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Sidney Blake sat i the corner of the carriage, looking out
with interested eyes as the train rushed on through the wintry
landscape. Beyond that line of leafless elms in the distance
a grey tower rose against the vale blue sky, and he knew
that that was St. Cynthia’s—the school which was to be
his future home. . :

He was going there, to join at the half-term. He was
wondering, as he watched the grey tower ahove the trees,
what the place would bé like, and how he would get on with
his future schoolfellows. s
. His aneditations were interrupted by the slowing down of
the train into a station. He put his head out of the window.

“ Lonsfield? ” he called out to the sleepy porter; Lonsfield
being the station for St. Cynthia’s. :

“Next station! ’Urry up there! ”

Two boys m Etons were racing up the platform towards
the carriage from which Sidney Blake was looking.

One of them, a well-built and very good-looking wouth
with fair hair and blue eyes, reaching it first, seized the
handle of the door.

“Are you the new kid for St. Cynthia’s? ”

“T am going there,” said Blake wonderingly.

. “TPve got him,” shouted his questioner.  “Here he is,

Come on, Paddy.” Y

“Sure I'm coming as fast as I can,” panted the ather, a

|
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freckled,” merry-faced Irish boy. “Get in wid ye, Cissy,
darlint.” )

“’Urry up there! ” :

“Rats to you. Here you are, Paddy.”

And the two boys hundled headlong mto the carriage. the
door slammed, and the train Legan to move out of the
station. Y

Sidney Blake looked at the invaders in surprise, not un-
mixed with alarm. He guessed that they belonged to St.
Cynthia’s, but he had not the faintest idea of what they

could want with him.

But they began to explain themselves immediately ; though,
as they both talked at once, it was not easy to discover what
they were driving at. )

 “Won’t you dry up for a minute, Paddy? ” exclaimed the
fair-haired youth. *“We shall be at Lonsfield in ten minutes,
and you know that cad Rice and his set will be waiting there,
as sure as fate, to collar the new kid if they can. We want

to put him up to their little game before they can begin their

mean tricks.”

“ Arrah, thin, get on wid ye!” said Paddy; and in lieu "

of talking he began to devour toffee.

“Now, you new kid—by the way, what’s your name? ”

“Sidney Blake.”

“Mine’s Cecil Langdale. This bounder:is Pat O’Connor.
We belong to the Lower Fourth at St. Cynthia’s. We knew
you were coming by this train, because Taggles was told to
meéet it with the trap, and it-occurred to me——"

“Don’t desave the new kid,” broke.in O’Connor. “You
know that it was my idea, Cis.”

“Your idea! Rats! Why——"

“Didn’t I say 4 3

“And didn’t I tell you——" :

“Qh, chuck it,” broke in Blake. “Can’t you talk one at
a time?

" The two St. Cynthia’s boys looked at him, and then at
each other, with a very peculiar espression. It was clear
that they did not exactly relish a new boy taking such a

fone with them, and yet had some reason of their own for 5

not appearing to resent it.

“(to on, thin, Cissy.”

And O’'Connor returned to his toffee.

“Wall, we had the idea,” Langdale amended, “of sprinting
acrogs to the first station this side of Ionsfield and catching
{he feain heve, and so having a little talk with you ong root,
s Mogsoo Renaud says.” '

SO, T kee,” said Blake, “this is a sort of informal welcome,

|
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is it? T don’t mind confessing that I took you for a couple
of giddy lunatics at first.” . i

. Aigain Langdale and O’Connor exchanged that . peculiar
ook, 5 by 40

“Oh, you did, did you? ” said Langdale.

“Yes, and T'm blessed if I felt quite safe at being shut up
in a railway carriage with you,” said Blake. ¢ But, never
mind, 'm glad. to see you. I’ll have some of that toffee.”

It was becoming clear to the St. Cynthia’s boys that the
new kid was a cgol customer. In silence Pat O’Connecr
handed across his packet of toffee, and Blake calmly selected
a chunk, :

“Thanks,” he said; “this is spiffing.  Go on, my pippin! ”

Langdale, appearing to choke down something, went on:

“We want tc put you up to a wrinkle or two about the
state of affairs at $%. Cynthia’s, so that you won’t be likely
to put your foot in it ¥ S
- “That’s very kind of you.”’ ;

“The fact is, our intention is to be kind,” said Langdale

“blandly. “As a new kid, who doesn’t know the ropes, of
course you’il be glad of a word of advice.”

“Of course,” assented Blake politely. .

But he had already guessed that these two extremely dis-
interested youths had an axe to grind somewhere, and he
was wondering what it was. .

“There 'is a crisis at St. Cynthia’s,” continued Langdale.
“The school’s divided between our party and the rotters.
The rotters are Darke’s lot.  You’ll soon know Darke; he’s
a prefect, and a bully, and a snob——”

“If you tell him everything that Philip Darke is, we shall
be at Lonsfield before the end,” interrupted O’Connor. “Get
on with the explanification, ye gossoon.”

“All right.! Wharfe, the captain of St. Cynthia’s, had to
leave the school suddenly, and the election was held for a
new captain, the candidates being Arthur Clare and Philip
Darke, both prefects; but, while Clare is the finest fellow
breathing, Darke is a horrid mongrel, who ought to be
kicked out of St. Cynthia’s—and would be, if Dr. Earle took
my advice.”

“Which I suppose he isn’t very likely to do? ” said Blake,
as grave as a judge.

Pat O0’Connor broke into a chuckle, and Langdale went
on hastily : 3

“H’m—well, as I’ve said, we held an election, and the
candidates tied; a thing which nobody remembers to have
happened before at St. Cynthia’s. You know, every boy in
the school has a vote, big and little, and there’s just ane
hundred and ninety-eight boys in St. Cynthia’s, and they're
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equally divided upon the question of who shall be captain,
ninety-nine for Clare, and the same number for Darke.”

“Oh, T see,” said Blake.

He understood now the reason why the two juniors of £t.
Cynthia’s had taken the trouble to meet his train at the
station before Lonsfield, for the sake of having a talk with
him en route.

“So you see,” Langdale went on eagerly, “you are the
hundred-and-ninety-ninth boy, and if you vote yowll turn
the scales on one side or the other.”

“Will they allow a new boy to vote? ”

“Qh, yes. The election’s to be held over again next weel,
and if youw're at St. Cynthia’s yow'll vote with the rest.”

“Next week. Then I shall have time to think about it,
apd make up my mind,” said Blake, helping himself to
another chunk of toffee from O’Connor’s packet.

Langdale and Pat looked at each other.

“Not exactly,” drawled Langdale. ‘““Haven’t I explained
to you which is the only side a decent fellow ought to vote on?
What more do you want? » 5

“Well, I’m generally in the hahit of thinking for myself,”
said Blake, “When I want to put my brain-work out to
be done, I’ll be pleased to come to you, hut just at present
I can manage it myself.”

Pat chuckled. Langdale turned red.

“Look here, Blake, you've got altogether too much cheek
for a new kid,” exclaimed Langdale, “You won’t find that
sort of thing go down at St. Cynthia’s. I warn you. I may
as well tell you that I am chief of the Lower Fourth—-—-"

“Rats, sure you know I am,” O’Connor interrupted.
“Why will ye tell crammers to the new kid, Langdale? ”

“Look here, you fathead——7"

“Who are yez calling a fathead——"

It looked like war, but just then the train roared into s
tunnel, and Langdale exclaimed : .

“Chuck it; it’s only three more minutes to Lonsfield from
this, and then we shall be among Rice and his lot. Now,
Blake, I want you to promise me to vote for the right side -
when the election comes off: We've taken a lot of trouble
t0 speak to you before those sneaks could get at you, for we
knew they’d steal a march on wus if they could—they’'re
mean enough for anything. Now, give me your word.”

“1 think I can give it, as far: as that goes,” said Blake,
cocking his head on one side, as if giving the matter the very
deepest, consideration. “T’ll vote for the right side, to the
best of my judgment.” :

“You'll vote for Arthur Clare? ”

“Perhaps,” ;
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“Porliaps, eh? So that means that you might possibly
vote for Darke?” 3

Blake nodded coolly.

“T certainly might, if T thought fit,” he assented.

“Well, that answer won'’t de.” i

“Sorry,” sa1d Blake in an indifferent, tone, as if that ended
it. “T say, what soit of footer do you play at St. Cynthia’s?

Langdale’s eyes gleamed.

“Never mind the footer how,” he said. “We'll just séttle
about_this question of the voting.”

“Why, that’s settled! ” 4

% 0h, no, it 181°t;, my boy, not by long chalks! ” Langdale
exclaimed emphatically, “T'want to know how you're going

to vote.” : “
“Pm sorry I can’t give you any definite information on
that point at present, but—-—" ‘ol

“Look here, I’ve had about enough of your'cheek! ” cried
Langdale, getting red in the face. “You've got to give your
solemn promise to vote for Clare, or take a licking. And
you’ve only got half a minute to decide in, so buck up! ”

“Upon the whole,” said Blake, still with the same air of
deep reflection, “I think T'll take the licking—if you can

give me one! ”
© “Mangle the ¢heeky kid, Cis, darlint,” -ejaculated
0’Connor. lipole

“By Jehoshaphat I willl ”

And Langdale simply Irurled himself at Blake. v

The new boy jumped up quickly. He took it very. calmly.
Somehow or ovher Langdale’s hands were swept upward, and
a fist, that seemed like a lump of solid iron, came crashing
upon his noge. /

And Langdale, the great fighting-man of the Lower Fourth
at St. Cynthia’s, went down in the hottom of the earriage
as if he had been shot. i

He lay there for about twenty seconds, wondering what
had ha}lj»pened, and whether anybody else had been hurt in
the collision, and then, with a friendly helping hand from
Pat O’Connor, he gained his feet. v

Sidney Blake was munching toffee in the most placid way
in the world. O’Connor was grinning from ear to ear.

“ Then=—tlien there hasn’t been a collision! ¥ gasped Lang-
dale. in a dazed way.

“Ha, ha, yez, omadhaun—no! ”

“T dotted you on the boko,” explained the new boy cheer-
fully. “Hope I didn’t hurt you much. Sorry if I did.”

And he went on eating toftee,

Langdale looked at this remarkably cool new hoy, then
at the grinning O’Connor, and finally at his own reflection
in the little glass under the rack. He saw his nose. which.
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in its normal state, was of, Grecian shape, decidedly bulbous
in its aspect, as ved as a beetroot, and with a thin stream of
red trickling from it. 1

. And before he could decide what to do the train roared
into Lonsfield Station, and stopped.

Blake stepped out upon the platform,  TLangdale and
O0’Connor, with doubtful looks, followed him.

“Mother av Moses! ” whispered 0’Connor to his com-
panion. “He may be a new kid, but he knows how to take
care of himself. Sure, that was a beautiful thump he gave
yez on the nose, Cis, intirely; T mever saw a nater thing.”

“Was it? ” said Langdale grimly. He hadn’t noticed the
beauty of it himself. } : :

“Sure and it was, spaking from a scientific point of view,
of course. My opinion is, that that kid knows how to put

“them'up, and I shouldn’t advise yez to let this go any
further,. Cissy, me boy.” g

“Rats!” was Langdale’s grateful and polite acknowledg-
ment of this wise counsel.

“Look, there’s Rice and his lot; I knew they’d be here
to get hold of the new ’un! . .

As Sidney. Blake passed the barrier he found himself in
the midst of a group of boys, evidently juniors, from St.
Cynthia’s.

“Here’s the new kid! ” exclaimed a lanky, somewhat
pasty-complexioned youth about a year older than Sidney.
“How do you do, youngster? T'm Jim Rice of the Upper
Fourth at St. Cynthia’s. We’ve come to see you safe to the
school.”

“Have you? ” said Blake, not ‘very favourably impressed
by the lanky youth’s looks. “That’s extremely polite of you,
I must say!”

“Yes, we want to——  Scott, there’s Langdale and
0’Connor! ” exclaimed Rice, staring at the two.. “Oh, I see
your little game, you cads! You thought you’d steal a
march on us; did you? I might have known that you’d be
up to some mean trick or other.”

Then he looked more attentively at Cecil, and a grin over-
spread his ill-favoured face.

“Seissors ! T say, Langdale, what have you been doing to
your nose? - Got it run over on the railway?” :

‘iMind your own business,” snapped Langdale, turning
rea, §

“Perhaps the new chap punched it for you. Oh, he did,
did he? Serve you right for hothering him. I suppose you’ve
been touting for his vote. Come along with me, young ’un,
and 11 just give you an idea how matters stand.” ;

And with an air of condescension the Upper Fourth boy °
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made a move to link his arm in Blake's, and walk him off
down the lane towards St. Cynthia’s. o
But Blake stepped-back, politely but firmly declining the

‘honour. He had not the slightest intention of @ being

patronised by the lanky Upper Fourth boy.

“Thanks,” he drawled in his cool way. “This chap ’—
with a nod towards Langdale—‘has already given me a pretty
clear idea of things.” A

Rice’s brow darkened a little. He was a bully by nature,
and was extremely unaccustomed to making himself agree-
able to younger {oys, and to have his overtures calmly
rejected made him feel very sore. He was tempted to pick

“a quarrel with the new boy an the spot, but the thought of

‘lcl}e one vote needed to turn the scale at the election checked
1im. )
_“Oh, then, as you know all about it, perhaps you’ll tell
me kow you intend to vote? ” he said brusquely . :

“Haven’t decided yet,” answered Blake airily. D
going to think it over, and look into the merits of the two
candidates.”’ ;

Rice’s dark look became a positive scowl. i

“Don’t you think you’re taking a good deal upon yourself
for a new kid and a Lower Fourth boy? ” he demanded,

Blake put his hands into his pocket and whistled. = Pat
0’Connor nudged Cecil Langdale.

“Sure, Cissy, darlint, the young ’un’s a broth of a hoy,”
he murmured. “Darke’s fag won’t make any more of him
than you did.” i _ .

‘ Rice stretched out a large hand and took Blake by the
shoulder. ¥

“Look here, youngster, I don’t want to quarrel with you,
but you’ve got to promise to——" ¢

Blake looked him coolly in the face,

“You don’t want to quarrel with me? ” he queried.

“No, but——" - :

“Then you'd better take your hand off my shoulder, and
sharp, or else you will quarrel with me, whether you waint
to or not.” i

Rice’s face became like a thundercloud; and instead of
complying with Blake’s request he tightened his grip, and
with his other hand aimed a heavy blow at the mew ,boy’s
face. Even the value of the hundred-and-ninety-nineth boy’s
vote was forgotten in his rage. i

But his blow never reached its mark.

For Blake’s left went up with lightning swiftness, and
Rice’s arm was knocked aside, and in a fraction of a second
after that the new boy’s right fist caught the taller hoy on
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the point of the chin with terrific force, and Darke's fag
went rolling over on the ground. 4

He was up again in a second, white and panting with rage,
anél_ he flung himself at the new boy with almost the fury of
a tiger. P o

But Blake was ready for him. With wonderful agility he
dodged Rice’s furious ish, and gave the Uppér Fourth boy
a thump upon the side of the head which laid lim tpon his
back, dazed and bewildetred; and this tine he was not in
such a hurry to tise. ; :

_“Bure, and it’s a broth of a boy ye ate,” velled Pat
0'Connor in delight; and he rushed at Blake dand hugged
him as if he had been a long-lost brother. ;

“Here, T say, draw it mild,” protested Blake, struggling
to. free himself. ;

“Master Blake, are you comin’ in the tiap? ” It was
Taggles, the schuslporter, who spoke. He had taken Blake’s
box aboard, and was waiting to drive off.  “Di. Karle
hotdered me to take you in the ttap.” ;

“Then you mustn’t disregard your horders, Taggles,” said
Blake laughing; and lhe escaped froin Pat and jumped in
beside Taggles.. “Hete T am, old son! ”

And as Taggles gathered up the reins, the new boy turied -

to the group outside the station: ¢

“Sorry to disturb your serenity, Rice,” he said agreeably.
“Same to you, Langdale. T’m the most peaceable chap in
the world, but T can’t stand bullying: T'm going to look into
the merits of this case, and I'll let you know iy decision
daper.” Mk B8 . ¢

He waved his hand as the trap drove off.

The boys looked at each other in an uncertain sort of way.

“Well, he’s a coughdrop, and no mistake,” remarked one
of Rice’s companions, at length. “Did he hurt you much,
Jim, old chap? ” , ;

To which Rice veplied with something which sounded
extremely like a swear-word. ; .

Langdale and O’Connor walked away together,

“That’s a new kid a bit out of the usual run,” Langdale
remarked, Tubking his nose. “He will be setting himself up
as cock of the walk in the Lower Fourth, if we don’t look
out, Paddy.” ;

“T think that’s very likely, Cissy, darlint. Sure, he’ll he
in hot water before he’s been long at St. Cynthia's.”

And O’Connor’s words proved prophetic.

o it
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CHAPTER 1IL
Tar Rivars.

Arthur Clare crossed the old, elm-shaded quadrangle at
8t. Oynthia’s with his quick, springy stride.

He was a splendid specitnan of young British manhood-—
tall, straight as a pine, his form developed by evety manly
exercise. His face was clear-cut and handsome; his eyes clear
and steady and true,

But just now there was a serious, in fact, slightly anxious
expression upon his face, as if he wete bound upon an errand
not wholly pleasing to him, and were uncertain of the kind
of veception he might meet with.

He entered the school-house, and passed along the corridor,
upon which opened the doors of the Sixth Form studies.

Nearly at the end of the corridor was a half-open door,
and as he approached it he heard Philip Darke’s voice raised
i{n anger, and a frown for a moment darkened, his frank
face. :

) “‘,i’ii‘mllying his fag as usual! What a biute that fellow
is! ; .

“You miserable little whelp! You've made a mess of it.
Why couldn’t you do as I told you? ”

“Please, Darke, I did my best! ” whined Rice. *But
almost at the first word he flew at me, and——"

“Bah! Don’t talk to me! Youw'll have to set it right
somehow. Tf the new kid doesn’t vote for me, T'1l—"’

Arthur Clare coughed loudly, and the voice within the
study broke oft abruptly.

Philip Darke looked up with a scowl as Clare stood in the
doorway. There was 1o love lost between the two prefects.

“7 shouid like to spealk to you, Darke,” said Clare, affect-
ing not to notice the prefect’s unamiable expression.

“Come in,” said Darke shortly.

He made a sign to Rice, who hastily left the study, glad
of the chancg to escape further bullying, Darke sat on the
edge of the table, with his hands in his pockets, and looked
at Clave with a veiled insolence in his expression.

He was not a bad-lookng fellow. He might have been
called handsome, but his chin was weal, and his eyes too
small, and a keen observer could have discerned in his face the
signs of a jealous and uncordial spirit.

“Well, what is it? ” he asked.
© “Tt’'s about the election.” :

Tnstantly Darke’s face took on a more hostile expression.

# Well, what about the election?

Clare took no notice of his exceedingly unpleasant manner.

°
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“We are in rather a peculiar position, Danke,” he said.
“A tie in the voting has mnever happened bhefore at St.
Cynthia’s and ——"

“Perhaps there won’t be a tie when the election comes to
be tried over again next Tuesday,” suggested Darke.

“Phat’s just what' I’m coming to. . Now, I don’t think it’s
likely that any who have voted for me will change their
minds and vote on the other side.. I dare say that you feel
just as sure about it.”

Philip Darke nodded. ;

“Still, one never knows what may happen,” he remarked.

“That is true. But supposing that the lists remain the
same? ” said Clare. “You are aware that a mew boy comes
to St. Cynthia’s to-day ¥

“Yet me see,” said the other, with an air of reflection.
“T believe I have heard it mentioned.”

“Yes, T believe you have,” said Clare quietly. “This new
boy is going into the Lower Fourth, and he will be entitled
to vote at the election on Tuesday. If he takes advantage
of his right—and I see no reason to suppose that he will not
—then the whole result of the election will depend upon his

single voice. Now, I think you’ll agree with me that that °

is not a very desirable state of affairs. Tt is absurd that a

Lower Fourth boy, who has heen only a few. days at St.°

Cynthia’s, should decide all by himself who is to be captain
of the school.”

Philip Darke laughed.

“Tt does seem rather a responsibility to shove upon a
youngster’s shoulders,” he said, with a nod.

“Do you think we ought to allow it? :

«T don’t see how we can help ourselves, Clare. There
would be a row if we tried to deprive the youngster of his
vote, that’s certain. Besides, that would leave us at the
same impasse; the votes would tie again.” S

Clare paused a moment before he spoke again. :He could
not tell exactly how the rival candidate was likely to take
what he was about ‘to say. ¢

“T want to make a proposition to you, Darke—or, rather,
a suggestion,” he said slowly; “and T want you to helieve
that what I say is dictated simply by a desire to do the
hest thing possible for the school as a whole.”

“Oh, go ahead!” said Darke carelessly. “No harm in
gpeaking your mind, anyway.”

4 }"(,)u don’t feel like wit{ldrawing your candidature, do
Uu‘ 7 | 5

“Not, by a long chalk,” said Darke promptly.

“Neither do I. But would you be agreeable to with-
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drawing if I withdrew also, and leaving the captaincy to a
third party? ” ; ;

Darke did not reply at once. The proposition took him
quite aback. . .

“What’s your little game? ” he demanded at length,

Clare coloured, but he kept his temper.

“ Astonishing as it may seem to you, I have no little game,”
he said coldly. “I am thinking solely of the school.” -

“Yes; that’s all very well for a speech to the electors,”
said Darke rudely.” “But nobody‘can overhear us here, and
we may as well be frank with one another.”

Arthur Clare bit bis lip. Dearly he would have liked to
reply to Darke’s imsolence with a blow straight from the
shoulder. But he restrained himself. )

“You quite misunderstand me,” he said calmly. - “My
offer to withdraw if you do should prove to you that I have
no axe to grind.”

“But why should we both withdraw? ” said Darke, look-
ing at Clare out of the corner of his eye. “TIt appears to mie
that the avithdrawal of one of us would do. If you're willing
to forfeit your chance 22 ¢

“TIt’s only fair that you should do the same.”

“I don’t see it.. If you stand out another candidate will
come forward, and I shall try conclusions with him.” . .

“In that case you would almost certainly head the poll.”

“Well, why shouldn’t I? That won’t hurt you, as you
profess yourself willing to stand out.”

Clare was silent. i

Darke looked at him with an evil glitter in his eyes.

“That won't hurt you, Clare, unless the truth is that you
are determined not to let me get in at any price.”

“Well, to be quite frank with you, Darke,” "said Clare
slowly, “I don’t think that you’re likely to do much good
to St. Cynthia’s as captain, and—1I have no feeling againgt
you—but I don’t like your methods-———"

“Now we're getting at the truth,” interrupted Darke, with
a sneer. ‘All along your aim has been to injure me; and
that was half your reason for putting up as captain, at all
when Wharfe left. And this precious proposal of yours iy
only another underhand attempt to keep me from getting in
as captain.”.

“You have no right——"

“Qh, there’s no need to mince words. There’s no love lost
hetween us, Arthur Clare; and all $t. Cynthia’s knows that
nretty well, T think.” ;

Clare kept cool, though it cost him an effort.

“It’s a pity I came,” he said quietly. “It hasn’t done
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much good: I suppose, after this, that you decline my pro-
position? ;

“Well, yes, rather,” said Darke, with emphasis. “You
won’t get rid of me so easily as all that, I promiise you.”

Again Clare hit his lip. Darke’s manner was very hard
to bear. ; -

The prefect slid from the table. ;

“ And now, if youw've finished, Clare, T’ll ask you to excuse
me;” he said. “My uncle returned to Glynhurst from
abroad yesterday, and he’s coming hete to-day, and, in fact,
I'm expecting him every moment.”

There was a tone in Darke’s voice, a glitter in his eyes,
as he said this, which made Clare look at him with quiet
suspicion. | ‘

Darke’s uncle, Sir Nevil Glyn, was squire of Lonsfield, and
one of the governors of 8t. Cynthia’s College. ¥ew of the
boys of St. Uynthia’s had ever seen him, however, for he
had been abroad for the past five years—where and why
nohody seems to exactly know.

His return to Glynhurst had been talked of a good deal
at St. Oynthia’s, especially as it was an open question
whether certain privileges which the boys had enjoyed on
the squire’s land during his absence would be rescinded now
that he was home again. That question was a'very im-
portant one to mogt of the St. Cynthia’s fellows, and Sir
Nevil’s decision was awaited with a good deal of anxiety.

It seemed to Clave that Darke was basing a hope of some
kind upon the coming of Sir Nevil Glyn. Although he was
a member of the governing body—and from his rank and
wealth an infliential member—the baronet could not inter-
fere in such a matter as the election of a school captain.
But it occurred to Clare that, in the very exceptional ¢ircum-
stances of a tie in the voting, Sir Nevil’s natural influence
with Dr. Karle might count for something. Perhaps that
was what was in Darke’s mind. 2

Darke saw the momentary troubled looked which erossed
(lare’s face, and grinned. Clare looked him full in the eyes.

“Very well,” he said quietly. “But before I go, Darke,
1 want to say one word more. As I came here Tt couldn’t
help hearing what you said to your fag, as the door was
open, and your voice was raised. And T couldn’t help put-
ting two and two together—-="

“And making five of it, T suppose,” said Darke, with a
gneer, but with an uneasiness he was not quite’ able to hide.
“Well, and what wonderful discoveries have you made by
your eavesdropping ? ‘

Clare flushed scarlet.

“1 did not listen, as you know very well,” he broke out

_

&
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hotly.  Then, with renewed calmness, “ But never mind that.
As for the discovery I made, I should be a fool if T did not
learn from your words that there has been an attempt to
intimidate the new boy on this question of voting at the
election.” i

“Rot! I suppose there was mo harm in my fag asking
him how he meant to vote? ”

“Was that all? ” : ;

“Certainly, so far as I know,” answered Darke unblush-
ingly ; but his eyes sank before Clare’s as he said it.

“If that wassall——"

“Do you doubt my word? ” :

“We won't discuss that. If that was all, as you say,
there’s no harm done ; only I want you to understand, Darke,
that no intimidation will be permitted. T shall keep my eyes
open, and if I see any foul play, there will be a row about it.
That’s all.”

And he turned to go. . 2

Tt would have been well for Philip Darke if he had let him
go then. But Clare’s words, and above all the scorn of his
clear steady eyes, had roused all the spite and venom in the
prefect’s nature. He burst into a bitter, taunting laugh. .

“Bo that’s your game, is it? ” he cried. “If the new kid
votes for.me, you're going to talk about intimidation, and
go whining to the dector with sonle lying tale——?

e had gone too far. Clare swung round, his eyes blazing,
his anger at white heat. He made a swift step towards
Philip Darke. !

“Youll take those words back, Darke! Do you hear? or
I'll knock them down your cowardly throat! ”

“Bah! you spying—-—"

He got no further, for Clare’s hand smote him on the
B{()llth; the open hand, but the prefect reeled under the

oW,

He staggered back, and caught at the edge of the table
.]EO staady himself. His face was distorted with rage and
ratred.

“You—you hound! You nameless thief!” he panted.
“A nameless beggar’s brat, picked from the gutter out of
charity——"

It was the last straw, and Clare’s sorely-tried self-control
utterly gave way. : g

That Arthur Clare’s birth and parentage were a mystery,
that he had never known father or mother, was an open
secret at St. Cynthia’s. He was a protégé of the doector’s,
and he had come to §t. Cynthia’s no one knew whence. He
never talked upon the subject. That it weighed upon his
mind no one could have told him from his manner. He was
not the kind of fellow to wear his heart upon his sleeve-
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_ Tt was the first time he had been taunted upon the matter;
for even Darke had never gone so far before, and he would
probably not have done so upon this occasion had not the
vingling slap on the mouth made him forget all prudence in
his_rage. ,Then the mean taunt had leaped out from the
_mean heart. it .

The blood ran riot in the veins of Clare. He sprang at
Darke, his eyes flashing fire. The prefect’s fists went
promptly up, but Clare’s left swept away his guard in the
twinkling of an eye, and Arthur struck out, straight from
the shoulder, and Philip Darke went rolling over on the
floor of his study. e

And as ‘the half-dazed prefect raised himself upon his
elbow, and Clare stood over him with heaving chest and
flashing eyes, a figure appeared in the open doorway; a man
of about thirty, in riding clothes; with a crop in his hand,
who stared at the strange scene in the study in amazement.

“Ts ' this my nephew’s study? -Phil, my boy, is that the
way you kill time while you are expecting a visitor? ”

Philip Darke scrambled to his feet. Clare turned, abashed
and disconcerted by the arrival of the baromet at such an

_1nopportune moment.

1T —— Uncle——" stammered Darke.

- “I am sorry,” said Clare quietly, “I lost my temper. I
regret very much that you should have witnessed such a
scene, sir.” :

At the sound of his voice Sir Nevil Glyn started violently,
and the colour wavered in his darkly sunburnt face.

He made a rapid step towards Clare, fixing his gaze upon
his face with a strange intensity, !

Clare looked at him in amazement ; and even Darke forgot
all else in wonder at his uncle’s strange conduct.

“Who are yeu? How came you here? ” :

The words broke from Sir Nevil Glyn in. hoarse tones, as
his wild, frightened look dwelt upon Clare’s startled face.

“Uncle, are you ill? 7 cried Darke in: alarm.

The baronet did not seem to hear him, He was swaying
drunkenly, and his face was distorted. b

“ After all these years! After all-these years! -

The words were muttered between pai);ied Iips. Clare
sprang forward to catch him; but too late, and the baronet
fell heavily to the floor.

In a moment the two boys were kneeling beside him, for-
getful of their late hostile encounter, and Clare raised the
ingsensible man’s head upon his knee.

‘“He has fainted. Have you any brandy? ”

A prefect’s study was not exactly the place where brandy
Hh()ll]](] have been, but probably Clare had heard rumours
which were whispered about St. Cynthia’s concerning certain
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habits of Philip Darke and his set. Darke flushed faintly,
and, stepping to a locker, dvew from it a bottle, and poured
out a glass of the spirit, and handed it to Clare. ‘

Arthur took it without  a word, and poured it down . the
baronet’s throat. A faint colour came into the waxen cheeks,
and the closed eyes twitched and opened with a wild, tevri-
fied stare. :

“Do you feel better, uncle? ”

' “What—what is it? T-—I thought I saw—saw his face,”
panted the baronet., “Was it a dream? ” e
Clare and Darke looked at each other. But almost im-
-mediately Sir Nevil Glyn’s staring eyes turned upon the face
of Clarve. . , f

He made a violent gesture, pushing Arthur away so
abruptly that he nearly fell. The young fellow stepped back,
his amazement intensified. He began to wonder whether
Sir Nevil Glyn was mad.

“Curse you—curse you——> 7

He broke off dazeédly, as if half conscious that he was
somehow betraying himself. He staggered up with Darke’s
assistance, and fell rather than sat in a chair,

Darke made Clare a sign to go; and Clare, perceiving that
his continued presence was likely to do more harm than
good, left'the study quietly. He was astonished and puzzled,
and he did not soon cease to wonder about the strange
gccurrence, o 7 7

After he had gone, the baronet sat for some minutes silent,
breathing hard. Then with a sudden movement he sat up-
vight, and made a gesture towards the brandy.  Darke
refilled the glass, and the squire of Lonsfield emptied it.
Then something of his self-possession seemed-to return.

“What is the matter, uncle? ”

“What the deuce does that matter to you? ” broke out
the baronet with a heat so sudden and uncalled for that
his nephew stavted back in dismay and alarm.

His expression recalled Sir Nevil to himself. .

“Don’t be offended, Phil; I—I was taken with a sudden
turn, that’s all, just now; it’s the after-effects of a sunstroke
I got in Egypt. I am taken like that suddenly at times.”

Darke knew, as well as hesitating tongue and uncertain
eye could tell him, that this explanation of the baronet’s late
emotion was a pure invention ; the first lie that had occurred
to Glyn on the spur of the moment. But it was not part
of a dutiful nephew’s business to let a rich uncle see that
he did not believe him. So he nodded his head with an air
of sympathetic concern. :

“T hope you feel better now, uncle.”

“Oh. ves. I'm all right now,” said Sir Nevi) testily. By
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the way, Phil, who was that young fellow I found with
your? :

. Sir Nevil tried to speak carelessly, but Darke could see the
deep anxiety which underlay the words.

““Oh, that was Arthur Clare.”

“ Arthur Clare! ” j ot :

“Yes; although, for my part, T don’t believe he knows
whether that is his real name or not,” said Darke.

“Really,” drawled the baronet; “you rouse my curiosity.
Tell me about him.”

“I ‘know precious little, like every -other chap at St.
Cynthia’s,” replied the prefect. “He's a protégé of Dr.
Farle’s—a kind of ward, some chaps say, though others say
he’s a nameless brat whom Dr. Farle took in out of charity.”

“What does he say himself? ”

“Qh, he never talks about the matter; he’s as close as
an oyster.” / s

Sir Nevil was silent for a minute or two, apparently in
deep thought. '

“You hate him? ” he said abruptly.

Darke was scmewhat, taken aback.

“Oh, I don’t know about that, uncle. T don’t like him.”

“No, I don’t suppose you do,” said Sir Nevil, with the
dawning of a grin as he recalled the scene he had witnessed
when he arrived at his mephew’s study door. He rose, and
picked up his riding-crop. “T feel a bit seedy after—after
that attack, Phil, and T won’t stay. Come over to Glyn-
hurst some time and we’ll have a talk.”

And with a nod he strode away.

_He left Darke in a state of wondering surmise and sus.

icion. : ; :
: “He’s afraid of Clare! Why? Why on earth? Perhaps
it may pay me to find out? ” was the reflection of the duti-
ful nephew.

CHAPTER IIL.

Cavear N tHE Aor.

“Here he is! ” .

Sidney Blake had just come from a rather painful inter-
view with Mr. Carton, to whom had fallen the task of ascer-
taining the precise amount of knowledge stored in the new
boy’s brain. The master had expressed himself disappointed,
not to say disgusted, at the extent of it, and warned Blake
that there were troublous times ahead if he didn’t soon show
a marked improvement. / ;

And Siduey, as he strolled into the quad with his hands
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in his pockets, realised dolefully that life at St. Cynthia’s
was not to be all foothall and frolic.

“There he is! ”

The exclamation, and the rush of feet that followed,
effectually startled him out of his meditations.

In a moment he was surrounded by a crowd of juniors, .
headed by Langdale and O’Connor.

“Shove him into the gym. We shan’t be interrupted
there! ” exclaimed Langdale.

These words did not seen to imply any friendly intentions
on the part of the juniors, and Blake began to resist as they
hustled him towards the gymmnasium. ;

But against so many he had no chance. He was soon
bundled into the gym., and backed against a wall, with the

_excited juniors pressing round him. x

“Now, you new kid,” began Langdale, holding up his
hand for silence, “I don’t want to hurt you——"

“Now, that’s what I call kind, considering what a wreck
T’ve made of your boko! ” said Blake.

It was evident that the new boy had not lost his coolness.
Langdale turned ved. His Grecian nose had swollen to
almost, twice its usual size. And 0’Connor’s joyous chuckle
did not make Langdale feel any the more amiable;

“What the dickens are you cackling about, O’Connor? ”
he said crossly. “Look here, you new fellow, T don’t want
any more of your cheek! You've got altogether too much
to say for yourself. I repeat that I don’t want to hurt youy
but if you don’t soon find out your place, and keep in it,
yowll get hurt—and badly! ” i

“Have pity on my tender .years! ” exclaimed Blake, with
mock terror. “Don’t bring down my grandfather’s ginger
whiskers with sorrow to the crematorium! ”

“You cheeky mongrel, I’ll ‘'wring your neck! ” shouted
Langdale, exasperated by the outburst of gigeling which
Blake’s ridiculous appeal excited amongst the juniors.

“Kape cool, Cissy darlint!” said O'Connor seothingly
“ Get, to business, or we shall have some spalpeen of a Prei"ecé
down on us.”

“We're a committee of the Fourth Form,” said Lancdale
more calmly. “All our Form, with exception of o fow

* mongrels who hang round Rice, are going to vote for Arthur

Clare. He’s our man, and-I can tell you that any Lower

Fourth boy who doesn’t vote for him will be jolly well sent

to Coventry. The Upper Forms are mostly on Darke’s side,

because Clare is opposed to fagging. Now, that makes if

clear to you how you ought to vote, doesn’t it? ”
“Perhans.”.
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“Perhaps! ” almost howled Langdale. “Hark to the dis-
gusting rotter, chaps! Perhaps! Blow your perhapses!
Are you going to vote with your Form or mot? ”?

“Y am going to give the matter my deepest——°

“Are you going to——"

——*“consideration.”

“Yes or mo? ” -

“QOh, rats! I tell you I haven’t made up my mind yet.”

“He hasn’t made up his mind yet! ” said Langdale. “His
dear little mind takes a long time to make up. Perhaps it
isn’t in very good working order! Shall we make it up for
him, chaps? ” -

“Sure and we will! ” ejaculated O’Connor. “Let’s frog’s-
march the omadhaun round the gym. a few times, and likely
enough he’ll decide, sharp! There’s nothing like the frog’s-
mayrch to help a chap to make up his mind.”

There was a shout of approval from the juniors. !

“Now, then,” said Langdalé threateningly, “you hear
that, Blake? ” R

“1 should be the champion deaf man if I didn’t!” said
Blake.

“QOnce more, will you give me your answer? ”

114 YeS-J) )

“What is it? ”

“Rats! ”

Then they swooped down upon him and clutched him, and
though he struck out manfully, and a couple of the juniors
went rolling ‘along the floor of the gym., they quickly had
him a helpless prisoner; and then round and round the gym.
they went, and Sidney Blake for the first time in his life
experienced the joys of the frog’s-march.

When they stood him upon his feet again he was looking
considerably the worse for wear. His hair was like a mop,
his collar hung by a single stud; and his Fton jacket had
burst down the back.

His appearance excited a shout of laughter.

. “Oh, you giddy scarecrow!” howled Langdale. “Ha, ha,
ha! Have you made up your mind yet?

Blake was panting, but defiant still.

“Not yet.”

Langdale stared. He had never looked for grit like this
in the new boy.

“You'd better give in, Blake.”

“0Ohy rats!

“He hasn’t had enough,” exclaimed Langdale exasperated
“He looks as if he wants a wash, so we’ll shove him under
the pump. Come on! ” :

ff }-Terc. I say, chuck that! ” ejaculated Blake.

)
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. “Oh, you don’t like that idea, do you? ” grinned Lang-
dale. - “Well, you know how to get out of it. Now, this is
your last chance. Give me your solemn word to vote for
Clare on Tuesday, or——7
“Langdale, how dare you? What does this mean? ”
Langdale swung round with a gasp of terror as a heavy
}é;lmd IfeH upon his shoulder. It was the hand of Arthur
are!

OHA]‘E"TER IV.
Brakz Dzcipgs.

At the sound of Clare’s voice the juniors released Blake
as if he had suddenly become red-hot. Langdale stared at
‘the prefect with his mouth wide open, the picture of utter
dismay. And the vest of the “committee of the Lower
Fourth ” looked about as sheepish as it was possible to look.

“What does this mean, Langdale? ” repeated Clare, his
blue eyes flashing with anger.

- “I—I was only canvassing for votes,” stammered Lang-
dale. “We were just explaining things to the new fellow,
in a—a friendly way———"

Angry as the prerect was, he could scarcely help smiling.

“So that is your idea of a friendly explanation?

“Well, you see——"

_“I distinctly heard you threaten the new boy. You were
intimidating him with regard to his vote at the election.”

“Oh, don’t you worry about me! ” broke in Blake, in his
cheerful way  “This is only their fun, and T don’t mind it
a bit, bless their little hearts! As for intimidation, why,
I assure you that wild horses wouldn’t make me vote other-
wise than as T want to. On that point I haven’t made up
my mind yet. I am going to give the matter my
deepest—-—""

“You would do a good deal better not to vote at all, as
-~ a new boy,” said Clare brusquely. ]

He did not know exactly what to make of this decidedly
cool new Lower Fourth boy. He looked severely at the
sheepish juniors.

“You have acted in an outrageous manner,” he said, “You
have made use of my name in a way you cannot expect me
to overlook. You will each of you bring me a hundred lines
of Virgil to-morrow ; and you, Langdale, who appear to be
the ringleader, please follow me to my study.”

Langdale made a grimace, and Pat O’Cdnnor broke out:

“Sure and itsy’ mistaken ye are intirely. Clare darlint!
It’s I who am vingleader; ye see, I’'m chief of the Lower
Fourth——"
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“Rats! ” said Langdale. “You shut up, Paddy! ”

“Arrah, thin, ye omadhaun——"

“Now then, tathead! ” :

The dispute—an old and familiar one to the Lower Fourth
boys—was heginning again. But Clare cut it short.

“You may both come,” he said. /

And they both went. And they both came out of the
prefect’s study twisting*in the most uncomfortable manner.

Blake had made a bee-line for a bath-room, to clean up
after his rough experience in the gym. After Clare’s inter-
ference, the Lower Fourth boys, though they eyed him in a
very peculiar manner, did not offer to molest him. A little
wv%liie before the tea-bell rang, Rice came hurriedly up to
Blake. i

“T’ve been looking for you! ” he exclaimed,

“Well, here I am,” replied Sidney, regarding the Upper
Fourth boy rather warily. ; ;

But Rice socon showed that his intentions were not hostile.

“Darke wants to speak to you,” he said. “Will you go
bo his study? ” 4

“Certainly! ” replied Blake, wondering what Darke could
have to say to him. *Where is it? . '

“Come with me, and I’ll show you.”

“Right-ho! » i j

Rice teok him to the door of Darke’s study and left him
there, and Sidney tapped at the door and entered.

Philip Darke looked up, and nodded to the new boy in the
most a.é)reeable way. The prefect’s face showed very plainly
the traces of his recent falling out with Clare. ;

“You are the new boy-—Sidney Blake? »

« Yes.l) 5

“Please sit down.” ;

Sidney sat down. He thought he could guess the cause
of the marvellous politeness from a Sixth Form prefect to a
Lower Fourth boy, but his-face gave no sign,

“Have you thought about your vote in the election yetP *

“QOh, yes!” :

“ And perhaps you have come to a decision? ”

“Yes.”

“May I ask what it is? ” said Darke smoothly.

“Certainly. I have decided to give the matter my deepest
consideration,” said Blake cheerfully. i

A glitter came into Darke’s eyes for a moment,

“Is that all? ”

“That is all, so far.”

“Now, I want to have a little talk with you about this,
Blake. T want you to vote for me at the election. I wan
you to make up your mind about it now. I may as well
.mention—of course, T can trust your discretion———>
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Blake nodded. .

“I may as well mention then that my opinhion is that ene
good turn deserves another, and that I shall stand by all
those that stand by me. If I get in as captain, I shan’t
forget you.” : /

“And if you den’t? ” &

“T shan’t forget that either, I promise you,” said Darke
significantly. “By a peculiar combination of circumstances.
the tesult of the election depends upon your single vote. Ti
T don’t get in, it will be because you ave against me. If you
are aganst me, T am against you all the while you are at
St. Cynthia’s. If you know anything of public schools, you
know what it means for a Lower Form boy to have a prefect
against him. I am speaking plainly, so that you will know
what to expect.” :

“That’s very kiiid of you,” said Blake.

Darke looked at him suspiciously.

“There’s another point,” he said slowly. “I’ve no doubt
that, like most youngsters, you run through your pocket-
money in next to no time. If at any time after the election
you wanted a sovereign, or a couple of sovereigns even——""

Sidney Blake rose, :

“Well, what do you think? ” said Darke sharply.

“I think you are the worst cad I've ever met! ” answered
Blake, with deliberate emphasis. “Keep your dirty money!
T'm going to vote for Clare! ” g

The prefect started up furicusly.

“You confounded cheeky brat—-—" ,

“T'm going to vote for Clare! You've helped me to
make up my mind. If you became captain of the school I
wouldn’t stay in it!” i

‘White with rage, the prefect snatched down a cane from
the wall and sprang towards the daring junior,

Blake faced him fearlessly.

“You had better not touch me,” he said. “If you do, ']
go straight to Dr. Barle and tell him that you tried to ﬁribe
me to vote for you!” >

Darke’s arm fell to his side. He had placed himself in
the junior’s power, and he knew it.  Such a charge was
gufficient to get him expelled from St. Cynthia’s,

“You—you whelp! ” he hissed.

“ Anything elge? ”

“You can gol ”

“Thanks.”

And Blake walked out of the study.

Philip Darke ground his teeth as he looked after him,

“Oh, I will make him suffer for that in the long run! He
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shall find that it does not pay to make a bitter enemy of
Philip Darke! ” he hissed.

Rice came into the study with an expectant look.

“Ts it all right? Here—I say—are you gone mad? ” he
yelled. |

For Darke, seeing someone upon whom he could safely
wreak the rage that consumed him, was boxing his ears right
and left with brutal vigour, and did not desist until his un-
fortunate fag twisted himself away and bolted out of th
study. ; .

CHAPTER V.
TaeE Story oF  ARTHUR CLARE.

But who is Arthur Clare? ;

Sir Nevil Glyn was seated in the study of Dr. Earle at
St. Cynthia’s.  They had been talking of the contested
election, in which the baronet, as the uncle of one of the
rival candidates, naturally took a deep interest. Sir Nevil
had thus adroitly led the conversation to Clare.

“T have a reason for asking,” he continued. “I saw the
young fellow yesterday in my nephew’s study when I called:
to see Philip, and the sight of his face gave me a very strange
and painful shock.”

“Indeed! ” said Dr. Earle, looking at the baronet over
his gold pince-nez wonderingly. ;

“T saw—or thought I saw-—in his face a resemblance to
one I knew well,” the baronet continued—‘“one who has
long been dead, but of whom I cannot think even now
without pain. Arthur Clare’s face brought the features of
my dead friend before me with a startling vividness, and I
was for the moment completely overcome. If the question
is not an indiscreet one, who is Arthur Clare? ”

The doctor reflected for a moment.

“There can be no harm in my telling you the story,” he
said slowly. “Clare is a kind of ward of mine, and he came
under my care many years ago, and under the most peculiar
circumstances. What you have just told me interests me
extremely, for the resemblance you have spoken of may
possibly furnish a clue to Clare’s parentage.” ?

“ His parentage is a secret then? ”

“Yes; a secret which, however, I have not given up the
hope of penetrating. The clue to the mystery lies here at
St. Cynthia’s, if we could but find it.” ¥

“You amaze me.”

“It is a strange story. But I will tell it from the beginning:.
I't began twelve years ago; that was, of course, long hefore
I came to St. Cynthia’s as principal. I was living in London
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at that tlme Late one night an old friend, named Gabriel
Locke——" j

The baronet started. y

“You knew Locke? ” said the doctor, with a look of new
interest.

“I met a man of that name long ago.abroad somewhere,
I think.

“He spent many years abroad. I had not seen him for a
very long time, when that night he suddcnly appeared at my
house, bringing the little hoy with him, then, as I should-
Judge about five years old. He was stranoely excited and
uncertain in his manner, and not quitesright in his head to
judge by appearances. He told me, in an excited and in-
coherent way, that his life was sought by bitter foes, as well
as that of the little lad he had with him, and lmplored me,
in the name-of our ancient friendship, to take charge of the
boy, the crphan son, as he said, of a very dear friend of his.
Astonished and disquieted as I ‘was by the whole occurrence,
I could not refuse such a request, and I consented, and Locke
disappeared, leaving the boy with me.’

“ And he told you nothing more?” asked Sir Nevil.

“Little more. .The boy was to be called Arthur Clare,
but I am by no means certain whether that is his real namé.
His birth and parentage were a secret, and must be kept so
for his safety’s sake, but the documents which vproved his
identity were enclosed in the black box, which was hidden
in the ruins of the old abbey of St. Cynthia’s. Poor Locke
stayed so short a time, and spoke so incoherently, being in
a state of such excitement and fear, that I could ﬂather 1no
more than that from him. He promised, however, to visit
me again when he could do so without danger of 1ef1dmor hig
enemies on the track of the boy. Then he left me as suddenly
as he had appeared, leaving me, as 30u may guess, in a
state of total bewilderment.” -

“And he pever came back? ”

“Never! I haye no doubt that he intended to return at
some time and give me more definite information as to the
place of concealment of the black box, but something must
have happened to prevent him. Poor’ fellow, his mind was
evidently unhinged when he was w lth me, and I had great
fears for his safety when he left me.’

“And the black box? Has it ever been found? ”

“Never! Why the old abbey of St. Cynthia’s should have
been selected as its hiding-place I cannot guess. I had
at that time no thought of ever coming here as principal,
but when, four years ago, on the retir etent of Dr. Cr fmbmne,
the offer was made to me, 1 Madly accented it. I need not
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say that I made it a point to make a search of the vaults

under the old abbey, but without success.”

“May not the whole story have beeil the freal of an
excited imagination? ” the baronet suggested.

“That is possible, of course; but I do not think so. ‘Why
should Locke have mentioned St. Cynthia’s Abbey specifically ?
No; I really believe that, under the influence of an over-
masteriig tetrror, my unfortunate friend really hid thie box
containing these documents in the ruins, and then left the
child with me. I do not despair of again seeing him and
receiving more definite information.”

A glitter shot into the baronet’s eyes, but he had partly
turned his fiace frout the doctor, who did not observe it.

“ And Clare is acquainted with these eircumstances? ”

«Qli, certainly! I have kept nothing from him.” 3
“Poos he ever seek for this mysterious black box?

The doctor smiiled. » .

“Naturally, he has done so many times. It appedrs,
however, to be well hidden, for he has totally failed to find
a trace of it up till now.” . : <A

“Ty that case it looks as if it will probably never be dis-
covered.”

“Well, I don’t know about that, Sir Nevil. Clare’s plan
is to take a section of the ruins at a time and give it a
thorough examination. By this means he liopes to be able
to uneaifth the black box in the long run.. I think that
there is a certain chance of success, do not you? ”

Again that glitter in the baronet’s eyes.

“No doubt,”.he assented. “I wish hilm every success.”
His face assumed a look of the deepest reflection. “From
what you tell me, there cannot he any connection between
Clare and my dead friend; I suppose it was a chance re-
gsemblance, and nothing more. Yet it was very striking.”

There was something of a disappointment in the doctor’s
kind old face as the baronet said this.

Sir Nevil’'s words had led him to hope that the baronet
might be able to throw some light on the mystery of Clare‘s
parentage. That hope was gone.

Never for an instant did it cross the good old’ "
mind that Sir Nevil Glyn had purposely m%sled hign (}git(’ﬁz
sake of extracting from him the history of Arthur Clare.

“A strange story,” the baronet said thought: G
thel'bllack box should ever be found and the sgecrfelinls)rl‘*ouggif:
.itgtexl'%s{c%d.l”trmt that you will inform me. I am sincerely
gus'l‘llx:a‘;l‘:ctor assepted cordmlly,‘ and Sir Nevil rose to take

3
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- all his powers of persuasion upon Blake.
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As he crossed the quadrangle he saw Arthur Olaré fa}kmg
with Ainper of thé Sixth. Clare lifted his cap, ahd the
barotet briefly acknewleédged his galute as he passed on
with a rapid step.

Ainger looked aftef hith ctitiously: :

“Is that Sir Nevil Glyn? I heard that le Was coming
to-day to call upon the doctor.”.
© Clare nodded. : 2

“Yesr; I met him yesterday i Darke’s study.”

“Not a bad-looking fellow,” Ainger rematked,
something familia¥ to me in his face. He’s like soinebody I
know. . Great Scott! ” he hroke oft abruptly, staring at Clare.

Clare, astohished, looked at liini. -

“What’s the matter now, Adnger? ”?

“Why, it’s you he resembles, that's alit

“He resembles meP ” ejaculated Clare, in wonder,

“Yes; by Jove!”

“That is strange.”

Back to Arthur’s mind came the seene
unexplained emotion of the batotiet at the sight of his face.
Wag it this likeness which Ainger remarked which had then
struck the baronet himself? But, if 0, why should it have

affected him so strangely? It was a puzzling question,

“Mligre’s

of yesterday; the

_ CHAPTER VI.
Tae KELECTION--AND AFTER. ;i
Sidney Blake’s position at St. Cynthia’s was unigueé; and
he enjoyed it. As the day of thé election came round, the
importance of the hundred-and-ninety-nineth boy  increased
rather than diminished. - :
After the row in {lie gymnasium, and Clare’s intervention

~with its painful results, the juniors left off the attempts to

intimidate the hew voter. They realised that it was useless ;
the new boy was simply as obstinate as a mule.  But it
occurred to Langdale that if he could not be driven  he
might be led; and on the morning of the election, he exerted

“Do let ug” have your vote, there’s a good: fellow,” he
said. “The whole Lower Kourth will take it as a. personal
favour. We simply must get Clare in.” . /

“What, are you still going to vote for him, after he licked
you for your zeal?” asked Blake. -
“ “Rather! He can lick me as often as he likes, but I shail
stand by him,” said Langdale, with sturdy loyalty. . “Bless
you we don’t mind Clare licking us! I believe it hurts him
Tnore than it does us. It's different with ,‘,Chat brute Darke;
it’s o pleasure to him to handle the cane,
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“Yes; he looks that sort.”

“Well, then,” said Langdale eagerly; “you can see for
yourself that Clare is the man. Why don’t you set our doubts
at rest?”

' “Don’t you be impatient. The election comes off to-night,
and then your doubts will be set at rest,” said Blake, with
his exasperating coolness.

Langdale looked strongly inclined to commit assault and
battery, but he restrained himself.

“Just you wait till to-night, you disgusting bounder! ”
he muttered to himself, as he walked away.

And; indeed, there were several indications that Blakée
would have a warm time of it when the election was over,
and when—from his great importance as hundred—and-nmety-
mnth boy—he w ould - sink into the insignificance of a

“common or garden ” member of the Lower Fourth.

Langdale’s was not the only persuasion Blake had: to
listen to that day. O’Connor interviewed him, and so did
Rice; and several of the seniors who espoused Darke’s cause
tried the effect of. mingled promises and threats upon him.
But mnobody could extlau; anything from  him that was
not of a quite non-committal nature, so that when evening
drew near the result was still uncertain.

Little attention was paid to lessons that day, and all were
heartily glad when the farce was over, and the school was
dismissed.

The one great topm was the election ; even the forthcoming
football match with Clyfte College was for the time for gofcten
Blake was immensely amused by the variety of angry,
threatening, and beseeching looks that were thrown towards
hlm But he went on his way, and made no sign.

‘And at last the boys assembled in the great hall where
the elections were held. The hour had come.

Every Doy, hig and little, at St. Cynthia’s was there,
Langdale and his friends stood with a group of juniors, and
near them Sidney Blake was standing in an unconcerned atti-
tude, with his hands in his pockets.

“Look at the brute,” muttered Langdale; “he looks as
cool as a cucumberwas if the fate of St. (*ynthm S wasn’t
trembling in the balance. Oh, won’t I wallop' him to- nlght
when I get him in the dormitory, that’s all!”

“Sure, Ill forgive the omadhaun if he only votes for’ leue o

said O’Connor.

“Rats! He wants a hiding for his cheek, and I’m gomo to
give him one!”

There was rather,a droll look upon 0’Connor’s face. He
remembered the affair in the train. and he thought thas
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Cecil had set himself a' task which might not prove to be
an easy one. :

“Attention, there!” said Taylor. “There’s Dacre up to
speak.” s 1
“He’s going to propose Darke; hiss the rotter!?” !
Dacre, who was a chum of Philip Darke’s, proposed his
candidate amidst a storm of cheers from Darke’s faction
and a chorus of hisses from the younger portion of Clare's
supporters. A frown from Arthur, however, silenced the

hisses.

Dacre called for a show of hands. A forest of hands went
up: Langdale and his friends looked at Blake almost in
anguish.’ Darke was staring across *at him; but Clare was
looking the other way, and did not trouble to turti his head.

Sidney Blake stood in the same easy attitude, his hands
deep in his pockets. Langdale drew a long breath of relief.

“He’s not going to vote for Darke, af any rate.’”’

The counting was slow and careful, for it was necessars
to avoid the possibility of a mistake. .And probably Dacre
wanted to give the hundred-and-ninety-nineth boy plenty
of time to make up his mind.

But it ended at last, and Sidney Blake’s hands were still
in his pockets. Philip Darke’s eyes were gleaming as he

‘looked at the cool youngster; he inwardly swore to make

his life a burden while he stayed at St. Cynthia’s!

The count ended, Ainger rose to propose Clare. It was
now the turn of Clare’s partisans to cheer, and the Darkites
to hiss and hoot.

“Hands up for Arthur Clare!?” : i

Up they went. And then it was, observed 'that the new
boyslowly and leisurely withdrew his hands from his pockets
and elevated his right in the air. Sidney Blake was voting
for Clare. g

“Hurrah!” shouted Langdale. “Hurrvah, we've oot it!?”

“Count! Count! shouted the Darkites, in a vague
hope that somebody might have changed his mind since
the last election, and that there might he a chance left for
their candidate.

The counting was proceeded with.

When it was over, Mr. Carton made known the result,

¢ Philip Darke, ninety-nine votes.”’ :

There had-been no change.

¢ Arthur Clare, one hundred votes.”

Arthur Clare was captain of St. Cynthia’s! The vote of
the hundred-and-ninety-ninth boy had decided the election !

‘A perfect hurricane of cheers swept the hall; every boy
who had voted for Clare, shouting himself hoarse in celebra-
tion of the victory.
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Philip Darke strode away with a brow as black as thunder,
and envy, hatred, and all uncharitableness rieting in his
heart.. He hated COlare, and he hated Sidney Blake; and
_schemes for revenge upon both of them flitted wildly through
his exeited brain. : y

He had fung himself upon a chair in his study, and was
thinking in a black and bitter mood of his defeat, when
thete came 4 tap ab the door; and Clare entered.

The defeated candidate fixed a savage, unfriendly look
upon him.

What do you want? ”

Clare held ot his hand.

“Let us be friends, Darke. I—I'm sorry I logt my temper
the other day. As for this election, there’s no honour in
winning ity and no disgrace in losing it; and if I had had my
way, the new boy would not have been allowed to vote at all.
It needn’t make us bad friends. I am willing to bury all
past differences and start afresh, if you are.”

Darke thrugt his hands deep into his pockets. Clare
slowly let his fall clogely to his side. !

“You're willing to bury all past differences, are you? Yes,
gaturally; now that you've gob all you wanted,” sneered
Darke: “Now that you are captain of St. Cynthia’s, you can
‘e magnanimous and bury the hatchet. But if you think I'm
coing to kniickle undet and let you have everything all your
own way youw're mightily mistaken.”

Clare did not reply. = He had acted upon a generous im-
pulse in thus coming to his defeated rival, but he already
realised that he had made a mistake.

“You have got in,” continued Darke, “much good may it
do you! But dow't come to mefwith this hypocritical pre-
tence of friendship; it makes me sick! ”

“You do me an injustice,” said Clare, in a low voice. “I
suppose it wasn’t wise of me to come here, but I came with
good intentions.” |

“Well, your good intentions are not appreciated, so you
may as well clear,” said Darke, in the most insulting manner.

Clare bit his lips, and, turning on his heel, walked out of
the room. He had hard work to keep his hands off the
prefect, but he would not give way to his temper.

The juniors had trooped out of the hall, cheering loudly
in honour of the mew captain, trying to drown the hoots
and catcalls of the Darke voters. Langdale and his friends

“were in high glee. But the self-constituted chief of the Tiower
Fourth had not forgotten his determination to take ven-
geance upon the hundred-and-ninety-ninth boy for the un-
easiness he had caused him, and also, perhaps, for the
eminence Blake was rapidlv acquiring in the Form. Cecil

%
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had probably already scented in Blake a rival to his supre-
macy, and deemed it hest tq put him in his place at once. ¢

“Arve you satisfied now, chappy? ” Blake asked, when he
encountered Langdale after the election, :

“Not by long chalks,” replied Langdale promptly. “If
I don’t give you the biggest hiding you ever had in your
life for your thundering cheek, you may use my head for a
football.” i .

“Thanks,” veplied Blake serenely. “But I reckon a
wooden football would be rough on my tootsies, old chap! ” 3

Langdale glared.

“Just you wait till to-night,” he said.

“Oh, am I to have the licking to-night? ”

“Yes, you disgusting bounder! ”

LAl right; m glad you’ve warned me. It was con-
siderate of you. I shall be able to make my will and—-—"

But Langdale walked away without deigning to listen to
Blake’s chaff.

When bedtime came, and the juniors trooped up to their
dormitory, Blake was on his guard, and prepared for rough
handling, for besides Langdale’s words, he had seen man
peculiar looks given him by the Fourth Formers, whicK
warned him of the wrath to come.

A sponge dripping with water flew through the air, and
Blake dodged just in time to let it squelch upon the door.

In a fraction of a second he had picked it up and sent it
whirling tack to the sender, who happened to he Pat

- O’Connor.

O’Connor gave a wild yell as the wet sponge flopped in his
face, sending spurts of cold water down his chest.

“Arrah, ye gossoon! what for did ye do that? ” he
shouted. .

“Oh, one good turn deserves amother, you know,” replied
Blake. “Hallo, my pippin, what do you want? ”

The question was addressed to Langdale, who had come
up to him with a decidedly warlike expression, followed by
a crowd of juniors.

“I want you,” announced Langdale. ‘I want you to make
your choice—ts take a licking or to fight me. Which do
you prefer? ” :

“Oh, I think I’ll fight,” said Blake carelessly. 4.
“All right. Then as soon as the prepositor’s seen lights
out, 'm your man. They won’t take any notice of a little
noise on election night, and we shall be able to settle matters

quite comfortably.” ;

“TI hope so,” assented Blake, “although I've an idea that
you won’t feel so comfortable when I’ve done with you as
you do now.” T o s

Whereat Langdale glaved, and showed a strong disposition
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to begin operations without waiting for the prepositor to
come and go; hbub just then steps were heard in the
corridor, and Wilkinson of the Sixth put his head in at the

oor. :
“Not in bed yet, you young rascals? 7
“Sha'n’t be a tick, Wilkinson.” -
«Vouwd better not, or I’Il warm you! ”
And the juniors tumbled into bed, and Wilkinson turned
out the gas, bade them good-night, and took his departure.
Barely had his footsteps died away down the corridor when
the beds were vacant again. ILangdale produced a bicycle
Jamp and lighted it, and half a dozen candle ends added to
the illumination of the dormitory.
“Now you hindred-and-ninety-ninth mongrel!
“Do you want me? ” said Blake yawning. ‘“Don’t you
think you had better put off this thing till to-morrow
and____” \
ffLangdale’s reply was to rush at him and jerk his hedclothes
off.
“Now, out with you! * said Cecil threateningly.

Blake rose in a leisurely manner.

“Very well, if you insist,” he drawled. ;

«Who'll be the mongrel’s second? ” said Langdale, looking
round. ;
" Jones volunteered. 0’Connor was acting for Langdale.

| The two opponents were soon in fighting trim, in vest and
trousers, and wearing socks to avoid making a moise which
might attract some over-dutiful prefect. 4

The juniors stood round in nightshirts and pyjamas, looking
‘on with deep interest as the adversaries faced one another.

Langdale was famous for his prowess in the Lower Fourth,
and . Upper Fcurth boys had sometimes come off worst in
encounters with him. That he would lick the new boy hardly
admitted of doubt to the minds of his Form fellows. But
Blake had shown that he had plenty of pluck and grit, so a
good fight was expected. 2l

“Steady does it, Cissy,” whipered O’Connor, before the
fight began. {'There’s a divil in that fellow’s eye I don’t
like. Don’t ye get into a temper, or he’ll have you, as sure
as there’s no snalkes in Ireland.” :

«Pooh! I shall only make a mouthful of him,” said Lang-
dale confidently. !

«Yowll find him a mouthful hard to. digest, thin!” said
0O’Connor.

And Langdale, with the idea of showing Pat how mistaken
he was, led off by forcing the fighting, and the impetuosity
of his attack made Blake give ground a little, and they
went right round the ring, Blake on the defensive, till Lang-
dale paused to geb his breath, and then Blake went for him

3
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like lightning, and before he knew what was happening, the
chief of the Lower Fourth was lying on his back, stretched
there by one terrific right-hander straight from the shoulder.

O’Connor picked up his man, and sat him on a bed and
sponged his face.. Langdale was looking dazed.

“What did T tell ye? ” growled Pat. “Sure, ye' gave
yourself away intirely! If ye fight like that, ye may as well
give in at once, Cis.” " .

“Rats! ” groaned Langdale. “I—I wasn’t exactly looking
for that.”

“Ye'll get some more thumps ye're not looking for if ye
don’t take cave.” 4

“Oh, you dry up, you Job’s comforter.”

And Langdale stepped up to face Blake again.

He fought the second round more cautiously, Tt was a
hard-contested round, and both combatants received a good
deal of punishment. "When it ended, the blood was trickling
from Sidney Blake’s nose, and Langdale’s left eye was closing
up.

The third round was watched with breathless interest by
the juniors. :
Langdale, to say the least, had not had the best of it' so
far, and the possibility of a victory to the new hoy was
beginning to be considered. The comments which™ Cecil
heard as to his possible defeat exasperated him, and in the

¢ third round he resolved to finish Blake once and for all.

But it did not work out exactly as he had anticipated. Heo
sparred: with great skill and care, and when he saw an
opening given him by the apparent carelessmess of his foe,
he rushed in to take advantage of it, and expected to sce
Blake go rolling over under a heavy right-hander—only it
did not happen. It had been a feint on Blake’s part, and he
was quite on his guard. Tangdale’s right was swept up-
ward, and before he could recover, Blake's fist smote him
full upon the nose like a lump of solid iron, and he went
down with & clash that made the floor créalk.
~ He was rather slow in getting up, even with the help of
O’Connor: He sat on the bed looking dazed and dizzy while
the Irish lad sponged hig heated face and wiped the freely-
flowing “eclaret ” from his battered nose.

“ Better luck next time,” said O’Connor consolingly.

“Of course that was only a fluke,” said Langdale.

“Of course,” assented Pat, with a wink at the ceiling.

“T shall lick him, confound you! ” growled Langdale, all
the more positively: because he was beginning to have doubts
upon ‘that point himself, g

" “Of course ye will, Cissy darlint, but do take care, and
don’t give yourself away.” o B . :
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7 And in the next round Langdale did take care. But his
care was as useless as his rashness had been, for Sidney Blake
was warming to his work, while Langdale was getting dazed
and fagged, and the current of the onlookers’ opinion soon
all came to run one way. Blake was getting the best of it.
* He knew it, and the knowledge of it made him cooler and
more confident. And Langdale was coming to realise it, too,
and to realise that his proud eminence as cock of the walk
in the Lower Fourth was tottering. He grimly determined
to fight to the bitter end. b /

Langdale was down again at the end of the fourth round.
But in the fifth he had a bit of luck, and Sidney went to the
floor with a crash under an unexpected blow which caught
bim fairly between the eyes. But he jumped up as if he were
made of indiarubber. And in the fifth round he came up
smiling, though several sage critics remarked that he was
not quite so steady on his “pins ” as at the start. But he
.was a good deal steadier than Langdale..

. Cecil fought on hard, resolved mot to give in while he
could stand or see. But Blake began to press him hard, and
his guard was faulty, and blow after blow descended upon
his face and chest, and his defence grew feebler each moment.
Till at last, Blake, rushing in, delivered a terrible. right-
hander upon his chest, instantly followed up by the left in his
eye, and Langdale dropped as if he had been shot.

“T’m,.done! ” he gasped faintly, as Pat lifted him. “You
can chuck up the sponge, Paddy.” And he sat on the bed
blinking at Blake, too thoroughly used up-to even think about
.- the position he had lost by his defeat.
Blake stepped up to him and held out his hand.
“Give us your fin, old boy. A few hard knocks needn’t
- make us bad. friends, I hope? ”

“ Arrah, and be sure he’s a broth of a boy! ” exclaimed
O’Conner, And Langdale accepted Blake’s hand frankly
enough.

¢ s CHAPTER VII.
Caprainy oF THE ScHOOL—BIirter Broon—A Srranes
ADVENTURE.

" Arthur Clare had become captain of St. Cynthia’s. He had
- not expected the post to be an easy one; and he soon found
that Philip Darke meant to do everything in his power to
make it difficult. )

Darke was on the football committee, which included also
Ainger and Wilkinson, of the Sixth, and three Fifth Form
fellows. After Darke’s repulse of his overtures on the night
of the election, Clare was prepared for hostility, and he did
not look fer it in vain.
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The forthcoming match against Clyffe College was the
great topic now at St. Cynthia’s, and the constitution of the
school team caused the captain a good deal of anxiety.

Clyffe was an old rival of St. Cynthia’s for football fame
and had always proved the most formidable foe the schoo
had to encounter, so that the match was always looked for-
ward to with a certain amount of anxiety. The last match
between the two schools had been won by Cliffe, and the
thought of two consecutive lickings was unendurable to the
boys of St. Cynthia’s. They were rfsolved ‘to strain every
nerve to win, and the chief worry fell upon Clare, as captain
of the team. 4

That the school eleven wanted improving, and that there .

was material at St. Cynthia’s for improving it, he knew,
but he knew also that there would be difficulty with Darke
when he made his views kunown.

And before speaking out in committee, Arthur consulted
his great chum, Ainger, who, he knew, shared his views
upon the subject. :

“There’ll have to be a change in the team, Ainger,” he
remarked. “You saw how we fared in the game with the

“Town eleven last week. We licked them by the skin of our

teeth, so to speak. The Town lot can’t hold a candle to
Clyffe. If we don’t play better than we did last Wednesday,
we may as well give up all idea of anything but ancther
thrashing from the college, :

“That’s true enough, Arthur, but you will have to weed
out the team a bit. Dacre’s form was abominable last Wed-
nesday; he’s been going down for g long time, Between
ourselves, we know very well that a lot of drinking and
smoking goes on in somse of -the Sixth Form studies, and
that’s bound to tell upon a player in the long run. I don’t
find any fault with Darke; he’s one of the best wingers we
have, but Dacre and Hancock are not good enough.”

“That’s exactly what I think. Hancock practically gave
the Town a goal last Wednesday, and at the time I saw that
he wouldn’t do. Dacre is as bad.”

“They’ll have to go,” said Ainger decisively.

“I’m afraid there’ll be trouble.”
. “You mean that Darke will oppose it? » '

“Yes; he is certain to stand by his chums, and it would
be hard to blame him for doing it, in one way.”

“Private friendship must always give way to the public
good in football matters,” said Ainger. “Darke must look
at it in that light.” ]

“I’'m afraid he won’t.”

“Then he’ll have to be made to,” declaved Ainger. “I can
see what’s bothering you, Clare. You think your motives
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may be misconstrued if you begin your captaincy by a dispute
with Darke. But you mustn’t let that worry you. I tﬁink
the majority of the fellows will see things in the proper
light, and do you justice. Besides that, my opinion 1s that
Darke means mischief anyway, and that if you conceded
anything for the sake of peace, it would only make him
more insolent.”’ i \

A troubled look came over Clare’s frank face.

_ “T hate being on ill terms with anybody,” he said, “and
it’s intolerable that private animosities should be allowed
to interfere with the efficiency of the school team. But
T'm afraid there’s a great deal in what you say about Darlke.
Anyway, I sha’n’t allow any consideration to interfere with
my doing my duty as I understand it. We are going to beat
Clyffe this time, if I can possibly bring it about.”

The foothall committee met in Clare’s study, and, as the
captain expectéd Darke’s face immediately took on a hostile
expression. when he made the suggestion of reconstituting
the eleven that was to meet Clyffe. :

“That depends,” said Darke. “I'm curious to know whom
you want to leave out.” :

“T don’t want to leave out anybody,” replied Clare mildly.
“What I say is that the team requires fresh blood, and that
some of the present members must stand out for the -general
good. I should hardly think it necessary for me to say that
Thave no private feeling of any kind against any individual.”

“That’s all very well,” said Darke, “but there’s such a
thing as prejudice, and, in my opinion, the committee ought
to consider very carefully indeed any proposal to intertere
with the team as it stands.” :

“Qh, I am not anxious to pick holes in anybody. The
backs are as good as any that St. Cynthia’s can produce,
and so are the forwards.”

“T disagree with you, Darke,” said Ainger. ‘“Both Han-
cock and Dacre have gone down enormously, and, in my
opinion, there are members of the junior eleven who are
more fit to play Clyffe than they arve.”

“Yess; and both Dacre and Hancock are my friends.”

“That doesn’t make them any better.”

« And it doesn’t make them any worse, except in the
opinion of Arthur Clare.” i

“You speak hastily, Darke,” said Clare, keeping his temper
with difficulty. “TI don’t think you would make a charge
like that if you were calm.”

“MThe facts speak for themselves.” "

“The facts are that Hancock and Dacre are not fit to play
Clyffe, and that T recommend twe new forwards in their
place,” said Clare sharply, T

N
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- Darke sneered. 4
, “And whom do you recommend? Let’s know that by all
means.” 44

“I am willing to leave that to the committee to decide,
but I was thinking of Smith and Norris.” Pl

“Oh, yes! Both friends of yours. Did you promise them
as much before the election? ” said Darke scornfully.

Clare sprang to his feet pale with anger.

“Darke, yowll apologise for that cowardly insinuation
if ylou are going to remain on this committee! ” he exclaimed
hotly. ‘

“1 won't apologise for saying what is true! ”

“True! ” exclaimed Aingér, jumping up. “Why you
hound——> : ‘

Clare made him a sign to be quiet. Darke had risen, too,
and there seemed the prospect of a regular “row.” j

“It will be impossible for me to act with Darke if he does
not withdraw his words,” said the captain. “I leave it to
’tl}]lencgmmittee to decide whether he sh;ﬁ* 2o, or whether I
shall.

“There’s no two opinions about that,” said Ainger.
“Darke, you've got to apologise or clear.”

.. And the verdict was general. ; ; A

“Well, I won’t apologise,” said Darke obstinately. “And
I don’t mind if I do retire from a committee ruled by
favouritism. But I protest against the whole proceeding
and I shall appeal to the school.” ;
¢ And he walked out of the room.

The business of the committee was then proceeded with,
and (Clare’s suggestions were adopted, but the committes
was in a far from cheerful frame of mind. They all felt that
Darke meant to make trouble, and to cause as much friction
as he could. And Clave, although he had the support of the
committee, saw that some of the members were not wholly:
convinced by his arguments, and, but for opposing him
would have heen willing to have given the two failures .=
further trial. g i

As soon as the result of the meeting of the committe be-
came generally known, feeling ran high at St, Cynthia’s on
the subject. Most of Darke’s partisans sided with their chief. .
and represented Ulare’s conduct as the outcome of jealousy and
favouritism.  On the other hand, Clave’s party upheld  his
decision, and accused Darke of not caring whether St Cyn-
thia’s won or lost the great match so long as he succeeded in
getting his friends into the eleven—which was to a great
extent true.

'Clare’s warmest partisans were among the juniors, and the
warmest of all was probably Sidvey Blake. Blake admired
Clare immensely, and he had publicly announced that any
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Lower Fourth boy who said a word against the captain had
better look out for a licking. And in the Lower Fourth
Blake’s word was law.

For the fight in the dormitory had had the inevitable
result. Langdale had fallen from his high estate, and the
hundred-andsninety-ninth boy reigned in his stead. Cecil
had had some idea of putting the matter to a second test,
but on secend thoughts he had decided that he wouldn’t. He
was no match for Blake, and he had found it out.

But Blake’s frank and hearty cordiality of manner removed

the soreness of defeat . The victor showed not the slichtest
trace of any propensity to crowing or bullying, and so %Lang-
dale’s fall was easy. And ere the dark hues had faded from
round his eyes, he had responded to Sidney’s friendly over-
tures as frankly as they were made, and they were on the
way to becoming good comrades. :

They were, in fact, thrown a good deal together, for to
Blake had been assigned a share of the study occupied by
Langdale and O’Connor, and so every evening they had to
do their preparation’ in company, And this arrangement
soon proved agreeable to all three, for they pulled together
famously.

One evening Blake rose with a yawn, and sent his dog-eared
Virgil flying across the room, to signify that he was finished,
and stood looking out of the window. The trees in the
quadrangle were %eginning to show their spring green, and
birds were twittering in the branches. Over the top ofs the
Principal’s house he could see the grey tower, which was all
that remained standing of the ancient St. Cynthia’s.

“Did either of you chaps ever explore the old abbey? 7
asked Blake, turning from the window. *Perkins says that

there are no end of vaults and secret passages under the

ruins. It would be splendid fun to explore them.”

“Tt’s out of bounds,” replied Langdale; “Pat and I tried
to get there>on more than one occasion, but it was no go.
Some beast of a prefect or a master is sure to spot you.”

“Why are the ruins out of bounds? ”

“The doctor says they’re dangerous—old, tumbling stairs
and pitfalls, and so on. I suppose that’s right; but I should
like to go all the same.”

_“Let us go, then,” suggested Blake. “T don’t see why we
shouldn’t. Of course, we shall have to break bounds. But
that can’t be helped. It’s really Dr. Earle’s fault for placing
the abbey out of bounds.”

Langdale grinned. ]

. “No doubt; but I don’t see how we are to manage
it without heing spotted.”
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“lal‘hat’s easily settled. We can go at night,” said Blake
coolly.

Langdale looked a little startled.

“They say the ruins are haunted,” he remarked.

“They say a good many things,” answered Blake. “If
we find a ghost we’ll apologise and withdraw, and the most
punctilious spectre can’t ask more than that.”

Langdale laughed, but his doubts were not quite resolved.

“It’s all very well to talk about it now,” he said. “But
when it’s dark the thing’ll#eem a great deal more creepy.
Nobody’s afraid of ghosts in the daytime.”

“Well, ’'m not afraid of them in the night-time either.”
declared Blake. “And if you two funk it, I shall go alone.”

. “Oh, draw it mild. You wouldn’t have the nerve.”

“Well, you’ll see.”

And when they went to the dormitory that night, and
lights were out, Blake had not relinquished his idea. Lang-
dale heard him getting out of bed when the hour of eleven
boomed out from the clock-tower of St. Cynthia’s.

“T say, are you really going, you bounder? ” asked Cecil,
in astonishment.

“Didn’t I tell you so? ”

“Yes; but I didn’t think you meant it.”

“Well, you see now that I do,” said Blake, beginning to
lace up ‘his boots. :

Whereupon Langdale jumped out of bed.

“Well, you obstinate hounder, you sha’n’t go alone, then.
T’ll come with you, Shall I wake O’Connor?

Pat was snoring away like one who did not mean to wake
up il the day of judgment.

Blake stepped up to his bed.

“TI wake him.” he said.

And he removed the bedclothes from O’Connor with a
single jerk.

“Arrah, then, what ave ye dt, ye.blitherin’ gossoon, ye? »
howled Pat, starting up. RN

“Time to get up,” answered Blake. “Aren’t you coming
to the abbey? Hand me that jug of water, Cis. He isn’t
half awake yet.”

Pat was out of bed in a twinkling.

“Tll come wid ye, ye spalpeen, and keep ye out of mis-
chief!  Ugh! how cold it is!, How are you going to get
out? ”

“T did some scouting this evening. There's a little
window it will be easy to unfasten, and we ean get in again
the same way. Come onl!

Some of the other boys had awakened, and wanted to know
what was “on.”  And when Blake explained, the general
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opinion was that the adventurers would lose their nerve,
and return before they reached the haunted abbey.-

“We’ll see,” said Blake cheerfully; and he led the way
from the dormitory on tiptoe.

In the silence of the night the stairs seemed to creak with
unusual loudness, and the boys held their breath when they
passed a door under which gleamed a light. But without
mishap they reached the window Sidney had selected: as the
place of egress, and unfastened it, and one by one passed
out.

The night was dark but fine, a few stars twinkled in the
sky. It was cold and sharp, and the keen air made them
catch their breath quickly. :

“We shall-have to get across the doctor’s garden,” said
Langdale, in a whisper. “That’s the only way to avoid
going a thundering long way round. Give us a leg over
this wall.” Ll b ;

The garden was crossed in safety, with no worse mishap
than O’Connor tumbling off a wall into a mass of evergreens.
They dragged him out, and proceeded, and in a quarter of
an hour they stood among the ruins of the ancient abbey. '

The place was certainly ghastly in the extreme. Huge
masses of mossy masonry rose on all sides, shadowy, dark,
and undefined. The opening where ‘the crumbling stone
steps led down into the lewer regions was black and for-
bidding.

Langdale shivered.

“Cheerful sort of place, isn’t it? “remarked Blake. “We
had better light the lantern before we go down, I think.
Nobody will see us here.”

He had brought Langdale’s bicycle lamp. He struck a
match and lighted it, and cast the light into the yawning
cavity. The upper steps of a broad stone flight were revealed.

“Come on, chaps.” :

Blake s perfect coolness reanimated his companions, who
were beginning to hesitate. As a matter of fact, the silence
and darkness were not without their effect upon Sidney,
but he was determined not to show it.

He stepped carefully down, for Langdale had warned him
that the steps were in a rickety condition, and led the way
below.

A dozen or more steps were there. Then Blake stood upon
a floor of cracked and broken flags, and cast the rays of the
lantern' round him into the endless darkness. He could
dimly make out the form of the vaults stretching before him,

“Come on,” he said. :

And he set out. And the others, not liking to hang back,
and show the white feather, followed him. - But their faces
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showed plainly enough how they would have preferred their
warm beds to the dark, damp vaults. : ;

Suddenly, when Sidney had proceeded about a dozen
vards, O’Connor clutched him by the arm, with a sharp
exclamation. /

“What's the matter?” demanded Blake, considerably -
startled.

“Didn’t yez see it? ”

“See what? ”

“The light! ” J

“What light? Only the one I'm carrying.”

“T tell ye I saw a light—yonder. It’s—it’s the——”

“Rats!?” said Blake. “Do you think a howling spectre
carries a light around? All the giddy goblins T've ever
heard of can find their way in the dark.” - ° ~

But Langdale had turned pale, too, as well as ‘0’Connor;
and was casting uneasy glances into the surrounding dark-

ess. i

“Tellows have seen that light before,” he said. “I believe
that’s what started the ghost yarn, a light being seen flitting
about here after dark. Come now, don’t you think we had
better clear? ” :

“There it is again! ? gasped O’Connor.

This time Blake saw it, too. A gleam of light, far away
in the darkness—how far away bhe could not exactly tell.”

Blake gave a start and stared at it. He was beginning
to feel a creepy sort of thrill, in spite of his nerve.

What could possibly be the cause of the appearance of the
mysterious light in the depth of the recesses umder the
ruined abbey? ’

“T¢’s—it’s coming this way,” O’Connor gasped.

“Scott | So it 18.”

The light was indeed advancing towards them. Tt was
becoming stronger and clearer every moment.

Blake blew out his lantern.

“Ye omadhaun! ” said O’Connor, with chattering teeth,
“what did ye do that for? Let's get out of this.”

Blake’s momentary uneasiness had passed. He was quite
cool and collected again.

“Don’t be an ass, Paddy, I know what that light is.
Can’t you see by the motions of it, and the height it 1s from
the ground, that it iy being carried in somebody’s hand?
It's somebody else cxploring the vaults, and he’s no more
spectre than I am. Why, if he's caught sight of our light,
perhaps he’s taken us for grisly goblins. He would have
just as much reason, anyway.” A :

Blake’s cool explanation reassured his comrades some-
what. The light, now that they watched it more calmly,
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oertzli.inly did give the impression’ of being carried in a man’s
and.,
“But who can it he? ” whispered Langdale. “Who could
be down in these vaults at this time of night? 3
“Well, we’re here, old son. Perhaps it’s some fellow on

- the same errand.”

“Tt isn’t one of our Form, then. We should know about it
if it were.” i i ;

“That’s a fact, so if it’s a St. Cynthia’s fellow, it’s a
senior. and we had hetter keep. out of sight,” Blake
remarked. | .

“Let’s cut,” suggaested Pat.

“Bosh! T'm curious; T want to see who it is.”

“If it’s a prefect we shall get into a row if we're seen.” .

“Then e won’t be seen, There’s certainly plenty of
corners here where one ean hide.”
~ “But—but svppose it ain’t a St. Cynthia’s fellow at all.
If it’s anybody eise, he’s here for no good.” .

“In that case we shall see what the rotter’s up to, and
see what his little game is.”

Blake had his way, as he usually did. The boys felt their
way into a dark recess, which Blake had observed before he
extinguished the lantern, and waited there, watching the
approaching light.

Faintly, eerily, through the dark silence came the sound
of footfalls!

Blake nudged O’Connor. :

“What do you think of your giddy sceptre now, Pat? A
ghost in boots.” iy

Closer came the light. It was clear that whoever carried
it was making for the stone stair by which the boys had
descended into the vaults. He would, therefore, pass within -
a few yards of them, and they could not fail to see who he
was. They waited with bated breath. : .

They could see the figure dimly behind the light now.
It came closer ; it passed. They saw for one fleeting moment
the face as the light passed on towards the stair.

Blake could scarcely restrain a cry of astonishment.

He saw the face and could scarcely believe his eyes.

It was the face of Arthur Clare! :

He heard a quick breath from Langdale and O’Connor.
He knew that they had recognised the captain of the school /
also, and were as amazed as he was.

What was Arthur Clare doing in the old abbey at mid:
night,? :

The light disappeared. Clare had ascended the old stair,
and was gone. Blake stepped out from the hiding-place.

“I wonder what that means, chaps? Thunder! Hush!?
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“What is it? ? whispered Langdale, catching his breath.

“I—I. believe I heard a step,” faltered Blake, even l‘n,?
nerve shaken at last. “There’s somebody else in the vaults.’

Langdale shuddered. To stand there in the black darkness,
feeling that something unknown was lurking near them,
was terrible. .

“For God’s sake let’s get out of this,” whispered 0’Connor.
“Come on! Don’t light the lantern, or it will give us away.”

But as he spoke the sound of a click was heard in the
darkness, and a sudden brilliant dight shot out before them.

What 1t was was evident enough, -A dark lantern had been
suddenly turned on by the mysterious lurker in the vaults,
who was probably ignorant of the presence of the boys there.
It occurred to Sidmey at once that the unknown had been
following Clare, and now ventured to burn a light because
the captain of St. Cynthia’s was gone.

The sudden flashing of the bright light dazzled the boys,
but Blake caught sight of a tall figure, draped in a long
cloak, with a black cloth fastened over the face to form a
kind of mask. Krom holes in this two startled eyes glared
out at the boys, who did not wait to take a second look
at the terrible figure. The strange apparition made a move-
ment, whether to advance or to recede they never knew, for
they bolted like scared rabbits for the stair, and went tearing
up 1t, heedless of falls and collisions and bruises, and rushed
out panting into the starlight.

In the open air their fright calmed down somewhat; but
the mysterious figure was still before their mental eye, and
they hurried away from the ruins, and did not stop till they
stood panting under the elms in the quadrangle.

- “Kasy does it,” said Blake. “We don’t want to run into
Clare, chaps. Wait here a bit.”

“What could it have been? ” gasped Langdale and
O’Connor together,

“That’s a little bit of mystery. 1 admit I was startled
out of my wits, and didn’t wait totake a second look,” said
Blake candidly. “%dure‘ say we've heen frightened for
nothing, and that hé wouldn’t have hurt wus, whoever ‘he
was.”

“I'm jolly glad we didn’t stop and risk it,” said Langdale,
with a shiver. “Of course, it wasn’t a ghost.”

But he said it in a very doubtful sort of way.

“Of course it wasn’t,” said Blake immediately. “It was
somebody that was watching ‘Clare, though why he should
watch him, and why Clare should be there at all, 1s a mystery
to me. But who on earth could the horrid rotter have
been? ' he continued. “Of course, it wasn’t one of the
fellows. It was semebody who didn’t want his face to be
seen if anybody should happen to spot him while he was
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ambling around the vaults;-that was why he was got up
like that. Did you ever hear of any other way of getting
into the vaults beside from the abbey? »

“Pve heard that there’s a way from the ruined priory in
Glyndale Wood,” replied Langdale. “That was on the ahbey
lands in the old days, before Henry VIII. gave it to the
ancestor of Sir Nevil Glyn.” : »

“Then depend upon it, that’s the way this joker came,”
said Blake. “And my idea is that he was watching Clare.
The question is, ought we to give Clarea warning that there’s
a chap who takes such an interest in his midnight perambu-
lations? :

“Just you be carefull.” exclaimed Langdale, in alarm.
“If Clare knew that we had been there, it wonld mean a
licking all round.” )

“Scott! I forgot that! We’ll think it over. Anyway,
the proper caper now is to get back to bed, so here goes.”

And i five minutes more they were between the sheets.
But it was a long time before slumber visited their eyelids.

CHAPTER VIIL.
TrE Fucitive or Grynpaus Woop—A SrtraxeE MySTERY.

Tap!

“QCome in,” called out Arthur Clare.

Sidney Blake walked into the study. The captain of St.
Cynthia’s looked at him inquiringly.

“I want to speak to you, Clare, if I may.”

Clare smiled, and laid aside his Todhunter.

“Go ahead, youngster! ”

And without further preamble Blake related the adventure
of the preceding night. The young captain’s face grew
stern, then startled and ‘amazed, as he listened. When
Blake had finished; he looked at: him with a very peculiar
expression. Y ‘

“Why do you tell me this, Blake? T suppose you know
that it is my duty to punish you for breaking bounds last
songsl v Lk

“Of course; but when T made up my mind to tell you, I
decided to risk that. I’'ve told you hecause I thought you
ought to know. I'm not asking you to explain anything,
mind. It’s no business of mine. But that c?la.p was watch-
ing you, and for all I know he may mean mischief, and so
I thought I'd put you on your guard.” :

“That is very kind of you, Blake,” said Clare, not exactly -
knowing what to make of the cool junior. “And to whom
else have you told this story? ”

“Nobody: ' Think T can’t keep a secret? ” said Blake
rather indignantlg, :
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“You did not go alone to the ahbey? ” said Clare.

“Well, no, not exactly alone,” admitted Blake.

. Clare smiled. He' understood the junior’s reluctance to
inculpate anyone else.

“I won’t ask who your companions were, Blake. But did
they see just the same as you did? ”

“Yes, both of ’em. We talked it over to-day, and decided
to speak to you, and I took it upon myself, as it was I
proposed to explore the abhey,” explained Blake.

Clare was silent, thinking deeply. The story had evidently
startled and puzzled him . Blake waited, wondering whether
a licking was in store for him or not. .

“I am much obliged to you for telling me this,” said
Clare  at length, “yet I do not see how I can overlook such
a breach of discipline as breaking bounds at night.”

‘Blake moistened the palms of his hands.

“Lay it on,” he said. “Don’t mind me—don’t mind me
at’ all.”? :

The captain smiled again.

“1 must think it over,” he said, “and Tll let you know
my decision about it some other time. You can go now.”:

Blake grinned.

“I see; ’m to come up for judgment if called upon,”
he said. “All righv.” And with a cool nod he walked
away.

Langdale and O’Connor were rather . anxiously awaiting
his return in the study they shared together.

“Well, licked? ” asked Cecil, as Sidney entered. .

Blake shook his head.

“No; Clare’s a. brick. It’s turned out all right.”

“That’s lucky. But I say, I should like to know what
the blithering mystery is,” said Langdale, thoughtfully
jabbing his pen into O'Connor’s Greek lexicon. “Still, I
don’t think we’ll explore the old abbey by night again. It’s
a little bit too thrilling.” .

“I mean to toddle over to the old priory next half-holi-
day,” said Blake. “T’'m curious to see whether there is
really a passage from there to St. Cynthia’s.”

“Then youwll have to go alone, for Pat and I both play in
the Tower Fourth side, agaiust the Upper Fourth, on
Wednesday.”

And when Wednesday came, while Cecil and Pat donned
their football things, Sidney Blake strolled away down the
lane, and entered the footpath in Glyndale Wood. !

Glyndale Wood was part of the Glynhurst Estate, and
belonged to Sir Nevi{ Glyn. In the summer the St.
Cynthia’s fellows often picknicked there, or fished in the
rippling stream that ran through the wood. The ancient
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Fn’ory- was in the heart of the wood, and was one of the

oneliest spots in the county., ,
" Blake struck off from the footpath, and passing through
the trees, reached the ruins. There was little standing of
the. old priory but the lower portion of the walls, weather-
blackened and mossgrown with bushes growing thickly
amongst the. shattered masonry, and now heginning to show
the early green of spring.

The silence, the solitude, fell with rather a sense of oppres.
sion upon Blake.  He wished that one of his chums had
been with him. He thought, toe, and not without uneasi-
ness, of the mysterious figure of the previous night.

A low doorway; set in massive masonry, led to the crypt
which Langdale had told him was under the ruined priory.
Blake was stepping towards it when he heard the sound of

_a movement within, and as he stopped, his heart beating
hard, a figure suddenly emerged from the low opening, and
stood staring towards the wood, not for the moment seeing
Blake, his head being half turned from the boy.

Blake stood still, hardly daring to breathe, his eyes fixed
upon the strange figure. A strange figure indeed it was; a
man, in clothes that showed the signs of rough travel,
stained with mud and torn with briers, and with a face emaci-
ated and ghastly pale, and eyes with a peculiar kind of
rolling gleam in them.

The head turned slowly round towards the boy as he stood

transfixed, and the gleaming eyes fixed upon him. For a -

moment or two they stared at each other in silence. -

“Who are you? ” broke out the man hoarsely. “What
are you doing here? ”

Blake was startled, almost frightened, by the vehemence
of his manner. As he looked at the wild, furtive face a
terrible suspicion crossed his mind. Was he in the presence
of a madman?

“What are you doing here? ”

“T belong to St. Cynthia’s,” faltered Blake. “I-—T didn’t
know that there was anybody here.”

The man stared at him scrutinisingly. His manner had
become calmer. 7

“St. Cynthia’s? ” he repeated, as if the name struck
some chord of memory in his confused brain. “St., Cynthia’s!

" The black box—the black box! ”

“Do you know St, Cynthia’s? ” said Blalke.

His confidenceé had returned to some extent; he saw that
this strange being did not mean him any harm.

The other burst into a wild laugh. ; ‘

“St. Cynthia’s! T was there—~yes, I was there! How
Jong ago? Thirty~—forty—fifty vears! I was there! ?

.&“‘ 5
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Blake looked at him in amazement.

“You don’t mean to say you are an old St. Cynthia's
boy! ” he exclaimed wonderingly. :

“T was at 8t. Cynthia’s, I tell you! T used to go into the
old abbey. How else should I have known——" :

He broke' off abruptly.

“Boy, what is your name?

“Sidney Blake.”

“You belong to St. Cynthia’s? ” ‘said the man eagerly,
apparently oblivious of the fT-wt that Sidney had told him so.

“Yes; ’m in the Lower Ifourth.”

The strange. being advanced closer to him.  He had
clasped his hands in a gesture of appeal, at the same time
throwing a wild, unquiet glance towards the circling woods.

“T am an old St. Cynthia’s boy. Will you help me, you
who belong to St. Cynthia’s? Help me, for the sake of the
old school! ” :

*“What can T do? ” said Blake.

“Get me food—food—food! I am starving! I have not
ealten for two days—two years—two centuries!” panted the
other.

And in fact his whole appearance was that of one suffering
severe privations, and Blake’s heart was touched as he
looked at him. He had little doubt now that the man was
not right in his head, but he was evidently quite harmless.
Blake had a couple of sandwiches in his pocket, and he at
once drew them out and handed them to the poor wretch.
Ifl was painful to see the eagerness with which he dévoured
them. .

“I wish I had more, my poor fellow,” said Blake. “But
% cz?m”get you more if you like, - What arve you staying here
or

“They are hunting me.”

Blake started.

“You have—escaped—from-——{from ——

He hesitated.

The other nodded violently.

- “Yes, yes! They said I was mad—mad! > He broke i
the wild laugh again. “T have suffered enough to engﬁg
me mad.  But I am not mad! Do you think I am mad? »
he exclaimed, thrusting his wild face close to Blake’s, and
staring at him.

The boy jumped back in alarm, ;

‘;?{-no,” he stammered. “But what makes them think
50t

“They don’t think so,” said the other, with an air of cun-
wing. *“They only want to keep me shut up. Do you see? ?
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“Ah, yes, of course—perfectly!” But why do they want
to keep you shut up? ” . :

“Because I did not go down in the ship. Because—
because—-" : ‘

He broke off vacantly. ;

. “They are afraid of me, boy. They dare not Jet me loose.
I escaped, and I came here. I knew I could hide among the
ruins at St. Cynthia’s. But I must have food. I must have
food! Will you bring me food? ” s

For a moment it crossed Sidney’s mind to comnect this
strange man with the mysterious apparition of the night
before. But he dismissed the idea. 'The masked man had
been nearly a head taller than the man now before him.

“When did you get here? ” he asked.

. I don’t know. It was in the daylight. I am afraid I
was seen, because it was in the daylight. But I must have
food! Will you bring me food? ”

“T’ll cut across to Lonsfield and get some tommy, if you
like,” said Blake pityingly. “I could do it in an hour.”

“You won’t tell anybody you have seen me. Promisé me
that you won’t tell.”

“Honour bright.”

Blake had no hesitation in giving the required promise.
Mad or not, the man’s terror showed that he. had not been
well “treated, and he was evidently harmless; and so Blake
did not feel in the least called upon to do anything to lead
to his recapture, : »

“But you can’t stay here long,” he added. - “Haven’t you
any friends you'd like to send to? Tl write a letter for
you if you like.” | g

“Friends! ” muttered -the other, with a despairing gesture.
“ Enemies—all enemies! Yet—yet—Harle—Bernard Earle—
perhaps——"

Blake gave a start.

“Are you speaking of Dr. Karle? »

The man looked at him eagerly.

“What do you know of Dr. Earle, boy? *

“He is principal of St. Cynthia’s.” !

. ']i‘he other passed his hand across his brow with a dazed
ook.

“Barle! Pypincipal of St, Cynthia’s! Can it be the same?
But the boy then—the boy! ” he exclaimed, as if struck by
a sudden idea. He clutched Blake by the arm, and staved
earnestly into his face. “Is there a boy, then, at St.
Cynthia’s—a boy named Arthur Clare? ”

- “Well, rather! He’s captain of the school.”

“You are sure—sure? ”

“Of course I am! ” said Blake, in wonder,
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“Heaven is mereiful! Let me see Arthur Clare—let me
speak to him once! ” cried the other. “That is all I ask.
Never mind the food. It does not matter.  Tell Arthur
Clare to come to me—tell him that I can tell him all. that
he wishes to know. Tell him to come at once! They may
find me at any moment. An hour’s delay may rumn all.
Will you go to him—will you tell him? ”

“T will if you like,” said Blake, quite bewildered, and
inclined to believe that the strange entreaty was only a
freak of a mad brain, and yet impressed by the man’s vivid
earnestness.” “I don’t know whether he’ll come though. He
may think it only a lark.” !

“He must come—he must come! Tell him that his
father’s friend asks it. Tell him that T know the secret of
the black box. Remember, the black box! Go now! Do
not lose a moment. But first swear that you will bring
Arthur Clare to me.”

“T'1 bring him if he will come,” said Blake.

“He will come when he hears your message. Hasten!.”

He waved Blake away with both hands, and disappeared
into the crypt. Blake hurried away through the wood,
utterly at a loss what to make of the strange affair,

The unknown lurker of the old priory must know something
of Clare, that was certain; but he was evidently unsettled
in his wits, if not actually mad. The black box! What
on earth did it mean? Would Clare know? Or 'would he
take the whole thing for a cock-and-bull story, and refuse to
take any notice of 1t? That certainly seemed more likely
than anything else.  Still, Blake had given his word, and
there was nothing to do but to keep it.

He knew where he would find Clare. The captain had
arranged a match that afternoon between two sides picked
from the Fifth and Sixth Forms, with a view to finding out
the best material for strengthening the first eleven. He was
looking on when Blake pulled at his sleeve. Clare glanced
down at him.

“What do you want, Blake? T'm busy.”

* “There’s a chap wants to speak to you——"

“Tell him to go and eat coke then.”

And Clare turned away.

Blake would have glad{y given the whole thing uv, but he
remembered the wistful, earnest face of the outcast in Glyn-

dale Wood, and stuck to his guns.

“1 say,; Clare, it’s important.”

“Who is 1t?”

‘(‘II dO,I’l’t- know; but he says he was your father’s friend,
and-—— g ;

Clare started as if he had been shot.
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“What are you saying, Blake? ”

“He told' me to tell you so,” said Blake desperately,
scared by the look upon Clare’s face.’ “He said I was to tell
you he was your father’s friend, and that he can tell you the
secret of the black box, whatever that is. I don’t know
whether it’s all rot, for he’s certainly balmy in the
noddle——"

“Where is he?

“ At the old priory in Glyndale Wood.” £

“ITIl go Ainger, old man, I'm called away suddenly !
See this out, will you??”

_ Ainger looked surprised, but he nodded, and Clare hurried
away. To Blake’s query as to whether he was wanted, the
captain replied only with. a hasty shake of the head.

Blake stood staring after him in astonishment: The
répeated words of the outcast had produced an effect he had
never dreamed of upon Arthur Clare. He was still lost in
wonder when a slap on the back startled him.

“Hallo, old son, what are you moaning about? ” asked
Langdale. “Seen any giddy spectres in Glyndale Priory?

“Sure he looks as if he had,” ejaculated O’Connor, “ ‘What
has happened to yez, ye gossoon? ”

“T suppose there’s no harm in telling you two,” Blake
observed meditatively.

“Qomething happened?

£c Yes.”

“Then get it off your chest.”

“ Better not let 1t go any further then.”

“Honour bright.”

Blake told what had happened in the old priory. The
chums listened with amazement.

“There always was a mystery about Clare,” Langdale
remarked thoughtfully. “Some of the fellows say he’s a
ward of the doctor’s, and that he.doesn’t know whether
Clare is really his name or not. He’s certainly never had
any relations to come and see him at St. Cynthia’s. Perhaps
this chap knows something about him. But the black box?
What the dickens can that be? I've never heard of it.”

“(lare seemed to have heard of it, by the look he gave,”
remarked Blake.  “I’d have given a good deal to see h’i,s
interview with the lunatic, but I thought he’d rather I
wasn’t there.” i

Meanwhile, the captain of St. Cynthia’s was hurrying
towards Glyndale Wood as fast as his rapid, springy strides
could take him. :

His face wore a strangely set expression, and his eyes’

were gleaming.
The message of the outcast had indeed been enqugh to
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bring him at once to Glyndale Wood, and it is probable
that it would have drawn him away if the hoys of St. Cynthia’s
had been playing Clyffe College, instead of a practice match.

His father’s friend! The secret of the black box!

The words rung in his ears as he hurried on towards the
old priory. « He was too occupied with his thoughts to hear
the sound of footsteps in the wood, till a man suddenly
sprang out into the footpath before him and harred his way.
A man with a bullet-fiead, a bulldog neck, and little, oleam-
ing grey eyes. He carried a heavy bludgeon in his hand.

“Stop !I” exclaimed this unprepossessing individual threaten.
ingly. Then, staring at Clare: “Who are you, matey? »

Clare looked at him haughtily.

“What has that to do with you? Get out of my path,
will you? ” .

“No offence,” said the man, standing aside, but still
eyeing Clare curiously. “No offence, mister; but ’m lookin’
fur somebody ’‘ere, me and my mates, and I thort you
was 'im.  ’Ave you seen a feller about—a chap who——"
And he finished his sentence by tapping his forehead signifi-
cantly. “Me an’ my mates, we're his keepers.” ;

“I have seen nobody,” said Clare shortly; and he hurried
on.

) The man looked after him suspiciously,

“If you ain’t seen him, there‘s something up, anyway,”
he muttered. “I wonder what that young swell's little
game isP ” : i L
" He plunged into the wood, and a few minutes later joined
two men in the thickets, one of them a low-browed ruffian,
like himself, the other a handsome gentleman in shooting
clothes—no other than Sir Nevil Glyn, squire of Lonsfield.

" The baronet looked at him inquiringly.

“I thought I heard voices yonder, Wolf.” : :
. “Yes, sir; it was only a young swell, from the school, %
reckon. I asked him if he had seen our man-—--?

Sir Nevill started. S

“From: the school? Which way wag he going? ”

“Up the footpath.” ! g i

“That will lead him to the priory. Is it possible that—

hat——" / .

i He broke off, his troubled face showing how deeply he
ras disquieted. L
y a’]?h(i 1%2111 called Wolf looked at him curiously.

“He was in a mighty hurry to get somewhar, sir. I saw
by his manner that there was some game on; but I don's
see how he can be in collusion with our man——7’

“Ten thousand devils!” cried Sir Nevil, his secret fears
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intensified by Wolf’s words. “If they should meet—if it ig
Clare—— Come! Don’t lose a second!”

And he went running through the wood towards the priory,
bursting furiously through the clinging thickets, his face pale
with anxiety . The two ruffians, exchanging a look of
wonder, followed him.

* * % * * 3

Unconscious of all this, Clare hurried on to the priory,
and, reaching it, looked round for the man he was to meet
there. The ruins seemed deserted, the spring sunshine
falling upon still thickets and~ mossy masonry, without a
sign of life. But at the sound of footsteps a head was
thrust out of the low doorway of the erypt, and the eyes of
the outcast fell upon the captain of St.” Cynthia’s. He
uttered a cry of joy, and came springing out towards Clare
with outstretched hands.

“You have come, then? ”,

Clare looked at him in astonishment. He remembered
that Blake had said that the man at the ruins was what he
elegantly termed “balmy in the noddle.” But the young
captain had not expected to see anything like this.

“You know me, then?” he said, astonished at being
1-e?fognised by a man he never remembered to have seen
before.

“Know you! You are exactly what your father was ab
your age, when he and I were chums together at St.
CUynthia’s,” said the other, gripping both Clare’s hands and
looking earnestly into his face. “Oh, my dear boy, it does
my heart good to see you again, after all these years!”

After all theese years! The words had a familiar ring to
Clare’s ears. He remembered the strange cry of the baronet
at the meeting in Darke’s study at St. Cynthia’s. After all
these years! How strange to hear the same words upon the
lips of this mysterious being!

“I don’t remember seeing you before,” he said doubtfully.

“How could you remember, dear, dear boy? ? The wild-
ness was all gone out of the strange man’s face ; only tender-
ness remained there, with a lurking fear. “You were a baby,
I saved your life when they murdered your father.”

“Muidered my father!” cried Clare, In - horror.

“He went down, down in the cruel sea—they drove him
on the rocks. But he gave you into my hands, and I saved
you. Heaven, I can still see the waves leaping and foaming
round me! ” the outcast cried, with a shudder. “T1 still
see them in my dreams, after all these years. T wonder
I have not gone mad sometimes.” The words recalled his
terrors ; he cast a fearful glance round at the woods. “Dear
boy, they say I am mad; they have kept me shut up, they,
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have beaten me—they are hunting for me now. Save me
from them-—save your father’s friend, who brought you
ashore when the Petrel went down with all hands!”  He was
wandering again now. “Oh, the cold, cruel waves, leaping
and foaming—leaping and foaming—” He broke off with
a shriek. “Save me—save me! ’”’

“My poor fellow,” said Clare pitying]y, “you are safe;
there is no one here beside ourselves.’

The man was staring past him, convulsed with terror, his
glaring eyes starting from his trhastly face. Clare looked
1ound in alarm and saw three *ficures running towards the
ruins from the w ood. He recognised the man who had spoken -
to him in the wood, and the squire of Lonsfield.

Sir Nevil Glyn came panting up. The two rufians wrushed
at the shivering outcast. He made no attempt to escape;
the sight of the keepers seemed to have paralysed him—
or was 1t the sight of the baronet? 1t was upon Sir Nevil
Glyn that his gaze remained fixed, even after the keepeis
had seized him—fixed like the gaze of a frightened dog upon
& uuel master.

“ A nice dance you've led us, ain’t you?” growled Wolf
shaking the fugitive roughly as he seized him. “Where have
you have been these two days, you mad dodger, you? ”

The unfortunate man shrank from his rough touLh Clare
made a step forward, his eyes gleaming.

. “How dare you treat the noor fellow like that? ” he ex-
claimed indignantly. ‘“Mad or not, he has a' riglit to be
treated with humanity!” :

The ruffian gave him an evil look ;

“What’s it got to do with you, I'd like to know? We're
this ’ere lunatic’s keepers, mister, and he’s been dodgin’ us
for two days. The wonder is that he ain’t been and done
any nnschxet while he was loose. Why, he’s as dangerous
- “Tt is false!” oried the outcast, finding his voice—it is
false! Don’t believe him, dear bov I am not mad, though
they have doné their best to——"

Wolf’s hand, savagely thrust over his mouth, stopped his
utterance.

“Nuff of that!” exclaimed Wolf, with an oath. “Jest
you come along quiet, or you’ll get hurt!”

Clare turned to Nevil Glyn. The bparonet had recovered
his calimhess, and stood looking on with an unconcerned face.
- “Qir Nevil, have these men authority to take this poor
fellow away ! g You are a magistrate, and they are on your
land——"

“TMhat is true; but they have satisfied. me as to their
authority,” answered the baronet. “The man is mad, and

-
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he escaved two days ago from an asylum, and they have

been seeking him ever since.  But certainly they have no °

right to ill-use him,” he continued. “My men, handle the
poor fellow a little more gently. You must remember that
Jte is mad, and therefore i1s not responsible for the trouble
he has given you.” ;

Wolf stared at the baronet for a moment, then he nodded,
with a covert grin.

“All right, sir!” he said. “We ain’t so rough as the
young gentleman seems to think, and when the chap’s got
his sensible fit on, he ain’t afeard of wus.”

“You had better take him away now.”

The prisoner tore himself loose from Wolf’s grip for a
moment.

“Dear hoy, remember—remember—beware of that man—

” ¥

he r
He was seized and dragged away before he could say

more. Clare’s hands tingled to go to his help, but it was
futile; even if he could have released him, he had no place
of safety for him. He could only have postponed the in-
evitable capture for a few hours, with the almost certain
consequence of additional ill-treatment for the prisoner.

He looked at the baronet. Sir Nevil Glyn had grown
suddenly pale, and a startled flash had leaped into his eyes
at the words of the prisoner. But as he saw Clare looking
at-him he lighted a cigar with an air of cool unconcern,

“Poor devil! ” he said. “Mad as a March hare!”

“He did not seem to be very mad,” said Clare.

“Didn’t you hear what he just said? ” rejoined Sir Nevil.
“Mad, I should think. I believe he was looking towards
me when he told you to beware.” He laughed. “I have
never seen the fellow before,” you know.”

Clare looked surprised.

“He certainly looked as if he thought he knew you,” he
remarked. ; . s

“Perhaps he took me for somebody else,” the baronet
said coolly. “I never saw him before, so far as I can recollect,
I was out looking for a little shooting when these keepers
came looking for him, and after I had satisfied myself as
to their authority, I thought I would show them the way to
the priory. .They had received information about their man
heing seen in the wood, and I knew this was the ‘likeliest
place for nim to hide. I was surprised to see you here. . If
I am not mistaken, you are the new captain of ‘St. Cynthia’s
—the young gertleman I met in my nephew’s study‘a. week
or two ago? ¥ :

Clare coloured a little as he nodded. He was inwardh{"

e
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wondering why the baronet should have considered it
necessary to give him that explanation. : .

“Might I ask what you are doing here?” the baronet said
blandly. “I thought it was understood that Glyndale Wood
was no longer free to the public.”

Clare bit his lip. One of the fruits of the squire’s return
to his ancestral home yas the rescinding of a good many
privileges the boys of St. Cynthia’s had enjoyed on his land
during his long absence. The right to enter Glyndale Wood, .
except to cross it by the footpath, was one of them.

“I am sorry to have trespassed on your land, Sir Nevil,”
said Arthur, reddening. “When I came here I had completely
forgotten the new restrictions. ”

The baronet blew out a cloud of smoke.

“Don’t mention it. I only asked why you had come #”
. Arthur felt a certain amount of relictance to satisfy the
_baronet, but, with the question put in that way, and con- .

scious that he was in fact a trespasser, he could not very
well refuse to reply.

“I came here to see that poor fellow.”

“You knew he was here? ”

“I was told so.”

And Arthur, raising his cap slightly, turned away, and
strode through the trees towards the footpath, leaving the
baronet to smoke his cigar alone among the ruins.

But when he was alone Sir Nevil flung the wunfinished
Havana into a bush, and stood with his. hands thrust deep
into his pockets, a thoughtful shade upon his brow.

“Did he come here in the hope of secing Clare, then? How
could he possibly have known that he was at St. Cynthia’s—
I did not know it till T saw him there! Was it by chance—
at all events, he can have told him nothing, or Clare’s manner
would have been very different! But—the devil—I think
we were only just in time!”

And the baronet strode away towards Glynhurst Manor
with a gloomy brow. There were many people on the country-
side who envied the rich young squire; and yet, while fortune
seemed to smile upon him, black care was eating deep into
his heart. :

CHAPTER IX,
Tae Foorsann Marcm.

A September day, bright and clear, but sharp and bracingy
the ideal day for a foothall match. Tt was the long-looked-for
day of the great match, St. Cynthia’s against Clyffe College.

The St. Cynthia’s team were in ﬁne_fe,ttl?, Clare’s inde-
fatigable labours had not been without their result. And
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he was satisfied that the team in its present form would be
able to give the visitors a warm reception.

He was not quite easy in his mind about Darke. The
prefect had protested vehemently against the exclusion of
Hancock and Dacre, but without result. In a practice
match Clare had given him an opportunity of showing what
they could do, and the result had confirmed him in his opinion
that he would not be justified in playing them against Clyffe.
And so he had firmly given his final decision, and they had
to go-.

“Darke will make further trouble if he can,” he remarked
to Ainger in the morning. “He is deeply cut about Hancock
and Dacre being left out.”

“I don’t believe he cares two pins for their disappoint-
ment,” declared Ainger. “He simply seizes on that to make
capital cut of. But I don’t see what he can do now. You

. don’t think he’d be blackguard enough to fail us in the

game, do you? ”

“I shouldn’t like to think that of anybody, let alone a
St. Cynthia’s fellow,” said Clare gravely. ¢ Perhaps I'm
over suspicious, but certainly it-has seemed to me as if Darke
had something up his sleeve.” )

And as the time drew nigh for the visiting team to arrive
at St. Cynthia’s, it turned out that Clare’s uneasiness was
not without foundation. The wily prefect had a secret card
to play. |

“T should like to speak to you, Clare.” Clare looked
up, -and nodded cordially enough to Philip Darke. “It’s
about your decision. You said last night that you had
irrevocably made up your mind.” :

“That is so, Darke, and I am sincerely sorry to have to
decide in a way you take amiss.”

“We can let that pass,” said the wvrefect with a sneer.
“I have been thinking over your decision, and, as you know,
I believe that it is solely aimed at me. Under these
circumstances, I do not feel justifiedin playing in a team
from which my friends are excluded, as I believe, by
favouritism. I resign.” ;

Clare stared at him. There came a loud murmur from
the Sixth Form fellows standing round. Darke met it with
a look of sullen defiance.

“Are you serious, . Darke?” said Clare slowly. “Is is
possible that you mean to leave the school in the lurch like
this? 7

“Shame! ” exclaimed Ainger.

&1 mean what I say,” replied Darke sullenly. “You have
got bwo new forwards; you can get another one, I suppose.
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I am not a better footballer than either Hancock or Dacre,
and you have turned both of them out.”

~ “You are incomparably better.. You know you are the
best winger we have; we cannot get another inside left to
take your place with anything like your form. You have
no right to spring this on us at the last moment. It’s mean-
and cowardiy.” .

“Thank you,” said Darke sneeringly. “Really, I had nc
idea that my services were so very valuable.” ‘

“The school has a right to insist upon your playing, and
in the name of the school I call upon you to withdraw youi
resignation.”

4T will do so, with pleasure, if Hancock and Dacre are
reinstated.” ’ .

“That is impossible, and I refuse to discuss it.”

“Then I have no more to say.” And the prefect made a
motion to walk away.

“Stop a minute,” said Clare, with a glint in his eyes.
“Let’s have this matter settled. Am I to understand that
you definitely refuse to play? ”

“Except on the conditions I have stated.”

“That is, you refuse. Then in return, please understand
this—you are acting like a cad, like a fellow without any
sense of honour, and while I remain captain of St. Cynthia’s,
you shall never play for the school again. Now go.”

Darke started a little, and bit his lip, but there was nothing
for him to do but to go, and he went without another word.

Clare turned to Ainger. ; / ‘

“We shall have to find another inside left,” he said briefly.

* Ainger looked deeply troubled, but he nodded assent. He
held with Clare’s rejection of Darke’s insolent demand, but
his expectation of a victory over Clyffe had become shaky.
There was no disguising the fact that Darke was one of the
school’s best players, head and shoulders above the rest of
the team, with the exception of Clare and Ainger, and the
team as it now stood represented the best material at St.
Cynthia’s. Where was the new man to come'from ?

That was a question for Clare to decide, and he ran over
in his mind every possible fellow. He could think of nobody
who was a patch on Darke. He realised that the prefect’s
defection meant a weak spot in the forward line of the sclhool
team, which against players like the Clyffe lot mighe very
easily spell defeat. It was bitter, very bitter, te the young
captain, to realise that Darke’s cowardly desertion might
mean the waste of all his labour, all his efforts to organise
victory *or St. Cynthia’s.

He was not surprised to find that some of the team and
of the football committee were inclined to give in to Darke
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.and accept his services on his own terms. But Clare soon

put a stop to talk of that kind. Good-matured, even too
good-natured as he usually was, he had put his foot down,
and. was as firm as a rock.

Darke’s manceuvre excited a sensation in the school, many
even of those who had hitherto been his warmest partisans
turnismg against him at last. To wreak his grudge against
Clare at the expense of risking the school’s victory, was the
surest way to unpopularity. And the captain’s declaration,

that he should never again play for St. Cynthia’s, was -

generally approved. The prefect himself realised probably,
that he had gone too far, but he had left himself no retreat.

The indignation of the juniors was boundless. . Although
the Lower Forms were of course not represented in the first
eleven, they took as deep a pride and interest in the team
as ‘their elders, and felt the keenest anxiety about the form
of the players, and fhe chances of a win for St. Cynthia’s,

“Did you ever hear of such a rotten mongrel, chaps?”
oried Sidney Blake excitedly, to a group of juniors in the
guadrangle. “He ought to be kicked out of St. Cynthia’s,
neck and crop, the beast. Why——"

“Seat! here he comes,” said Langdale hastily. Darke had
emerged from the school-house, and was pagsing the group
of youngsters.

“Tet him come,” answered Sidney recklessly . “Hiss him.
Let the rotter see that we ain’t afraid to show what we
think of him. Hiss!” |
 The excited juniors needed little urging, to forget even
their terror of a prefect. A perfect storm of hisses greeted
Philip Darke as he passed..

He stopped, glaring at them in astonishment and rage.

“Why, you cheeky rats——"

The hisses burst forth with renewed vigour. <The prefect,
black with passion, made a savage rush at the youngsters.

“They scattered, but he collared 0’Connor and began to thrash

him unmercifully. Pat roared like a bull, struggling and
kicking ;

“Rescue;” shouted Blake; and he rushed to O’Connor’s aid,
backed up by some of the bolder spirits among the juniors.

Darke released O’Connor to defend himself from his new
assailants, and seized Sidney Blake and twisted his arm
cruelly. Blake promptly retorted by kicking his shins. The
prefect gave a howl of pain, and clencing his fist; struck
the boy a brutal blow. Blake dropped as if he had been

shot. He did not rise; the savage blow had stunned him.

~ Darke changed colour as he saw the effect of his hasty
blow. He had not meant to hit so hard; in his fury he had
forgotten himself.

T
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Liangdale knelt down beside Sidney and raised his head.
The boy’s eyes opened and staved wildly at him. Philip
Darke, relieved to see him returning to, consciousness, hurried
away from the spot. He had for theimoment feared that
he had seriously injured the boy, andfjihipleasant visions of
the consequences had floated through his mind. Blake rose,
“helped by Langdale, looking white and dazed.

“The cowardly hound,” cried Langdale wrathfully. “Fancy
hitting a youngster like that! You ought to go to the doctor
and tell him, Blake! :

“Rats,” replied Sidney cheerfully. “I will make him sit
up myself as soon as I get a chance. Scott! how my head
aches. There’ll be a nice big lump there soon. Oh, the
rotter, I'll get even with him hefore long.”

‘But, save for a black bruise, Blake was all right again
when the time came to watch the foothall match.

The Clyffe team arrived, and were cordially welcomed, and
all St. Cynthia’s, of course, turned out to witness the
match . After anxious cogitation, Clare had picked out Bruce,
of the Upper-Fifth, to take the deserter’s place. Bruce
had played inside left in a school match a few days before,
and had acquitted himself creditably. He was not anything
like Darke’s form, and Clare took him on with many mis-
givings.. But it was the best he could do, and he had a
strong hope that the school would yet pull through the
ordeal

The St. Cynthia’s captain looked over the Clyffe team
with a keen eye. They were in fine form, and looked: fit
for anything. Warrington, their captain, was a giant, a host
in himself.. The team was as good as anything Clyffe College
had ever sent out, and there was no mistaking that St.
Cynthia’s had all its ‘work cut out to win.

Clyffe won the toss, and kicked off. The game began with
spirit, the school forwards attacking, led in fine style by
Clare, who was the finest centre-forward St. Cynthia’s had
ever produced. And in a few minutes the blue and white
of the school team, and the red and white of the visitors
mingled close to the Clyffe goal, which was beseiged in a
very early stage of the game.

Warrington got the ball away, however, and passed to a
Clyfite, who escaped with it, and got through the school
backs, but Wilkinson in goal was as cool as a cucumber,
as alert as a monkey, and he saved with great skill, and the
school crowd cheered him joyously. And then Ainger got on
to the ball, and passed to Clare, who got away in splendid
style, and shot the first goal for St. Cynthia’s amidst a roar
of exultant cheering. _ i ‘ y

“Hurrah! ” -yelled Sidney Blake, giving Langdale a thump
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on the back that made him stagger. “That’s the style,
old-son ! i .

“Here. T say, draw it mild!” gasped Langdale, getling
out of the reach of'his enthusiastic chum. “Just you
moderate your tran$ports, fathead!

. The early success seemed to invigorate the school team.
The visitors strove hard to equalise, but at half-time they
had not succeeded in doing so. i :

In the interval the boys'exchanged gleeful congratulations.
Darke’s defection had not apparently done St. Cynthia’s
any great damage so far. * And Darke, who was watching
the. game, felt the fiercest rage and hate surging up in his
‘heart. He had thought that his defection would be a knock-
down blow to Clare. Was St, Cynthia’s going to win with-
out him? : :
' The second half began amidst great excitement on the
part of the spectators.

It was clear that Clyffe ineant to put their best work in
to get level. Warrington and his forwards swooped down
upon the ball, and by luck and pluck got it away from the
blue and white team, and went careering towards the school
goal. . Even Clare was outgeneralled by the Clyffe captain,
and Ainger was lying on his back, rolled over by a charge,
when the Clyffe forwards went goalward. The school backs
put up a good defence, but they were as -infants before the
mighty Warrington, and Wilkinson ' in goal was the last
hope; and this time his luck was not so good, or COlyffe’s
luck ‘was better, for Warrington .took a goal in the neatest
kind of way. = {4

And then the Clyffe partisans who had come to see their
team lick St. Cynthia’s cheered themselves hoarse.

The rivals were equal now: When St. Cynthia’s kicked off
again the excitement was intense and increasing,

- Both sides were in fine fetble, both determined to Wwin,

And Clare knew that but for Darke’s desertion, the victory
of the school would have been assured, for they were putting
up such a splendid game that if they had been at full strength
they would have been irresistible. ~If Darke had been in his
old ‘place of inside-left, Clyffe might never have taken that
goal. But things were panning out better thz‘m_ Clare had
dared to hope, and he felt that at the worst now it would be
a draw. But he meant to strain every nerve to make it a
L. ! { il
 Gallant was the fight, prolonged with resolute pluck: on
either side.  Boundless. courage, presence of mind, quick
resource and resolve, all the fine qualities which the ‘grand
game calls for in its votaries, were exhibited as well by
Clyffites as by the St. Cynthia’s: team, and there seermed:
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hardly a pin to choose between them. And it was getting
perilously near time .for the whistle to blow, and sfill the
result was undecided. Was it to be a draw? Arthur Clare
inwardly swore that it should not be.

The St.! Cynthia’s team made a splendid effort, obeying
Clare as one man, and before a determined attack the
Clyflites broke, and St. Cynthia’s fairly rushed the ball goal-
ward, scattering the Clyffe backs before that desperdte
charge, and Ainger took a goal in superb style. How the
school crowd roared then! ;

The whistle blew. St. Cynthia’s had won the great match
by two goals to one, after as stoutly contested a fight as
anyone , there -could remember. Blake and his  chums
hurrahed till they were black in the face. The excitement
was almost delirious! Everybody was cheering frantically,
the Clyffe team coming in for quite amw ovation, for all recog-
nised that they had fought a gallant fight, and had been
unlucky to lose. It had heen a splendid game, and credit
was due to every player in it. 4

There was one, however, who slunk away from the field
with black rage and malice in his heart. It was Phili
Darke. The team had won without him ; his cowardly blow
at’ Clare had failed, or, rather, it had recoiled upon himself:
In that, the hour of Clare’s triumph, Darke felt that he
could have killed him. ;i i :

But one scowling face was not noticed among so many
joyous ones.. In the general jubilation nobody thought'of
Philip Darke and his chagrin and baffled malice, )

- CHAPTER X. ol
SipNEY Brare Makes A Discovery. -

“Is there any news, sirp ” :

It was Arthur Clave who spoke. He was seated in ‘the
doctor’s study on the evening c¢f the day after the great victory
over Clyffe College. /

There was a shade of troubled thought on the doctor’s kind
old face. ’

Upon his return from the mysterious meeting at Glyndale
Priory a week before, Clare had told his kind guardian all the
circumstances of it, and one thought had immediately entered
the doctor’s mind. :

“It was Gabriel Locke,” he said, with conviction. “It was
the man who brought you to me when you were a little child,
- Arthur. He must be found; and if it he true that he is mad,
he shall, at least, be placed in kind and careful hands.”

To find the unfortunate man who had been dragged away by
the keepers from the old Priory had not appeared to the doctor
at first a difficult task. He had called upon Sir Nevil Glyn.
who, when he learned what was wanted, professed himgself
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ready to render any assistance in his power. = But then un-
expected difficulties had arisen. - If the baromet’s account was
correct, the two keepers had wilfully deceived him, for a very
little inquiry showed that the asylum from which they were
supposed to have come had mno existence. They had, in short,
disappeared with their prisoner, without leaving a trace behind.

The doctor’s mext step was to send for a detective from
London te investigate the matter. = Clare’s eager imterest in
the quest will be easily understood. An opportunity of learn-
ing the long-hidden secret; the secret of his birth, had pre-
sented itself to him, only to be snatched away again, and he
was_intensely anxious to meet the mysterious man of the Priory
again,

“Is there any news, sir? ”

The doctor shook his head sadly.
. *Nothing of consequence, Arthur, Mr. Keene has traced the
poor fellow and his keepers to a railway-station, and there the
track is lost again. It appears certain that Locke is confined
in come private asylum; but where, is a mystery. T have
advertised for information, by the detective’s advice, but
. hitherto without result.

At that moment there came a knock at the door.
faced man entered the room.

*“You have somethimmg to tell us, Mr.
doctor. W

“T have my report to malke, sir.” i

He opened a little leather notebook and referred fo it.

_“No trace has yet been discovered of Mr. Locke, but I am
making every effort, and I have very little doubt that I shall:
co6n. be on the track. But upon the other matter I have brought

to light some circumstances which may inbterest you.”
>

_“Pray proceed.’ g : i
«“In Mr. Clare’s account of the interview with the afflicted
man at Glyndale Priory, it appears that Mr. Locke—

A keen-

Keene? ” said the

entle
g,grramting that this individual was Mr. Locke—declared that he
brought Mr. Clare ashore when the Petrel went down with all
hands.” 5

“hat is correct,” said Arthur, as Mr. Keene looked at him.

The dectective nodded.

“Thank you. Dr. Barle also informs me that it was then
about five years old.”

“That is correct,” said the doctor.

«T have examined the records of shipwrecks for that year,
and I find that in April, 18—, a craft named the Petrel was
wrecked in the channel, going down, as it was supposed, with
all hands. Afterwards foul play was suspected, for two bodies
which were washed shore bore unmistakable signs of death by
violence hefore entering the water. What had happened, how-
ever, was never precicely known, as no survivors ever appeared
to give evidence. I find that the Petrel was a yacht belonging
to Francis Glyn, mephew and heir of Sir Arthur Glyn, of

Glynhurst.




THE SECRET 'OF THE SCHOOIL. 61
“The present baronet’s cousin,”

Mr. Keene gave a nod. )

“Mr. Glyn had with him on the yacht his wife and child, the
latter a hoy. Also his old college friend, Gabriel Locke, who
appears to have been attached to him in some capacity—a
secretary, or something of that kind. All, according to the
accounts, were drowned in the loss of the Petrel. A peculiar
coincidence is that Sir Arthur, the old baronet, died only a
few days before the loss of the Petrel, and Francis Glyn, if he
had survived, would hatve been Sir Francis Glyn, of Glynhurst.
Probably he did not know of his good fortune at the time of
his death. His unfortunate end left his cousin Nevil heir to
Glynhurst. He seems to have been abroad at the time, for
it was not till some months afterwards that he claimed his
inheritance.” :

“And my father?” exclaimed Clare. “Is it possible to
ascertain whether there was anyone of the name of Clare on
hoard the Petrel at the time of the wreck? For Locke’s words
~certajnly indicate that my father was there.” /

The detective gave him a very peculiar glance.

“I do not think that there was anyone of that name,” he
said slowly. “In fact, I am sure not. It was clear to me
from the first that that was a name Locke gave you to put
your enemies off the track, so that they should mnever learn
that you had escaped from the wreck.” £ ‘

" “But why,” waid Clare in wonder, “ why should anyone have
wished my death? My father may have had enemies, but a
little chap of five—" : ;

“Ah, why?” said the detective drily. * Perhaps you were
in somebody’s way. I have consulted several newspapers of the
time, and it appears that Francis Glyn made a runaway match,
and wae disowned by the old baronet; and after the wreck,
and his death at the very time of succeeding to the title, these
romantic circumstances naturally got into the papets. - In cne
of them I found mentioned what I was looking for—Mrs.:
Francis Glyn’s maiden ™name. It was Clare,” :

Arthur gave a violent start.
© “What? ” exclaimed the doctor. \

The detective nodded calmly, hig 1ttle twinkling eyes showsx
ing how he enjoyed the sensation his words had cause.

“I may also mention that the only child, so far as it appears,
that was on the Petrel at the time of her loss was Francig
Glyn’s little boy—then five years old.”

“ Good heavens,” said the doctor, turning quite sale,

Like a flash came back to Clare that scene in Darke’s study;
he saw again the scared, startled face of the baronet, and
heard his cry:

“After all these vears! After all these years!”

And back to his mind, too, came Ainger’s astonished
observing of the resemblance between him and the barvonet.

He saf silent, hiy nerves tingling, his heart beating almost

said the doctor.




62 THE NUGGET LIBRARY.

to suffocation, his brain dazed by the sudden inrush of new and
startling thoughts.

“And do you tell us ? ” began the amazed doctor.
~ I tell you what I discover, and you may draw your own
conclusions. But nothing can be known for certain until Locke <
is found; and he indicates the hiding-place of the box con-
taining the papers relating to Clare.”

. Clare’s mind was in a whirl. He paced his bedroom that
night, restless, unable to think of composing himself to sleep.
The thought of the black box was in his agitated mind. If he
could but find it, and set his doubts at rTest. He would—he
must find it! And he took his lantern and quietly left the.
room, as he had done many a time before, to seek in the ruined
abbey for the mysterious box which held ‘the escret of his birth.
 Strange, eerie, looked the vast vaults in the lantern-light,
strange and ghostly, but they had nc terrors for Arthur Clare.
He paused in a stone passage that led from the tenth wvault,
apparently into the bowels of the earth—a passage which he
had never yet explored to its extremity. This was to be the
scene of his present search. And as he paused, there came to
his ears the echo of a distant footfall.

For a moment he thought it was the echo of his own. ' But,
no; he was standing still now and the faint sound continued.

. 'Mhen the footstéps ceased. Dead stillness reigned in the _~
vaults. Clare flashed his light along the stone passage, and }
called out in a clear voice:

“Who is there? ™

. There was no reply. | No sound broke the stillness.

Clare waited a full minute. But no sound came from the
unknown. It was evidently not his intention either to reply
ot to show himself.

_Clare turned to his quest. It was not agreeable to seek the
black box with the hidden spy, perhaps, watching him all the
time. . But he had no mind to return with his work undone.

As for fear, the thought of it never entered his mind.

He advanced along the stone passage, from which, in various
places, subordinate passages opened, some leading to further
passages, others ending in blank stone walls. The monks of
the olden time had evidently planned this labyrinth for con-
cealment in times of danger, and no doubt it had well ansivered
the purpose. Each recess as he came to it Clare scanned with !
unwearying patience, flashing the light to and fro. Somewhere
there the black. box lay in its hiding-place. :

He emerged from one of the recesses, and flashed his light
along the passage, and caught sight of a tall, dark figure vanish-
ing into a black opening a little way ahead. Prepared as he
was for it, Clare started, and felt a momentary thrill. Then,
with a gleam of anger in his eyes, he moved quickly forward
and flashed the lantern into the opening. ¢

He heard a footstep, a muttered oath, and started back.
The tall figure was before him. The light gleamed wupon the
slimy wall of stone that closed up the opening a ‘dozen feet from
the passage. The spy had unwittingly darted into a cul-dessac,
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and found himself stopped by a stone wall, and as he swung
round with an oath, Clare’s light shone upon him, and Clars-
stood before him face to face. :

For some moments the two faced one another, silent, the
lantern-light falling full upon the' figure draped in the lomg
cloak, with the black cloth mask hiding every feature save the
savagely glittering eyes. ] f

Then the Baronet—for it was he—turned with the quickness
ofi a tiger, and sprang at Clare, a cudgel whirling aloft. Clare,
taken almost unaware, started back, flinging up his right arm
to' protect his head. The oak crashed upon the lantern; there
was a sound .of smashing glass and scattering fragnents on
thie stone flags. The next moment a savage blow felled Clare
to the ground. J

He lifted Clare slowly in his arms, and placed him over his
right shoulder; and, taking the lantern in his left hand,  he
. moved away slowly with his heavy burden. Up the gloomy:
. Dassage: towards the old Priory he went, slowly and painfully.
. His eye was scanning the wall on the left as he advanced.
He stopped abruptly and placed the lantern on +the ground ;
© with his left hand he felt over the surface of.ome of the huge
" blocks of stone of which the wall was built. Suddenly, with
scarcely a sound, the great stone rolled inwards; a dark cavity
was revealed. The baronet' pushed Clare in; then he shut the
stone door behind him and left the boy to his fate,

CHAPTER XI.
Tuar CruMs To THE RESCUE—CONCLUSION.

"Arthur Clare was missing! : i1 R

The three chums discussed the question with deep interést——
or, rather, Langdale and Pat did, for Blake was looking very
thoughtful, and hardly spoke. : / |

“What do you think, Blake? * exclaimed Cecil. ¢ Have you
got some idea in your moddle? * ; e,

. “Yes,” replied Sidney. ] iy e

‘And in a moment he explained his plan. It was ‘at once
agreed to. \ 5 \ ’ i

And,  their preparations quickly completed, the three bhoys
set off, and were speedily in the vaults, ILed by Blake, they
advanced, into the darkness, calling out at intervals in the hope
of hearing Clare’s voice in return. But only weird echoes
answered their calling. )

“TLet’'s tap the walls as we go alomg, suggested Langdale.
“ I've heard that a tap carties far in a place like this. *Minenrs
tap to one another from different tunmels—-—" i

“ Right-ho! that's a splendid idea. Come on!

They advanced along the bassage, tapping the stone walls on
either side sharply with their sticks.

" Tap, tap, tap! i

“Hark!™ cried Blake suddenly.

" They halted and listened feverishly.,

2
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Tap, tap, tap!

Jt was an answering tapping from the left side of the passage.

Blake tapped again sharply on the solid stone. A

‘Then he made a careful examination of the stone. There
was no trace of an opening. With the lantern gleaming upon
© it, he searched the damp surface minutely. At length he

observed a depression. in the stone, at the height of a man’s

shoulder from the ground, and, feeling over it, he felt a yielding

to his touch. 3

“ Bureka! *

“What have you found?

“What I expected—a secret door, I think. Yes, by
Columbus! : :

He had found the cunningly concealed spring which manipu-
lated the secret door. He pressed hard, and a huge block of
stone rolled back. The lantern flashed into the black aperture.

. There was a cry, and a haggard figure staggered out of the
darkness. f
“Clare! Hurrah!”
~Blake’s joyous shout rang through the subterranean recesses.
It was Clare—haggard and worn, his ghastly face streaked with
blood, his looks showing through what a fearful ordeal he had
passed—but alive! Alive, and in his hand the black bhox!
* * * * * *

There is little more to tell, For Arthur Clare had luckily
been thrust in the very cell where the black box had lain so
long unsuspected. But Sir Nevil Glyn never paid the penalty
of his rascally attack on Clave. For when Detective Keeno
and the police went to arrest him it was to find a dead man.
Sir Nevil,. like the coward he was at heart, had shot himself,
But among the dead man’s papers were found sufficient clues
to Tiocke’s place of detention, and he was speedily removed to
St. Cynthia’s, where he made a slow but complete recovery.
80 Clare was mow Sir Arthur Glyn, Baronet and Squire of
_ Lonsfield. - And there we must leave him, happy in his friend-
ships, and forgetting the.dark days when he was trying to
discover the Secret of the School.
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