling wall, caught sight of Lacy, and saw
him seribble something on a leaf, tear it out of his pocket-book, and hand it
to Black, | ;

Black struck another malch, and examined it closely,  Apparently sutis-

-fied, he folded it and stowed 1t away in an inner recess of his coat.

£ I reckon that will do,”" he said. * Now the twenty.”

Lacy handed him four five-pound notes. Pat's ears cauglt the cvisp rattle
of them as Black counted them over.

“* Good !” said the ruffian, in tones of deep salisfaction. ° Thatl's the real
stuff; and now I'm willing to take your orders, Mr. Lacy."

“I'll tell you what to do. To-morrow’s a half-holiday ab St. Eit's, aud
now the cricket's on.atl the fellows will be on the cricket-ground. Talhot
is-making up the first eleven, and he's certain to be theve—either at practice
or watching the form of the others. If things work out well,”” went on
Lacy, between his teeth, “I shall be captain of the St. Kit's first eleven
instaad of Talbot; but that's by the way.. I want you to come up while the
whole school is on the ground, and claim Talbot before the lot of them.”

““Shall I be able to get on the ground?”

'““Yes; there’s no dilficulty there. The villagers are allowed to come and
see the matches il they like, and there's no restriction.  Yon'll simply have
to walk in."”",

‘1t sounds' easy enough. T don't waunt to get chucked out, though, or
mobbed by a blessed lot of them !" said Black, evidently not quite easy in

his mind.

““That will be all vight. There's bound to be a master on the ground;
and, besides, T ghall be there, and T'll see there's nothing of that kind,
Besides, Talbot isn’t {hat sort, He fully believes that you are his fatler,
doesn’t he?”’ .

““ Of course he does. I've proved it to him."”

“ Then, whatever he feels like, he won’t want you to be hurt: and he'll
be so kmocked into a cecked hab that he won't fecl like doing anything but
sﬁm‘!ﬁng off and hiding himself somewhere ont of sight,” said Lacy, with a
chuckle,

Pat, in the gloom ontside, clenched his hands hard.

S“Is'plose 50, assented Black. ““T'll be there, Mr. Lacy. Mind, after
it's over, I shall expect that otlier thirty. T shall keep this paper on me,
and the doctor will see it right enough if there's any dodging.”

_““There won't be any dodging,” said Liacy impatiently. *“ Take care of
the paper, and don’t let it be seen, and T shall redeem it all right. Now, I
think that's about all. I can rely npon you for to-morrow?

*“Oh, yes., It will be a good joke,” grinned Black. *“So long as there’s
no chucking out, I shall enjoy it.”

““T'll take care of that. Now, good-bye!”

*So-long 1"’

_ Lacy hurriedly left the shed, and strode away towards the school, lis
eyes gleeming. He felt that he had vietory within his grasp at last. The
rival he had so long hated and feared was to be brought so low at last
that he could afford to pity him, Not that there was much pity in Eldred
Tiany’s breast for a vanquished rival. . ;
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Seth Black lounged out of the shed. Pat crouched low in the shadows.

The ruffian slouched off and disappeared; then Pat rose to his feef.
_ The hoy’s face was white and ‘hard. The cruel plot he had listened to
had almost taken his breath away, and his breast was filled with a righteous
anger and indignation against the remorseless schemers. To baffle them
Pat would have given a year of ‘his life; but how was he to do it? :

The game was in their hands. What could be done? It did not scem
possible for the boy to do anything, yet something, somehow, he was de-
termined to do. He must, lie would help Arthur Talbot somehow.

He walked rapidly towards the village. It was necessary to feteh his
mended bat, in order to afford a good pretext for his absence from the
college. Lacy must not suspect that he knew. e must have time to think,
time to consult with his chums, before he allowed the prefect to get a
hint of his discovery. A

_Half an hour later Pat knocked at the school gates, with his bat under
Lis arm. The gates were, of course, closed for the night, and when Pat
was admitted he had to go and report himself to Mr. Slaney.

The master of the Fourth was in his study, and he gave Pab a severe
look when he presented himself there. Pat had had time to pull himself
together, and he did not allow his face to betray anything of what was
in his mind when he explained to Mr. Slaney that Tacy had given him
a permit to go into the village for his cricket bat. "

at grinned as he left the master's room, and hurried off to the end stndy
to consult his chums.

Blagden and Greene were awaiting Pat's return with a good deal of
curiosity. They were in the study when he entered, and both looked at
him eagerly. .

“What price the shadowing?” was Blagden’s question. “Have you
caught the giddy criminal? Have you proved Lacy to be guilty of the
murder of his grandmother? Have you——"

“Shut up!” said Pat. “I've got on to the whale thing, and it’s a great
deal more serious than I ever imagined.” -

Blagden became ve again at once.

£ right, old chap. Go ahead!”

Pat related the incidents of his pursuit of Lacy. His chums listened with
gro _wonder, mingled with indignation. They knew Pat too well to feel
meredulity, strange as the story was,

“My ounly top-hat!" ejaculated Blagden. “TIf this doesn’t take. the
cake, collar the biseunit, and mop,up the whole blessed confectioner’s!”

< Poor old Talbot!’ said Greene. ‘“But it can’t be true—that horrid
bounder can’t be his father! It's impossible !”

““1 only know about Talbot what you chaps have told me,” said Pat.
“TIt’s a fact, isn't it, that his father is not known?™

*“ Yes, that much is right enough; it's an open secret that the doctor
adopted him when he was a little chap, and has brought him up. Some of
thhe fellows say his name isn’t Talbot at all, and some say he doesn’t know
what it is.”*

i f and Black both said that Talbot believed that Black was his
father,” said Pat. * That locks as if there might be something in it.”

“PBut if he's his father, surely he wounldn’t be brute enough to show
him wp and disgrace him before the school?” > :

“ He's brute enough for anything, I think.”

““ But he’d have some sort of a feeling left for his own flesh and blood, I
fancy. ¥ou can depend upon it that it’s all a yarn, got up to give poor

_old Talbot trouble.’



62 THIEE RIVALS 'OF ST. KFT'S.

“ That's what I'd like to believe,” said Pat. * Exactly how much there
is in it, of comrse, we canit decide.! But it's guite clear that Black has
been blackmailing Talbot on the strength of it.”

*“ That accounts for Talbot’s worried look lately.”

 Yea, I told vou something was wrong, though T didu’t expect to discover
what it was so soon."”

**What are you going to do?” said Blagden, with rather a hopeless look.
“1f vou say a word out in the school, Lacy will deny it all, and you'll
not get a soul to believe you.” 3

“1 know that, and I'm not idiot enough to think that a junior has any
chance of tackling a prefect with success,” replied Pat. ‘I don’t mean fo
start on Lacy. I want to do something for Talbot. Those brutes mean to
show him up to-morrow aiternoon before the whole school. If he's going
to be shown up, we can save him having it in public like that, anyway.”

““Yes, we can do that much,” agréed Blagden thoughtfully. “If he
knows that fellow is coming, he can stay away from the cricket-field to-
morrow afternoon.’ y !

“But will he believe wou, Pat?” ssked Greene.

““Well, I should say so, for he’ll know I know something, as soon as I
mention Seth Black,” said Pat. “Tt's a beastly delicate matter, of course,
He'll feel it pretty deeply, my knowing anything about the matter at all,
and—and—"

_““And he may think you've meddled, and mnot give you credit for your

good intentions,” Blsgd’t;.n remarked. *“That’s what you generally get in

‘this world, when you try o do anybody & good turn, I know."”

“Yes, that's what I'm afraid of. T shounldn’t like Talbot to think I'd
put my nose into another fellow’s business out of curiosity.™

“You’ll have to risk it if you're going o warn him.”

L " Yes, that's certain.” :
“*Go und get it over,” advised Blagden. * The sooner, the better.”
Pat looked tather undecided. It was, as he had said, a very delicate

mitter, sand he had laid himself opeén to being misunderstood.

“ No good,”’ suid Greenc. “*'T'albot’s gone out.”

“Bure?” asked Pat. He was disappointed, and yet a little relicved, to
havre his dubious task postponed, -

“ Yes, I saw Brooke and him wheeling their bikes out of the Close. I
think they've gone for a spin, and may not be back for a long time.””

“Well, T'm not anxions for the interview,” said Pat. *“Let's go into
the gym.” >

The chums spent an hour in the gymnasium, and when they came in,
Pat went to Talbot’s study. But all was dark-there; the captain of Bt.
Kit's was evidently not in his gquarters.

** Has Talbot come in, Brooke?” asked Pual, meeting the Sixth-Former iu
th::_ 'gassa

{05 v
e's in the profoets’ room.™
Pat’s heart sank. The prefects’ room was cerfain to have at lsast three
or four fellows in if, and very likely a master or twe. He could speak
to Talbot there, certainly, but anything in the nature of a private com-
munication was, of course, impossible. And it wonld hardly be feasible
to ask Talbot to step outside for a few minutes. 1t would excite too much
remark, even if Talbot did not regard it as impertinence and order him out
ol the room.
*“Do _you want te speak’ to. Tulbol?'™ asked Brooke, uoticing Pat's
expression. d -
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““Yes,” said Pat. “TI've got something I want to say to him. Is he
like Iy to come fo his study yet, Brooke?”

*“1 fancy not; he’s playing chess with Mr. Slaney.”

And Brooke walked away.

Pat went towards the prefects’ room. Juniors were not allowed to enter
that sacred apartment, unless with messa%c;s for the high and mighty
prefects who con ated there. The door pgnne& to be open, and Pat
caught sight of Talbot, immersed in a game of chess with the master of
the Fourth. It was evidently impossible to approach the captain of St.
Eib's then, and Pat went back to the end study disappointed.

“ Never mind,” said Blagden. ‘“There’s plenty of time. You'll see him
to-morrow morning.”

“ Yes, T suppose it will be all right then,” said Pat resignedly. I wish
I could get it over thoug‘h.”

Shortly afterwards the Fourth Form went up to bed, and Pat saw Talbot
no more that night. In the morning he looked across at the Sixth Form
table, at breakfast, and saw Talbot chatting with Brooke. The captain of
St. Kit's was evidently unsuspivious of the blow that was planned to fall
upon him that day. § '

Morning school claimed Pat then, and it was not till school was dismissed
for the day that he found it possible to speak fo Talbot. The captain
had Fane to his room aifer dinner to change into his flannels, when Pat,
nearly desperate by this time, tapped at the door. g

“Come in!" called out Talbot. * Is that you, Brooke?” *

“It's I—Nugent!"”

“Well, come in! What do yon want? I'm in a bit of a hurry to get
down to the ground.”

““I want to speak to you, Talbot—I must speak——"

* Buck up, then!”

“It's about—abount Lacy,” jerked oubt Pat, thrown into a state of con-
siderable confusion between the difficulty of the subject, and the necessity
of hastg; I saw him meet a chap—that fellow Black, and I heard

Talbot’s good-natured face became hard and cold.

“ You listened to what they said, do you mean?”

#“Yes, I 2

“Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself!'’ said Talbot sternly. “How
dare you come to me and admit having done such a dishonourable thing!"

‘It wasn’t dishonourable!” fired out Pat. “Tf yon knew——"'

““T don’t want to know anything about it. Be off with you!*

““They're going to——"

Talbot made a quick step towards him, his cyes flashing. Pat dodged
outi of the door, and ran into Brooke, who was coming into the study.

“ Hallo—hallo! What's the matter here? Who are you running info,
young shaver:' :

““I'm sorry, Brooke,” stammered Pat. “I—"

“Cut off I Are you ready, Talbot?"

£ I\?S; not guite. Wait a minute! That little ass has been wasting my

“Right-ho! Cut off, Nugen, if you don’t want a thump!” ’

The case was evidently hopeless. Pat relnctantly went down the passage.
‘He was in a heated frame of mind, between Talbot's injustice aﬁaﬁis
disappointment at not be_ing able to ]imt._. the captain on his guard.

“ Have you told Talbot?” asked Blagden, as Pat joined lum.

““No: he wouldn'V listen, and then Brooke came in. I don’t know what

i
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to think about it said Pat. *It’s simply rotten! Talbot thinks I've
beeu listening to a conversation, and want to repeat it to him.’”

““He’s no right to think anything of the kind,” said Greene indignantly.

«Well, I hadn’t time to explain.”

“What are you going to do about it#

“T'm blessed if I know,’’ said Pat. * There goes Talbot, with Brooke.

" No chance of speaking to him now."

Talbot had come out with his chum, and several other fellows had joined
him, and .they were going down to the cricket ground together. g

“No chance now,” Blagden agreed. ‘‘The firsh eleven is going to play
“a sorateh team onb of the Sixth, and Talbot will be husy. It seems to me
that it's all up. ¥ou can’t do more than you have done, Paddy, and it's
‘1o good looking down in the mouth about 1t."

«But it's horrible!” said Pat, *‘Think of Talbot's feelings when that
low brute comes ng o him before all he fellows and shows hm up.”

“Yes, I know; bubt we can’t stop him.”" =

“ Oan't we?” exclaimed Greene suddenly. “ Why can’t we stop him?
Suppose we keep a watch for the brute, and prevent him from going on
the cricket-field:*

Pat started. >

The idea had not occurred to him, but it seemed to be feasible. There

_ was a chance, ati least: and three Fourth-Formers of St. Kit's onght to be
a match in strength and in wit for the shambling blackguard they. would
have to deal with.

¢ Begorra,” cried Pab, “that's the idea! And, sure, it’s a genius ye
are, Greane, my I We know the way Black will come in, and therc’'s
nothing to stop us from waitin for him, and giving him a reception. It’s
a chance, anyway, and we can try Tinte

They went, down to the Eglate opening on Northley Lane. Talbot was on
the crickatr%*ound now, and the two elevens were pre ingLIor the scratoh
match, Talbot was captain of the fizst eleven, an Eldred Lacy was:in the
team, The first were playing a scratch team, picked oubt of the Sixth,
captained by Haywood. It was a fine afternoon, pleasant and sunny, and
2 gciod pumber of St. Kit’s lads had gathered on the green to watch the
cricket. p '

If Seth Black plaved his part, as he had arranged with the prefeet, he
would have an audience of nearly the whole of &t Kit's,

Palbot won the toss, and his side batted first. Pat was keeping one eye
on the cricket and the other on the road. Blagden had gome ombt with
Greene to scout, and keep watch cither wuy, so as to he sure of spotting
Black when he should come. ' :

There was & cheer from the cricket-ground. Talbot had gone in with his
bat, and was playing up well. He had juet cut a ball from Haywood to the
boundary. ] .

 Bravo !" shouted Fat.

RBlagden and Greene came pelting in the next moment.

 He's coming '

< Black is coming?

““ Ve : as large us life, up the lane frow Naorthley.™ : 1

Pat’s cves gleaned with the light of battle.

** T.et him come! We're ready for him !"

And & minute later the burly fignre of Scth Black cama into view, slouch-
ing on towards the gates of St. Bit's.

3

]

1
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CHAPTER 16.,
In Vain.

HE hour had come. Perhaps there was a slight tremor in Pat’s heart
as lie fully realised, for the first time, the extent of thie task he had
set himeelf. But he did not falter.

They were cheering on the cricket-ground agai —cheering Arthur
Talbot. Pat could imagine how that cheering wun}? die away, how a ter-
tible silence would fall, if Seth Black were once allowed to carry out his
purpose. It should never be!

Pat exchanged a glance with his chums, and set his teeth hard, as the
copper-faced rufian came slonching on towards the school gates. Seth
Black cast a far from amiable glance at the three juniors, wio had stepped
into his path. He remembered Pat very well; he had not forgotten the
snowballing: of weeks ago. He scowled at the boy savagely, but would
have passed him without speaking. He had business in hand, and no time
to waste on the junior. But it was not Pat’s intention to allow him to pass,

“*Hallo!" said the junior. * What do you wanb here, my man?’’

Black stared at him.

* What's that got to do with you?’ he growled. ° Get out of the way,
Yyoung shaver !

“ Here, you be off I exclaimed Pat. “Clear! Do you hear? You're not
wanted herc [ t

“ Are you going to let me pass?”’

““Sure, we're not going to do a-u%hing of the kind !”

“TI'll break your neck!” roared Black. :

“ All right, = Start as soon as you like. You'll find us all there when you
start the neck-breaking !’ said Pat cheerfully.

Black had by this time completely lost his lemper. He made a tush
forward, intending to sweep the three juniors out of his path, never thinking
for a m;lment that the youngsters would be able to stand their ground

ingt him.

But in this he made & slight mistake. Pat and his chums were ready for
that rush, and quito prepared to deal with it. The three juniors flung
themselves upon %Iack like three wild cats. Pat received a thump on the
chest that sent him flying; but Blagden and Greene were clinging fast to the
ruffian, and before he could shake them off Pat was up again, and hanging
Tound his neck from behind.

* Get the brute down!” panted Pat. *‘ Down with Lim!"

Black, gasping with rage, strove furiously to free himeelf from the
juniors; but Blagden and Greene clung to him pluckily, while the ruffian
with his efforts dragged them to and {ro over the dusty road. Meanwhile,
Pab, as nimble as 8 monkey, had planted his knees in the ruffian’s back,
clinging round his neek the while. Black staggered drunkenly, and, unable
to keep his balance, went over backwards with a crash.

““Got himi" gasped Pat. Ok, wy bones! Never mind: we've cap-
tured the beast! Now roll him over into the ditch. A bath will do hint
lots of good, und take some of the mischief sut of him 1"

Over went Black. thyougl the dust of the voad, towards he cdge of the
ditch, and into it lie would certainly have gone hut for tn unlooked-for
interruption, i

The luck of Pat Nugent was out that duy. A Lerrifying figure in cap
aud gown appeared in' the gateway, looking out with angry astonishment ab
the scene precceding in the road.

“Boys!” The voice of Mr, Slaney, their Form-master, startled the

1 ) T e
e e ———e
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juniors, and they jumped; and Black, taking instant advantage of the
relaxation of their hold, twisted himself loose and spraug to his feet.
““ Boys, how dare you? What are you doing?™

Blagden and Greene locked decidedly sheepish, but Pat was not abashed.
He touched his cap calmly enough to the Form-master.

‘“If you please, sir, we were only going to give that bounder a bath! He
needs one, sir; don’t you think sof”’

“ Nugent, 1. Where are you going, my man?”’

Seth Black, deferring vengeance tipon his assailants till a more convenient
time, had endeavoured to pass Mr. Slaney into the school grounds.

t" I'm lgoir.(g in here ! said Black doggedly. *Them young rips fried to

stop me!"”
““0Oh, is that the ease, Nugent?”’

i “I,ch, siv. He was trying to force his way in, and he's up to no good,

gir !"”
“In {hat case—— Stop, my man; you can have no business hero
LLs IJm going in'!!l
“ Excuse me, you are nob!” said the master of the Fourth, placing his
athletic form in the ruffian’s path. “ Men of your kind are not wanted
here, and you can certainly have no business within the precincts of this
college. I am sorry the boys have handled you roughly; but if you were
trying to force your way in here, their action is quite justified. You had
better take yourself off I’
“T'm comi s T ing i —him you :
-Ta.li}otm!”wmg in. I'm coming in fo sce my son—him you call Arthur
£ Mad,” murmured Mr. Slaney—"quite mad, of course! My good man,
will you kindly take yourself off? I should be sorry fo use violence, but I
cannot allow you to enter here!" \
““¥ou don’t believe me?”
““0f course I do not believe such nonsense !’
< Ask Arthur Talbot, and see if he denies if."”
““Don’t be a fool, man! Clear off I’ :
Pat’s hopes began to mise. It looked as if Mr. Slaney would bar the
- seoundrel’s path as efficacionsly as the juniors could haye done, or more so.
For the master of the Fourth was an athlete, and Black, affer looking him
over like an ill-tempered dog, came to the conclusion that it would be wiser
not to attempt to pass him by force.

But again luck befriended the ruffian. Eldred Lacy had told him that
he would be on the look-out, and he was. Lacy was out now, and he was
standing idle, with lis bat in his hand, waiching the game, but with one
oye on the distant gate. And so he soon became aware of the altercation
proceeding there. He looked annoyed as he saw that Mr. Blaney was
stopping the ruffian, and he strolled down to the gate in case his assistance
should be required.

““ Anything wrong, sir?” the prefect asked, affecting not to know Black,
who, on his side, was careful to show no eign of recognition.

“No, not exactly,” said Mr. Slaney. “This peculiar person has
announced himself as the father of one of the boys here, and refuses to go
away.”

Eldred Lacy burst into a langh.

“ Well, that's rather funny! Whose father do you happen to be, my
man '’ i

# Arthur Talbot's!"” growled Black.

(L
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““Ha, ha! Shall I call Talbot, sir? That will satisfy the man, perhaps;
unless you'd rather we chucked him out!”

“We don’t want any violence here if it can be helped,” said the Form
master, with a look of annoyance. ““The man has been drinking, but he
does not seem intoxicated. I cannot in the least understand lis motive for
Lis conduct, unless he is mad | h

£7 suf:pc«_se there can’t be anything in it, sir®" said Lacy, in a low voice.

Mr. Slaney stared at him blankly.

- ““Anything in it, Lacy! What on earth do you mean?”’

““As Fou know, Talbot's birlh is & mystery, and some of the fellows say
he comes of awfully low people, and that the Head took him up out of
charity.”

The master of the Fourth liesitated. A donbf was creeping into his mind
as to whether there might not be some foundation for the claim of tha
scoundrel, impossible-as it looked.

““Perhaps it would be better to call Talbot,” said Mr. Slaney uneasily.
“It's impossible, of course; the man must be suffering from a delusion;
but that will be the simplest way of setting the matter at rest.”

“Then T'll call him, sir.” :

And Eldred Lacy, with a concerned look upon his face, but a mean
exultation beating in his heart, walked away towards the cricket-pitel.

Black grinned exultingly.

“ Now you'll sec ! he vemarked. . .

Mr. Slaney mado no reply.  The ruffian’s evident confidence, now that the
matter was to be pnt to the test, conld not fail to impress him. He began
to believe that Black’s claim was founded in truth.

Pat and his chume had been silent spectators of this scene. Now Pat
realised that all was up.

CHAPTER 17.
The Blow Falls,

Lid BRAYVO, Talbot !
The shout rang from a hundred throats round the cricket-
piteh.  With a mighty stroke, Avthur Talbet had just sent the

ball humming away over the pavilion—a stroke that counted four,
without the trouble of stirring from the crease.

“Well hit i

“ Hurrah 1"

It was at this moment that Eldrod Laecy came upon the scenc again.
There was a buzz of amazement as the prefoct walked on to the Beld towards
Talbot's wicket. - >

** Hallo, there!” '

“ Where are you going?"”

*“ Keep off the grass!”

Taking no notice of these remarks, Lacy walked np to Talbot, who was
regarding him with astonishment.

““1 want to speak to you, Talbot."

“ Well, this is a peenliar fime to choose ! exclaimed Talbot  *“What on
earth’s the matter = .

** There's w fellow at the gates wants fo see you.”

‘ Tell him to go and eat coke !

" He says he is your father I’

The prefect uttered these words in a guist and matter-of-fact tone, but
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there was a cruel gleam of enticipation in his eyes as he watched the
captain’s face. ]

offect of his words was startling. Talbot turned deadly white, and
the bat slid from his hand and thudded down on the crease.

““What did you say, Lacy?”

 He says he is your father.”

“0Oh, Ii{eaven g e

Several fellows heard Lacy's words, and saw Talbot’s agitation. Tha
umpire at his end and a couple of fieldemen heard every word. o

““Hallo—hallo! What does this mean?”’ exclaimed Haywood, * Your
father turned up, Talbot! Well, this is a surprise!” :

The captain of St. Kit's did not appear to hear him. He passed his hand
over his brow in a dazed way.

* Well, are you coming?”’ asked Lacy.

“ Coming? Yes; I—I suppose so.”” [ 5 . :

<7 say,” began Haywood, *“ you can't leave a wicket like this, you—="

Talbot, without heeding, walked straight towards the gates. The vest of
the players regarded him with amazement.

The match was a rather important one, though the first eleven was only
playing a scratch team, for the selection or rejection of mew first eleven
pi'%;_ rs depended uFon it. W e %

0 see Talbot walking off the field in the middle of his innings was a sight
the boys of St. Kit's had never expected.

The cricketers stared after him blankly, and some of them surrounded
Eldred Lacy to question him as to what had happened. g

Lacy had little to say—only that a man had come to St. Kit's, claiming
that he was the father of Arthur Talbot, and offerivig to prove his claim.

“ But what sort of a man?”’ exclaimed Haywood. ° Talbot doesn't look
much like a chap who has just found a long-lost pater.”

Lacy shrugged his shoulders.

* No'wonder. The fellow’s an awful blackguard I"*

“ My word, that's hard cheese for Talbot!™ .

“TLet's cgfe and see how it turns out,”’ said Dunn, rather maliciously.

The cricket was forgotten in the excitement of the moment; that innings
was. never completed. The boys crowded towards the gates, and the news

ing swiffly, half the school followed them.

Arthur Talbot Liad quickly reached the gates. Mr. Slaney, with a very
gloomy expression npon his face, nodded to the captain of St. Kit's,

Beth Black smiled evilly.

“Talbot,” said the Form-mastér abruptly, *this man has made a most
astounding claim—a most impudent and lying claim, I cannot bub think it.
He says that he is your father. I thought it would be befiter for you to sec
him, so that%he will see his mistake, und sayve any further unpleasantuness.”

Talbot did not speak. His eyes dwelt for a1 moment upon Seth Black's
face, with an expression in which misery and scorn and reproach were
mingled—a look which made even Seth Black feel a little hit uncomfortable.
Then the Jad’s eyes songht theground.

A painful silence followed. Mr. Slancy’s look grew more dark and
harassed. If the claim were unfounded, why did not Talbob speak and
shatter it with o word?

““Talbot, you heard what T said?”’

. o ‘Y]e,s, sir,”” said Talbot, in a low voice, Lis eyes still on the ground; “I
eard.”’

** Well, have you nothi.ngr to snz?*’-
Y ARNE TR

r | e
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¢ Nothing, sir.” Y.

The Form-master compressed his lips. 3 )

Do you mean to admit that this—this person is speaking the truth—thab
he is, in fact, your father, Talbot?"’

“Wot did I tell you—eh?" chuckled Seth Black.

““Silence! Answer me, Talbot!"

“I do not know, sir,”” said Talbot dully. “TI do not know my father’s
name, as all the school is aware. I do not, T cannot, believe that that man
is my father. But he has advanced proof—proof of a sort, at all events;
and I know nothing for cerfain. That is all 1 can say.”’

“This is—is most unfortunate,” said Mr. Slaney haltingly. *It appears
to me that this man has gained some information concerming your private
affairs, Talbot, and has based an impudent claim upon it. That it is true
I refuse to believe without the clearest proof. I believe the boys of St.
Kit’s bold the same opinion."”

i YES, sip.”

A score of voices hastened to give the assurance. For a moment a gleam
brightened Talbot’s face. He had friends left, in spite of this horror that
hfas fallglha upon his life! Brooke stepped quietly to the side of the captain
of St. '5.

““Tt's all lies, of course,” he said. ““The man can’t prove it. If he can,
let him do so. And till then he'd better keep clear of St. Kit's.”

Seth Black gritted his teeth, and cast a savage glance round him. The
boys, taking their cue from Brooke, began fo hustle the ruffian. - But
Talbot’s voice rang out, sharp with pain:

““Let him alone, fellows! Don’'t—don’t fouch him! He may be—what he
Sa'}ah may be troe! Let him alone!™ i

¢ appeal, so full of shame and misery, had its effect. Seth Black was
iei}gascd, and stood sullenly scowling, M. Slaney bent a stern glance upon

“You had better go,”” he said. **You have done all the harm you can
fo this boy, whom you pretend is your son. If your claim is based on fact,
you have acted in a cruel and heartless way, which com?Ietely deprives you
of any right of regard from this unfortunate lad. Gol

Black gave the master one doubtful look, and then swnng round and
slouched away. Talbot stood, white, wretched, crushed. Brooke drew his
arm into his own, and walked away with him. The crowd slowly dispersed,
eagerly discussing the strange happening.

at, Blagden, and Greene stood looking at each other in a very glum mood.
‘Ali ht;‘heir well-meant efforts on behalf of their idolised captain had come to
noshng. -

" WE did our best,” said Pat gloomily; ““we couldn't do more. Oh, I'd
like to make Eldred Lacy pay for this work of his!”

“We'll try,” said Blagden. “ We—— Hallo! What's that?”?

_ It was a folded paper, lying in the dust of the lane where they had rolled
Seth Black over fowards the ditch, Blagden stoo and picked it up,
glancing at it as he did so. Then his eyes blazed with excitement.

: CHAPTER 18.°
Talbot's Resolve.

ROOEE walked with Talbot as far as his study, and there he left
him. e would have been glad to offer his chum words of comfort
if he conld have fonnd any to utter. The blow that had fallen was
oo terrible for that.

The Bixth-Former saw that Talbot, though grateful for his friendalip,
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wished to be alone at that moment; and e did not wonder at if. So, with
a rather wistful look at his chum, Brooke closed the study door and went
away slowly down the corridor. - ;

Arthur Talbot was alone—alone with his shame and misery—in an hour of
sorrow and suffering such as comes to but few at his boyish age. He threw
himself into a chair, in his cricketing-flannels as he was, and sat there,
nerveless, helpless, hardly thinking—only conscious of his pain and shame.
What was to become of i:im? Conld he ever hold up his head at St. Kit's
again? He was captain of the school—looked up fo and respected as a leader
by boys of all Forms. That was what he had been. Now—who would
respect him now? Claimed as his son by a disreputable, blackmailing
?coumirél, without being able to utter a word of denial, who would respect
11 now s

His captainey of St. Kit's must end! Could he even remain at the college
—roniain, to be the object of scornful pity, of concealed sneers and contempt?
It was impossible !

There came a gentle tap at the door: It opened. and Dr. Kent entered the
room and quietly closed the door behind him. The good old doctor's face
was pale and distressed. He had evidently heard all, knew all the detaily
of the happenings that afternoon at the gates of St. Kit's.

Talbot looked at him dully, dumbly. Dr. Eent crossed towards him and
laid ‘& kand upon his shoulder.

o Coumge, my boy—courage!”

Talbot did not reply, but the kindness of the doctor’s look and tone moved
him to the heart, and his eyes filled with tears.

It may not be true,”” said the doctor quietly. °* Mr. Slanecy has told me
all—all he knows. The man appears to have advauced no proof whatever."”

“ He gave me the proofs!” groaned Talbot.

£ %hem't you knew about this before to-day?"

“ Yog.*

*“ My poor boy, why did you not tell me?"” 2 |

“What was the use of troubling you, sir? It would have caused you |
pain;: and you could nof have helped me.” ;_

* That was like you, my dear boy. Buf I wish I had known. Some of the .
juniors appear to bave kmown what was coming, and they attempted to
prevent this scoundrel from entering the school grounds.”

Talbot started. He remembered Pat Nuﬁcnt-’s vain attempt to tell him
something—something of a plof, which he had paid no attention to at the
time. :

8o it/ was this that the junior would have warned him against, and he
would not listen! But Pat had mentioned Lacy’s name. Could Lacy have
had anything to do with it?

“I wish I had known, to0.” said the doctor, ““But that cannot be helped
now. You say that this man Black gave you proofs, Arthur? What kind
of proofs can he have given?’’

“ He described a birthmark—you know it well, siv—which he can certainly
never have seen, unless he saw 1t when I was a child.”

The doctor started.

“ Anything elser”

“He Kgaw_a me the name of the man who brought me first to you, sir.”
Dr. Kent's e_xgraaswn grew more serious. '

“I do nol nnderstand this,” he said slowly. ““But you must remember
that the man may know something of your origin without being what he
claims to be—your father.” SR

Talbot nodded, but in a hopeless way. He could see thab eyven the doctor
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was staggered by Black's kmowledge, in spite of his determination not to
believe in the elaim. : -

“fhere is one way,”’ continued the doctor slowl{, “in wh_zc!_x a ray of
light could, T think, be let in upon the matter. You have the silver box?

*“Yes; but—"'

* Norroys, when he gave if into my charge, certainly led me to suppose
that it contained a clue to the secret of your birth, if nothing more.”’

“ But he exacted your solemn promise that the box should not be opened
i1l T was twenty-one,” said Talbot wearily. *“You cannot break your
word.”

Dr. Kent hesitated.

“ Under ordinary circumstances, Talbot, certainly nob. But at such a
conjunclure as the present it might be justifiable——" _

Talbot shook his head. :

“No, sir. Youn would do so to relieve my mind, but you would be acting
agninst your conscience, and I cannot have that. Your word must be kept;
it was a sacred trust. Leave the silver box out of the question.”

The doctor was silent. He knew that Talbot was right—that nothing
could in reality justify the breaking of a solemn promise.

“ Pesides,” said Talbot, it is likely enough that the silver box contains
nothing of the kind. The man Norroys appears to have been scarcely in his
right senses, jﬁt;iging from the strange stories he told you. For instance,
his assertion that I have enemies, from whom I stood in some danger.”

““ Perhaps you are right.”

47 was not to know the secret,” continued Talbof, ““till I was twenty-
one, in order that I might then be able to protect myself. Why, it may be
that Norroys knew that this wretch was my father, and that he wished me
not te know it till T was old enough to be out of his pewer.”

Dr. Eent felt his heart sink. .

Truly, this was the most I;_Inus&ble theory of the secret of the silver box,
Tt would be no gain to learn for certain that the ruffian Black was in reality,
and indisputably, the father of the boy he claimed as his son.

“No,” said Talbot; “ we can leave the silver box out of the question. I
have never attached any great importance to it; and, in any case, a pledge
solemnly given to a man now dead cannot be broken. We must dea}lj with
this man who claims to be my father. I not to believe that he speaks
the truth, and yet I am aware that my feeling comies from the heart, not
from the head. I cannot resist a conviction that this shame is real—that I
have found my father af last in that unspeakable blackgunard!™

And the captain of 8t. Kit's dropped his head upon his hends with a

TOAN.

8 My poor boy, take conrage! And, anyhow, we are not certain yet. And,
in any case, the man cannot claim you.” ‘

At all events, I must resign the captainey.”

““Perhaps thab might be advisablé for the present,” said the doctor, with
some hesitation. *“Only for the present, I say, fill we have some further
light npon this miserable matter.”

Talbot braced himself up a little. The look of sadness and distress on the
doctor's kind old face touched him deeply.

“T'm a fool to let this thing knock me over,” he said, with an attempt
at a smile. “If it hadn't come so suddenly I could have stood it bebter.
1’1111‘ see if I can’y show a little more pluck, and see it through without
P : e

“ That’s the right spirit, my hoy; and hope for the bast.”

%
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It was some time before the doctor left his protege. He leff Talbot in
calmer, though hardly a happier mood. The captain of Bt. Kit’s had made
up his mind upen one point, and he proceeded to write out a notice of his
resignation of the captaincy, to be puf up on the notice-board in the hall.

It was bitter to him to have to-do ib, but it was plainly for the best. He
had not the slightest doubt that Eldred Lacy, his enemy and rival, was
already at work against him. It he did not resign of his own accord, it was
quite probable that he would be asked to do so. His voluntary resignation
would take the wind out of the enemy’s sails, and would propitiate many
who turned against him. Apart from that, Talbot felt that under the cix-
enmstances it would be unseemly for him to continue to act as captain of
the school. But it was 2 blow to him, for he had been happy and proud to
captain the whole school; and he knew, too, that St. Kit's neede his aid
to gnide it throngh the coming days. The cricket season was in full swing
now, and the difficulties of the cricket captain were many and great. At a
iinlie when care and skill were most needed, he was forced to leave the

elm.

But it could not be helped.

The resignation was written ont, and pinned nup on the notice-board, for
all 8t. Kit's to see and read.

Arthur Talbot was no longer captain of St. Kit's.

CHAPTER 19.
Blagden’s Find.

= HAT have youn got there, Blaggy?"”

- Blagden’s face had gone quife pale, and his eyes were blazing
as lie stared at the paper he had just picked np out of the dust
of the lane. Pat Nugent and Ureene looked at him 1n utter

amazement.

“ What is it, old man?"

. ‘Blagden hastily thrust the paper into his pocket, and glanced up and down
the road. Then he quickly ]iut his arms through those of his chums, and
hurried them in at the sehool gate. Too amazed fo resist, Pat and Greene
were hurried across the quadrangle by the escited Blaggy, but at the door
Pat Iti_ailed a halt. .

b ou’ve not gone right off your rocker, Blaggy, ex lain what wvou're
up to_!’yhe exclaim%?l. “ What the dickens do you g;nﬂ“gw?”p i

“Come up into the study.”

i B“tl—‘— 2

“Pon't talk; it’s serious! Come up into the study!”

Blagden’s face showed that he was in deadly earnest.

Amazed as they were, his chums obeyed, and they quickly ran up the
gtairs, and reached the end study. As soon as they were inside Blagden
closed the door and turned the key in the lock.

Greene tapped his forehead significantly.

“Clean gone!” he exclaimed. *“Mad as a giddy hatter!”

“Looks like it,” said Pat. “But we'll give him a chance fo explain before
we jam his head against the wall. Now, Blaggy, expound, before we slay

. “'R.ighbho Y said Blagden, with a sigh of relief. T was afraid we might
ose it.)’”

“Lose what?"”

“The paper! Suppose that ruffian had come back to look for it?”

“IWhat ruffian?”

“Seth Black., Or suppose Lacy bad tumbled to it?”
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*To what? If you don’t explain what you're talking about,” exclaimed
at, exasperated, *“I'll buzz th:sgiddy i:ik?ot at you!” )
“Hold on!” said Blagden hastily. “It's the ;: r—the paper I picked
up in the lane—the paper you saw Lacy give to Seth Black!
at pave a jump.

“You don’t mean to say you've got hold of that?”

*“Yes, I have. Black must have dropped it out of his pocket.”

“Let’s look at it.” :

Blafdpn spread out the captured doenment on the table, and the chums
looked at/it eagerly. It was briefly worded, but very much to the point.

“I promise to pay Seth Black the sum of thirty pounds («£30) when he
Ias publicly claimed Arthur Talbot of St, Kit’s as his son.  (Signed)

“Eupaep Lacxy.”

The three chums stared at one another with startled faces. This was
indeed a capture from the enemy! There was proof in black-and-white that
the prefect had been at the bottom of the plot against the ca}gtam of St.
Kit's. If that paper were placed in the hands of Dr. Kent, Eldred Lacy
would have to face the music in a way le wounld probably find exceedingly
unpleasant. : { :

“ My hat,” said Greene, “it wonld be one up against Lacy to pin this on
the notice-board in the hall, wounldn't it?"

“Yes; but we have to think of Talbot. Poor old chap! T wonder what
he's feeling like now?”

“What shall we do with this Eapor, then?” asked Blagden. “We ought
to show Lacy up—don’t you think so—now we can do it?"

“Well, I think Talbot’s about the proper person to have that,” said Pat.
It concerns him, and we can leave him to decide whether to make it public
Or no 'u

“Well, yes,” said Blagden slowly; “ but you know how lhe received you
when you tried to warn him of Lacy's little game bafore.”

< ow; but he misunderstood——"

“That's all ver%well; but, to tell you the exact truth, Nugent, I don’t care
to risk it,” said Blagden, with a grimace. “I don’t like being jumped on,
as a rule—especially by a chap for whom I'm doing a good turn.”

“That’s all right! T'll take the paper to him, if you like, It will give
me a chance to set mygelf right with Lim.”

i You can laye it, then,” said Blaggy. * When are you going to take it:”

* Not just yet. He wow’t feel inclined to see anybody just now, I think.”
Pat put the paper in his pocket. “ We've got some impots to do; let's knock
them off. 1s. affair has given me the blues, and I don't feel up to much,
anyway. just now.” .

“Same here.” "

Aund the chums of tlie end study settled down to work, and only the serateh
of tlree husy pens, afid an occasional remurk, could be heard in the 100M.

CHAPTER 20.

, Talbot Returns Lacy’'s Promicsory Note.
ROOKE was in his study. staring gloomily out of the window in the
nadrangle. He was i a miserable mood, thinking of the tronble
that had come so blackly upon his friend. He would have been glad
to be with Talbot then, but he felt that it was better to leave the

captain of St. Kit's to himself just then.
‘aptain, indeed, Arthur Talbot no longer was.

Breoke had read the notice in the lall, and though he said little, he felt

it deeply.



74 THE RIVALS OF ST KIT'S.

He felt, too, that Talbot had done the only possible thing under the cir-
cumstances, and that he had, upon the whole, acted wisely in immediately
relinquishing the captainey of the school.

Yet the loss to St. Kit's was certain to be great.

There would be a new election, and it was already known that Eldred
Lacy meant to put up as a candidate.

At the last election Talbot had beaten him by a narrow margin, and if
he tried his luck a second time, it was extremely probable that he would

gel 1n.

With Eldred Laﬁf as captain of the school, things were nof likely to go as
smoothly as of oll, especially in the matter of sports, a matter of the
greatest consequence at St. Kit's, where athleties were the order of the day.

That Lacy did not approve of Talbot's selections for the first eleven was
no secret, and if Lacy became captain, there would be radical alterafions.

If the result wds a better team to represent the college on the cricket
field, no one at St. Kit's, least of all Brooke, would care to grumbie.

But that result was not likely to be attained by Lacy’s methods, Brocke
felt guite certain about that. i

The look-out was a bad one all round, in his opinion, for he could not
think of any fellow in the school who would have a real chance against
Eldred Lacy at the poll. y

In the midst of his gloomy meditations there was a tap at his door, and
Talbot -came in.

Brooke turned towards him c!uiel-:ly.

The late captain of St. Kit's was somewhat pale, but his habitual calme-
ness had returned to him, and he was quite himself again now.

He held a paper in his hand, and Brooke glanced at it curionsly.

“I want to consult a bit with you, Brooke.” said Talbot quiefly. “Not
about m¥self, but about that.”

He tossed the paper across the table.

Brooke picked it up and read it. It was Eldred Lacy's promissory note
to Seth Black, and which Pat Nugent had handed over to Arthur Talbot.

The Sixth-Former's eyes blazed with indignation.

“ Did Lacy write this?”

* You know his writing. He wrote it, sure enough.”

*“ But how did you get hold of it.?” :

“ It got by some chance in the hands of Pat Nugent, who brought it te
me.”

“The hound! Then he waz at the bottom of the whole business!”

“TIt looks like it.”

“But this shows that it's all lies, Talbot,” said Brooke eagerly. “Ii
TLacy’s at the bottom of it, it shows it’s all a put-up affair.”

Talbot shook his head sadly. :

. I wish I could think so, Brooke, but I can’t. TLacy has made use of the
ruffian’s claim upon me to degrade me before all the school; but that doesn’t
alter the fact that Black has a claim.”

“ But—but you don’t believe that he really hds, Talbot?”

I don'f know what to believe. It looks as if he had. But that isn't the
point. While this horrible shadow hangs over me, I cannot act as captain
of 8t. Kit's. The fellows are mostly sorry for me now, but there would soon
be trouble. And, anyway, I shouldn’s care to hold a position on sufferance.
T've resigned. You wounldn't have advised me to hold on, Brooke?”

“ Perhaps not, under the cirenmstances, but it will be a blow for the
college, Talbot. Lacy is almost certain to take your place, and you kunow
what kind of a captain he is likely to make for the school.”
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Talbot compressed his lips. :

“ You are right.  That’s what I feel the most abont it that that scoundrel
—for a sconndrel he is, in Elain English—should become captain of a good old
school like 8t. Kit’s, and drag it down, very likely, to his own level.”

“Tt would be easy enough to put a spoke in his wheel,” said Brooke
quickly. “We have only to make this letter public to eliow him up in his
true colours to all 8t. Kit'’s.”

The other shook his head. :

“It wouldwt do, Brooke. We have no right to the paper, in the first
place; and besides, a fellow who would write that would denounce hiz own
writing as a forgery if meed arose. That's almost certainly the game he
would play.”

“Phew! I never thought of that.”

“He would think of it. Besides, I don’t know whether if would be exactly
'playing the game to show that about. Anyway, it wounldn’t do, wounld it?”

1 suppose not.”

A sh:}: take it back to Lacy. I dare say he’ll be glad fo get his note of
hand back again,” said Talbot, with a grim smile. ™ But even that won't
shame him into withdrawing himself as a candidate. He will stick it out.”

“Yes: and the worst of it is, that he’s almost certain to get in,” said
Brooke ruefully.

“That's what we've got to stop if we can.”

“T should be glad o hear of a way.”

“Mind, I don’t want to he understood as wanting fo ack against Lacy
personally,” said Talbot. “I admit I dislike him, and he has done me a
great injur{; but I declare that I haven’t the least thought of revenge in
my mind. I'm thinking of the school in this maftter.”

“1 know that, old fellow. DBut what do you propose®”

‘“ Lacy has already put up for the post I have vacated. He has lost no
time about it. Now, so far no rival candidate has appeared.”

“And my private opinion is, Talbot, that one won’t appear,” Brooke
replied, shaking his head. “ The fellows know they have no chance against
Lacy, and there’s a feeling, too, that he ought to be allowed to get in, as he
was g0 close fo winning the last election.”

“I'm aware of that, DBut a candidate can be found.”

“Whom do you suggest?”

“ Yourself,” said Talbot quietly.

Brooke gave a start.

“Youn don’t: mean that, Talbot>”

“Yes, I do. You are the man; the only one who has a chance of defeating
Eldred Lacy at the poll.”

“ But—well, T've never thought of hecoming eaptain of 8t. Kit's.”

““ Think of it now, old man. You ought to come forward.”

Brooke hesitated.

*If you really think so, Talbot, T'll certainly put up my name. I think
as mueh as yon do that Lacy ought to be kept ou? of it if possible. He will
do the school harm if he is elected; there’s no doubt on tEat point. DBut 1
don’t feel up to the post myself, Arthur, and that’s a fact.”

*“There’s no reason why you shouldn’t make as good a captain as myself,
any day,” said Arthur Talbot. “ And it’s absolutely certain that you will
make a better one than Lacy.”

Brooke laughed. :

: "t Yes, you're right there; I can't let even my modesty blind me fo the
ACTs z
“Then you will put up?"
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“Yes, T will.” 3

“@Good! Mind, I don't say it will be an easy task, Yowll lave a fight
to get in. But there’s a gporting chance of beating Lacy at the poll, and
you may score.”

*“T1] ‘do my best,” said Brooke. “Rather! It swon’t be a wall-over for
Lacy, anyhow, as he and his friends seem to anticipate.” e

T shall back you all I can,” Talbot observed,  and, of counrse, vote for,
you. I faney my influence in the Up}:ler Forms isn’t what it was before this
affair, but most of the juniors are still ready to stand by me.”

He picked up the paper from the table.

“ Suppose you draw up & sort of manifesto, old fellow, while T take Lacy’s
property back to him?#

““Good !’ said Brooke. *‘ Come back here and help me with it."

He sat down at the table, and Talbot, with a nod, quitted the study.
Lacy’s study was dark, and Arthur saw that the prefect was staring
moodily from the window. Straight towards the prefeet Le walked, the
tell-tale %a?er in his hand.

“ This belongs to you, Lacy,” he said.

He held out the paper. Lacy glanced at if, recognised his own writing,
and crumpled it in his palm.
¢ How—how—how did you—""he gasped, guite losing his self-possession
{for a moment.

“ Your {riend Black dropped it, T sappose,” said Talbot scornfully.

Lacy's hand was closed convulsively upon the paper.

“I—I—"" he stammered. »

“ Have yon no liec ready?’ asked Talbot ironically. ““Have you no
pretext—no falsehood! I am sorrly I took you so much by surprise.”

The words were bitter, but Talbot had endured much at the hands of
Eldred Lacy, and his breast was full of angry scorn.

Laecy stared, and bit his lip hard.

“ Talbot, vou—I——""

“ Encugh!” said Talbot contemptuously. T don't want fo say any-
thing more to you, Eldred Taey. You are hardly the kind: of fellow I
care to speak to.”

He swung away on kis heel and left the room.

Back to Brooke's study he went, and the Sixth-Former looked up anxiously

“ What has happened, Talbot?"* i

““ Nothing; only Lacy has come into the open af last, and T swear I will
prove him guilty of this awful business!”

CHAPTER 21.
A Council of War—The Election.

< OW do yom think it will go?” _
Blagden asked the question, and he and Greenc fixed their eyes

inquiringg upon Pat Nugent, who sat at the table in the end
study, with a pen and paper in his hands,

Pat was making calenlations, his boyish brow wrinkled in fhonght. The
paper was cover:f_ with all sorts and conditions of hieroglyﬁhics, mysterions
enough to anybody but the person who had dotted them down.

1 can’t be exaetly sure,” said Pat slowly, “I've dotied down all I
can think of, but there are so many uncertain voters. Iellows are not |
taking so mueh interest in ¢his election es in the lest one, when Lacy was
opposed by Talbot. Lots of them won’s vote at all, I believe. Lacy has -
2 dozen over ms. I'm sure of it. The question is, how are we going o
get rid of them? It's mo good any of us voting with both hands, because
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Lacy’s lot would start doing the same; and, besides, it ain’t playing the
game,”’ .

“ We can't kill ‘em.” .

**No, There's a law against that. T know it’s absurd; but we have fo
take the law as we find it. We can’t kill ’em or take ’em out and lose
’em. But, somehow or other,” said Pat, bringing his fist down with a
thump that made the table dance—'“someliow or other, we're going to
get 1id of twelve of Lacy’s backers before seven o’clock to-morrow evening.”

Blagden and Greene looked extremely doubtful. el

“As I have remarked before, you're leader,” said Blagden, gummg
“ Greene, old man, ain’t you coming down to the fives-court? e don
want to miss our game, and our ireat leader is quite capable of thinking
this out by himself, with his mig brain,”

““ Right-ho!” grinned Greene; and he took up his eap.

‘“ Here, hold on!” exclaimed Pat. “ You bounders—"'

“*Ta-tal” said Blagden. “I hope you'll have an idea, old son, by the
time we come in to . Come on, Greene.” -

The two juniors quitted the study, leaving Pat Nugent looking very
wrathful. As they said, he was leader; but it wasn’t all honey fo be a
chief and looked up to for plans and ideas when none were forthcoming.

“ Faith,” growled Pat, “I think I'll resign! T've had enough of being
Jeader of this study. How am I to get Trimble and a dozen more out of

- the way to-morrow?'”

- - v » L] - = L L

Election day! .

Very different from the last one at St. Kit's. Fellows went abont their
‘business as if nothing unusual was impending. Lacy and some of his
backers were anxious and busy, and the end study were highly excited.
The rest of St. Kit's took it quite calmly. =

Pat’s electioneering had hardly prospered. The general feeling that
Tacy would get in took the heart out oi Brocke’s party, and they had not
been very enthusiastic to start with.

In the” Upper Forms it was practically eertain that at least half the
fellows would vote for Laey, while a quarter, at least, wounld not vote
at_all.

In the Lower Forms, where the end study had heen untiringly at work,
Taey’s majority was not so large. The fags would have plumped for
Brooke, as a matter of fact, but for the underhand methods Lacy’s backers
had adopted to secure votes.

Many of the youngsters declared that they would vote for Brooke, if
they could do so without catching the eye of their masters, so that Lacy's
majority on paper was not likely to be wholly realised at the election.

The prefect knew that very well, and he was leaying no stone unturned
to get votes.

Since the affair of Seth Black, Arthur Talbot was no longer a name to
eonjure with at 8t. Kit’s.

1t was bound to be so. Disgrace had fallen upon him by no fanlt of his
own, and all the snobbish and mean elements in the school weve set against

im.
After school upon the important day, as the hour of clection drew nigl,
3 little more excitement manifested itsell at 8. Kit's.
| Trimble kept a careful wateh upon Pat Nugent. Lacy suspected, very
naturally, that Pat would do his ; against_him, and the prefect never
| Luew exuctly what to expect from the Fourth-Formers in the end study.
Pat noted it, and grinned to himseM, but took no outward notice of the

s
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circumstance. In the Ivish lad’s active brain ideas were working, and he
fancied that Trimble’s alert watchfulness might be of use to him.

He went into the end study, and Trimble leaned against the wall opposite
the door and remained there. Nothing escaped Trimble.

When Pat came out of the end study and hurried down the corridor with
im ptrleomnpied look on his face, Trimble’s heart beat. Was something on at
astir

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

Trimble’s eyes -glittered. He felt that he was on the right track. He
hurried down the stairs, and reached the door of the class-room, treading
softly. It was ajar, and he could see into the room.

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

£ Are you sure nobody tumbles to the wheeze?'’ Blagden asked.

Pat nodded emphatically.

*“Quite sure. 1've dodged Trimble and Cobb. They seem to have been
very watchiul to-day. He hasn’t been watching you?”

“T think not.”

* The game would be up if they knew tlat we had eight of their lot
shut up under the-old chapel " chuckled  Pat. “ Not that we’d let them
get !:;:]‘19 f&lllows out without a tussle. How many have you left on guard?"

o ‘our .]')

“Good! If Trimble smells a rat, and thinks of going to the chapel, we'll
collar him and shove him in, too.” 1

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

“Rather! They're in the crypt under the ruins, and yon 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 that it isn’t opened!”

 But, I say, if Trimble tumbled fo the wheeze, he might take a strong
party to the Upper Fourth there and let them loose.”

““I tell you he won't,” said Pat.  You get back to the chapel now, and
wait till you hear my signal. The election i at seven, and I’ll give the
signal at five minutes to seven. Then you can cut into the hall with the
others just in time, and even if Trimble misses his voters, he won’'t have
time to go for them.”

“Right-ho! What's the time now?"’

““ Five-and-twenty to seven. Only twenfy minutes before T signal.’

‘“ All right. Come on, Greene! Don’t forget the signal, Nugent."

“Trust me!”

Blagden and Greene came towards the door of the class-room. Trimble,
who was trembling with excitement, whipped away and fled down the
corridor. He burst into the study he shared with Cobb in a state of
breathless hurry. : i

“ What's the matter?” said Cobb. ‘‘It’s not time to go to the hall yet !

“It's time mo to the old chapel!” gasped Trimble.

“ What the di _'éns__d?lgou want to go there forr™ !

“ Because the end study have shut up eight of our voters in the old
ervpt.”

"*Eh? TIs thet Pat Nugent's little game? How did you find that out,
Trimble?"" . =
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¢ D've just discovered it through watching Pat Nugent,” said Trimble.
““We've got to get our fellows out, and while we're ahout it we'll shove
Blagden and his lot in, and bolt the door on them.”

“Chat will be a good joke. But——"

““ No time for buts. Come on, and let’s get some of the fellows togetier !”

Cobb followed Trimble from the study. The two were not long in gather-
ing s force of Lacy’s backers among the juniors for the purpose of effecting
a rescue.

Trimble left nothing to chance, Besides himseli and Cobb there were
Hooper, Jones, and Cleeve, and niné other juniors in the party.

They hurried to the old ehapel. The west chapel at St. Kit's had heen
a ruin for a couple of centuries, and only the lower ‘portion of the walls
remained standing, with the wide flagged floor. Underneath it was the
orypt, reached by a narrow stair, upon which a low ouk door, deep set in
the stone, opencd.

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

‘“It’s getting pretty near seven, ain't it, Blagden? Hallo!"”

There was a sudden rush of feet. L

Trimble came in with a rush, his backers at his heels; and the half dozen
juniors in the dusk nh:;sel were down on the ground in a moment.

‘“He, ha, ha!” .;Eou Trimble. f Got you, yvou rotters!”

“ What's the little game?” demanded .'Blagc{en, who was munderneath
Trimble. “What do you mean by rushing on a chap like a lot of giddy
wild Indians?”

“Ha, ha! We know what vou are up to hera!”

* We weren’t doing any harm.”

“No: of course not. You haven’t eight of our yoters shut up in that
crypt, have your” said Trimble jeeringly.

* No; we haven’'t.”

“ That's a lic, Blaggy! Cleeve, open the door of the ¢rypt and get our
fellows out, and we’ll shove these vats in!'”

“*Here, I say,' exclaimed Blagden, “you're not going to shkove us inm
there, Trimble?*

* You'll saon find out that we are, Blaggy 1™

“Do.you call that playing the game. d'rimbles” 2

““I 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 info the glooni.

“ Call to tiem, can't your" said Trimble impatientiy.

H“ﬂOl:"' all right ! said Cleeve. And he called: “Hallo, there! Hallo!
a0

The crypt rang with the echioing sound, hut there was no other ansywer,

"My hat!” ejaculated Cobb. *"It's a giddy hoax, that's what it 18!

* Rescue!” yelled Blagden.

* Rescue !

A voice came ringing back from the dusk.

AL ‘em, kids!”’

There was a shont and a wild scrambling of feot. Twonty forms came
bursting into the ruins on all sides, and Pat Nugent waos in the lead.

““Collar 'em!”” he shouted. .

And Trimble realised that lie had been trapped.

As Pat’s party rushed to the attack, the captain of the Tpper Fourth
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thonght only of escape; butitiit waz not possible, tox Blagden was clinging
to him like & limpet to a vock, and wis not to be shaken off. :
Blagden and Greene held Trimblo fast, while Put Nugent had Uobl bw
the collar, and Blane collared Cleeve. All the vest wers held fust by Pat's
followers. -
. “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pat. **What do you fhink ol thias for a surpriss,
Trimble?”
**Let me go!” el
“You—you ass!)” said Pat cheerfuily. WWhy, T luew vou were listening
at the class-reom door all, the time, aud I was leading you by the wuose wheit
you. thought you were so clever. You've fullen into the trap like a -giddy
Labe, Trimble, old man!™
* Confound you, let me go!"
“Bosh! 'Shove him into the crypt, kids!” Lo
< Rather!” said Blagden and Greene together. “Come along, Trimble!™
And so Trimble was hurled into the crypt. The rest ot‘ti':e prisoners,
after some vain struggling and lond protesting, agreed to go in quietly, and
one by one they descended into the gloomy recesses below the old chapel.

Fat took hold of the door when the last had descended,

““You won't have to stay there long,” Le called out. ““We'll let you loose
when the election’s over, you know.” -

A vell of rage from Trimble was the only response. Pal langhed znd
slamed the door.. The bolts were soon [astened, and the fourteen juniors
were prisoners in the «ark, powerless 1o escipe till Pat eliose to Jet thicin
Otk ' /

Boom! The clock from the school lower began fo siriks.

“ Hallo," exclaimed Pat, ' seven o'clock! “Ihose bounders have wasled a
lob of time. Comie on, kids, and we’ll he in the hall by the thme il clock
bas strmek.*”

“ Right-ho!" said Blagden. *° Gel a move on you, chaps!™

The nall was alrendy pretey full, and, mindful of the disorder that had
taken place at the last clection, & couple of masters were present to condioet
proceedings with due decovnm. As Fat Nugent and the crowd of juniors
forced their way in, Norvth was just rising to propose his friend Brooke i,
captain of 8t. Kits. :

Pat grinned at lus comrades. d ;

“Just in time!” he said cheerfnlly. ““ This 5 where we win hands down,
children! Now: then—North’s finished talking—three cheers for Brooke I

And the hall rang with the loud hurrah.

[t was evident that Brooke had. plenty of friends in the erowded
assemblage. y :

Hagywood was left to propose his friend Eldred Lacy in peace, and he did
g0, and was seconded by Dunn. . .

Laﬁy‘s partisans gave a cheer, and then the question was put to the vote.

“ Hands up for Eldred A

TJ‘E went the hands for Eldred Lacy. _

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

Mr. Slaney counted the votes, and then a second master went through
them.

The counting finislied, the two masters compared notes, apd as the two
4otals agreed, the result was taken as the correct number.

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

“ Yotes for Eldred Lacy, ninely-seven!"
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The prefect's face was a study. The nuniber. was ab least thirty below
that shich he had counted upon as absolutely assured to him. _

“*The number of votes forglldmd Lacy stands at ninety-seven ! repeated
Mr. Slaney.  Voters for Brooke will now put up.their hands!"

Pat and his chums were in a fever of excitement. Up went their hands
for Talbot's chum, and np went scores of others, and the counting proceeded
thyough the hall. i

When it was finigshed, and 3r. Slaney and the othor master were seen’ com-

aring notes, the excitement was breathless. A silence in which a pin might
}:5"& been heard to drop was broken by the voice of Mr. Slaney announcing
thie resunlt.

* Wates for Brooke, ninety-nine!™

Silence reigned—only for a moment. Then a tremendous shout TAang
through the hall from end to end.

“Ruyral! Tarrah!" \

Paf and lis chums shonted, and stamped, and raved till they were red in
tha face, and us loarse “as crows.

My. Blaney 1‘:15;1101-1 for silence in vain, till full five minutes of deafening
noise liad elapsed. Then (he hoys of St. Kit's coased from sheer exhsustion,

“ Brooke is coptain of 8t. Kit's,"" said Mr. Slaney. *“I congratulate you,
Brooke,'” .

e <hook hands with the snecessful candidate aud went out of the hall.
And so the assembly dispersed in high good humour.

CHAPTER 22,
A Visitor at Lynwood.
i§ PUSSON fo see you, sir.” -

Squire Lacy, of Lynwaod, looked up with an jrritable start. Ho
was seated in ‘one of the deep windows of the old library st
Lynwood, looking out absently oyer the wide stretch of park, thick

with elms, and beeches, and oaks, with a silvery stream winding among the
trees. .

But Rupert Laey did not see what he was idly looking on, and as he gazed
nuseeiugly he had fallen into a deep and troubled reverie. The voice of the
butler of Lynwood startled him from it. He looked angrily at the fat and
pompots Manners. :

1 can’t see anybody now, Manners.”

““Can’t you, old sport=" said a hoarse voice at the door. “Can’t you Eee
an old friend—eh?"

The squire sprang to his feet., The portly butler of Lynwood was uncere-
moniously elbowed out of the way by the rongh and rag ed-looking in-
dividual Who' had evidently followed him from the hall, and w%‘m now pushed
liis way into the library. ,

* Seth Black!™

The sguire muttered the words between his teeth. It had come af last.
Ever since the rnfian had taken up his quarters in the nighbourhood the

uire of Lynwood had lived in fear of this visit, Now the hlow had fallen.

“ You may go, Manners,” said Rupert Lacy, white to the lips.

The butler staggered away, and the door closed. Manners went down: to
confide the ammz;i story to the servants’ hall, and Squire Lacy of Lynweod
was left alome with his enemy. The squire’s hands were tightly clenched,
his eyes g}l}e_amjnﬁ with rage. He took a step towards the rufian.

‘“Seth Black, how dare you come Fere?’”

““ Why shouldn’t I? ou come to see me in my quarters, don't you?
Ain’t it only friendly to return an old pal's visit?” c
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Rupert Lacy breathed hard. 4 =
< Alfc_l naw,g’ said ihe squire, in a low, hard voice, ©* what do you want?
“ Money."

=x I:avz told you that you can have nothing beyond the fixed allowance I
make you.' : 2l 4

*And P've told you that I will! I'm stony—broke to the wide! That's
why T've come ‘ere. Shell out, or T'll come again—yes, and again. T wani
a 11.'1:;3’:12‘;:1 pounds 1™ ; .

L 00 .,J. '

“ A hundred pounds!”’ said Seth Black emphatically. “And T'll have it
vefore I stir from this house, and so I tell you straight!™ -

The squire reflected.

T will send to the bank. They do not keep snch sums down here. It
will be impossible £o get it before toanorrow afternoon. T will meet you in
tite evening. I cannot risk being seen meeting you, especially after your
reckless visit heve to-day.”

= A1l vight. I suppose i will do. Where am I {0 meef you?" .

““ Anywhere where it is quiet. Supgosg we say the bridge over the river.
That 15 about an equal distance from here and from the village.”

Seth Black rose to his feet,

* Right you are, squire !

" He nodded, and lurched ont 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 Sguire of Lynwood. He
hud fixed a snm as the price of Seth Black’s silence, and he had warned the
rifiian to beware if he passed the line laid down for him.

Seth Black had passed it recklessly. It wae clear that he was not to be
kept within bounds; that he was determined fo squeeze as much ss he conld
grot from his vietim. It was quite clear fo the hard, practical brain of Squire
Lacy of Lynwood. And Sath Black would have been somewhat less satisfied
with his success if he had known what'terrible thoughts he left working in
the brain of Rupert Lacy.

= CHAPTER 23.
Like a Thief in the Night,

. Yoﬂ—iygn oung cnd!f'lcd 1 ;

: Sldred Lacy supr ond the words as he sprang fowards
Trimble.  The latter had just entered the prefect'zl stligy, :n'grgz
was looking very nervous and dubious.  He evidently did not

know what his reception would be like. But Lacy soon set that doubt af

rest. He seized Trimble by the collar and hegan 5 box his ears furionsly.

“You young cad! You deserted me at the last moment, after all P2

“T couldn’t help it!” gasped Trimble. “I was kept away|”

* Who kept yon away?"”

*“ Pat Nugent.”

Lacy started, end a gleam came into his eyes.

"tfélﬁ‘ Nugent! Then there was some trickery abont it, just as T aua-
pacted.

** ¥es; Pat Nugent shub me up in the crypt under the old chapol. ¢ d
there were thirteen of our chaps shut up there wi 10 FacaEE Ly ST
mblgm %ﬁ's egrs mefullyt. Tt : : e_wzth e e il

*“ 8o I lost fourteen votes like that.”” said Lacy, gritting his testh,
Brooke beat me only by two. You can see how {hegelactign wou]dthave ‘};’;‘:
if you had had sense enough to keep clear of Pat Nugent,” 803
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<< Y5 it too late now?” asked Trimble. I know Brooke wonldn't have said
anything if it had been he, but there’s no reason why you shouldn’t.”

“Well, we’ll see!” exclaimed Lacy. ‘Tl see Brooke and put it to him.
Do you know where he is just now, Trimble?”

“T saw him go out with Talbot. They went down towards the
: nasium.’” :

““All right, You can'go.”

hTrinﬁble went out of the study. Lacy stood for some minutes in deep
thought.

“T've pot to do it!” he exclaimed, aloud, at last. * Tt's nisky, especially
after that Irish kid seeing me there the other day. But it's got to be done.
Tf Arthur Talbot leaves St. Kit's, he must not take the silver box with him.
Rupert was very emphatic about that. Now’s my chance to try again.”

The studies were almost wholly deserted. From only ome or two doors
came a gleam of light. The prefect could not have a better opportunity of
making a second attempt to surprise the secret of Arthur Talbot. He went
quietly along the pama%e and opened Talbot's door. It was not fastened,
gnd e gas in the study was turned low. Lacy entered and closed  the

oor.

For narter of an hour the spy was busy. The resnlt was—nothing.,
He au.se%, and stood with a savage and baffled Jook on his face. He did
not like the task, but he was com% etelliy under his brother’s influence. For
everything, including his fees at St. Kit’s, he was dependent upon Rupert
Lacy. He dared not disobey the orders of the Sguire of Lynwood.

is eyes rested upon Talbot’s desk. Omnce already he had been through
that; but now, as he looked at it, it océurred to him that the desk, which
was a large, old-fashioned one, might contain a secret drawer.

He stepped towards it and made a second examination. He patiently
examined every part of i, pressing with his fingers wherever he thought
there was a chance of a secret spring exisfing. Suddenly there was s faint
¢lick. The prefect’s heart gave a bound. In the dim light he stooped and
looked closely at the spot. A little panel had shot back, and & small cavity
was revealed. Within the cavity something white glimmered.

He drew it out with trembling fingers. 1t was a metal box, dull in hue,
but evidently of silver.

“The silver box!”

The prefect’s heart heat hard. It was not prudent to stop there and
examine his prize, and he thrust it into his inside hreast-gmckxt. 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 brain worked quickli% To be caught in Talbot's study with
the door closed would lead to swkward questions. He could mot esecape
from it without being seen. He silently opened the door wide and step
into the doorway. @ footsteps came nearer. It was Talbot! The corridor
was dimly lighted, but he saw Lacy in the doorway of his study as he came
up, and looked at him in rise.

= :\[&'hat do you 1:nrm:t here, Lacy?”

= 1 was just looking in to speak to yom,” said the prefect coolly.

X Indeed.‘! Well, ?x%ra I am.” = 7 ¢

I want to complain of Pat Nugent and the kids of the end study,” said

““You are always on their track, if seems. What have they been doing
now?’ said Talbot.

““They shut up fourteen juniors who were going to vote for me in the
orypt under the old chapel,” said Lacy.
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Talbot langhed.

““1 suppese your {ellows were trying o do the same for them?” he: ye-
marked.

“ That’s nothing to do with it. I came here to speak to you and Brooke
about it. I shall demand a fresh election !

Talbot shrugged his shoulders.

*“Oh, go and demand your fresh election if you like! Good-night!”

And he went into his study. Lacy walked down the corridor. He was
great%feliared. That unexpecfed and awkward meecting had passed off
very ;

Talbot' eloged his door, He turned np the gas, and then stood for some
moments in thought.

“I can’t trust that fellow an inch,” he muttered. ** Did he really come
for the reason he stated? 1 can’t forget what Pat Nugent told me about liis
rummaging in my study that time.”

The captain’s brows wrinkled.

*“The silver box "

Talbot, with compressed lips, opened the desk, and felt for the secret
drawer. The secret 1?ri.ng clicked, and he felt in the cavity. It was éempty!
For o moment he could hardly believe it; he had acted on vague suspicion,
and it was starfling to find it changed into an absolute certainty.

But there was no room for doubt. Eldred Lacy had robbed him. The

silver box was gone !

CHAPTER 24.
The Secret of the Silver Box,

L HERE'S someone coming !"

““Seott! Suppose it’s Laey!™

< Just our Inck!” growled Pat Nugent.

The gas was turned ball-down in Lacy’s study, and in the dim
light the figures of Pat Nugent, Greene, and Blagden might have been seen
in the room. The chums of the end study were on the war-path. Since
the election of Brooke to the vacant post of captain of St. Kit's, the three
juniors who had taken so much trouble to.bring about that desired resulf

d found themselves in for a warm time.

Seeing by the window that Lacy’s light was turned down, and knowing
thereby that the prefect was net in the study, the three had entered their
enemy’s quarters with the intention of making reprisals.

To plug up the gas-burner with sealing-wax, and put eycle-il in the ink-
pot, and cinders in the led, were among the polite intentions of the tliree

Jjuniors. .
- But their Iuck was out that might. They had barely entered the study
when footsteps came along the corridor, and at the thought of Lacy
catching them in Iis quarters they were seized with dismay. There was
no telling what the prefect might do with so good an esecuse for brutality.

¢ Better hook it,” suggested Blagden, starting towards the door.

Pat caught him by the shoulder and stopped him,

;Shsz: ;1;& andt_go g:dI teg %ol:é«; he said.

e stepped on the bed, an en and Greene foliowed him. Crouching
there in the shadow, they were concealed by the cnrtains from: general view,
and safe, unless the prefact should glance purposely behind the curtains,

If Tacy had come to retive for the night they were in a bed box, but
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there was no time to think of that. They were barely ensconced there when
the prefect enteved. Lacy walked in, and turaed np the light, and then
closed nnd locked the door. 'The elick of the key struck the jumiors with
dismay,

What on carth was Lacy locking his door for? Whidb was the matter
with him? Plie prefect's hand glided into his breast, and it reappearcd
with' an object in 1t that glimmered dully in the light. Tt was a small box,
and apparently made of silver, dull and unpolished.

The silver box!

The prefect examined the box with keen, searching eyes and fingers.
It appearved to be entirely without an opening of any kind. That an
opening must exist was, of course, certain. The box contained something,
and there must be a way of gelting at the contents. Wlhat did it con-
tain? What did the Squire of Lynwood want with the silver box and its
contents?

Again and again Lacy searched over the surface—in vain! e songht, and
pressed, and squeczed, and twisted, but the secret still batled him. The box
remained unopened in his hands.

Knock ! * i

Lacy pave n sudden, violent slart, as the sharp knock came at the door
of his study, and the silver box fell from his hands, nud dropped with a erash
on the floor.

For a moment it lay nnheeded, and the prefect, with a wildly palpitating
heart, gazed towards the door.

*“ Who id there?”” 3

“1t 15 1, Arthur Talbot.”

** What do yon want?"”

“ T want what you have stolen {rom my study !

The ‘prefect gasped for breath. 'He was found out, then; Talbet kasw.
The Sixth-Former ontside was already trying the handle of the door. The
lock held fast. -

Lacy zet his teeth hard. It immediately flashed through his mind that
Talbot could prove nothing, and he was détermined not to yield up the
gilver box. He stooped guickly to pick it up, and uttered an exclamation.

The silver hox was open! The concussion on the fioor had evidently
doite what his keen search had failed to do—it had jerked open the secret
spring, and the box had fallen into two halves, held together by hinges.

Two or three papers, yellow with age, had fallen from the open box. The
prefect gathered them up instantly. So that was the secret of the silver
box! Two or three old yellow papers, folded into small compass—yes, and
a ring, and a small miniature—nothing more than that, to make the Squire
of Lynwood go in deadly fear of the possessor of the silver box!

What did it all mean?

Crash!

The daor shook and groaned, and an ominous crack came from the lock.
Tt was not built te withstand such nsage as that, TLacy crossed guickly to
the door, unlocked it, and flung it open.

Arthur Talbot strode into the room, His brow was dark with anger, his
eyes flashing fire. He walked straight towards Lacy. The prefect in-
stinotively shrank back, : ¥

** Where is the silver box? Listen to me!” said Talbot, speakihe ealmly,
with diffieulty. “I found yon in my study, and I discovered that the
seerot drawer in my desk had been opened, and a silver box taken out of it."’

“1 don't know what you are talking about.,™
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** You have stolen my silyer box!”?

“ So you call me a thief?™” . A .

“Yes; I do call you o thief—a low-down, dirty thief!" said Talbot,
between his teeth, ““ And I’ll call you that before all 8t. Kit's il you do not
restore what you have stolen!”

The prefect turned pale with rage.

“* Get out of my study ! he said ghrilly, Do yon Lear? Get out!”

Talbot did not stir.

“ Are iyou going to give me the silver box?”

1 refuse to speak about it. Get out!”

Talbot's lip curled with a bitter expression.

“Listen to me, Lacy, for the last time! T shall not lase sight of yon
for an instant till I have recovered the silver box, and so I cannot leave
your study. I shall step to the door and shout to the fellows, and send a fag
to fetch the Head. If necessary, I will send for a policeman. You will
be searched, and your room. If you think you can stand that test, do so.
I give you one minute to decide. Give me back the silver box, and you
can consider yonrself safe from punishment. Refuse, and I will brand you a
thief before all the school !”

A gudden thought flashed into Lacy’s mind.

““You say that you sre willing to let the matter drop if this box you speak

of is restored to you?” he exclaimed.

“* Yes,” said Talbot contemptuously.

“T might have taken the silver box out of curiesity, intending to restore
jt EA 3

 Yes; or you might have intended to keep it. Tn any case; vou teok the
box, and now you've got to restore it. Time’s up!”

Lacy took the silver box from his pocket, and flung it on the table.

““ Confound you, there it is! T did not mean to keep it !”

Talbot picked up the box with a sigh of relief.

“ I do not believe you, Lacy.”

“TFool! Of what use would it be to me?””

*That I cannot say; but you have not taken all this trouble and risk aut
of mere curiosity; I am certain of that,” replied Talbot. ** Hawever, as vou
have rvestored the box, the matter ends here, as I said.”

And Talbot thrust the silver box inte liis pocket, and turned to the door,
The prefect’s eyes blazed with triumph.

The silver box—the empty shell—had been given back, ransoming the thief
from the consequences of his theft, and allaying all suspicion. The papers—
all that the silyer box had of value about it—were still in the possession of
the thief!

No wonder Laoy’s eves blazed with a keen exultation as he watched the
late captain of St. Kit's turn to the door.

But a change came o'er the spirit of his dream. There was a crash, as
Pat Nugent bundled off the bed. Behind him came Greene sud Blagden,
Paf's face was wi.ld,l?' excited. j

“Talbot! Stop!

Talbot came back, and his eyes were fixed upon Pat in astonishment,

" What is the matter?”” he asked. “ How came you here?”

““We came to play a little joke on Lacy.”” explained Pat. “‘He's hecn
chivyying us somefhing awful since the election.  He whacked Greene— "

“ Laid into me with o carpet-beater,” said Greene,

““Then he came in, and we bunked behind the curtains on the hed.”* aaid
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Pat. “Then he lugged that box out af his pocket, and started trying to
open it.”’

7 There is no opening known,” said Talbot, taking the silyer box from iiis
pocket. I have examined it many times, though not with the intention of
opening it, Do you mean to say that Lacy discovered the seerct?”

“No; he dropped it when you knocked at the door, and then it burst
open on its own accord.”

S Oh, Teeel” N

“ Some papers foll out, and one or two other things. He pnt them i hig
pocket, and now he's given you the silver box back empty. You should have
seen him grinning when your back was turned—when he thought you were
going away with the empty box!" |

“Like a Cheshire cat,” said Greene. s

“ You're not_going to let him keep the papers, Talbot?” said Pat
anxi«talusly. “He put them into that pocket—the one he has his hand in
now [

Lacy gritted his tecth. T looks could have killed, Pat Nugent would
have fallen lifeless at that moment.

*No," aaid Talbot; “1 am not going to let him keep them. TLock the
door, Nugent |

Pat promptly oheyed, scenting ructions. He darted to the dooy, locked i,
i'; nd t'llrugged oul the key in a twinkling. I ldred Lacy drew a sharp, qnick

reath. .

Talbot fixed his eyes npon the prefect’s startled face.

“ Are vou going fo give me the papers you have in that pecket, Lacy:"

** No; they are not yours!"

“If you do not give up the papers, I shall take them from you by force

* You—you dave noll”

“ Yon &liall gee.  Are you going to restore them®"

Tacy's angwer was a desperite spring towards the door. The mext instant
Talbot's grasp was upon him,

““No, you don’t!"”

Lacy turned on him like a wild-pat, hitting and kicking and snarling,
Talbot's grip tiglitened. Locked in o deadly grasp, they reeled across the
study in fierce conflict.

But the prefect was mno mateh for the champion athlete of St. Kit's.
Back he went at last, veeling, with Talbot's weight upon him—back against
the table, till he bent backwards over it, and could struggle no more. There
Ta!bLot kept hil;n pinned in a grasp of iron. 'The prefect wriggled.

““Let me go!™’

Tallot turned his head slightly.

" Will you take the papers from fhe pocket you saw Lacy put them in,
Pat Nugent?"”

“ Rather, yee!" gaid Paf, grinning.

The prefect made a desperate effors to tear himself loose. 1t was m van.
Arthur Talbot's weight and strength pinned him down on the table, and le
was powerless to free himeelf. %

Pat thrnet his hand into the prefect’s jacket-pocket, and drew out the
folded papers, and the ring, and the miniature, that liad fallen from the
silver box. He laid them on the table.

‘< 1s that all, Nugent?'”

*“ That's all, old son.'

** Then you can go, Lacy."

He raleased the prefect.

1
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Eldred Laecy staggered away, gasping for hreath. Ie was red wilh rage
and humiliation.

Talbot picked up the papers, the ving, and the miniature. e did nof
look at them. e silver box had been opened, in spite of the pledge
given and so long kept, but Talbot still regarded its secret as sacred. He
thrust the papers into his ;E.)nket without a glance at them. Then he
fixed his eyes upon Eldred Lacy, who had risen to his feef, and stood
glowering like some baffled demon.

“You have tried to rob me, Eldred Lacy,” he said, in a cutfing, con-
temptuons voice. ““You are a cur, and ought to be kicked out of St.
Kit’s. But as far as I am concerned the matter ends here. I do not want
a seandal. You junmiors will say nothing unless Lacy does.”

““Right-ho !"’ said Pat, Blagden and Green together.

Talbot opened the door of the study. The juniors went out first. They
were in high good-humour. Once more their iriendship had proved a boon
to Arthur Talbot, the idol of the youngsters of St. Kit's.

Talbot followed, and he closed the door of Lacy’s stndy and walked away.
Straight to his own room he went, and there he sought to discover the
secret opening of the silver box, in order to replace the papers in it. But
it was not to be found.

He took the paFers from his pocket again with the ring and the miniature.
The face in the latter caught the light, and shone up clear and beautiful.
He saw it Dy chance; the next moment he was looking intently at it. He
had seen it now; in spite of that ancient promise given to a dead man,
there could be no harm in more closely looking at that beautiful face!
the face of a woman, young and beantiful! Where had Talbot seen that
wide, white brow, those clear, dark-blue eyes, before? ‘Where had he seen
those regular features, that well-shaped mouth?

Never before had his eyes fallen upon that miniature, yet he felt that the
face was familiar, His hands trembled s little; a dimness came over
his sight. Was it his mother’s face? His mother, whom he did nof
remember—his mother, who had doubtless died before he was old encugh
to remember her—of whose fate ke knew nothing—nothing!

A sudden thought came into his mind, and he stepped to the glass. He
compared the reflection of his own face with thaf in the miniature, sand
+hen he knew where he had seen the features hefore. His own eyes, his own
brow, his own mouth, seemed to be accurately reproduced in the painting,
more delicate and womanly, but otherwise the same.

The boy trembled. It was iz mother! He was sure of that now. How
came his mother’s face in the silver box? Wlhat were the papers that
had accompanied it—did they hold the secret of his birth? Talbot turned
to them quickly and took them in his hand. Then he stopped with a
decided shake of the head.

The silver box had been opened by a thief, but the secret was saered
still! He could not look at the %apers. It was not easy to resist the
temptation, but he did resist it, He placed the papers, the ring and the
miniature in a large enyelope, and put the latter in his pocket. Then he
left the study and made his way towards the prineipal’s house.

After the raid by Eldred Iacy, Talbot did not feel inclined to trust
his precious possessions in the study. There was no secure place except
the secret drawer in tlie desk, and that was now known to ILacy. 3
intended to tell the doctor as much as was necessary of what had occurred,
and place the papers in his charge. -

The hour was growing late. Talbot tapped at the door of the doctor’s
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study and enteved, as he was acenstomed to do.. The gas was tnrned down
antd the study was empty. Dr. Kent was not there. Talbof hesitated a
| moment. He glanced at his wafeh. It was neavly ten o'clock. After all,
the matter would do as well in the morning; duving the night, at all
evenis, he need fear no further attempt on the part of Eldred Lacy. And
160, Talbot left the study.

| ““Hallo, Talhot! Is the doctor tliere?”

Two fellows stopped him in the passage. They were Haywood and Dunn,
the chums of Eldred Lacy, and they had evideutly been coming to Dr.
Kent's study.

“No,"" said Talbot briefly.

And lie strode straight out without another word. Haywood stared aftcr
him,

“Hallo! What's the matter with Talbot?* ; Ll

““He doesn’t like us,’” said Dunn, with a chuckie.

“Cheek! We're likely to take lessons [om Lhe =on of ‘a common tramp.'®
“II the Head's not there, we may as well go back.”

O, I don’f know,” said Haywod. * If the Flead's not there, whal was
Talbot dving in his shudy? Morzs likaly he guesses what we came lor, and
wants it put off.'’

* Xo4, that's likely enough.”

““Anyway, no harm in Jooking.”

1 var, Maywood!" 'said Dunn, i.'ouch‘fjg‘ his Triend's elbow. “Yon
glill think 1% a good idea tostell the Tfead about itF™

““Certainly.  Fourfeen of our volers were shut up in the crypl and
“conldn’t vote. Brooke’s no more capiain of St. Iit's than I am, if mght

were done.”

“But il we compluin of the oppesite party’s tacties, they may begin,
weo. ™ Y

“What can they say?"

““Well, about bullying the fags—and distributing’ Lalf-sovereigns among
the junior voters.”

" 1 don't suppose all that will come out If it does we shall deny it.”" said
Haywood coolly.

And the two seniors marched on to the Head's door, and knocked. Theove
was no reply, and Haywoed opened the door, and glanced into the dimily-
lit study.

“Talhot was right; he's not here.”

“ Tt will have to wait till to-morrow then,' said BEmnu.

Haywood nodded, and they retraced tliehr steps. As they came out into
| thie corridor where the Sixth-Form studies were situatgd, they met Eldred
Lacy. >

"jl‘-Ia.lln, wlere have you been®' asked Lacy, looking at them.

. said Haywood. . “ We met Talbot coming oufi of his study, and he was
mighty off-handed with ns.” ' 5 .
The twa seniors stvolled on, and cntered Haywood's sindy. Taey stood
for some minutes in thoughi, and then walked quietly down the passage
leading to the principal’s quarters. :

|  Just heen to see the Head aboubt the election, but he wesn't there,”
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CHAPTER 25.
The Doctor’s Discovery.

wt 'EAB m&!"

Dr. Kent adjusted his ipince—nez, and stared through them into
his open desk. It was half-past ten, and the Head of St. Kit’s had
returned to his stndy. He had left it to speak ‘o Mr. Slaney,

the master of the Fourth, intending to veturn in ten minutes or so. But
he had entered into o discussion with the master of the Fourth, which had |
waxed so interesting that it had lasted nearly an hour.

He had said good-night to Mr. Slaney, and returned to his own study,
intending to pul his papers away, and turn out the gas. But as soon as
hie entered the room he noticed that the gas was furned a little higher
than he had left it, and that the door was ajar.

* Ah, someone has been here for me,”” murmured the Head. I really
hope that it was nothing important.” §

Then he gave a start. He was certain that he had left his desk closed,
and here was the lid of it quite open, and the interior had certainly been
disturbed.

The doctor snddenly changed colour. A painful thought flashed into his
mind. He stepped guickly closer to the desk, and opened one of the little
drawers. It was the drawer in which he usually kept the money used for
the house accounts, and somefimes there was quite a large sum there in
gold and notes. The little drawer was never locked, but it was the doctor's
custom to keep the desk itself locked when he left it. On the present
occasion, having merely stepped ouf of the study for a short time, intending
to return almost immediately, he had not locked it.

““ Good heavens!” murmured the doctor.

His kind old face had gone deadly white. The drawer was empty. The
little leather bag which should have been there, with forty sovereigns
in it, was gone! The envelope in whick banknotes to the value of as much
more had reposed, had disappeared!

There was & tap at the half-open door, and Mr. Slaney came in.

“Excuse me, sir. I have been thinking that——" Mr. Slaney had
thought of a new argument, and had pursued the Head to his study to
elaborate it, but ab the sight of the doctor’s attitude, it had vanished from
his mind. *“ My dear Dr. Kent, what can be the matter?” he exclaimed,
in startled tones.

The doctor looked np with a white, weird face.

‘* Someone has stolen eighty pounds from my desk.”

Mr. Slaney started.

“Ts it possible?””

““If is certain,” said the Iead miserably.

The doctor passed his hand across his brow.

“It is impossible to let such a theft pass,” he said. heavily. “ There
must be an inquiry. If it could be kept secret—but that is ‘impossible.
Can you think of any boy in particular, who could be guestioned without
the whole school heing taken into the matter, Mr. Slapey?”’

The Fourth Form master shook his head.

I should leave the matter till the morning,” he. said, “then make
ingquiries, and discover what boy could have been in your study this evening.
That ean be done without nw,{:ing the crime public property. A thief
detestable, yet I shonld be in favour of discovering him if possible without a
scandal, and sending him quictly away from the school,” '
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“You are vight, Mr. Slaney. I think we will say nothing till the
morning.”

Dr. Kent usually took the Sixth Form in the morning. but on the morn-
ing following the events we have related, he did not appear in the Sixth-
Tormn room. He was seated in his study with Mr. Slaney, the master of
the Fourth, and the Fourth Form for the nonce had been placed under the
charge of Arthur Talbot. .

The Fourth Forn was elated at having Talbot in the place of Mr. Slaney,
but they soon found that there were to be no high jinks in class. Talbot
was' quite as keen a disciplinarian duying lessons as Mr. Slavey could have
been, and the work of the Fourth wentf forward in the nsual way.

“In my opinion,”’ Mr, Slaney was remarking to the Head, “it must have
been a Sixth-Former who came into your study last night, siv. The juniors
were all in bed, and most of the Fifth. At all events, we should confine
our questioning to the Sixth first. and inguirve further if we fail to discover
anything there."

“1 geree with you. Mr. Slaney,” the Head veplied. “T do pol care to

uestion the class, however, concerning such a matter, if it can be helped.

ill you inquire first if any of them kaow of a boy wlo cume to my study
last night? If any do, let them come here, and I'll ascertain what Lhcy
know. The theft need not be mentioned.”

“ Yes, gir. That is a judicious plan.”

And Mr. Slancy weit to the Sixth-Form room. The Sixth were all in
theiv places, wordering why the doctor did uot come. They all looked
inquiringly at the Fourth Form master as lie came in.

r. Slaney glanced over the class. All the Sixth were there, with the
exceplion of Arthur Talbot.

*Isn't the doctor coming, sir?”' asked Llderd Lacy.

“‘Not at present,”, said Mr. Slaney. “ By the way, the doctor wishes to
know if anyone wenl to his study last cvening? Ts anyome in the Class
aware?!’

ilaywood and Dunn Jooked at one another wonderingly.

“Yes, sir,” said Haywood, ** T was there.”

_ *"Bo was I, sir,” said Dunn. 1 went with ITaywood fo speak to Di.
Kent."! .

““H'm! Well, Dr. Kent would like to see you about it. You lind better
both go. You will find Dy. Kent in his study.”

Taywood and Dunn exchanged avother glance, wondering, and somewhal
uneaiy. Then they left the Sixth-Form room, and the semioys werc soon
hard at work with Mr. Slanecy.

Haywood and Dunn arcived at the doclor’s study, and entered.

* Jr. Slaney said you wished to see us, siv,” saiwd Haywood.

“ Qertainly ! That is nuite right. You tame here lust night="

f&Yeal a1

“ At what timer® :

T think it was just on ton. siv.” Haywood glanced at Dnnn. “ Dida't
we hear the clock strike just after we spoke to Lacy, Dunn#™

Duun nodded.

1 was nof here, of course. Did yon enter the study?"’

T knocked, sir, and tlien opencd the dooy. The gas was turned down,
and nobody was here, so we went away. -

<And you were both together sll the time you were here?”

““ Yes, mir. Is anything the matter?’” asked Haywood, curiously. Ilus
anything happened:™
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The Head did not reply to the gnestion. 3 i

“Now, my boys,” he said, in his kindly voice. **Iid you see anybody
else near my study; anybody in if, or looking as if he had been in it?"

““Yes; there was a fellow coming out as we came up.'*

The doctor gave an eager start.

* You remember whom that boy was, of course?”

“*Yes; rather siv! Arthur Talbot.”

Dr. Eent almost jumped off his seat.

“Did you see anyone else mear my study:"

““No one, sir.™

“ Ah, you may return to the Sixth Form-room, Dunn. Haywood, will
you kindly go to the Fourth-room, and take charge of the Form, and ask
Talbot to kindly step into my study?”

“Certainly, sir!”

Dunn wenf back to the Sixth-room, his heart beating with excitement.
Many of the fellows noticed his looks, and whispered inquiries. Dunn
ireely confided to them all the known facts, and some unknown ones,
in whigpers. In ten minutes the Sixth Form all knew that the doctor
suspected Talbot of breaking open his desk, and robbing it—for that was
the impression Dunn gave them. [

The doctor was in truth far from suspecting anything of the Lind. "It
has not even crossed his mind yet.

Haywood went on to the Fourth Form room and found Talbot there.

“The Head wants to see you in his study, Talbot,”” he said. ‘*He says
T'm to look after the Fourth while yon're gone.”

Talbot nodded, and left the Fourth Form-room,

CHAPTER 286, ‘
The Head Interviews Arthur Taibot—Accused.

RTHUR TALBOT entercd the Head's study at St. Kit's, little
dreaming of what awaited him there. He gave a slight start as
he saw the pale, harassed expression upon the face of the good

' old doctor. ‘

“Is anything the matter, sir?” he asked quickly.

“Yes, Talbot; something is very much the matter,” said Dr. Kent, in
a low, and troubled voice. *‘ Something has happened that I never dreamed
wounld happen in this school. Last evening, while I was away from my
study, my desk was robbed !

Talbot stared at the doctor. The news amazed him.

I have just spoken to Haywood and Dunn,” said the Head. “I learned
that they came to my study last evening 10 sperk to me on some matter
connected with the late election, and, finding me absent; did not come in.”

“Yes, sir. I met them mnear your door,” said Talbot innocently.

“That is what I was coming to. They mentioned that they met you
here, but they saw no one else near the study. I hope you may be able
to give me the clue they could not give me. When you were here, or
going or coming, did you see anyome about?'

Talbot reflected.

“ No, sir. Only those two fellows you have named.”

The doctor fovked disappointed.

*“Then you cannot help me, Talbot? - I am sorry. It will be necessary,
I am afraid, to make the matter public. It is impossible to submit gnictly H

to the loss, Nothing is worse for a boy inclined to dishonest ways than
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jmpunity. Tt would encourage him to commif the same rascality again
on another oceasion. Thank you, Talbot!™

““Shall I go back to the Fourth-room, sir?” :

“No. You may into the Sixth. I had hoped to settle this matter
without calling public attention to it, or it would have been dealt with
E:]fin:g lessons commenced. Now I shall have to ascemble the school in

And the doctor gave a sigh.

Arthur Talbot quitted the study, and made his way slowly to the Sixth
Form c¢lass-room,

L] 2 ; - ] w 7 - o ] L]

There was a buzz of excitement in the hall. The Forms of St. Kit's were
assembled there to hear what the Head had to say; but already the news
had spread like wildfire through the school. There had been a theft in tho
doctor’s study, and Arthor Talbot was suspected of being the thief.

The boys were amarzed at the accusation, even Talbot’s enemies; but
fow of either hig friends or his foes waited to hear any evidence before
making up their minds on the matter.

His friends, to a boy, believed him innocent; while his enemies—and they
were numerous at St. Kit’s—shrugged their shoulders and sneered.

The Fourth was buzzing with suppressed indignation when the docfor
entered and took his place.

All eyes were on the Head at once. All noticed how pale and worn he
looked, years older than he had looked the previcus day. The malter was
telling heavily on Dr. Kent. -

The doctor cleared his throat. The buzz in the hall died away.

“My boys,” said the doctor, and his voice, though very quiet, reached
4o every corner of the big lecture-hall—" my boys, there has been a terrible
happening in this school. Some of you know what it is, others are still
in ignorance. Last evening, while I was absent from my study, a sum
of money in gold and notes was taken from my desk.”

Dead silence!

“Y was forced to the unpleasant conclusion that there is a thief in the
school,” went on the Head. “I have made some inquiries, and I have
legrned that during my absence three_bog: went to my study with the
intention of speaking to me. Those three boys'are above suspicion.””

There was a buzz. The doctor waved his hand for silence.

T had hoped that they might have furnished me with some clue to the
thief, but I wag disappointed. I have no clue at present. But unless the
truth is immediately made known, I shall have no alternative but to call
in the police, when I have little doubt that the thief will be speedily
brought fo light.”

The police!” A sort of shudder went throngh the hall at the word.

< Before such a serious step is taken, however,” resumed Dr. Kent, “I
wish to give the unhappy boy who has done this wretched deed a chance.
I lie will come to me and conless his guilt, and restore the stolen money, I
will da my best for him.”

There was o dead silence, und then Eldred Lacy stepped a little forward,

“Mav T speak, sir?” he exclaimed.

The doctor looked fixedly at him.

*¢ Cortainly, Lacy! T shall be glad to Liear auything which you, or any
one eclsa, may be able to say that will throw tle least light upon this
matter.”

“Thank you, sir! As a watter of [act, it is the duly ol the captain

“
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of the school to speak for the boys, a8 you are aware, but Brooke does
not seem inclined to do so.”

Brooke turned red. .

“I have nothing to say,” he blurted out, “*except that I don’t for a
moment put any belief in any slander.” : 5 )

*Very well,” said Lacy; “* you have nothing to say, so T will speak,
with the doctor’s permission. We have a strong feeling, six, that the school
ought not to be disgraced by fhe police being brought into the matter,
if it can possibly be helped.””

“J quite agree with you, Laecy,” said the doctor cordinlly enough. “ Bub
unless the thief confesses I am unable to see what else can be done.”

**There is only one person in the school, sir, upon whom suspicion
centres.”’ : {

“To whom do you refer, Lacy?"

‘" The person I mean is Avthur Talbot, sir.”

““Very well. Now, Lacy, this has been hinted at before, and I am not
sorry to have the matter thrashed out before the school. TIf was only
for the purpose of s;i?ring' an inunocent lad’s feelings that I refrained from
reierring to it myself.”

T don’t like speaking against a fellow, sit—

“TIt's too late to think of that now. You have already spoken against
Talbot. It is now your duty to substantiste your charge, and my ‘duty
to hear you, If yon cannot substantiate it, you stand exposed to the whole
school as a slanderer !”

““ Very well, sir. Then T will say right out that Talbot has already becn
the cause of disgrace being brought on $5t. Kit's, through his father!”

“You refer to the statement niade by a ruffian called Seth Black that he
was the father of Arthur Talbiot®”

*Nes, sir.”?

“The claim was so evidently false that I am astonished that any boy at St.
Eit's could be so simple as to place any faith in it."

“Well, sir,” said Lacy, “it's a pretty general idea that Seth Black was
blackmailing Talbot, under the threat of coming to the school again and

iving him another show'—u;:, and, of course, we don’t know low much mouey
ﬁs may have demanded, Where did Talbot get it all from?"”

A grim silence followed the prefect’s words.

t"lIS that all you have to say, Lacy®” asked the doctor, breaking the silence
at’ last.

“That is all, sir.” ‘.

“You are aware, I suppose, that it all amonnts merely to a bare suspicion?®

A eb‘t& strong suspicion, I think, sir.” . :

“ Talbot, I need not ask you if there is anything in this.”

“I am innocent,” said Arthur, “That is all I can say.”

“Then let it be put to the proof!” cried Eldred Lacy. “ We know that
no one has left the school, sir, sinca the theft. The stolen money must te
still in 5t. Kit's. A search would be bound to find it.”

The doctor was silent.

"1 know it’s mot a nice idea, sir,” said Lacy,  but anything’s better than
having a thief in the school. We are willing.™

“If it is the wish of the school,” said the doctor. “I will not opposa it.
Boys, are you willing for a general search to be made of your persons and
belongings by the porter under my stipervision, or shall I call in a detective?
I !ea,\;a it to you. The matter must be setiled now, after what Lacy has

2]

A Forest of hands weunt up.




BY CHARLES HAMILTON, 05

Everyoue was eager for the unpleasant matter to be settled as quickly as
possible, and withont the interference of the police, and Lacy's suggestion
seemed a good-way of solving the difficulty.

* Very well,” said the doctor quietly. It is decided.”

CHAPTER 27.
The Search—QGuilty!

HE search, which had been assented to by the whole school, was to
commenes in Talbot's quarters. Talbot was the only one against
whom any suspicion had been raised, and so, zlthough the search
was to be general, it was ﬁt.tu;s that it should commence with him.

If the notes were discovered, as Eldred Lacy declared he expected, it would
be needless for the search to extend/further.

Arthur Talbot was in his study, and Brooke was with him, as well as
Eldred Lacy, and Dunn, and the porter Josling. They were waiting for
the arrival of the doctor for the search to commence,

Thg Head entered the study, followed by Mr. Slaney., The Head glanced
round.

There were a dozen fellows in the corridor, among them the three chums of
the Fourth Form—Pat Nugent, Blagden, and Greene. *

The three chums of the end study felt that they had to be upon the spot,
not from mere motives of curicsity, of course, but fo back up old Talbot.

The Head turned to Josling, the porter, who was looking very red and
uncomfortable.

* You will make a thorough and complete search in the study, and if
you find any sovereigns or banknotes, you will produce them.”

Josling commenced the search. Everyome was silent now, and all eyes
were bent upon the porter as he proceeded. What was the result to be?

He first examined Talbot’s desk. Nothing was discovered there that did
not belong to the late captain of St. Kit’s. He was about to close it again
when Talgot stepped forward. .

““There is a secxeb drawer there,” he said. “You had better opea that,

»

He clicked the secret drawer open. Tt was empty. The Head gave Talbot
an approving glance. 2

The search proceeded. Josling went slowly and methodically through the
hookease, and each suﬁarate volume was taken out and shaken.

The gold was not likely to be there, but the banknotes might be hidden
hefween the leaves of a book, and so nob one was missed. Still no result.
Then the bed and the other articles of furniture in the room wers examined.
It was in vain. The resulf was nil.

“What price the carpet?’ asked Dunn.

“ You are right,” said the doctor coldly. “You will examine the carpet
also, Josling.” 4

The porter went down on his hands and knecs to make the examination.
He gave a slight exclamation. In a moment every face wus keen with
interest.

Talbot’s floor was covered with ‘a square of earpet, which extended to
within a foot of the wall on every side. At one edege the porter had made
the discovery that some of the tacks had been drawn, and the border of the
carpet was loosened. He lifted up the edge of the carpet and put his fingera
underneath. There was g faint rustling sound.
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The doctor became deadly 'E?le. Mr. Sleney glanced involuntarily at him,
and then dropped his eyes. ell they knew the crisE rustle of banknotes!

Josling, who was a little pale himself now, drew the rustling paper from
beneath the edge of the carpet where it had been concealed.

Talbot stood as if turned fo stone. The banknotes had been found—
hidden in his room! It seemed to him that the room was turning round
him—the doctor, the Sixth-Formers, and Josling seemed to be spinning
before his eyes. What did it mean? -

“Talbot .

It was the Head who spoke. His voice was almost a groan.

“Talbot! Oh, my boy, my boy!”

Talbot’s face was strained and grey.

“ Doctor, I never took them! do not know how they came here!”

The dostor did not speak. Talbot looked round him wildly, seeking belief
in every face, and finding none. Even Brooke’s §lance had dropped. The
unhappy lad caught ab the table to support himself. I% seemed to him like
some frightful dream. Even in the doctor’s kind old face there was unbelief!
- “TPaoctor ’—his voice was husky and unnatural—" doctor, is ic possible
that yon think me—that you think me a thief?"

The doctor kept silent. Talbot turned from him, and looked towards
Brooke. He turned to him like a drowning man clutching at a plank, but
his chum did not meet his eyes. !

“The tmth is out,” said Eldred Lacy quietly. “There is no need to
speak of the police, or of prison, If Talbot leaves St. Kif's, the matter need
not become public.”

Talbot looked him straight in the face.

“Leave St. Kit's!” he said. “Is that what you want??

““Tt is what all the school will want now, I fancy.”

““You know something of this, Eldred Lacy!”

The prefect coloured. =

“What do you mean?*

“You have had a hand in this business,” said Talbot. “If is a plot to
ruin me, and you are at the bottom of it, I am convinced of it.”

The prefect shrugged his shoulders. |

“That is a little too thin,” he said. “A convicted thief is never at a
loss for a yarn to tell, and it usually takes the form of a plot against him.
ism’afraid that it will not hold water; Talbot. Come, Dunn, we're finiched

ere.”

The two Bixth-Formers guitted the room.

CHAPTER 28,
Pat Speaks Qut.

RTHUR TALBOT was alone. Alone with his shame and misery. He
was adjudged guilty! In all 8t. Kit's he felt that he had not a
friend—even Brooke, who had always stood by him, had turned
against him at last. The discovery, or supposed discovery, that he
was the son of the disreputable tramp, Seth Black, had turned a large por-
tion of the school against him. This was the finishing blow. He was dis-
aced and ruined. The whole school believed that he was a thief! His .
ys at St. Kit's were numbered. He could not ctay now. - He had hoped
to live down the disgrace of Seth Black’s claiming him. He could nof think
of living this down. He was branded a thief before the whole school, and
the unhappy lad felt nothing so strongly as a desire to go away and hide
himself from 4’} syes. .
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Tap! It was a knock at the door of his study. Talbot looked up heavily.
For a moment tliere was a gleam in his eyes—a gleam of hope. Was it
Ejrmgke—was it the doctor—come to speak a few words of renewed faith in

11 6

“Come in.”

His voice was strange and husky. The door opened, and three youthful
figures Eresented themeelves to his view. Talbot felb a thrill of disappoint-
ment. It was not Brooke—it was nob the doctor.

The chums of the end study were the ones who had come to him in this
black hour of misery and disgrace.

“What is it, Nugent?”

Pat was always the spokesman of tle end study, and Talbot naturally
turned to him for an explanation. Pat coughed and cleared his throat.

“We know we oughtn't to bother you at such & time, Talbot,” he said.
“ hub we felt that we must come. The fact is, we've come fo tell you that
wePknow you're tli:\.}: b;ue.” : e i

at, encourage aving got so far, proceeded more boldly.

“We believe in 3'0{1, Ta.lhot.chB sl-ickpto you.” :

““You are very good to come and tell me this, lads’’ said Talbet.
* Believe me, T deeply appreciate your trust in me. Now—"

“* But that isn't all.”

“What else iz there?"”

“ T never told you before, Talbot, because it seemed like ‘ale-bearing, und
1 was afraid that yon might think I was romancing.”

** Bnt what have you to tell me?”

“gure, and Il tell you all now. It happened the first day I came to
&, Kit’s. You remember, there was an election on—you and Lacy were
putting np for captain?"

“Yes, 1 remember.””

*“ Blagden and Greene were canvassing for votes for you, and as I
wouldn’t promise them mine—sure, I didn’t know you then, you know—they
F:ltstcned me up in the cupboard in Lacy’s room, s¢ as to keep me out of the
clection.”

Talbot smiled slightly.

““Indeed! That was a drastic measure.”

“ While T was there, I accidentally heard Lacy talking to lis brother, the
Squire of Lynwood, in the study. The squire said that he feared you,
though he would not explain why, and insisted upon his brother joining him
in a plot to bring disgrace upon you, and drive you from the school,*”

Talbot passed his hand over his brow. Back to his mind came a recol-
lection of more than one strange look and word of the Squire of Lynwood.
Of the meeting, too, between the squire and Seth Black, the ruffian who
had been instrumental in bringing disgrace upon him.

“Thank you for coming and telling me this,” said Talbot quietly.
“ Thank you, too, for the faith in me that you have shown. I feel 1t very
deeply, my dear boys, at a time like this. If I leave St. Kit's'I shall always
yemember you."

Pai looked anxious.

““ But you won't leave St. Kit's, Talbot, now, will you?” he asked. * Now
vou kuow it's a plot, what's the good of turning your back upon the
sponndrels?™ :

Talbot did not veply. The junior's evident sorrow tonched him deeply.

* But Tl (ell vou what I exelaimed Pat, after o moment's thought. *If
you o, Tallot, we shall remain, at all eveats, and we'll louk into the matter.
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We'll form ourselves into & committee of investigation, and discover the
truth. Won't we, chaps?”

“ Rather !’ said Blsiden and Greene together.

Talbot semiled. He had not much faith in the success of that committes
of investigation, but it showed him the juniors were devoted to him, and he
held out his hand.

“I may not see you again,” he said. ““Give me your hand, my lads.
Good-bye! When we meet again, if we ever do, things will be cleared up!”

He ghook hands with the three juniors in turn. Then, without further
worde—for their hearts were too full for them—they left the study of the
unhappy lad. Their faces were %;xéu and sad as they walked away. They
had said good-bye fo Arthur Talbot, the hero of St. Kit's. Were they to
meet him again?

Blagden and Greene looked rather hopeless. :

““ We're & committe of investigation now,” said Pat. *° We're going to
investigate.”

He spoke cheerfully and resolutely enough, but the way to clear Arthur
Talbot’'s name was nof easy to find. All St. Kit's were satisfied of Talbot’s
guilf, and, with the exception of his suspicion of Eldred Lacy, Pat had no
clue to go upon.

“ And there’s another thing,” said Pat. “ Those cackling geese are sends
ing us to Coveniry, unless we chuck over Talbot. Well and good! We'll
meet them half-way, and send the Fourth Form to Coventry!”

““Well, I didn’t think of that,” Blagden said. “ It will be a good wheeze.
Hallo! Here comes Blane! What does he want?” \

Blane, of the Fourth, came into the study. He had always been on pretty
good terms with the end study, but in the present instance he was backing
up Trimble, like the rest of the Form.

Pat, Blaggy, and Greene looked out of the window as Blane came into tha
ro0m.

“ Hallo ! said Blane,

The chums made no reply. Not by a single sign did they show that they
were aware of the presence of the Fourth-Former in the study. :

“1 say, Pat Nugent, did you hear me?”

Pat was locking steadily out of the window. He scemed to be intensely
interested in the fluttering of fhe doctor’s bigeons in the close, under the old
glm-trees. For any sign he gave he might have been totally unaware of
Blane’s existence.

“T say, Nugent!”

Pat did not turn hiz head. .

*“ We're sending the Fourth to Coventry,” he said. “ You don’t seem to
quite understand it yet, that’s all.” '

A couple of juniors had been hanging round the door, and they had heard
the talk, and they hurried off to fell the news to the Fourth.

“Sending the Form to Coveniry!” gasped Trimble, when he heard it.
““ Well, of all the cool cheek, this fairly takes the cake!”

CHAPTER 29,
Arthur Talbot's Farewcll,
HE new captain of St. Kit's sat in his study. His darkly-clonded
brow told of the werry upon his mind. He was thinking of Talbot.
| [ Never, until that day, had Brooke’'s faith in his friend been shaken;
but shaken it was now—shaken to the very roots.
He had stood firmly by Arthur Talbot unfil that last scene—the discovery
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of the stolen money concealed in Talbot’s study. He had stood by Talbot
through thick and thin, and aided him in many troubles before this; but at
the shadow of disgrace he blenched. He could not stand by a thief |

Tt was not pleasant to think of. If there had only been room for doubt!
If there had been a flaw in the evidence! Brooke's heart still yearned for
his old chum, even at the time he told himseli that he never wished to see
Talbot egain. There was 2 tap at his door. 3

“ Come in ! said the new captain of 8t. Kit's resignedly. 5

Arthur Talbot walked into his study. ‘Brooke bit his lip, and his eyes
sought the floor.

<7 haven’t had a chance of speaking to you since the banknofes were dis-
covered in my study, Brooke,” said Talbot quietly. “ But from the fact
that you have avoided me, I infer that you believe me guilty?*”

Brooke did not speak. :

““1 haven’t come here to ask for any considerafion from your hands,” con-
tinued Talbot, with a touch of scorn in his voice. “If you believe me guilty,
and have made up your mind about it, I will go. If there is a doubt left in
your mind, I shoulg like fo do two things—to assure you of my innocence; in
the first place; and, in the second, to ask a fayour of you before I leave St.
Kit’s for ever!”

Brooke started. - ] :

““Talbot,” he explained, *if yon can take my hand, and tell me that youn
arp innocent, I will believe you !’ g

He held out his hand, and Talbot locked him full in the eyes.

“ Do you mean that, Brooke? No hali-faith—no doubts?”

€ T meon it!"”

Then Thalbot grasped his hand with a firm, hard grip.

£ UFon my honour, by all that I hold sacred, I am innocent!"” he eaid
steadily,

A1 helieve you! :
- Brooke pressed his Tund hard. He closed the door, and made Talbot sib

own.

T believe you !”” Ire said.  *“ I was mad to doubt; but the proof scemed so
complete! Forgive me! I believe you!” ¢

Talbot drew a deep breath. In that solemn moment all doubts had been
brushed away. Brocke had locked, as it were, into the very soul of his
chum, and found it clear of taint.

T am glad, old man!” Talbot’s voice shook a little, *T hardly thought
that yon could think such things about me. Yet I do not wonder, for even
Dr. Kent doubts me. He has been a father to me, and now he doubts. I
shall not ses him before I go: it would be too painful. But I have written
him a letter, and I hope that he will believe what I have written.”

“You must go?” 3

It may be only for a time,” said Talbot. “It may be for ever. X
:;;yi;hi::g 9:111-95 to light to help fo clear me, I shall have a friend liere now

see to it.”

<1 will leave no stone unturned fo get to the truth.” -

“ And you will find help in the youngsters af the end studr. I know they
are only juniors, and their ways are comical enough zometimes, but thev
are fine lads, and in deadly earnest over this matter. And now for the
favour I wanted to ask of you.” :

 Anything that is in my power you know I will do.™

It 35 very simple, but immensely important to me. T have fold von
that Eldred Lacy succeeded in Opening the silver box, and abstracted its

(E]
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contents. I recovered them; they are here now, in this envelope.” Talbob
drew a large, thin envelope from his breest, and luid it on the tuble. ™ My
promise ugb to learn the secoret of the silver box holds good; I have mob
looked at the papers. They are here, and I want you to take care of thiem
for me, Brooke.”

“T will gladly do it, cld fellow.”

““Tacy is determined to obtain them; and, for some unexplained reason, so
is his brother, the Squire of Lynwood. I believe that the papers contain
the sceveb of my birth, and, once lost, thet seeret will néver be revealed.
I cannob take them to the Head now, for I cannot see him before I go.
I want you to take them, and guard them well, and fo-morrow deliver
them to Dr. Kent, .and he will do with them as le thinks best. TIn my
note I have explained the danger they are in, and he will take care of them.
They would not be safe in my possession. I am going out te fight my way
in ¢ - ﬂ'orld, and I do not know where I may go, or among what rogues I

may fall.”’ 3
*  Brooke silently rose, locked the papers up in his desk. and placed the key
in an inner pocket. The two then left the study. Taibof went fo his reom
for his coat and cap and bag, and then the friends walked down through-
the dark close together to the gates of St. Kit’s.  There, with a few lust
words and a Iast strong grip of the hand, they parted.

Brooke returned with slow steps and downcast face to the school build-
ing. Talbot stepped out in the dim night, striding down the lane towards
Northley. But he did mot go through the village. His idea was to put
as dgood a distance as he counld between him and St. Kit's before morning,
and he strinek off across country towards the junction, where he hoped to
catch the midnight train for London.

He left the lane by the footpath. leading towards the bridge over the
river, It was a clear autumn night, and a silver crescent of moon was
sailing in the sky. All round him lay the dark, silent woods;: before him
the dark bridge, the swift-flowing river glimmering in the moonlight. As
e came through the wood ke licard the village clock chime the hour of ten.
Little dreaming of what lay before him, Arthur Talbot strode on through
the night towards the bridge. o -

CHAPTER 30.
A Deced in.the Dark:
EN! Sguire Lacy listened as the ten strokes boomed out from the
village church.
The sound floated over the dusky woods and along fhe river, and
reached thy squire as he stood upon the lonely bridge. It was'the
hour appointed for the meeting of Seth Black.

A heavy fooistep was audible through the stillness of the might as the
last stroke from the village clock died away. A burly figure, in a rough
coat and a fur cap, loomed up out of the darkness.

““Hallo, puv'nor! Are you theres”

“1 am here!”

The squire’s voice was low and quiet, but there was a strange guiver in it
which did not escape the ears of the ruffian. He gave a low chuckle.

““Have you got the tin?"' he asked.

“w Y&.,,
“That's right. No nced for you to get your back up over this, squire.
What's a few hundreds to youp’” #

The squire did not reply. He had given a start, and was staring away

O




BY CHARLES HAMILTON. 10T

from the bridge into the shadows of the feotpath that led throngh the trees
towards the distant village. . AT

“T don’t want to he seen talking to you,”” he muttered quickly. Some-
one may pass at any inoment. Come here!™

< Where's the tinz”

* T have it here.™ ’

"o syuire’s hand went intohis breast-pocket, and Black heard the erisp
ristle of bankmotes: DBut at the same moment Rupert Lacy strode down
front the bridge into the biack shadows of the trees at the side of the
elistoning viver.

Black followed him impatiently. He had heard no sound, and he bad pub
down the footstep to the squire’s nervous imagination. He did not suspect
as yet that the imaginary sound was an invention, designed to trick him
into leaving the dim light of the bridge for the darkness gnder the trees.

The squire had played his part well. The rufian had no suspicion of the
desperate resolve in his breast.

*“ Hand it over, squire!"

“Take it 1" A .

The squire’s voice came in a sibilant hiss now, and the ruffian started
bask: bt it was too late. 'The squire’s hand came out of his breast, bt
the hanknotes were not init. FHis fingers were clutching a short, heavy life-
preserver. The weapou whirled up, and came down with a fearful blow, as
the ruffian started away.

““Take your deserts, you thief!” hissed the squire. *Take them! That
is the price of your silence!" _

The weapon Went up agnin, and again it descended on the reeling ruffian;
but ab the tame moment as he cried out Black lost his footing. and fell back
lieavily, and the blow hurled him fairly into the stream. .

°  Splash! The squire muttered’an imprecation. Both the blows had heen
i;:ai;rible.h but had not fallen with full force, and now the ruffan was out of
TeacH.

Then suddenly the squire started with terror. A face was looking down
from the hridge—a face white and strained in tlie moonlight, with keen
eyes searching the glistening water.

Lacy stared at it from the bank below in terror and amazement. Well he
knew that face! It was Talbot’s!

. L = L] . w = -

Arthur Talbot, as he came up to the bridge from the direction of 8t.
Kit's, had heard the splash in the river, and the cry—the last Seth Black
had uttered.

Tittle dreaming of the true state of affairs, the outeast of St. Kib's knew
that some human heing was in danger of death, and that was enough for
him to know. Someone was strugghng for life in the deep waters; and at
the thought Arthur Talbot dropped his bag and his stick and dashed on
towards the bridge with a pace seldom seen off the cinder-path.

_ In a second or two he was on the bridge. The cry had come from above
it, and Arthur Talbot leaned over the low parapet, searching the water wita
keen eyes for a siéht of the supposed drowning man.

In that momentary glimpse Arthur knew whom it was; knew that it was
the man who had brought him shame, who had helped him to ruin—the
man who claimed fo be his father, and lied foully in claiming if.

_ Yet not for a moment did he hesifate. The man was going to his death—
if he ;:jas not dead alreadly. But he should not perish if Arthur Teibot could
save him. T :
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Talbot pub hﬁhmﬂs together and went down from the bridge like an
ATIOW. t the water was deep just below the bridge, that the current
was switt and strong. did not defer him.

Down he went, cleaving into the deep water, down and down, and then
up in to the suriace, mmmm$ with strong, steady strokes. He had
calonlated well. A few moments later his hand touched somiething thab
tﬁmted, his fingers slid along to the head, and he gripped the thick, coarse

air. i ’

The face of Seth Bluck was brought well out of the water. The swift
waters were singing in the lad’s ears; the current was whirling him away,
past banks that fieeted away like shadows. He did not know that a white,
torrificd faco looked after him from the bridge—that Squnire Lacy stood
there, pale as death, with the anguish almost of death in his heart.

Tlor matters, however they turned ouf, were bheyond the reach of Squire
Lacy now. The rapid current whirled the swimmer awa{ so swiftly that he
only caught a glimpse of Arthur Talbot, with Seth Black in his rip.

albot did not attempt to stem the current. I6 was doubtiul 3f he conld
have done it alone unencumbered, but with Seth Black to support, the
attempt would have heen inevitably futile. He let Iimself go with the
stream, swimming and supporting the insensible man, and with a few
strokes bringing himself closer to the bank.

And now a new thought, a flash of hope, came throngh his mind. He had
been borne so far from the bridge that he must be near the school hoathouse
now. If his dazed eyes could have seen if, the tower of St. Kit's rose
blackly over the trees, dark and silent in the moon’s rays. He could nob
soe ib: e saw nothing but the whirling waters, the fleeting banks wrapped
in darkmess, Bub he knew that he must be near St. Kit's. .

Theve was a chance yet. Yes, there was the boathouse showing through
the trees; there the plank la'nding'-starfe that he knew so weil.

He was exhsusted now, but he clutched at the edge of the planks, and so
hold on. It was something fast to hold to, and he held fast. He held b
one hand, the other supportigg Seth Black, till something of his strengt
refurned, and his brain cleared. - 2

Tt was not easy even then to climb ont without losing his hold npon‘the
insensible man: but he managed it. He dragged Black, slowly and pain-
fully, upon the planks, and then sank down beside him, and for some time
he knew no more. : :

He had made a gallant fight, and he had wou it. But he was spent, and
fie lay beside the man he had saved. with reeling brain, in a sem i-unconscions
state, incapable of movement.

Boom! He starfed at the sounud. Tt was a stroke from {he clovk-tower
of St. Kit's. and it startled him from lis sweou. Boom! Midunight.
Arthur Talbot staggered to his feet. He looked down al the mon he had
saved. Seth Black was still insensible, and lay without a motion.

A sudden fear igripped Arthur's heart. Had his Iahour been in vain?
Lzbtdlg care did he owe Seth Black. But death is always terrible. Was he
dead?

He knelt beside him and felt for his heart. Tt was still beating.  Arthur
Talbot drew a deep breath of relicl, He lived! Bu$ what was he to do
now? Help must be had for him, it not for Talbot, and the only place ut
hand was £he school. With slow snd heavy steps Arthur Taltiof followad
the familiar way, and stopped at the hig gates ul St."Kil’s. There he rang
a l(glud peal upon the bell. :

Sang

The sound echoed cerily through the silent schiool.
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Dr. Kent started, and listefied. Who could be ringing the bell at that
dead hour of the night? o, : :

Whether the porter heard it was a question, Imt the Head heard it plainly
‘enough, though he was at a considerable distance: In the dead silence of
the night the sharp sound travelled far. A '

Tho Head left his study. He looked out into the close, dim in the mid-
night, ghostly with the moving shadows of rustling branches. He crossed
with a rapid step towards the gate. Dimly seen, the great bronze gates
rose hefore him, and a shadowy form on the other side of the thick bars.

““Who is there?”’ 3

The Head started forward. He knew fhat voice.

“Talbot?’’

“¥Yes, it is I1”

“Palbot, what are you doing ontside the gates of St. Kit's at this hour?”

In hurried words Talbot explained his adventure. ;

“ You must go in and change your clothes, Talbot,” said the doctor, when
the sleepy porfer had arrived and opened the gates: “1I will speak to you
again afterwards. Don’t lose an instant, or the consequences may be
serious! Enock ati Mr. Slaney’s door as you go, and ask him to come here.”

Talbot hesitated. He had been com ledsy %o come back to St. Kit's to
save the life of the man who lay insensible on the planks close by the school
boathouse. But it was far from being his intention to remain. His
project was only postponed. It was impossible to disregard the doctor.

He went slowly towards the house, and up the stairs to his own quarters.
He knocked at Mr. Slaney’s door, and gave the master of the Fourth the
Head’s message, much to Mr. Slaney's astenishment.

Then he entered his own room—the room that had been his, and which
earlier that evening he had, as lie believed, looked his last upon. He lighted
the gas, and procéeded to dry himself and change his clothes. This took
some time, but he was finished at last.

When all was done he descended again, and mef a strange-looking pro-
cession at the door. Mr. Slaney and the porter, between fhem. were
ﬁrrying the insensible Seth Black. Black showed no sign yet of coming to

mself.

Dr. Eent held the lantern, lighting the way-

Seth Black was carried into the lighted study and laid upon a couch
there. Then the porter was despatched for a doctor.

“ Come in, Talbot!"

Talbot quietly entered the study.

** Explain how you found this wretched man,” said the Head quietly-
“There has evidently been foul play. He is insensible, not from immersion
in the water, but from two terrible blows he has received on the head.”

Talbot started. He glanced at Seth Black, and saw that what the doctor
observed was correct.

“Did you not know that, Talbot?”

“I knew nothing, sir, except that he was in the river.” said Talhot.
“ As T was passing over the bridge I heard a cry, and I saw him in the
water. I went in for him, and the cmrrent had brought us down as far as
the school boathouse before I could get him ashore.”

3r. Slaney and the Head were looking at him in a very peculiar way.

“That is all, sir,” said Talbot quietly.
o 2 g.ut how came you on the bridge at a late hour of the night?'’ asked the

Tead.
Talbot colonred.
““I was on my way to the railway junction.”
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“For what purpose?”’

“To catch' the night express to London,” said Talbot firmly. “‘I had
made up my mind to leave St. Kif's, sir.”

* * Without asking my permission?”

““I had little doubt _tint you would be glad to be rid of me, sir, after whatl
has happened. It was impossible for me to remain at the school, and T was
willing to save you from a difficult gﬁg{i‘,ﬁon.”

“* You should have spoken to me o

Talbot was silent.

Little more was said in the study till the doctor arrived from Northley.

The medical man made an examination of Seth Black. Iis face was very
grave, and he finished by shaking his head in a very dubious way.

“You do not think he will die?’’ said the Head.

The medical man pursed his lips.

““I hope not. But when he recovers consciousness, I greatly doubt whether
he will awake with a knowledge of his surroundings. But we must hope for
the best. Is the man to remain here?" :

*“ Certainly, if you consider it best.”

“* Well, I should hardly consider it safe to move him to the village.”

““Then he shall remain, decidedly.”’

And so Seth Black became an inmate of St. Kit’s. The ggg'sician’_s pre-
diction proved correct. ‘Seth Black awoke to consciousness before morning,
but his surroundings were a blank to him, and he lay like a log in the bed
where he had been placed—silent, motionless, with grim, staring eyes fixed
upon the ceiling. g -

CHAPTER 31,
A Terrible Suspicion.,
QI&RE ?A.CY of Lyawood rode up to St. EKit's, and dismounted at
¢ gate.
Th%asquim‘s face was paler than usual, but he had himself well
under control, and his looks did no% betray the fear and uneasiness
that were inwardly devouring him.

He had come to St. Kit's to learn what had become of Seth Black, and to
Jearn what was known there; and he came with the feeling of a man who
carries his life and liberty in his hands. As he walked t-hmuFi_z the quad-
rangle he met the village police-inspector, who hurriedly e.';p ained to the
squire what had happened during the night. FEldred Lacy left the inspector
in relieved spirits, and he was shown into the doctor's study.

Dr. Kent was looking worried, but he tried to banish the trouble from lis
face as he received his visitor.

*T hear that you have some excitement in the sehool,” the squire
remarked. ‘T have just met Imspector Legge in the quadrangle.”

“Yes. It is a very strange affair,” said the Head.

“Talbot appears to have distinguished himself.”

““He acted very bravely.”

And the Head of St. Kit's proceeded to defail Talbot’s action, the squire
listening with keen attention.

““ A lad you should be proud of, doctor,” lie remarked,

“Yes, certainly.”

““ But—excuse me for being curious—how came Talbot on the bridge at
such an hour?”’ asked the squire carelessly.

The troubled look settled again on the doctor's brow.

“ As a matter of fact, My, Liacy, he was leaving St. Kit's.”

£ Leaving St. Kit's ™
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“ Yos. There has heen a most unhappy occurrence here—some money was
abstracted from the desk in my study, and suspicion fell strongly upon
Talbot. Parb of the missing money was found concealed in lis study.
— .

‘“Then there is no doubt as to Lis guilt

‘T feared not."

*‘Has he admitted 162" g

*No. He maintains his innocence; and really he has shaken my belief,”
said the Head slowly. I do not know what to believe.”
bh“ Had ke any strong motive for wishing to take the money?”’ suggested

¢ squire,

i U%fortnnately, yes. That ruffian—T mean the man who _lies upstairs
unconscions now—was blackmailing him,”” said the Head, with a look of
keen distress. L [

““Then,” said the squire thoughtfully, “it was through this Black that
Talbot was ruined here; and—and I suppose it is not possible—"

He broke off.

“T really wish you would speak ouf, Mr. Lacy.” 2

“ Well, if Talbot met Black in that lonely place, with such an injury
rankling in his breast,” the squire said slowly, **if—if the man then used
threats, perhaps—"’

The Head started back in horror.

““Tt is impossible—impossible !’

The doctor almost moaned out the words: but the very vehemence of his
ntterance showed that the terrible thonght had taken root in his mind.

““1 am afraid that you have been tly deceived in that lad,” the squire
resumed. °° However, let us say nothing about the matter now. It is nob
our business to furmish clues to the police. If they think of it themselves
it is a different matter.” ;

523

L]

*“Yes, yes :

** Meanwhile, he must remain.”

** Ha has declared his intention of leaving St. Kit's at once.”

The squirc shrugged his shoulders.

*T am sorry for him, then; but he must remain. You understand, doctor,
that I do not wish to be hard upon him, but it would not be consistent with
F}' duty as a magistrate to allow him to go with so grave a suspicion against

im."”
“ You—you will interfere?” cried the Head.
nire Lacy locked very grava and concerned, but very inflexible.
' “‘T am very unwilling to do:so. Bub can you answer for Talbot?”

“Yes—yes! He shall remain at the school.”

““That is satisfactory,” said the squire. “T hope—I trust—that Talbot
will be cleared of all suspicion. Buf, in case of the roverse, I could not
consent to his being allowed fo depart. If you answer for him, I am
satisfied.”

T answer for him,"" said the doctor heavily.

The squire took his hat.

** (rood-day, sir!”

CHASTER 32,
Trimble and Clecve Makoe a Strange Visit to the Old Crypt.
AT NUGENT started and awoke. It was night—dark night—and
P silence and slumber reigned in the Lower Fourth dormitory in the
ancient college of St. Kit’s. Pat Nugent was a light sleeper. Some
sonnd in the dormitory had awaskened him; he hardly knew what, as
Lie sat upin bed, and glanced round the sleening dormitory.
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But there was no enemy to he seen. Pat glanced towards the door, and he
started as he saw dimly that it was moving. Some dim figure was visible
for a moment, and then the big door shut siféntly, and all was silent and still
again. The Irish lad knew now what had startled him from his slumber.
One of the ocenpants of the dormitory had quitted it, and his faint footfall in
passing Pat’s bed had been suiiicient to disturb a light sleeper. =

Who was it that had left the dormilory at that hour, considerably past
midnight, as Pat knew—left it so cautiously, without a light? The door
had been closed so silently and cautiously that it was evidently ‘the night-
wanderer's wish not to awake anyone else in the dormitory. What was the
little game? That was the question he put to hi £

He'determined to know what was ““up,” at all events. In 2 moment he
was out of bed, and looking to see which of the long row was vacant. He
soon found ont.

“ Cleeve’s bed I”* he muftered. ““So it was Cleeve! This will want look-
ing into.”” He crept back towards Blagden's bed, and shook his chum by the
shoulder. ““Wake up, Blaggy }”

Blﬁgden opened his eyes, and stared up at his chum.
of“ ] }a:ll;}!, Who's that? Pat, what are you doing out of bed at this time

t b »p

‘Plé‘-at your clothes on while I wake Greene.”

Blagden, greatly wondering, proceeded to dress himself, Pat Nugent
:g:kened Greene, and Greene, after some preliminary grumbling, got up

“ You seem to be“in a beastly grumbling state,” said Pat. * Listen to
me! Cleeve has just gone slipping out of the dormitory on tiptoe like a
giddy burglar!"”

._The juniors bundled on their clothes, and went quietly to the door. Pab
Nugent opened it without a sound, and-they stepped out into the corridor.
Pay closed the deor behind them, and they stood listening,

There was a faint sound from the direction of the Upper Fourth dormitory.

““He's gone to Trimble ! whispered Pat. ““I guessed it!”

They stole on tiptoe along the corridor. That there was something “up-*
—very probably something against themselves—was now certain. Thoe
;lOILnd. of whispering voices came to their ears in the dead stillness of the

olse,

““Is that you, Cleeve?”

““Yes, it’s me, Trimble—it's m-m-me [”*

‘" Oh; stop that stuttering! You set my nerves on edge!” said Trimble
irritably. *“There's nothing to be afraid of! Come on!”

“ How are you going to get out, Trimble?>

“Out of a window, of course, and you're going to help me; then I'll help
y?u. z11[1;‘51 all easy enough. It won't take us many minutes to get to the
old chapel.”

““ It’s such a—such a lorely place at night, Trimble !

““ All the better for us, silly I’ (

“ Ye-es; but 'm—I'm—"

* You're afraid of ghosts, T suppose? You wish you hadwt said a word
to me about the money, I suppoge?” 3

 Oh, 1o, no—no, not that! Only I—-T—*

*“ Only you're o white-livered funk 1" said Trimble contemptuously. “ Yes,
I know. Well, it's foo late to think of that now. You're in for it, and
you've got to come and guide me, and the cash is onrs. It will be rather a
Jjoke on Lacy when he goes for it !
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There was a sonnd of faint footsteps receding down the passige. In the
loom the chums of the Lower Fourth stood silent, breathless. Not till
rimble and Cleeve were quite gone did Pat make & movement or a sound.

“ Wa wi.lll follow them,'" said Pat grimly, *‘ and catch them in the act.”

«F I!m on! m”

- And the juniors hurricd swiftly but silently downstairs.

Trimble and Cleeve were gone, but it was easy to find the unfastened
window by which they Irad left the house.

““Come on!” whispered Pat. “They're in the old chapel by now!”

The chums hurried towards the ruined chapel. The clink of a falling
stone caught their ears. Keeping in the shadows, they caught sight of two
forms at the entrance of the old crypt. Pat nudged his companions.

““It's the crypt, lads. Look!” {

Trimble and Cleeve had the door open, and a moment later the precious
pair disappeared into the erypt, and the light vanished from the eyes of the
watchers in the ruined chapel. In the dimness the committee of investiga-
fion looked at one another.

*“ What's the next move?” muttered Blagden.

“Let 'em get back into the house with the cash,” said Pat, ‘ and then
wake up Brooke, and get him to nail them with it in their hands.” ~

“Good! Buf, I say, Pat, if welet those bounders get back into the house
first, they’ll fasten the window, and we shall be shut out!”

““Sure, and I had forgotten that!‘ One of you cut off at once, then, and
geb in fivst,’”” said Pat hastily. “You ge, Greene, and open the window
again afteér they're safe. Mind you don’t let them spot you, you know.”

“Trust me,” said Greene. “I'm off "

Anlili he dizappeared promptly. Pat Nugent and Blagden remained on the
watch.

Five slow minutes passed, and then the light gleamed again in the
entrance of the crypt. Trimble and Cleove came into view again.

In the light of the Jantern Pat Nugent saw their faces. They weve pale
and uneasy yet, but there was a very visible satisfaction in them. Trimble
extingnished the lantern. :

*“ Close that door, Cleeve, and come on!”

Cleeve clased the door of the erypt.

“1 say, Trimble, wait a minute. We had better divvy up here, you know;
it’s safer. We want to go straight to bed when we get in.”

* Oh, that’s all right! Tl give you your whack to-morrow.”

“No, you won't, Trimble; you'll give it me now.” There was an un-
usual firmness in the usually cringing Clecve as he spoke. *““ Hand it over
now!”

““Hold your row. Tl settle up now if you like.”

There was a chink of coin. It came clearly to the ears of the two juniora
crouching in the black shadow of & Ir::agment of the anecient wall.

“That’s fifteen,” said Trimble.  That's jnst half.”

““Look here, Trimble, there were more than thirty.”

':"E_E‘hére weren't. Lacy must have kept the rest about him. Now come
on!

o I _don’t beliwe__n .

““ Oh, shut up, and come on! You make me tired!”

Trimble strode away, and Clesve followed him, grumbling audibly. It
was evident that he did not believe that hLis companion in di honesty had
dealt fairly by him. <
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The chume of the Fourth remained where they were until the two rascals
had had timeo to return to the school, then they rose to their feet. ]

* This is a stroke of luck!” murmured Pat. “The commifttee of investi-
En.tmyi are coming out strong, and no mistake Come on, Blaggy; quiek

oes it 1" -

“Right-ho! Lead the way!”

Pat led the way from the ruins. Keeping carefully in the shadow of the
trees, the boys drew nearer to the house. Pat suddenly seized Blagden, and
dragged him deeper info the shade of an old elm.

In the dim starlight a fizure could be seen crossing the close towards the
School House. It was the figure of a well-built man, who certainly did not
gelmig to the place. His stealthy manner naturally suggested that lie was a

urglar.

““ Great Scoft! It's Squire Lacy of Lvuwood I*

Suddenly the squire stopped. He stood staring towards the old elm-tree
in the shadow of which the juniors were crouched.

Squire Lacy had canght a glimpss of them in the starlight. For a
moment he had moved in pursuit: then he stopped, swung round, and strode
away. He was certainly unaware that he had been recognised, and he
desired fo remain unkpown. At the window Pat turned Emck, and was
greatly relieved to see that the squire had disappeared.

“Mum’s the word, Blaggy. We'll tell Talbot to-morrow, and see what he
says. Now let’s get in, and see if Greene is there.”

Greene’s face was looking at them through the window. He opened it as
he saw Pat -at the sill, and gave them a liand in,

““ Where are those two rascals?”’ asked Pat.

““Gone to their little bunks,” chuckled Greene. I watched “em, and
then came back and unfastened the window. Where are you going now?”’

*“To wake up Brooke.”’

And the committee of investigation made their way at ouce (o the room
where the new captuin of 8t, Kit's loy in slumber.

. : CHAPTER 33.
Mr. Blaney Gets at the Truth—Talbot's Lonely Vigil.

ROOKE was sleeping soundly, little dreaming of what was passing in
those same hours in the silent school. In the visions of slumber
he gaw his chum ence meore cleared, and filling once more his old
position of captain of St. Eit's. From that pleasant dream he was

suddenly awakened by a violent shaking.

Pat proceeded to explain matters as briefly as he could. Brooke listened
keenly, with growing amazement, When Pat had finished he Jaid his hand
on the hoy's shoulder.

*“I believe your story, Nugent. Mind. we shall not go into this matter
alone. Tt is ol too great imporfance for that, I shall call up My. Slaney,
your Form master."

““The more the merrvier!” said Pat cheeviully.

*“ Wait here for me,” said Brooke. “ LI'll be back in o winule or two."

“Right-ho! We'll waiti"”

In a few minutes Brooke re-entered, accompanied by Mr. Slanev. Tiie
latter was in dressing-gown and slippers, and looked extremely gm\"e.

““ Tell Mr. Slaney what you have told me, Nugent,” said Brooke.

Pat went through the story of the night’s adventures once more, omitting
nothing except the meeting with ilie squire in the starlit close. That inci
dant was for Talbot to hear later.
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1 believe you, Nugent,” said the Form master gravely; ““ but the story
will soon be put fo the test, in any case. Come with me!"

Brooke lighted a candle. Mry, Slaney took it in his hand, and proceeded to
the Lower Fourth dormitory. They followed him in silence.

The dormitory was dark and silens, The flickering candle glimmered
gerily upon the long row of white beds. Mr. Slaney passed on fill he came
to Cleeve's bed, and there he stopped.

““ Cleeve I ;

Mr. Slaney spoke quietly but firmly. As if there were some resistless
power in the master's voice, Cleeve opened his cyes. He had not the nerve
to kesp up the deception with the Form master's keen goze fized upon lLis
face. His eyes ovened, and met Mr. Slaney’s.

“ Olopye, why were you pretending to be asleeps”

Cleeve trembled.

“ I_J_T—" he stammered helplessly, and broke off.

“ You have been to the old chapel to-night? Answer me—the truth,

ey
wmind”

* Why did you go?" :

1] went besause Trimble wanted me to.”

“ Why did Trimble want you to*”

*“ Only for—for fun!"

Mol me the truth, Clesve,” said My. Slaney stexnly. “ What did you
go into the erypt with Trimble for?”

f*To—to get the money that was hidden there,” gasped the. wretched
junior—* the money that was stolen from Dr. Kent's desk I

“ How did you know it was hidden there?'”

YT saw Lacy hide it thore " groaned the miscrable wretch, the words,
as it were, torn from him.

There was o general exclamation. Half the dormitory had been awakened,
and o dozen cars had caught Cleeve's startling statement.

“ Now, will you swear that it was Lacy you saw hide the money in the old
erypt?!’

““ Yes, sir. I wondered what he was skulking into thie ruins for at night,
and I watched him, and I saw it all.”

““ Where is the mouney you took as yonr share?”

“In—in my pockef, siv.” 3

“ Give me it .

Cleeve reached tremblingly out of bed and picked liis jacket off the chair.
There was o chink of coin as he picked it up with Lis shaking hands.

Mr. Slaney took the garment from him.

T'he wretched hoy burst into tears.

* Oh, si¥, T—have mercy on me—I1—I—"

“You meed say no more. Boys, you must be quiet. T forbid you to
interfere with Cleeve in any way. His punishment will be severe enough.”

Mr. Slaney, carrying Cleeve’s jacket nnder his arm, turned and left the
dormitory, followed 1y Brooke and the chums of the end study. In spite of
liis warning, he leit the room in o buzz of tall helind him.

Meanwhile Mr, Slaney and his companions proceeded to the Upper Fourth
dormitory.

The master of the Tonrth halted heside the head of Trimble's had,

** You necdd not pretend to be aslecp, Trimble I

Trimble had more uerve thau Cleeve, but there was something in the
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Form master’s tone that struck a chill to his very heart. He opened his
eyes involuntarily. 1 ;

His startled gaze passed the Form master, to where Brooke and the chums
of the end study stood, and then returned to the Form master’s stern face.

“ What—what’s the matter, sir?’’ he stammered.

“ You have just returned from the ruined chapel, Trimble?™

Trimble’s jaw dropped.

“It's—it’s not true, sir!’ he g'asfed. e *

“Then if I search your clothes 1 shall not find any money in fhem?”
asked the master of the Fonrth sternly.

* The—the money, sir?”’

““Don't say any more, Trimble. Your falsehoods are too palpable for a
child to be deceived by them. You cannmot expect me to believe you. Where
18 the money?”’

*“ [n—in that pocket, sir.”

Mr. Slaney picked up the garment which Trimble indicated with a
trembling finger.

* Very good, T will take this away with nie, Trimble.” :

And the visitors quitted the dormifory, leaving Trimble white and
miserable, and half the Upper Fourth wide awake and discussing the
astounding discovery. :

The hour of one was booming from the clock-tower as Mr. Slaney turned
to lhis companions in the passage, after closing the dormitory door.

““ (o back to bed now,”” hie said. ‘*This matter will be threshed out in
the morning, and the innocence of Arthur Talbot proclaimed to all St. Kit's.
Myhlards, you have done well—very well. Go back to bed mow. Good-
nig t-D)

** Good-night, lads!” said Brooke.

The chums of the end study went back towards the Lower Fourth
dormitory. Mr. Slaney went into his room, and Brooke wenf back to bed.
3‘]19 juniors heard the doors close., and then Pat stopped outside the -

ormitory.

bt an?, kids,”” he murmured, * I'm not zoing in to bed for a bit. Don't

ou tlink Talbot would think it werth while to be woke up, to know what's
een discovered?’”

“T know I should be in his place,” said Blagden.

“That’s what T was thinking,  We'll go and tell iim. T'll bet a lot thaf
he will be glad enough fo lose his beauty sleep for the news we can give
dum

** Rather 1"

*“Come om, then!” said Paf. %

The committee of investigation made their way silently to Talbot’s room.
Pat tapped lightly on the door; he could not venture o knock hard in cise
the sonad shonld reach Mr. Slaney or Brooke. There was no sound {rom
within, and Pat silently opened the door and looked into the room.

"The blind was up, and the window was wide open, for Talbot was a believer
in dfreah air. The pale starlight streamed into the room, and fell upon the
bed.

Pat advanced into the room.

“ T say, Talbot—""

Then he broke off suddenly. -

“What’s the matter?” whispered Blagden uneasily.

** He's not here!”

Pat pointed to the bed. It was frue enough: the hed was empty, and had
evidenily uot been slept in that night. Arthur Talbot was gone!
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The chums of the end study left the room. They were realg anxious about
Talbot now: the meeting with the squire in the close had filled Pat with a
vapue fear when he thought of it in connection with Talbot. ;

nly in one window of the vast ile of St. Kit’s was a light glimmering—
only in the room where Seth Black lay in uneasy sleep, his senses not. yet
returned, perhaps never to return. The chums, scarcely knowing in which
direction to first turn their steps, found themselves in the passage upon
wiich the sick-room opened, hardly aware of it till they caught the glimmer
of light under the door. 2

Pat stopped as he caught it. 7 .

“%{'To good going this way,” he whispered. < Talbot isn’t likely—""

* Nugent !’

Pat bg:}nke off with a sudden start as he neard his name pronounced in’ the
darkness of the corridor.

*“ Who—who s&)ke 4

“J—Talbot. What are you youngsters doing out of bed?”

It was Arthur Talbot's voice.’ <

The chums were utterly amazed and startled by the unexpected meeting.
Why Talbot should be spending the night outside the door of Seth Black’s
room was more than they could comprehend.

“Talbot! You here!”™

* What are youn doing, I sa{? Don’y speak loudly—don’t make a noise, or
you may disturb the poor fellow yonder.”

“ Right-ho, Talbot!” he said,'in a whisper. * We're mum. If Blaggy
or Greene makes a noise I'll give him a thick ear on the spot.™

“Yon haven’t told me yet what you are doing out of bed in the middle
of the night,” said Talbof, with rather an ominous tone in his voice.

T don’t mind exp aining,” replied Pat. ““We were looking for you.”

= Lookin% for me?”” said Talbot.

“ Yes. You weren't in your room, and the bed hadn’t been slept in, and
we thought at first that you had sloped—I mean, bunked—that is to say.
gone away. Then we thought that perhaps something had happened fto
you, especially as Squire Lacy is hanging round the school, and we saw him
dodging in the close.”

Talbot gave a violent start.

% %ou have scen Squire Lacy in the close?”

L1s m-!s

“T knew it—I knew he would come!”

Talbot muttered the words unconsciously aloud. Pat lieard them with
amazement. :

“What's the meaning of this very strange midnight vigil, Talbot?™ said
Pat. ‘“Greene suggests that perhaps your worries have made you go off

onr rocker; but, ufon the whcli, I don’t think that’s the true explanation.
ut I'm blessed if I know why you should be spending a night leaning up
against a wall in & beastly draughty passage!™

“There will be no harm in telling you. I wanf you fo keep secret that
you have seen me here. But I may as well explain. I am keeping wateh
over the safety of Seth Black.”

““ But he’s not in any danger.”

“He is, I firmly believe, 1n terrible danger. Youn know that he was
murderously attacked and hurled into the river, and has not yet recovered
consciousness?'’

**Yes, I know that; bnt—"

*When he recovers he will denounce tlie man who attacked him.’

* That's Squire Lacy,” said Pat. ‘‘There's no doubt upom that point,"
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“So I belisve. But, whomsoever it was, the scoundrel must be trembling
in his shoes, and awaiting with fear the hour of Black’s recovery.™

“Yes, rather! I shouldn’t like to be in his place.” -

““He is a desperate man, and he has much to lose %v the truth becomin;
known,” aaid?alhoﬁ quietly. ““He has attempted Black's life once, an
may do so again. The only way lie can be saved from denunciation is by
Black’s never recovering consciousness. Do you understand? I think that
he will make some attempt to prevent Black ever speaking again.”

Pat Nugent shuddered.

“My hat! I never thought of unythinf of that kind!"”

= inve said nothing to the doctor. It is nseless to speak. But each
night I shall wateh over the safety of Seth Black until he lias spoken,” said
Arthur Talbot. * You understand now? I believe it was the sguire who
attacked him. I believe it will be the squire who will come here like a thief
in the night to silence him for eyver.’ !

*“ Great Scott! And we saw him--——

““¥Yes; the fact that you saw him lurking about the school proves to me
that my suspicion is well founded,” said Talbot, with a note of satisfaction
in his voice. ** He cun have no motive for being here, save fo carry out such
u purpose as I have suggested."”

““The—the scoundrel! T helieve yon are right!"

““He will find it ensy to obtain admission to the school. At the time he
desives to enter, his brotlier will let him in, Eldred Lacy is at the orders of
the sguire.”

“Then, when we saw him lie was

“He was coming here.  Seeing you has doubtless seared him off for a tinie.
He may give wp the idea for thiy night, or he may simply leave it till
later,” ‘

“ You are going to keep on the wateh="

“Yes, until dawn.”

“1 say, let us stop with you, Talhef. It's benstly lomely: and, besides,
there may be danger. We could lend a hand, you know, when the pinch
scomes.”’

Talbot shook his head in the darkness.

* No, my lad, T cannot permit that. I should never forgive myself if any
hiarm ¢came to you. 1 cannot allow you to remain, simply because theve is
danger.’’ ¥

“ But, I say—""

It is no use arguing, Nugent. I cannof allow you fo remain. Now, po
away fo bed, my dear boys. You know I don'f like to reluse you, after
what you have done; but I must be firm upon this point. It is very pro-
bable that after such an glarm the squire will not come at all to-night, und
you would lose younr gleep for nothing.” .

“ Wo shouldn't mind that. Still, if you want us to scoot, scoot’s the word!
Good-night, Talbot! Come along, kids!"

Outside, lowever, Pal exclaimed :

“We're not going to let Talbot tackle {hat scoundrel alone. Why, he
might be in danger of his very life. We're going to keep on the watch, and
if there's an alorm——""

““We shall chip in and help Talliot#*

“ Exnetly 1" _ -

“Good idea! T don't mind losing my heauty sleep for the pood of the
couge.”’

““Come on! We'll stay near the head of the stairs, and then we shall be
able to hear auy sound from where 1albot i18.”

(L)

LE
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CHAPTER 34.
Squire Lacy's Last Blow.
RTHUR TALBOT remained where the juniors had left him, quietly
and patiently on the watch. J :
He waited and watched, alone and quiet, in the deep silence of
the night. The hour had boomed out, and silence had fallen again
upon the school. The night wad growing old. 5

Suddenly Arthur Talbol gave a start, A whisper came faintly through
the gloom:

** That is the voom,”

““ Come and show it me. T do not want to make o mistake.”

** The next deor on the right is the one.”

“Good! Leave me, then!”

There was a faint sound of footsteps. FEldred Lacy was gone.

The minntes crawled by. Arthur Valbot stood silent in the darkness, wait-
ing. The squire had not yet moved since his brother left him,

He moved abruptly, and came along towards the door of the sick-room.
His hand was feeling for the handle, when Talbot's strong grip fell npon
his wrist.

The sudden, nulcoked-for contact in the darkness sent a thrill of terror
to the very heurt of Rupert Lacy. :

He staggered back, white as a sheet, But hLis nerve quickly returned.
He tried to snatch his wrist away, but Talbot’s grip was like iron.

* Who—who are you?"” hissed the Sqnire of Lynwood.

T am Arthur Talbot!™ .

Lacy gasped. i

* Youn—vyou!"” "

“Yes, I! You arve caunght, Rupert Lacy! Yomu are my prisoner!"”

The squire made a terrible effort 1o tear himself free.  Talbot closed with
Tiim, and the next moment they were struggling like tigers in the hlack
eloom of the passage.

There was a sound up the corvidor—a sound of footsteps, of more than one:
Taint as the sounds of the struggle were, they had caught the straining
cars of the ehnms of the Lower Fourth, watching and listening in the silence
of the night.

Pat Nugent, Blagden, and Grcene, carcless of danger, were hurrving to
ihe scene. 2

“ Talbot's got him!™"

“ Come on, kids!"

“ Get a light, Greeng!™”

Pat and ﬁlagden Tan swiftly np. Greene paused to light the hieyvele-
lantern lie carried, and then came running on the scene.

Squire Lacy’s teeth came together hiard. If that light [ell npon his face
hie was o lost man'! ,

His hand relaxed its grip npon Arthur Talbot, and went swiftls into his
breast.  Talbot gripped lam hardev, and lie went down heavily, Talbot on

top.

og'he next moment Avthur reeled off him, with a cry of agony. Something
sharp, eomething that glimmered in the davkness, was in the hand of Rupert
Lacy, and Arthur Talbot strugeled from him, with the Llood running down
his side.

The squire was on lis feet in a momenf. Without a look at the lad he

had struck, he darted away just as the lantern gleamed on him. Pat sprang
after him. He did not know how Talbot was hurt. -
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¢ After him, kids!”

The three juniors dashed on.

 What is the matter?” :

It was Mr. Slaney's voice, and he had come out of his room at the hend
of the stairs, with a lamp in one hand, and a golf-club in the other. He
stood directly in the path of the squire.

“Stop him, sir!” yelled Pat Nugent. * Burglars! Murder!” [

The goli-club was whirled aloft. The squire, more afraid of the light
than of the stick, stopped. and turned back with a desperate snarl. Before
the juniors knew that he had doubled he was npon them.

Right and left the youngsters went reeling before his desperate rush,
and he was past them in a twinkling. Pat recled against the wall.

COrash—erash !

At the end of the corridor was a high window, and it was evidently here
that the squire was endeavouring to make his escape: There was no other
means of exit from the corridor, except by turning back or entering one of
the bed-rooms.

Crash—crash !

*“ Btop " ehouted Mr. Slaney, flashing the lamp npon the desperate figure
at thewindow. “Stop! Madman! You will go to your death!”

The fear of death was little to the Squire of Lynwoed at that moment.
He was through the smashed window now, and crouching on the sill, striving
to penetrate the darkness below with his straining eyes.

At that moment he dared amything. Mr. Slaney was already reaching
up to grasp him from wilhin, rather to save him from lhis own raghness
than to make him a prisoner. The sqnire elnded his grasp, et his teeth,
and desperately sprang.

Mr. Slaney gave a cry of liorror,

* He is lost ! ]

He clambered npon the sill. Where was the desperate mon gone? That
frantic spring had carrvied the squire npon the uearest branch, but the
hranch was not equal to lis weight.

His hands grasped if, his fingere closed npox it tenaciously, and the branch
bent and cracked and Liroke !

One wild, despairing cry escaped the lips of the wretched man as he shot
downwards into the darkness, .

* Heawvens,”” muttered Mr. Slaney—*“ heavens!"

Thud! * -

A faint, dull sound from the darkmess below, a deep groan, and silence!
My, Slancy stepped down from the windew, white as chalk. The hand that
held the lamp tremlled and shook.

* Who was if, boys? Do vou know? oA burglar, of course?”

It yas Squire Tiacy, of Lynwood!™

The chums of the Fourth Form yeturned to where they had left Talbot.
e had taken off his jocket. In the light of the lantern his face was
deadly white, and his shirt showed red, drenched with blood. Pat nttered

alory. .

“* Talbot, you are wonnded !”

Axthur Talbot smiled faintly.

““It is-only a serateh,” he said, ““The knife planced slong my vibs. Ha
meant ill enough, but it was a blow at random. 1t is only a scvatch. Where
is the squires'” : y
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“Te jumped from the window at the end of the corridor, and fell in the
close,” answered Pat quietly.
Within the ancient walls of St. Kit’s the Sqruim of Lynwood lay dying!

There had been no hope for Rupert Lacy from the first. The fall from
the window had shaitered the strong frame, and the marvel was that he yet
lived. He lived, half conscious, while another day ran its course. Night
Wlflf‘ falling again, and with the spent day the life of Rupert Lacy was
ebbing.

There had been strange news for St. Kit's when the school awoke that
morning. The discovery that had been made over might had cleared the
name of Arthur Talbot. The most obsfinate of his enemies could not doubt
him further. A

His innfeence was proved. Eldred Lacy had been the thief—or, to be more

‘correct, had bronght about the theft in order fo throw guilt upon Talbot.

He had succeeded Tor a time, but he was known in his true colours now. Of
the intention to steal himself he might be acquitted, but there was no dounbt
thet he hed planned %o ruin Talbot, and that but for the chums of the end
study his success would have been complete. =

Now the truth was kxnown.

It came as a stunning blow to the prefect. He had not dreamed of thisj
when he least expected it, his fate had found him out. :

_But the accident to the squire threw even this into the shade.

It was impossible to expel Eldred Lacy from the school when his brother
lay dinng within the walls of St. Kit's. ‘

The Head spoke to the pkrerect. plainly—very plainly: it was made clear
that Lacy was to leave St, Kit’s, and there the matter ended.

Talbot received congratulations from all sides. Fellows who had heen
down upon him all the time came up and bcgEed his pardon openly; and
as Arthur was not a fellow to bear malice, he sallowed bygones to be

byzones. ‘

’%rimhle and Cleeve left St. Kit's that morning, it being pretty well known
that they had been expelled, although the expulsion was not public; and so
the preatest enemy of the chums was gone, never to trouble them agnin.

The hours that brought death nearer to the Squire of Lynwoogﬂ bronght
vecovery to Seth Black. i
T?lfst rst demand when he awoke to lhis surronndings was for Arthur

4i00l.

Talbot eame to his bedside at once.

The injured man turned a pale and ghastly face towards him 1n the shaded
sick-room.

“Ts that yon, Master Talbot?’’ he asked, peering nt the athletic figure
beside his bed.

“Yes,” said Arthur quietly

< How did I come here:”

“Yon were picked out of the river and carried here."

“ Who did it?”

The ruffian’s voice and look were strangely eager.

T did,” said Talbot quietly.

. “Ithought so. I had a sorter feelin’—as if I hiad dreamed jt—that T was
in the water, and I seed your face, Master Talbot. T felt it must be you
who head saved me.”” '

Talbot nodded.

“ You must not talk mueh,” he said. “I can only stay a few minutes
with you.' 2
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“T'm in a bad state, I know. But I shall get well?”

“ The doctor says so.” .

““Good! I shall get well, if that murderons villain does not get- at me
again. You know who threw me in the river?’’

““Yes, I think I know.”

*“ Tt was Squire Lacy."”

“I thought so."

““ He met me on the bridge that night, pretending to give me money, and
he tricked me down to the bank and struck me down. A wonder he didn't
kill me; he meant to!”

The ruffian pritted his teeth.

“ Lot the police know,” he went on. “I'm going to tell them everything
now. Let them arrest him—don’t let him get away!”

“Listen ! said Talbot. “Rupert Laey will never be nrreabﬂ. for he
met with such @ terrible accident last night that he will be a dead man
before the morning.”

Black gave a start. .

“Mhen all is safe. You will come into your own now, and—-"

The nurse touched Talbot upon the arm. He understood, and nodded.

T must go now," he said gently. 7 will come and see you again if you

CHAPTER 35.
The Squire’s Secret.

\ QUIRE LACY stirred slightly as Dr. Kent entered the room, followed
by Talbot. His eyes rested upon Talbot with a curions expression.
“T wanted to see yom, Talbot,” he said, without waiting for
cither to speak, My time is short, and I have a ood deal to
say. Dr. Bayley thinks that I shall live till midnight, but I feel that 1
am close to the finish.””

The squire smiled gnml’ﬁ ’

" Arthur looked at him. e grim smile lingered on the haggard face.

“You_think it curious that I should venture to ask anything of yon,
Talbot, “after what has passed—after what I have done? You are guite
right—"" _ £ \

*T was not thinking so,”” said Talbot quietly. * You have injured me,
but I would do anything I could to help you. I am not one to bear malice—
especially at such a time."

T know it, and that is why T shall ask.’ T shall ask you to have pity on
my brother, who loses éverything.”

**1—I do not nnderstand !’ ;

¥ will explain. Come nearer; my voice is fainb, and :n{estuin th is
ging. Nurse, give me something to drink. I must speak fore I go.”

@ wetted his lips with the glass the nurse held to them; then his eyes
turned to Talbot again, °° Talbot, yon do not know your name; you do
not know who and what you are. You are about to learn.”

Talbot nodded; he conld not trust himself to speak.

“Years ago,” said the Squire of Lynwood, *“ hefore yon were born, Talbot,
there were two brothers at Lynwood—Arnold the elder, and Henry the
younger, ,m,}: father. They lived with their uncle, the then Squire of
Tynwood. The elder—the heir—quarrelled with his uncle, and leff Lyn-
* wood, and never returned. ‘He had married against his uncle’s will, and
was cast off during the old man’s lifetime, though, as the estates were
entailed, they were bound o come to him when the uncle died.”

Talbot nodded again. He wondered what this conid haye to do with him
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and perhaps now a faint light was breaking through the darkuess that had
long shadowed the secret of his life.

“The younger nephew married according to his uncle’s wish—the lady
whom thé old gentleman had in the first place selected for the elder. He
was a dutiful nephew, and he knew upon which side his bread was buttered.
The old squire could not cub off the entuil, but he was determined that the
Lynwood estates sfiould come to the nephew whom he loved. How was 1t
to be done? He fell into his last illness—a fatal one, but lingering; he lay
for two years in the shadow of death, brooding over the thou ht that when
he was gone the estate would go to the nephew lie hated, an Henry would
be cast out. But shortly ere he died, Armold, who had heard of lus state,
and swas returning to England, was wrecked in the cargo-boat he was travel-
ling upon—~ior he was poor—and was drowned at sea, with his wife and—
as was supposed—his child.”

Tg}l{hot started. = .

“Youn guess now?” said the sguire grimly.

¢ I—I—think But go onl-:l—go f:!"

“Y was'n boy then. I kuew nothing but that the man was drowned at
sea. The old squire died; my father reigned in his place—Henry Lacy was
Squire of Lynwood. I went to collége, afterwards abroad, and in another
land I met Seth Black. What my life was like there does not concern
anyone now, but it gave Black a hold upon me which he never loosexed.”
The squire’s eyes glittered. ** But that was not all. Black knew me under
another name there, but he knew more than I thought. He tracked me out.
I knew, too, that he kiew some secret that he hinted at in his cups, bub
never fully spoke of. I little dreamed then what it was. I came home to
Lyawood, leaving, as I thought, that wild life’dead behind me. And then
came my father’s death. He had a fall in the hunting-field. His doom
came suddenly; he had only fime to speak to me, counted hy minutes, ere

~ he died. In those few minutes he told me a terrible secret.”

The squire paused. His auditors made no sound. The nurse placed the
glass to his lips again, and he drank. 2

“The old squire, brooding under the shadow of death, had probably lost
something of his sanity, and he had taken good care that the hated nephew
did not come home to displace his favourite. The shipwreck was po accident
—it had been brought gbout by scoundrels hired by the old man's gold, and
Arnold Lacy’s death lay at the door of his uncle.” :

Talbot shuddered.

““TPhe old man was mad,” said Rupert Laey—" half mad, at all events.
My aather did not know till afterwards—I hope he did not know.”

D on S T

“ But there had been a mischance. The scoundrels could not do their
work thoroughly. Arnold Lacy had a friend on that ship—a man named
Norroya."

Dr. Kent exchanged a glance with Talbot. All was becoming clear now.

“ When the ship was sinking he gave his child into the hands of Norroys.
while he took charge of his wife. %-"astened up in the child’s clothing was
s silyver hox, containing the papers necessary to prove his eclaim to the
Lynwood estates if he reached the shore. All this was known to at least
one of the old squire’s minions—a man named Seth Black.”

*“Seth Black?!” ;

““He was there—that was his secret. There were others of the same
stamp. Ho, like the rest, believed that the work had bLeen jwell done—for a
time. DBut, as a matter of fact, Norroys was not drewned, after all, though
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the shock of the shipwreck and his narrow escape certainly unhinged his
brain—"" y -

“That is true,” said Dr. Kenf. : .

“ And he died soon afterwards. He must have known that the shipwreck
was no accident, and he was haunted by the constant dread as to what would
happen if the old squire of Lynwood learned that the child was living, and
that he would live to claim the estates. The old man had only been a e to
learn that Nerroys had escaped from the wreck with the child; of his
whereabouts he could learn mothing. He had told my father ps much; and
that was what my father repeated to me when he lay at death’s door.”

_The squire paused.

“ It was black news to me,” he went on presently, in a fainter voice.
“Can you wonder that I was determined not to give np the fortune I had
always regarded as mine by right? I did not seek the missing boy. T did
not seek him eifher for good or ill. T hoped he would never come in my
way. Then I saw him; you remember, Dr. Kent? It was when I came
back from a journey abroad, and I came here, and I saw Arthur Talbot on
the football field.””

““1 remember.”

“ You noticed his resemblance to me,” resumed the squire, with a grim
smile. ““The truth did not occur to you—how could it?—but I knew.”

** I understand now.”

““All was clear to me; Talbot was the heir of Lynwood. But I deter-
mined that he should never claim the estates. Then came Seth Black, to
trade upon the seerets he knew of my past under another sky. He saw
Talbot, and he, too, guessed the truth. 'Talbot is the living image of his
father. The picture at Lynvood of Arnold Lacy in his boyhood might be
taken for Talbot’s portrait. Besides, Arnold Lacy’s wife was a Talbot; that
Wwas her maiden name, and it was why Norroys chose it, of course. That
was a clue. Black knew the truth, and then his hold upon me was doubly
sure. He has paid dearly for the use he put it to.”

And the squire's eyes glittered savaﬁely

“Now you know why I plotted and planned to drive Talbot from St.
Kit's. Ruined and disgraced, and deprived of the silver box, I should not
fear him. I forced my brother fo help me: believe me, I gave him no
choice. And I ask you to help him, now, Talbot. You are cousins.”

*“I will, you need not worry !”” replied Arthur quietly. And that promise
was never forpotten.

There was a silence in the voom for some minutes. The light was fading
from the squire's face. It secemed that lie liad heen kept up by the
negessity of uttering his secret, and now it was spoken lis strength wus
gona,

A grim white look was coming over his face.

*“I—I am going,” said the squire, in a faint voice, ** Remain with me
till the end, cousin !"”

Cousin! ¥es, he (Talbot) was this man’s cousin, and the word thrilled him
strangely. Till now he had never known what it was to have a blood rela-
tion—one who was more to him than a friend, more than anything else in
the world. The man had injured him deeply, but he was his cousin, of his
fiesh and blood. Talbot the white, nerveless hand of the squire in his
o', and held if firmly.

He feolt a slight pressure in return.

** God bless you, cousin !

They were the lost words of Rupert Lacy, Life vet lingered for Lalf ¢n
hour, and the eyes showed intelligence, but no mors words passed the frozen

SRR TR R
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Jips. ~ And ab last from the sguire’s eyes flielight faded, falhot drew away
liis hand from o touch that was growing ¢hilly.
Sguive Laey of Lynwood wis no more!

{ (CHAPTER 36.
St Kit's is Amazed.
OR the next few weeks nothing was talked of in fhe sclicol—or almosh
F nothino—save the startling discovery that had beoi made with
vespect to Talbot. : iy

Exactly low much of the great result was due to the committee
of investigation of the end study it wonld be difficult to: say, and the
juniors did not attempt to decide, They 'seltled the matier by calmly
appropriating the whole of the credit to ‘hemselves. The way they

patronised the Fourth Form made the seniors smile o see if.
They had manfully stood by Talbot in the liour of adversity, and the Form
had sent them to Coventry. As we know, they had, in return, promptly

‘sent the Fourth Form to Coventry, much to the amazement and indignation

of the Form.

The discovery that {he chums had been in the right all along brought the
Form round—all the more casily because Trimble was gone.

“ And now,”’ said Pat one day. to his chums, “to-day we are going to
make Talbot—TI must call him Talbot—ecaptain of the schocl again.”

“Right-ho!"” grinned Blagden. * Now that Lacy’s gone, and Brooke has

resigmed, i’t“s time Talbot took the captaincy again. ery decent of Brooke
to resign.” :
i I-’IE sorry there’'s no rival candidate,” zaid Pat vefleetively. *“dn
election withont a rival candidate is pretty tame. We sha'n’t have on
excuse for locking up any of the kids in the erypl, or shoviug the hall door
shut]_l.}cfam they can get in. There won’t be the remotest prospect of a
row

““Rotten!” snid Blagdon.

* Beastly ! said Greene.

< Still, we can do some shonting," said Pat, hrightening np.  * The seniors
ilways want to have the proceedings conducted to larga time, like a giddy
Luneral, and we can make things hun a bit if we get the whele of the Fourtl
ovm Lo buek un,”'*

= Jolly good idea!” ;

* Let’s go and start the hall rolling,” Gireene suggested.

And the chums of the end study lost 1o time. e Fourth Form af St.
Kit's were only too eager to follow Pat's lead in giving Talbof a tremendous
avation, if only for the sake of making up for their previous condemnation
of him, and showing that there was no ill-feeling left.

_When the hour of the election cama round the big hall was crammed.
No rival candidate had appeared. Talbot’s popularity was foo great; and,
besides, it was nnanimously vecognisad that he was the best captain St. Eit's
could possibly have.

The election, therefore, was only a mutfer of form. but it gave the juniors
the opporfunity they desired for making a fearful vow.

And they did not miss thet glorious opportunity. Pat led the checring.
He had provided himself with a referec’s whistle, and ab every chivp an that
wlistle the cheering was to start. In the crammer-hall, with the junicrs
seatiered and separated, that was about the best signal. that could le

thouelit of.

The doctor was there in cap and gown to open the procesdings. His
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appearance was eled by a.cligrp of the whistle, wiluwed by a tremendons
ﬂ!:}‘ee-times'-threeg:m Then e may _pu Hrtle spepch, whial was Hstened to-with
more interest than wasusially shown in specehes feam tha l.i:-::d.

He said that the candidae for the captuines hud litely been throngh &
time of stress and tiiul, and had boiwme Limselll munlully and bravely all
throngeh, it ® :

Clicers made the yaltovs ving a5 the dortar =aid giss.  He went on bo.at
that the candidite had emevged trinmplantiy Tian Ui teisl, and nowel
qng willing! th fake lLis old wlice ssicaptitin of the schoenl, it thiat st e

wislual St. Kit's. : iz

‘That it adas Lhe wizh of 8Bt Wit's was evident, firim the voar of cheeving
thit Yollawod flie cesiremont of the deator.  Then Brooke propeseildl Pulbot,
mul e was sesppadod, nued Arthne avas elected capfaluiol St Kit's withonta
singls disentiont voice.

"Tha Sixth elicared, and the Filt cliesred, and the Fourth rellad thomselss
hoarsa,* : :

. Arthur Talliot made 2 vevy brief speech, thanking the eclectors for the

honour they had done him, and promising to do ks very best fo deserve il

tit it might have been one of the most highly-finished orations of Pitt or

Burke, by the way the hearers appreciated it and checred it, When tho

~~"Sixth had fpished cheering, the Fifth went on alittle longer, dnd when they
were done the Fourth were far from finishing. ) !

Arthury langhing, led the way out of the hally and the seniors followed
Him, most of them laughing, too. The Fourth Form were lelt in possession,
and.in an extremely gleeful mood. 3

They had cheered the senjos ont, and they went on giving themselves
nine-times-nine in honour~d their victory, when the gas was auddeuly
extinguished, and that }:.ut an abrupt end to the demonstrgtion. o

“Well, it’s been a jolly time ! said Pat, as he walked ot with his arms

linked in Blagden's ind Greene's, in the midst of the stream of juniors.
* We've made Avthur captain again, and now everything in the giddy garden
will be simply ripping. Hallo, Talbot 1™

Talbot tapped him on the shoulder. «

““I want to speak to you young rascals!’ zaid the captain of St. Kit's.

¢ Oh, I say, Taibot, sure, and you’re not going to row with us now——"

“ No, I'm not going ta,;t.hou’gﬁ yoi deserve it. I'm going to ask yvou {o
come to tea in my study,” said Talbot, lJaughing. @

The juniors gave a jump. ; 5

““ Oh, Talbot!1™ . > u &7

““ There’s some fellows coming in, in celebration of the election,” said’
Talbot. “I've laid in a good feed. We all want you to come—yon t-'hr'p%.l" d
. Well, this is ripping®* said Pat, “ We'll'‘come—oh, yes, rather! It}
isn’t every day we get invited to dine—TI mean, to take tea with a reel five
captain, and such o jolly good fellow as in the present instonce——"

* Come, no blarney ' said Arthur. “Come along!’ e {

““ Come along, my infants! Onr merit is recognised at lost  The greab

guns of the Sixth are honouring us and themselves by

Lliave always tcld yon that merit—real merit—was beind to be recognised ||

‘in the long run, and—and here we are!” £

It was o jolly fea in the cantain’s stndy—the 'l)'aaﬁgﬂw ever had, the
“chums of the end study agreed; and their hearts w'er'a":‘ﬁg{)t as they took
. their leave of the captain of St. Kit's. TR !

"

|

“faking tea with us |
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