Tale by H. Clarke
Specs’ Disguise. |

By H. CLARKE HCOK.

The Lost Clue.

A Tale of CAPTAIN FRANK FERRETT, Detect
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KNEW WHERE HE WAS, THE PRETTY
- GIRL GENTLY BUT FIRMLY KNOCKED
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“ARE WE READY? GO!” CRIED ¢
{\N FUCHSIA. AND BEFORE LAWRENCE %




s PLUCHK —Every Saturday, 1d.

Ne.. SCHOOL TALE. YOU CAN START Now

BRIEF ACCOUNT OF THE FIRST CHAPfERs.

This story opens at a football mateh at 8t Kits. The captainey for
season of the first team practically rests between Eidred Lag e

an ;
Talbot, the rogpective captains of the two teams, Talbot wln'. th:.:::::
Pat Nugent, an irish and a new boy, arrives at the seh i,

match. He is at once “ceilared’ by the juniors, who try ¢
from him that he'll vote for Arthur Talbot as captain., H
they bind him up and shut him in a cupboard in Lacy's study.
He goes to sieep, and on waking up, he hears voices—the voices Oflldr;l
Lacy aod his brother, Rupert Lacy, the squire of Lynwood. “You must viiln e
disgrace Arthur Talbot, and drive him from the school. Melis a menace tome
—to both of us. But, ruined, disgraced, driven forth into poverty and o
I-shali no longer fear him!” Pat is released from the cupboard, and .ﬂ.; o
the election, which is decided in favour of Taibot, becomes great chums
with Biagden and Greene, The three plot together that Lacy shall rocei
the contents of a pail of whitewasn intended for themseives by Trimbie a;
Cobb. There is also great trouble over the sharing of a study; but
solvee the difficulty by ousting a boy named Cleeve. Now go on with the tale

]lf,ncy lgave a tcrrijﬁc ye:ll. :
2 = o e for the momenf he did not know what had happened;
ﬁg&g@&f;c"“‘%ﬁ;b&ﬂg only“ knew. t?xf;,t .he wa.,s sli[}ped from head to foot in &0p
ques n Tt Yot wheae® » . borrible sticky, clammy mess. . : 1
Blagden and Greene looked at one another. They were vxltjlbt::lcr%: ars:%df e ngu:l’:gr‘\'f:ﬁdfzrgrl:mt‘;}:i:ﬂn%gbb gﬁ
genorally up to some mischicf themselves, but the new boy s e RS LB and clat
rather took their breath away. But they were not the kind 5 et Sy f’r'imm ; A
“to hang back. As Pat sa w:iey had old scores to settle with '“Ho'lyv' SI;"OLP?,L asrmd %obb faintly. “Cub it! M
. %hiamwd the i ect, end the opportunity was too half mtl)rder us for t%nis,l" o u— s o
8""Yok1,l seo, thepxcu is i d‘xki;; “n:ig- P;t,' “thoss Trimble was already running, as if for his life.“Cobb-lﬁl-'-
: 't Lossib ‘who passes underncath, loWed fast, and they vanished down the back staits,
= " they B Lacy staggered against the wall, gasping. y
2Lz 'mﬁ!‘i} deze }t,o He was simply smothered and soaked, and beside himself
3 to‘t_;ivx‘::‘g'bgitms withr rage. Hxx’e yoll brought a dozen peéple to the spot, ant
B o somg(;ne lighted the gaﬁ.k o What is
puddle or a h. - we've got . Scissors ! gasped Brooke major. “Who is it? i3
whitowashed, before they get tired it : :
::How are you going to do it?’ - ) *It's Lacy, T beliove,” said Haywood.. “It looks 1i
G ‘Easy enough, Turn the light out.” : host, and it smells like whitewash:; but I believe
'The gas was extinguished. ‘then Pat stole out silently, R ; J
and stopped at the door of the room whore Laoy wi . - The *‘Somebody has slopped this whitewash over me!” yelled
¥ Was. Y P J
splashing had ceased, and the prefect was dressing himself. Laey. ‘Pl break his neok when I find him? I know who
v tho door . .

‘thare P it was, too!” 2 ed the»

L 2% s ¢ “Who was it?"” asked Talbot, who had just arrived on

1‘_‘ ;dg_d not reply; but continued to knoek. Twice - scene. The captain of St. Kit's tried-ﬂud not to
sgain Lacy's exasperated voice . was heard inguiring what Lacy’s appearance was comical, and everyone was ay
tvlss wantedileand no reply was vouchsafed.” Then the “Who was it, Lacy? This is @ bit more than a joke.
boni( open the door in a state of fury. But Pat had nipped It was that young hound, Nugent.” e
ack to where his comrades were waiting, in the dark bath- e Nugent! Did you see him?’ bla
wﬁm,tgn_d &he prefect glared forth and saw nobody, Mo hatk Enowit was hel s =
was erapgire ::dihut thexsoranaien, The.pext minute Pat “T don’t see how you could know. it if you didn’t see him:
Agaj 'I?a%y wrenched it open. It had dawned ;,mn b The stuff must’have been chucked from the upper lan :

i | R L W1 1 b - - L

: was making game of him, and he was Sugsmhy, hora o Nugenk ¢

’ & ; e ~Pat and his companions had guietly .3omedtb€°fm !
ressin, withtthe dpremptly dx%gepeued.' noticed.  They wer?an looking uqinnocent- as 1 2
boded Jl1- for the sl opot e ot T  ant mae, Talbot? asked Pab = st
- tor the joker when Lacy dis- “Yes; Lacy thinks you threw this stuff over huz!’.

d him. He turned out the light and ‘loft the bath- it :
: gzoffwdvtha d‘é?."’ e '::f (‘i(i':,gnv'vtl’)’osglxg !Pat. oo Lacy'. e
. Augged themselves with joyful expecta- % Have you boen o8 the apper Wndg?” =
: acy g . g T s s : 2

wighd {o v the kb 1, s, oty o e G o

: e that somebod {ripe o  He's teiling lies " snarled T.acy. A
Trimble and Cobb had been gro gm’&'{f:ﬁﬁ?’n Conb had “Rot 1" broko in Breoke. “1f he had besn o
_Proposed more than ' to gi p as a bad job, but - landing, he couldn’t have come down without

it d | - 3 - : aldn’

was obstinat; o they b him, ‘and if he had the back way, he couldn
coming - [ bt fgthe‘v heard s g; oy, B vianry Nugent.” e

e k ; ~This was unanswerable, and even Lacy had to a W;,

. *Well, I'll find out who it-was.’* he snarféd.ﬂ :

kill him{ Some of you go and look n&g;mﬁ ‘

“The upper landing was searched. The overtur
wa.rfoux}) ,-but no trace of the oulg Trimble
had made good their escape. - o

-“It’s no good,” said Brooke. * The ‘hu WS

- @ \ ” ray 46
= ~ “8T0 EN COLD,
., “AND - = :}A‘m%u}u«;m’m ’ m






3z PLUCH— Every Saturday, 1d. :

Greene came hastily into the study. : -
“ Hallo! You've made this look nice,” he said, looking

round. “Ii's comfy, and no mistake. But I'm afraid it's no 0 ; - . | E }
go, Nugent.” tt 1 ott s F :
‘¢ Why not?" 4

“TPrimble’s got Cleeve in his study, and he and Cobb are

persuading him tl‘l go |E:lt5m l‘"?rn' master and complain e
about being turned out of his study.” All letters : s
Blagden nodded glumly, 2 Carme.l’l’o‘"d be addressed, “The Editor, Ko
“1 told you so, Paddy,” he romarked. . te Houge, Carmelite Street, London,”
“Then there’s no time to lose,” said Pat. “1I dare say we 328 o) B
can do someéthing in the persuading line ourselves. Come - —
nlf.me'_!" = “MUTINY AT ST. JIM'S > it
“ Where are you going?” Charles Hamilton 1s contributing the fi t 25
“To call on Trimble,” story to our next issue of PLuek, dealin, r‘sth long, complety
And Pat hintried out of the study.” Blagdon and Greeno ©of Jack Blake, Angustus, and 'Figgimg&wlco the adventuy
exchanged glances, and followed hLini. ~They did not know say, the tale’s a good one. The same rem 3. N'”dle" to
what his intentions were, but they were already getting  our second story a tale of adventure, b Dﬁ e o
accustomed to following Pat Nugent’s lead. entitled v by H. Clarke Hook,:

Trimble’s door was half open, and as Pat approached it he “STOLEN GOLD.” -
could hear Cleeve’s voice inside, and the threatening tones - B
of th};\ bli“y‘ of the Upper Fourth. £

“But I don’t want to stay in the ond study, Trimble. “THE BOYS FRIEND?” : =3
gl be allright TEND™ THREEPENNY LuSsts
nlo(ilgr with -Hoaper espec'::un: t:;’*e;y
and Jones.”

: the attention of my

“No, you won't. friends to the
that ye;?n{%l;ﬂt’ y
18sues of 098
£ Friend” Thre W{'

2 Libravy are now

I'm not going to

have you turned out
‘gale. ’fhesemnﬁ,
11 and 12. No. 11 i

Please do not fail to order your copies in ndvamrae.

<

of your: guarters,
Cleeve.”

“But -1 don’t
mind; I realigsdon’t
mind in the least.”

X a m
= Well, = 3 - you %

SRR SR NEXT SATURDAY'S Fo)

going to Mr. Slaney COVER. 2

to complain. Do
g hegr it =
“Bat I—I don't
want to.”
~“That's got ne-
thing to do with it.
It's that, or take a
licking.”
“But Nugent may
go for me if i do,

ar ————
l"WeIX..I shall go
~ for'you if you don't,
'i and so will Cebb.

Here, Cobb, we'd
better give him a
fesson. -~ Hold him
‘while T fouch him
up.n
O, don’t,
Tyimble ! T'1I—"
~Pat kicked open
- the door and strode
inta the study.
. *I'i'l__‘imbla i:md Cobb
5 g g ! 3
: "’%bs}; ‘do- you
want here?’” snarled
the former. * What
do you mean by
shoving yourself intor
my quarfers? Get
wt 1 5ed -

- AR ~in

~ _ Blagden and
- Greene  entered the
pocand o Pab-

e What ave s

% a 1 P 3

<344 growf:ﬁ}“ =
rimble:  “ You’d:

PLEASE ORDER “PLUCK” IN ADVANCEI
“Fiis plcture depicts an incident from * Mutiny at St Jin's,” by Chas. H
i ot sampies e fo oast Satucdey's PLUCK. 3303084
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